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« SEE.SAW."
' dWHAT & nice pair of
iltle folks does not
, picture show us?
Bgothé‘r and sister play

ogether ag little chil-
4§en should, but jn a
way, we fear, not quite
#9 common among them
a8 it really ought to be,
A good many little
Vﬁople like to zead a
;;‘;ce story about cledi-
ont, well behaved chil- J
‘QJxen, but never think of
Aaking the moral of the J
";ﬁ(je home to themselves.
Ty think it is “ per-
Tectly awfal” of the
Boys and girls in the
.".gories who quarrel and
speak rude, unkind
‘wiceds to cach other, but
they never stop to con-
sider how their own
#cts and words would
( pear it written down ||
48 the same way. Just g
think of this sometines,
liittle filends, and see
:ighether your conduct
obupares oftenest with
‘that of the good children
in the stories or the ill-
plannered and quarrel-
some ones,

e e GO e

bird, half dead from

cold and exposure, in
his dirty band.

« Excuso me, ma'am,”
he eaid, “but I fiund
this little thing on the

ground, and its liko to
cie. I thought a lady
would know what to do
with it,”

Thero was a look cf
real sweetness on the
grimy faco as he spoke
and when he was told
that the bird should be
tenderly cared for he
said, ¢ Thank you,
ma'arw,” and hastined
away with a really re-
lieved air.

Who cculd help look-
ing after the rough, ill-
manneted lad with re-
spect ? He bad a kind
heait, and

« Kind hearts aro
nore than coronets.”

He loved the little,
the weak, the sufferiry
creatures, and wantel
to helpthhm Heknew
that the lttle »rd
would stand a por
charce 1n h-s wretched
home, and ho was afraid
te {rust it to the boye

i

- CurLpreN, what is it
that you can mever
catch, even if you were to chase after it, as

quick as possible, with the swiftest horse in '

the world 2
! You can never catch the word that has
once gone out of your lipe,
4 Once speken it is out of our power, do
: 7?ur best you can never recall it.

1

CSEE-SAWLT

A KIND HEART.
BY J. A M
. ONE sharp, freezing day in winter the
. door-bell rung. A group of rough-looking
_boys stood on the walk in front of the
“house, and one, a tall, uncombed, balf-clad
. boy stood on the steps holding afpoor little

So he did the best
thing he could think
of — put it ioto tha
hauds of a lady.

All honour to the boy who cates for God's
creatures! It is unmonly to hurt and
annoy !

Gop will give us nothing for our sskes;
but will deny us nothing for Christ's s3ke ;
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A CHILD'S PRAYER.

Jesus Christ, my Lord and Saviour,
Onco becamo o child like mo;

Oh, that in my whole behaviour
He my pattera still may be!

All my nature is unholy,
Pride and passion dwell within;
But the Lord was maek and lowly,
And was never known to sin,

While I'm often vainly trying
Some new pleasure to possess,

Ho was always self-donyiog,
Patient in his worst distress,

Lord, assist a feeble creature,

Guide me by thy word of truth,
Condescend to be my teacher

Through my childhood and my youth.
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TRUTHFULNESS,

A GENTLEMAN once asked a boy, who was
deaf and dumb, the question, “ What is
truth 2"  The boy replied by taking a piece
of chalk and drawing a straight line. The
man then wrote, “ What is a lie?” The
boy answered by drawing & crooked line.

Lies are slways crooked. Ouge lie opens
the way for another, for often a dozen lies
must be told to conceal one. Telling an
uontruth is like leaving the highway and
going into atangled forest; you know not
how long it will take you to get hack, or
how much you will suffer from the thorns
and briers in the wild-wood.

« A lig is an intentioa to deceive,” and
may be tol I without speaking & word. A
gentleman once asked a boy if a certain
road led to the city, The boy nodded his
head, and then laughed as the man took

the wrong road, That boy lied with his
head, Lies may bo told with the fingers,
and many other ways,

Young people often amuse themselves
by seeing who can tell the bigyest lie. This
iz & bad habit, and leads one to vary from
the truth at other times.

The only safe plan i3 to form the habit
of always telling the truth. This will give
a feoling of self-respect that will scorn
whatever is low and mean. It will also
give a purity to character that will tend to
elevate and cnnoble the life,

LITTLE JOE, THE NEWSBOY.

LitTLE Joe first appeared, on the streets
of New York two years ago. He was small
and slight, with great brown eyes and
pinched lips that always wore a smile,
Whoere he came from nobody knew and few
cared, His parents, he said, were dead, and
he had no friends, It wass hard life. Up
at four o'clock in the morning, after sleeping
in a dry goods box or in an alley, he worked
steadily till late at night. He was misused
at first. Big boys stole his papers, or
crowded him out of a warm place at nights,
but he never complained; the tears would
well up in his eyes, but were quickly
brushed away, and a new start bravely made,
Such conduct won bim friends, and after a
little no other boy dared to play tricks upon
little Joe.

But the hard work and exposure began
to tell on his weak constitution. He kept
growing thinner and thinner, but the
pleasant look never faded away. He was
uncompleining to the last. Two weeks ago
he awoke one moraing, after working hard
selling “extras,” to find himssif too weak to
move. He tried his best to get upon his
feet, but it was a vain attempt,

« Waere is little Joe 2 was the universal
inquiry. Finally he was found in a secluded
corner, and 8 good natured hackman was
persuaded to take him to the hospital at
Flatbush, whers he said he once lived.
Every day one of the boys went to see him.
On Saturday, & newsboy, who had abused
him at first and learned to love him after-
wards, found him, sitting up in his cot, his
fittle blue-veined hand stretched out uposn
the coverlet.

“]1 was afraid you wasn't coming, Jerry,”
he said with some diffizulty, “and I want
to see you once more, so much. I guess it
will be the last time, Jerry, for I feel awful
weak to-day. Now,! Jerry,! when I die, I
want you to_bejgood for my sake. Tell the
boys "__

But his message naver,was completed.
Little Joe was dead. His sleep was calm

and beautiful. The trouble and anxiety on
his wan face had disappeared. But the
expression was still there. Even in death
he smiled. That night one hundred boys
met in front of the City Hall They felt
that they must express their sense of loss in
some way, but how they did not know.
Finclly they passed a resolution which reads
as follows :—

Resolved—* That we all liked Little Joe,
who was the best newsbdy in New York.
Everybody is sorry he has died.”

On his coffia was a plate purchased by
tho boys. This was the inscription:

LITTLE JOE,
Acep 14,
Tux BEst NEWsnoy 1y NEw YoORk,
WE ALL LIKED HIM,

There were no ssrvices, but each boy
sent a flower to be placed upon the coflia of
his friend. This is not a fancy sketch,
Every word of the above story is true.

A LESSON FOR HARRY.

«On, I want some of those apples,” said
Harry.

“They balong to Mr. Hill,” said Robby.

«J don't care,” said Harry. “Mr. Hill
has more than he wants. I mean to have
some,”

« It will be stealing,” said Robby.

“No it won't—just o few apples.”

Robby went on to school, but Harry
climbed on the wall and began picking the
apples.

One of them fell on a box which was on
the other side of the wall. The mnext
minnte Harry heard something buzzing
abont his ears,

“QOh! ob!"” he screamed. The box was
a beehive, and the bees bsgan stinging the
naughty little boy.

Mr. Hill heard his cries and came. Then
Harry felt a3 though it were really stealing
to take apples which aid not belong to him.

1 hope Harry will learn to remember
that God can see him when no one else
can, and that God has said, “Thou shalt
not steal.”

SUNDAY SCHOOLS

ATTENTION!

WE bave a few packages remaining of
the back numbers of Sunday-school papers,
Pleasant Hours, Home and School, Sundeam
and Harpy Days. Each package contains

100 papers, nicely assorted, and is sent post |

paid to any address for only TEN CENTs.
Orders should be sent at once. Address
WiLLlaM Brices, Methodist Book aud Tab-
lishing House, Toronto.
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THE RIVER NILE
ONCE on a time, long since gono by,
In a small ark of rushes,
A woeping mcther placed her ohild,
Where Nile's olear water gushes,

.Ero long, down the river's brink,

. Como Pharach’s royal daughter,

,'And saw the ark, among the reeds,
Afloat npon the water,

‘She bade her maidens bring it forth ;
But little dreamed the ladg

! That 'neath the lid, so oddly hid,
There was a dark-eyed baby.

I'ne child awoke as from a dream,

s+ Ot in the morning early,

» And lo, there glittered on his cheek,
A ghining tear-drop pearly.

" The princess bowed her jewelled face—
A3 bee among the clover,
Repeatedly the nectar sips—
She kissed him o'er and over.

She loved and she.adopted him,
The history discloses; ..

And there was not in all the land
A man so wise as Moses,

WHAT JOY REMEMBERS.

“ REMEMBER, dears, don't go to the
meadow-lot to-day,” That is what Joy’s
mother said as she kissed her and Robert
good-bye

50t it queer that as soon as she had
gore both these little people'wanted to go
to that very lot ?

They went to the swing in the barn, but
they kept thinking what baautiful dande-
lions grew in the meadow.

Pretty soon Joy said; “I know a lovely
way to tell the time with dandelions.”

Robert ran to pick some great yellow
beauties.

“These are not the kind,” smd Joy.
“You can't do it 'less-they aré all feathers,
There are some right down in the meadow-
lot Mayba there are some on this side of
‘the fence.”

When they got to the fence they found
all the dandelions as yellow as gold, but on
the other side, just out of resch,-there were
some of the silver balls,

“ Robbie, you stay here and I'll just climb
through and pick a few.. -Mamma wouldn ¢
mind, I'm sure.”

But Robart wouldn't ba left alone, so
through the fence they hoth went.

“Now, watch, Robbie,” said Joy when
‘they had picked their hands full. « What
time is it? One—" But baforo she could
blow the silver feathers thsre was a strange

sound. Was it thunder? What made tuat
pounding noise ?

The children sprang vo their foet and saw
o groat black creature coming straight
toward them. They never knew how thoy
climbad through the fence just in time to
escaps thosa cruel horns, nor how they
managed to drag their trembling littlo solves
up the long hill.

Joy and Robert are grown up now and
have little children of their own, bat they
remembor just what their mother said to
them as she tucked thom into bed after their
bread-and-water supnrer that night: “ Re-
membar, dears, thero is alwayasa good reason
when there i3 o “must not,” whether you
know what the reason is or not.”

THE NEST OF GOLD.

Percy DALE was & dear, pink-and-white
little boy, with a tangle of gold ringlets so
long and silky that straugers often stopped
him on the street to admire them. He
wouldn't have cared, only they sometimes
stroked his head and called him “a sweet
litule girl” Now Percy loved little girls;
but to ba called alittle girl hiwself was not
to his liking, It always sent him running
to his mamma to beg her to cut off the
dreadiul curls thad made people say he was
“ g little girl-boy.”

“Q no, no, darling ;: mamma can't shear
her pet lamb,” she would answer with a
kiss; “but by-and-by we'll ask Miss Olive
tO dO it '

“By-and-by"” was slow in coming, and
Percy's fourth birthday found hiw with
curls longer and livelier than ever. That
morning, as he swung on the gate, an old
lady passing said to him smilingly :

“Won't you rell me your beautiful bright
curls, little miss? My little grenddaughter
hasa' any.”

* Livtle miss, indeed!” The words uearly
broke Percy’s heart. He dragged his ap.on
up over the hated ringlets, and held 1t close
il the lady had. gone. Then he hopped
down, from the gate, his eyes shining with a
happy thought. He would stop people
from calling him, names! He wouid run
across the street all 'by .himself and ask
Miss Olive to cut his hair off 50 short that
everbody'd know he wasn't a gitl  As it
happened, his mamma had latsly said to
Miss Olive that one of these days his curls
myst be clipped , so when the little fellow
told his errand, Miss Olive at once pinned
a towel about his neck, and snip, snip, went
her big shears- through his wavy mane,
She put the longest cu.ls in a paper box
for Percy te carry home, and, not being a
very tidy v _an, she threw the rest of them

out of tho back window into the yard.
Theso wero spied by two yollow birds about
to set up house-keoping, and carried off tross
by tross to tho lilac treos in the ganden.
Thero the birds wovo them into the daintiost
goldun nest that over was seen. In this
thoy rearad a thriviog little family, aud
when the cold wiuds camo aund thoy all
flitted away to the sunuy South, Miss Olive
brought the empty nest to Percy's mamma,
who has kopt it to this day.

DCING ITS BEST
BY GEORGE COOPER,
1 Ax but a tiny cricket,
Living in e summer thicket—
There I take my rest.
Many songs are gayer, prouder;
Manuy a voice is sweeter, loudor—
But [ do my best.

In my song there’s no complaining,
Even when the sky is raining ;
Birds fly east and west—
Silent bide in leafy cover;
But I chirp till all 13 over,
Doing still my best !

When the leaves are round us fiying,

When the birds and bees are hicing
On their autumn quest,

You will find me in the stubble,

Though the clouds look full of trouble,
Singing stil! my best !

Clad in garments dark and sober,

Here I linger till October;
Sunshine warms my breast.

While the wintry days you number,

Sweet and quiet is my slunber,
For I’ve done my best !

—

GIVING THE HEART.

“ MoTHER,” said a little boy who had
only numbered five summers, * what does it
mesn to give your heart to God?”

The mother put down her sewing, and,
looking at her boy, said, “ Charlie, do you
fove anybody 7"

With alook of surprise the chil? answered.
“ love you; I love my father, my sister,
and Henry.”

“Then you give your heart to your father,
to Henry, to your sister, to me; and you
shew that love by doing all you can for us,
and cbeying our commands.”

The child’a face looked bright with a new
thought.

“And you ought,” continued his mother,
“to love God best, because he gavo you
your father and mother, and he gave you
his dear Son, J¢  Christ, who came from
heaven to die that you may live forever.”
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WibpeE AWAKE.

THE MOTHER'S CRADLE SONG.

[The following beautiful song is a trans-
1ation from the “ Home Songs” of Sweden.
It is crooned by the mother assheis putting
her little one to sleep.]

Om, little child, lie still and sleep;
Jesus is near, thou need’st not fear,
No one need fear whom God doth keep
By day or night.
Then lay thee down in slumber deep,
Till morning light.

Oh, little child, be still and rest;
Hoe sweetly sleeps whom Jesus keeps;
And in the morning wake so blest
His child to be.
Love everyone, but love him best—
He first loved thee.

Oh, littie child, when thou must dis,
Fear nothing, then, but say, “ Amen”
To God's demand, and quiet lie
In his kind hand,
Until he say, * Dear child, come, fly
To heaven’s bright land.”

Then when thy work on earth is done,
Thou shalt ascend to meet thy friend ;
Jesus the little child will own,
Safe at his side;
Aud thou shalt dwell before the throne,
For he hath died.

KEEPING STEP.

MARcH-away little one. Keep in step
andin line, Always do right whether in
play or in earnest, and you will win in the
battle of life. The march may be long, but
if you keep_n line you will always be ready

A NEW LIGHT ON THINGS.

“ HALLOA, young fellow ! said the cock to
the shepherd's dog, eyeing him very fiercely
as he ran by, “I've a word to say to you.”

“Let us have it,” said Shag; “I am in a
hurry.”

“I wish to remark,” said the cock, « that
there has been a great mistake made in the
stack-yard; and you can %ell your msster
that he and the other man, instead of turn-
ing the corn-end of the sheaves into the
stack, and leaving the stubbles outside,
should have done it in the other way. How
are my hens and I, do you think, to get at
the grain under the cizcumstances 7”

“ Anything else 7" asked Shag,

The cock was offended, and shook his
wattles, but answered, “ Yes—I havealso to
remark——

“Never mind, never mind,” said Shag,
interrupting him; “you're under a general
mistake, I see, and one answer will do for
your objections, You fancy that farm-
yards were made for fowls ; but the truth is,
fowls were made for the farm-yards. et that
into your head, and you won’t meddle with
arracgements which you can’t understand,
and in which you and your affairs are not
taken into account.”

My child, remember that God dxd not
make the world fur you; that your interests
and pleasures are not the only things to be
consulted, Beware of self. Beware either
of pleasing self or pitying self. He that
does either will not be either wuseful or
happy; and he will be very unlike him who
“ pleased not bimself.”

“ CEASE, my sop, to hear the instruction
that causeth thee to err from the words of

JORNNY PIG.
BY MARGARET EYTINGE. A

LiTte Johony Eataway's playmatdi
called him *“Johnny Pig;" and [ don
wonder that they did, for he wag one ¢f 1h
greediest boys that ever lived.

Almost every day when diuner was ove
aud he had eaten s» much he couldn’t e
auy more, he would beg his mamma, with
dreadful whine, not to give what was l¢
of the pudding or pie—which wasn't muc
[ can assure you—to any ono else, but (g
put it away in the closet so that he mig
“eat it by and by.”

And often he would stand for an hour
a timo before the windows of a bakery of
candy-store, with the tears running down§
his cheeks, in the deepest grief because hy
could not eat everything he saw there, :

And he would follow men who wen
selling fruit from street to street, just g
other boys follow the soldiers, or a monke
on a hand organ, in hopes that ab last, t
get rid of him, they would give him an
apple, or an orange, or a banana, :
Well, late one very cloudy afternoon,
Johnny Pig was coming from the druggist's i
with a gmall bottls of paregoric for the baby, |
who had a pain, (paregoric was the only
thing that could be swallowed that he couldl
be trusted with), when he saw a man in
front of him cerrying a basket half full of
pretty pink packages. Johnny got as near
as he could to this man, and sniffed at the
basket,
It smelled delicious! Just like his mam.
ma's kitchen on cake-baking days.
The man ran up every stoop, and, rang
every door-bell, and gave ona of the packagea
to whoaver came to the door. -
At last, Johnny Pig, who was by thm
time a mile from home, and it was fast
getting dark, asked the man what they were, Ji
“Cakes,” said the man, .
“Gimme one?” begged Johnny.,
*“No,” said the man, “I don’t give them J§
to little boys.” .
But Johnny kept following and teasing
and teasing, until the man—it was quite
dark now—said, “ Well, as I have only a |
few left and I want to go to my supper, you,JE
may have one,”

Johnny snatched it without even a thank
you (greedy boys are never polite), sat down
on the nearest door-step, laid the bottle of }
paregoric by his side, tore off the pretty- |
pink paper, and took a bite—a big bite, :
And then he jumped up, knocking over-
the bottle and breaking 1t into flinders, and §
stamped, and choked, and sputtered, and

wiped his mouth again and again on the
sleeve of his new jackat,

for duty,

knowledge.”

It was a cake of soap!




