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WHAT MARY GAVE ' with its grandmother while she worked to  But this was not all that Mary gave.
&(@x‘mﬂ the collection is taken up in get bread for both. Shecould notl. cseen She dressed horself neatly and luoked so

areh, boys and girls put in money which ' them very often if our gencrous Mary bau bnght and kind and obliging that she gave
her mother a thrill of pleasure whenever

(4
she caught sight of the pleasant face. She

parents have given them for that pur- ' not cffered to attend the dour and luok after
¢ The money is not their gift, but that the kitchen fire while she was away.

ir father and
other, They have
Uinat §as much to

H

pen for pleasure
% ‘_ey had before.
(«13d3o I once heard
lt:ﬁ!fd-hearted girl
tomplain that she
Enda?othing of her
v that she could
t!.‘vefg I will tell you
iba¥ she gave in
ﬂ"(ﬁe_' ?ay, and you

"ésee that she
ta8 Mistaken, She
?Fvoi an hour of
u,ﬁgnt care to her
g}q,sister,w ho was
' g teeth. She
,véa string and a
&';goltad pin and a
d ‘atédeal of advice
} #he Jittle three-
#%-c!d brother
o wanted to play
1j#ishing. She gave
gm, the maid, the
di\:é(ﬁéus hour to go
1id ¥isit her sick
b"xgat home; for
8 Eleig was a widow,
o1& left her child

Sy

8

.} GOOD-N1GHT, good night! the silver tone is ringing,
o~ Like a sweet bell that chimes at eventide;
And round my neck the childish arms are clinging,
§  With the soft clasp that none can turn aside.

.t i Watch her to-night for me, thou dear Redeemer;
Give her thine own best gift of sweet repose ;
+3 Let angel-guards surround the little dreamer,
With folded wings, and eyes that never close,

MOTHER'S KISS.

wrote 8 letter to Ler
father, who was ab-
sent on business, in
which she gave him
oll the news he
wanted in such a
frank, ortless way
that he thanked hia
daughter in his
heart. Sho gave
patient attention to
a long, tiresome
story from hergrand
mother, though she
hed heard it many
tines before.  She
laughed just at the
rnghttime,and when
it ended made the
old lady happy by a
good-night kiss,
Thus she had given
valuable presents to
six paople in one
day; aud yet she
had not & penny in
the world. She was
good; and she gave
something of hersell
to all those who
were 8o happy as
to meet her.

Thy blessing maketh rich, nor addeth sorrow:
Thy love can turn life's darkness into day.
Be with my child when she shall wake to-merrow,

Auvd keep her feet from every evil way.

Then, when the last grey shadows have descended

Over the lonely valley still and desp,

Let angels whisper, “ Lo ! the toil is ended;
Good-night ; be giveth his beloved sleep.”
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HAPPY DAYS.
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BABY BOY,
BY REV, T. C READK,
MERrLy a plaything, just a toy,
Yet Lalf supremo though tiny, small,
We toss aud catch hitm as a bal —
Our darling baby bLoy.

The cat can rob him of his breed—
0. chmming, helple:s infuncy—
Yet in our little family

He i8 the chief and head.

A rure bufluon, a wit complete,

He makes us merry all day long

With live short wurds and one wee song,
So simyple, yet how sweet !

An orator of matchless skill ;
We note each look, ench word, each tear,
And {ly with mingled love aud fear

To do lus sovereign will.

0, should we, in our rapture wild,
Great, gracious, glorivus Deity,
Enthrone our boy instead «f thee.

Chaslire us, Lurd, Lut spare the child.
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\. J EWEL F OR HEAVEN.

A LEGEND tell us that an angel was com-
missioned to go to earth and search for a
jowel unknown in heaven. He wandered
through the earth aud over the ocean, but
could find none that he bad not seen in his
own homwe. Discouraged, at last he was
abuut to take his departure from earth aud
gv back cmpty-handed to heaven ; Lut just
at that noment he met a peniwent returning
tv his homwo in tears. Unecen, the angel
reachied forth his wing and caught a falling
tear. TlLis he bore up to heaven and pre-
sented it before the thrune. God’s greeting
was, “ Behold a jewel 1orer than any of
carth or Leaveu —the tear of a sinner’s re-

&4

pentance !
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A PROFOUND SECRET.

“ CAN you keep o eecrot, Daisy 1" asked
Nall Clay of her younger sister.

“ Yes, indeed!” replied Daisy, trying to
look digmified.

Noll bent down and whispered some-
thing in Daisy’s ear, to which Daisy clapped
hands, and cried, “ O goody1”

“ Remember, it's a yrofound secret,” said
sister Nell,

Daisy ran off to school, feeling very im-
portant, and overtook Couny Travers on
the way.

« (O Conuy,” she said, “‘T know something
awful nice !"”

“ What is it1” asked Conny, opening
her eyes very wide.

“ Oh, I musno't tell,” said Daisy, screwing
up herlips. Sister Nell told me this moin-
ing. It'sa profound secret.”

“ Oh, my!" said Conny. “ Can't you just
tell me 2"

“ Nell wouldn't like it.”

“ She wouldn't mind me," pleaded Conny.

“Won't you never, never, never seli?”
wbispered Daisy.

“ Never, 's long as I live!”

“ Honest and true ?”

“ Truer'n steel !” declared Conny.

“ Well, Sarah Beli’s father iz going to
give her a piano for her birthday to-morrow,
but they wouldn't have her know it for
anything until she comes home and finds it
in the parlour.”

“ How splendid!” exclaimed Conny.

“JIt's & profound secret,” said Daisy.

A few days later, Mrs. Bell called upon
Mrs. Clay.

“] suppcse Sarah was surprised and
delighted about the piano,” said the latter.

“She was delighted enough,” was the
reply. “But she wasn't a bit surprised.
She heard it at school.”

“ That Conny Travers must have told,”
said Daisy indignantly, after Mrs. Bell had
gone home,

“ But who told Conny 2” asked Nell.

"« T did, but I didn't s'pose she'd be mean
enough to tell.” .

“ And I didn't think you would,” replied
Nell

“ Well, children,” said Mrs. Clay, “it's
an old saying that *if you can't keep your
own secret, nobody else will keep it for
yoa.” If you will remember this it will
save you & good deal of trouble.”

“ There's an older sentence that I like
much better,” said sweet Aunt Paace from
ler window. ¢ Set a watch, O Lord, before
my mouth, keep the door of my lips,"—
The Myrtle.

OBSERVE THE BIRTHDAYS, j

Ler the birthdays of each momber oft
family be always rcmembered when‘{
comea. Let thore be something a hulu
of the ordinary routine in the arrangeny
of tho table; cookies fashioned as Jokx
likes them best; one of Frank's favou
tlum-puddings, or Julia's special llkmg
loaf of gingei-cake; ora wonderful lez..
pie, such as only mamma can make. |
Then there must be presents ; sowmetiz
people may think they cannot be uﬁ‘ord.
but reflect. The little one needs s
dresses, aprons, and many other thmgsﬁ
Purchase one or more for the bxrth&
It will seem just as much a present tol 4
as though she were not cbliged to have
2{ext come school books and story b‘M
& set of furs and a pair of skates (should{
birthday occur in the winter), a pret
little dinner basket, or, if the parentsc '
afford it, a little gold band for one of
white fingers, a necklace, a watch witt ©
shining chain, or the pony that has
wished for so long. !
Encourage the little ones in givingt
each other, and remember father’s t .
mother's birthday too, and, believe me,l
will be bread cast on the waters; thed
will only be a few ere some returns,z
there will be a never-failing supply aslk ¢
as you and your children live.—Memg

Baptist. !
ONE DROP OF RVIL [

“ I po not see why you will not letx -
play with Will Hunt,” pouted Walter Kr
“J know he does not always miud l
mother, and smokes cheap cigars and pip
and once in a while swears, just & ht
But I have been brought up better tL
that. He will not hurt me. I should tb.
you could trust me. I might do him s
good.”

“ Walter,” said his mother, “take ¢
glass of pure water and put just one drof,
ink in it.”

“ Oh, mother! who would havs thom
one drop would blacken a whole glass s

“Yes, it bas changed the colour of "
whole, has it not? It is a shame to{
that. Just put & drop of clear water u
and restore its purity.”

“ Why, mother, you are laughing at g
Not one drop, nor a dczen, nar fifty, wxliF
that.”

“ No, my son; and therefore I cannot{
low one drop of Will Hunt’s evil natu,
mingle with your careful training,
drops of which will make no impressio{~
him."—Prom Juvenile Magazine.
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In oven rows the kernels lie,

All white, and juicy sweet.” '
!

Ah! me, they all were black and dry, |
Were withered long ago;

“ What was the naughty cern about,”
Sho £aid, “to cheat mo 501"

She did not guess the silken threads|
Were slender pipes to lend

The food the tasselled blossom shook
To each small kernel’s need.

The work her foolish fingers wrought
Was shorter than a breath;

Yet every milky kernel then
Began to starve to death!

So list, my little children all,
This simple lesson beed :

That many a grief and sin has come
From one small thoughtless deed.

PERSONAL TESTIMONY,

A vouxg Cbristian traveiler found
himself in a commercial room one
night, where, the party being large
and merry, it was proposed that each
gentleman present should give a song.
Many of the usual characier on such
occasions were sung. It cape to the
turn of our young friend, who ex-
cused himself on the plea that he
krew no songs they would care to
hear, In derision a gentieman pres-
ent asked if he could not give them
one of Sankey’s hymns, and several
others cried out that they would join
in the chorus. He decided to take
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:; THE CORNSTALK'S LESSON.
£ 1 BY MRS, CHRISTINE CHAPLIN BRUSH.
' ONE single grain of corn took root

’,‘ Beside the garden walk;
¥ %0h! let it stay,” said Little May,
“1 want it for my stalk.”

t

! And there it grew until the leaves
| g Waved in the summer light;

¢ . All day it rocked the beby ear,

¢ -1 Aud wrapped it warm at night.

‘And then the yellow corn-silk came—
§ A skein of silken thread -

| » It was as pretty as the hair

Upon the baby’s head.

_Alas! one {ime, in idle mood,

~3 May puiled the silk away,

i  And then forgot her treasured stalk
:1 .§ For many a summer day.
2

‘."f::;é.t. last she said, “ I'm sure my corn
1 Inripe enough to eat;

them at their word, and choosing oue
of the well-known hymns, with its simple
gespel teaching, and with a silent prayer
that God would use it for his giory, he
sang as perhaps he never sang before.  All
present joined in the chorus. Beforo its
ciose theie wers moist eyes and troubled
hearts. The spirit of jollity ard fun was
gone, but the Spirit of God was there.
Several gathered around our young friend
thanking him for his song. He retired to
rest, grateful for grace given.

He bad not been long in his bed-room
when he heard a knock at the door. Tt
was opered by a young iraveller who re-
quested permission to come in. He was in
deep trouble. The song had brought back
to his memory the straing he lad heard a
deceased mother sing. He knew his life
had not been right, and the inquiry had
been upon his lips, * What must I do to be
saved 2 He was pointed to Christ, and
retired with a brighter hope, Scarcely had

this inquirer left than another knock was

heard at the bed-room door. This tume 1t
was an clderly traveller, The song ro-
minded him of lost peaco and joy. Heo was
a backslider, and the singer had the joy of
peinting another sinnor back to a loving
Savicur, It was nearly two o'clock Loforo
he could lie down, but it was with heart.
felt joy and gratitude to him who had thus
honoured his porsonal testimony for Christ.

.-

WHICH WILL YOU CHOOSE?

Soume little children were in the school-
room talking,

Said Sue Langdon, “I wish I had a new
dress all silk and velvet, like Amy John's.
It's lovely 1"

“I wish I had a bag full of money,” said
her brother Tom, “and I'd buy it for you;
and lots of things for myself too."”

“ Books, and sleds, and tools, and every-
thing,” put in little Johnny, So all were
tellig what they waunted most. One gil
in the group said nothing, till the question
was put right to her. Then sho answered
soflly, “I'd rather have a clean heart.
Mamma says that's worth more than silver
and gold and diamonds, and we can get it
by just asking for it.”

The little girl was right in her choice,
and right in her thought as to how 1t could
be obtained. Of all the blessed things
Jesus said we could have, none 18 wore pre-
cious than this. “ Blessed are the pure in
heart, for they shall ses God.”

[ S ———

BIBLE GUESSING STORY.

OxcE there were two boys who were very
warm friends. One of them was a king's
son. The other had been a sbepherd-boy,
but he bad fought a great battle, and had
coms to live at the king's house. He had
also been ancinted with oil, showing that
some day he was to be king.

The man who was king ihen did not
like the shepherd-boy. He was afraid that
the people would love him more thau they
loved himself, So hc tried hard to kill him.
But God took care of him; for he had a
great work for him to do.

But the king's hatred did not turn away
his son’s love for the shepherd-boy. It
made him love him all the more. He knew
that his friend would be king instead of
himself some day, but he did not get angry
because of this, He also warned him of
danger and did all he could to help him.
Can you tell the names of these friends?

There is a better friend than cither of
these. He is a king, but he laid aside his
kiugly dress and suffered shame and pain
and death for ua, He even offers to make
us lnngs and pnests. Do you know who
this friend is {—Seected,
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THE LOST DREAM.

L PoUND our baby one evening,
With her eyus all full of tears,

Grioving, T thought, o'er dolly,
Or perhaps some childish foars.

“ What is it, littlo Blue-oyes 1"
I asked hor with a smile,
“I've lost my dreaw,” she answered,
“T'm thivking all the while.

“'Twas 80 much nicer, Aunty,
Tnan any you've ever told ;
Full of angels, and flowers and fairics,
Aud palaces all of gold,

“I'm thinking of it always,
But I can't romember yet,
And I 8'pose the nicest, Aunty,
I always shall forget.”

Ah! dear little blue-eyed baby,
We all must lose our dreams;

Aud just the “losing ” of them
Is harder than it seems,

We strive hard to remember,
We only catch a gleam ;
The best and grandest of it
Is always in a dream.
—The Goldrn Rule

P o

GOD'S MESSENGER.

INTO & very olegant palace car entered a
weary-faced, poorly dreesed woman with
threo little children, one a baby in arms, A
look of joy crept into her faco as she sat
down in one of the luxurious chairs. But
it was quickly dispelled as she was asked
rudely to “start her boots.”

A smile of amusement was seen on sev-
eral faces as the frightened group hurried
out to enter one of the common cars, Upon
one young face, however, there was a look
which shamed the countenances of the
others.

“ Auntie,” said the boy to the lady be-
side him, “ I'm going to carry my basket of
fruit and this box of sandwiches to the poor
woman in the next car. You are willing,
of course,”

He spoke eagerly, but she answered:
“Don't be foolish, dear; you may need
them yourself, and perhaps the woman is
an impoater,”

“No, I'll not need them,” he answered,
decidedly, but in a very low tome. “You
know 1 bad a hearty breakfast, and I don't
need a lanch. The woman looks hungry,
auntie, and so tired too, with those threse
Ltule babies clinging to her. I be back
i & runute, aantie, I know mother
woulda't Lko 1t of I didn't speak a kind

word to the ‘least of there’ when 1 meet
them.”

The worldly aunt brushed a tear from her
cyes after the boy left her, and said, audi-
bly, * Just like his mother.”

About five minutes later, a3 a Indy passed
the mother and the threo children, she saw
n protty sight-—the family feaating as per-
hops they never had before. The dainty
sandwiches were esgerly eaten, the tempt-
ing fruit-basket stood open.

The oldest child, with her mouth filled
with bread and butter, said, * Was the
pretty boy an angel, mamma 1"

“ No,” enswered the mother, as a graterul
look brightened her faded eyes, “ not now;
but he will be on the other side, bless his
dear heart {”

And we, too, said, * Bless his heart }”

A BIT OF LOGIC.

Rurus lay at full length on the sofa, and
pufled a cigar, back parlour though it was;
sud when Mr. Parker reminded him of it,
he said there were no ladies present, and
puffed away. Between the puffs he talked :

“There is one argument against Foreign
Mission work which is nnanswerable: the
country cannot afford it. Two millions and
a half of money taken out this year and
sent to the cannibals or somewhere else.
No country can stand such a drain as that
upon it with everything else it bas to do
Foreign Missicns are ruinously expensive.”

The two young sisters of Rufus, Katie
and Nannie, stood on the piazza and
laughed.

“O Rufus!” said Kate, “you won't take
a prize in college for logic I'm sure.”

“What do you mean, little monkey ?
And what do you know about logic 7"

“More than you do, I should think.
Just imagine the country not being able to
afford two millions and & balf for Missions,
when just a few years ago it paid over four
millions for Havana cigars, Have you
thought of that, Rufus 7"

“And I wonder how much champagne is
a bottle?” chimed in Nannie. “How
much i3 it, Rufus? You know about ten
million bottles are used every year. And
O: why, Rufus, don't you know that we
spend about six millions for dogs! Some-
thing besides Foreign Missons might be
given up to suve money, I should think.”

“Where did you two grow so wise ?
Where did you get all those absurd items 7”

“We got them at the Mission Band;
Kate is Secretary, and I'm Treasurer, and
these figures were all in the dialogue that
Dr. Stephens wrote for us to recite, If youn
choose to call what he says absurd, T su; -

poso you can; but he is a graduate f
College, and a 'Theological Seminary besigt
[ mean to tell bim that you think 1
millions and a half for Foreign Miss 8
will ruin the country; I want to hear kg
laugh.” And then the two girls laugy
merrily, .

“You needn't tell him anything ab
it,” said Rufus, sharply. After the i
ran away he added thoughtfully :

“ How fast pirls grow up., I thoy
these two were children, and here they
with the Mission Bands, and their
words about ‘Sccretaries and Treasureniy

“And their embarrassing facts abef
money,” interrupted Mr, Parker, “
girls have the best of the argument, Rufy]
and then he, too, laughed.—T%he Pansy,

THE BABY IN THE STORM. §
AFTER a great wind-storm in Texas.
storm that carried off roofs of houses,
trees out of the ground, and did a greatdg
of damage—some men started out to set
anybody was hurt, This is what one
them tells: It was near night, and q.§
dark in the woods, when they heard a g
They stopped to look about and lisy
They heard the cry again and then theys
some dark thing up in a tree. “It’s a p@l
ther,” said ome, “Stand off; I will sk
it” “No; stop,” said auother; it iss
o panther, I will climb up and see wha
is” Up he went; and what do you this
he found lodged in the tree? A cradle w
a dear little baby in it. The wind b
blown down the baby’s home, It had g
ried off baby, cradle and all, The crafl
was caught by the branch of & high t
Then the wind blew against it so hard ti
the cradle was wedged in a crotch of
tree. It was so fast that the men hadR
saw away the boughs to get it down. Thd
was the dear Dlaby, all safe and sou
in its cradle nest. You may be sure balyg
mamma was glad enough to find the litf
one, as she did the next day.—~Ezaminer]

THE GOOD-NIGHT KISS.

WHATEVER cares may trouble your mi
give the dear child a warm geod-night &
as the little treasure goes to its pillow.
memory cf this in the stormy years of o8
certain future, may be like Bethlehes
star. to the weary, travelling shephen
and looming up in the heart will risef
sweet memory of mamma’s and papa’s g
night kiss. Never send the little ones§
bed with a scold; possibly before mornily
you may regret the hast: reprimand. Ef§
the little bud before it goes to sleep &
part for the night with a tribute of love §



