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THE LITTLE PEOPLE.

| DREARY place would be this
earth,
Were there no little people
init;
(he song of life would lose
its mirth,
Were there no children to
begin it.
No little forms, like buds to
grow,
And make the admiring
heart surrender;
No little hands on breast ard
brow,
To keep the thrilling love-
chords tender.

The sterner souls would get
more stern,
Unfeeling nature more in-
human,
And man to stoic coldmess
turn,
And woman would be less
than woman.

For in that clime toward
which we rea.h
Through time's mysterious
dim unfolding,
The little ones with cherub
smile
Are still our Father's face
beholding.

8o said his voice in whom
we trust,
When, in Judea's realm a preacher,
He made a child confront the proud,
And be in simple guisc their teacher.

Life’s song indeed wounld lose its charm,
Were there no babies to begin it

4 doleful place this world would be,
Were there no little peopie in it

——— t——

anyone to disturb or bither
hun.  Rat the funuy thiug
ahout the o' hurse wia that
every morntng after grizing
awhile he would wtar o a
tramp, going round and ronnd
i a circle just as he had been
accustomed t) do f.or so many
years.  He wonld keep it up
for hours ; and people would
often stop to look awl won.
der what had got iuto the
head of the venerblr anumnal
to make him walk ar wel in
such /& solemu way when
there was noe earthly neel
of it.

It was the force of hdq
And the buy who furms 'l
or good hubits in s youth
will be led by them wheu b
becomes old, and will he
miserable or happy arecord
ingly—~ Christiun Oh.errer,

~o e

WHY SHE WAS DIS.
SATISFIED,

“1 THINK the rain i3 very
proveking ' said B s - lgoh-
ing out uf the window with
an angry frown upon bLer
brow. *Italwaysrein- wvhen
I doun't want it. It is pil-
ing the slides, ansd there won't
. . be an iuch of ice lefr in an
RSN - P b i28  hour to skate ou.  New,

Tre LiTTLE PropLE where's my funthisafteruo n,
1 should like to know 1"
HABIT. © *You can stay st home and sew,” said

THPRE was once a horee, thst used to { her aunt.
pull around a sweep which lifted dirt from «1 waut to skate,” said Bessie. “This
the depths of tie carth. He was kept at . rain is very yprovoking.”
the-business nearly twenty years, until be ©  *The provoking is all in your own heart,
became old, blind, 2nd too stiff in the joints | Bessie said her brother. “If yon auly
1 be of further use. So be was turved into ' had blue tky inside, you would not mind
1 & pasture, and leit 10 crop the grass watbouy , therain cutside.'—Jundey-Shool U rsenger
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SNOWFLAKES. ANNIE'S RESOLUTIONS.
FALLING in the night-time, Tt was New Year's morning ; and as soon
Fulling all the dav; ag little Aunie awoke she thought of her
Crystal-winged and voiceless, New Year's resolutions. As soon as she
On their downward way. was drowsed, she sat down ut the table and
wrote the following :
Falling through the darkness, “ Resolved,—That T will try and not get
Falling through the light, cross at baby, or disobey mamuwa, That 1
Covering with beauty will get my lessons perfectly, and help
Vale and mountain height. mamma a lot. o Last of, all, I mean to beja
real good girl.”
Neﬁ:e?: :,";-:rbl:s:}?:;; . When ehe had finished, she went down
?
; to breakiast.
 lay like gl
Ne(‘;f: ::ey ﬁ:ﬂ::n:;y trees, “ Annie, I wish you would take care of
the baby a little before school.”
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WHAT JESUS MAY SAY.

Two young girls were waiking Jeisurely
home from school one pleasant day in early
autumn, when one thus addressed the other:
« Edith Williams, what will the girls eay
when they hear that you have invited
Mageie Kelly to your party 7"

“Ella, when mammu told me to invite
Maggie, I asked her the same question.
She told me it made no diflerence what the
girls said, who thought Maggie a great deal
beneath them, because she was poor, and
her echool-bills were paid by my father;
and she asked me if I would like to hear
what Jesus would say. So she took her
Bible, and read to me these words; ‘ And
the King shall answer and say unto them,
Inasmuch as ye bave dope it unto one of
the least of these my brethren, 7¢ have
done it uuto me’ Then 1 saw iy great
mistake”

Ah! little readers, never ask what thia
and that-oue will say while you are doing
what is right, but what Jesus, your Kiug,
will say on the glotious zesurrection mowu-~
ing that will soon dawn upon us—Selcoted,

“ You're just & cross, hateful baby, Meud ;
but, come ulong, if you must,” eaid Aunuie,

Annie's lessuns were very impeifect that
day, and ehe was cross at one of her little
playmates. When night came, she said :

“] made some good resolutions this
morning, mamma; but I don't believe I've
kept one of them.”

Then she showed them to her niother,
who said: “1 fear you did not ask Jesus
to help you”

*QOh, mamma, I forgot it; but I won't
again—no, never.” And she never did.

IT PAYS TO BE MANLY.

Trs {s what Alfred Stanley said t a boy
standing idly in front of a store, who jeered
at his maunly appearance. Alfred spoke
and would have walked quietly on, but the
boy said, “It does, eh? How much a
week 77

Something in the tome made Alired
stop.

“1 am paid every day, and every hour,
and really every minute,” he replied.

“ Come now, no fooling.”

«1 am truly paid,” said Alfred seriously;
“and I invest capital in a place where it is
safe. I can never lose it.”

The boy's attempt at raillery fell before
Alfred's earnest face and manner, and he

listened with 3omething more of respect

than he had shown in a long time, as Alfred
contiiued, “I sm not paid in dollars and
cents; they won’t last forever, you know.
My pay is the trust . my friends, the
knowledge that no honeet deed ever dice,
and the promise that the pure in heart shall
see God."”

It was only a seed by the wayside; but
who shall say that it was lost ?

“Ir you cannot pray over a thing, and
cannot ask (God to bless you in it, don’t do
that thing. A gecret that you wonld keep
from God is a secret that you should keep
feomn your own hemrt.”

A QUEER HORSE.

Uncuk ToM was a great favonrite with
his little nephews and nieoes. He kuew s
many games and ways of amusing them
In the picture we see how he and the chil.
dren's father make a sort of horse of then.
selves, Uncle Tom being the body and hind
legs, and father the head and fore legs

Didua't the childten have fun, and I guess|

Undle Tom enjoyed it a8 much as any oge

LIT”LE BOYS MAKE MEN.

SoME’ people laugh and wonder
What little boys can dn
To help the missionary thunder
Roll all the big world through.
I'd have them look behind them
When they were emall-and then
I'd like just to remind them
That little boys make men.

The bud becomes a flower,
The acorn grows a tree;
The minutes make the hour,
*Tis just the same with me;
T'm small, but I'm growing
As quickly as I can,
And « missionary boy like me
Is bound to make a missionary man.
—Exchang.

———-

BRAGGING.

Have you not heard how some boy
brag about what they are intending to do!
They ave always going to do wonders.

*You just wait,” say they, “eud we wil
show yon, some day, what we can do.”

Now is your chance, we would say %
you. You are old enough now, and you
will never have a better time. Better begis
now ; we are anxious to see your first effort
Ixt us at once see you animated by the
practical purpose, not by the dream
doing, and then we will compute you
fature for you.

M.ke an effort.  Even if you fail the fir
time, a hundred times, still continue to tr}.
‘The result is inevitable. It is only thex
who falter who come to grief. Datient
and perseverance bave  accomplisbd
wopdera.
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THE BOOT-BLACK.

Tmis little boot-black seems to be listening
to something very nire that the gentleman
is telling him. 1 wonder if it i3 about the
dear Saviour who loved boot-blacks just as
much as any one elee, and died to save
them also, Perhaps he has no mother, and
0o home; but how glad he would be to
hear about a beautiful home in heaven,
where there shall be no cold, no hunger;
ovly love, and peace, and joy forever.

SENDING THE LIGHT AWAY.

OsE day Willie was very naughty. His
memma sent him upstairs to think over
his bad conduct. When it grew dark, she
tent his sister Katie with a light to bring
him down to supper. But he still felt ugly
and cross, and told XKatie to go away.
“Mamma told me to show you down,
because the hall is dark,” said Katie.

“] don’t want tv go down,” said Willie,
crossly. And Katie went away with the
light, leaving him in the dark.

But now he bad nothing to do but to
think, He saw what a bad boy he had
been, and was glad to see his mother when
the came in with a light. He told her he
wag very sorry for what be had doue, and
would try to be a good boy, if sha would

forgive him for being so neughty.

Dear children, Jesus comes to show you
how tg live good lives, and find the way to
heaven. When you are unkind, sefish,
and disobedient, you drive him away, If
you wish him to etay with you, you must
give up your bad ways, and try to please
him. One of these days he will want to
take you away with him, and then if you
ure not ready to live with him in heaven,
he will send you away to be punished
forever.

CHILDREN IN HEAVEN.
AROUND the throne of God in heaven
Ten thousand children stand,
Children whose sins are all forgiven,
A holy, happy band.

What brought them to that world above,
That heaven so bright and fair,

Where all is peace, and joy, and love—
How came those childrea there?

Becanse the Saviour shed his blood,
To wash away their sins;

Bathed in that pure and precious flood,
Behold them white and clean.

On earth they sought the Saviour’s grace,
On earth they loved his name;

So now they see his blessed face,
And stand before the Lemb.

A ———
NOT AFRAID IN THE DARK.

The little ones were pliving happily in
the nursery one evemng all by themselves,
but they were pot atrand, £ the room wag
brightlv lighted. Tt lonked just hike dav-
lizht in there. By and by Albert wished
for a toy he had left duwn stas, but was
alrnnd to go after it. There were thse long

p~tarts and a dwrk hall to o throuzh, and he

| couhd not bring up his ceumge o run sach
n sk It would bave been hard to tell
what he was afraid of 10 thet quiet, orderly
house, but 1 suppuse it was just the “ dark
Dl you ever hear of the dark hurting noy
one ?

Albert would not go, but he kept on
wishmg for the toy more than all the other
things he had,

“I'll go” =said three-year-old Louie
bravely ; “I'll get it, Albert.”

So he stepped out resolutely, iuto the
hall, nand the children listened at the door
to the patter of his little feet as he trotted
down the steps, and they heard him say
softly over and over again: “ Lord, are you
there? Lord, are vou there1” He came
back through the silent hall with tha treas-
ure, and saisd sweetly : 1 wasn't afraid, for
the Lord was there” That was the way
Lounie kept up his courage. If he had been
sixty years old he could not have done
better.—Child’s Paper,

WORKING FOR JESUS.

“Maama,” said little Clarence, “1 wish
Jesus lived on earth now” *“ Why, my
darling?”  * Because 1 could have done
something for him.” * But what could such
a little bit of a fellow as you have done for
the Saviour?” The child thought a
mowment, then looked up, and said : “ Why,
I could have run on all his errands for him."
“ So you could, my child, and so you shall,
Here are some oranges and a glass of jelly
I was going to send to poor old sick Mar-
garet by the servant; but T will let you
take them instead, and do an erraud for the
Saviour.”

CHILDREN BROUGHT TO JESUS.

A CuristiaX mother was once showing
her little girl, about five years old, a pio-
ture representing Jesus holding an infant
in his arms, while the mothers were push-
iug their children toward him. “There,
Carrie!” said her mother, “This is what 1
would have done with you if I had been-
there.” “1 wouldn't be pushed to Jesus”
said little Carrie, with beautiful and touch-
ing earnestoess ; “ 1'd go without pushing.”,
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GONTE TO SCHOOI,
Wiene is our merry-hearted baby ?
How strauge the silence seems!
Where is he—in the land of mischief
Or in the land of dreams ?
Trying the reins on patient Rover?
Coaxing puss with a spool ?
Al, me! how slowly we remember
Baby has goue to school,

Here at howme he began his letters,
Fiunished with x, y, 2,

And conquered the multiplication table
As far as the “ three times three.”

"Then papa laughed, and suggested shyly,
“Mamma forgets one rule,

lubies must learn to be more than babies,

And so they must go toschool.”

Well we recall the September morning
When our sturdy little man

Kissed good-bye in the pleasant sunshine,
And the growing up began.

Looking back, he cheerily shouted,
As we watched fiom the doorway cool:

“Goud-bye, folkses! I'll come and see you
By'w'by, after school.”

Many a tale be finds to tell us,
Mingled with smiles and tears;

Bravely his heart goes out to the future,
Untouched by doubts and fears.

Yet we know life holds harder lessons
Thau those from book or tool,

Ab, time! deal geuntly with us aud baby,
Till we are all home from school.

«ON EARTH AS IT IS 1IN HEAVEN?”

Joseptia wag not in very good humour
that Sundry, though it was her birthday,
her tenth birthday.

In the first place, 8 Sunday birthday was
a dull sort of thing, she thought; and thep
baby Fritz had been so sick that mamma
bad not had a chaunce to get any little
present for her. It is tiue, that was only
put off—the present was to come; but
still Josepha felt out of sorts,

And when mamma called her to get her
Bible verses, she broke into a regular pout,
and grumbled out that it was a hard case
she couldn’t have any fun at all on her
birthday, not even a holiday from her Bible
verses.

Mamma at once shut the Bible and laid
it on the table.

“I can't let you learn your verses while
you are in a bad humour,” she said, so I
will preach you a sermon instead.

" “Once there was a littde boy who used
to beg his father every morning to keep
bim away from the bees; but instead of
helping his- father to keep bim, he went'

straight aut and played with their hives,
and of course they stung him again,”

“Well, what next ?” asked the little
listener,

“That's all,” said mamma,

“All! Why I don't call that a sermon.”

“Yes, it is a sermon,” answered mamma;
“ but it i a short one, and it has my little
daughter for a text.”

“Now mamma, you know I never do
anything like that!"” exclaimed Josepha,

“1 thiuk I can show you that you do
something very much like that every
morning. When you are repeating the
Lord's prayer, what do you say after *Thy
kingdom come 2’”

“Thy will be done on earth as it is
in heaven,” repeated the little girl briskly.

“That is, you ask God to mske you do
his will just a3 the angels doi. How do
you suppose the angels do God’s will?”

« T don’t know,” gaid the listener slowly.

« Of course we don’t know exactly, but of
some things we feel confident; I am sure
that they do it promptly; they do it cheer-
fully; I am sure they do it perfectly.”

“The angels know just what God’s will is,
but T dun't,” answered Josepha, who felt as
if she needed somehow to defend herself.

Her mother pointed to an illuminated
text hanging on the nursery wall: ¢Chil-
dren, obey your parents.”

There was a long, quiet time then, in
which mamwa drew her little girl to her
knee aud kissed her tenderly.

“1 won't give you any verses to get to-
day,” she said gently, “ but I give you this
httle sermon to ¢ learn by heart’ Every tim.
you say, ‘ Thy will be done on earth as it is
iu heaven, remember that you are asking
God to wake you do what you are told—
and then you must help the Lord to angwer
that prayer."—The Churchman.

1T PAYS TO BEGIN NOW,

Do you ever 1nagine that, some way, the
thief, or prize-fighter, or gambler, or pirate,
or circus clown, who is snddenly converted
and becomes very active in trying to get
others counverted, or save drunkards, must
be a very valuable man to the Church and
the Master—more so thau the pure-minded,
straightforward men who have been Chris-
tians since they were boys? Don't you
believe it! In one way they are, just as
the thief on the cross was, to show that
Jesus is able to save the very lojvest. But

so far as their actual worth and services as.

Christiang-are concerned,a.boy.xho gives
his heart to Chriss at his mother’s knee and
grows streizht up witkous crooks or krots,
is werth @ bundred such. You might &5

well try to prove that punched coins
worth more than whole ones.  You migd
as well claiin that your old spelling-boy
with half the leaves torn out is better thy
a new one. You might as well think thy
Farmer Brown’s old brier aud thistle patg
will raise more corn than his botteg
meadow, The question is not how mugy
good may such a man do, but how mug
more good might he have done had b
begun in childhood to form the right kin
of habits instead of the wrong kind, so thy
now all he would have to do would bet
throw all his energy into the work of
Christ, instead of having to reserve half ¢
it to gain self-control and dig up the
of evil habits. Begin to build your livy
on Christ now. so that you may not havat;
spend half of them tearing down the wo
of Satan.—AMorning Ghuide,

TALKING TO HEAVEN,

A vother living not very far from th
post office in this city, tired with watchin
over a sick baby, came down stairs for
few moments the other day for a fe
secouds’ rest. She heard the voice of b
little four-year-old girl in the hall by ke
gelf, and curious to know to whom she
talking, stopped a moment at the half ops
door. She saw the little thing had pulld
a chair up in front of the telephone, s
stood upon it, with the ear piece preswdl

against the side of her head. The earnes
, ness of the child showed that she was inn
; playful mood, and this way the conversatio
the mother heard, while the tears s
thick in her eyes, the little one carryiag
both sides a&s if she were repeating
answers :

“Hello 1"

“ Well, who's there 77

“Is God there?”

“Yes.”

“ 18 Jesus there?”

“« Yes."

“Tell Jesus T want to epeak to him,”

“Well 2"

“ Is that you Jesus!”

“Yes, what is it ?

“Our baby is sick and we want yon ¢
let it get well. Won’t you now 7”

“ No answer, and statement and questi
again repeated, finally answered by
“Yes."

The little one hung the ear piece backo
its hook, clambered down from the chs
and with a radiant face, ‘vent for motbH
who caught her in her arm,

The baby, whose life had been despair
of, began to mend that day, aud got bet

—~FElmiry Freo Press.




