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Yot & school-days
are & most important
part of your life, You
are forming character
now—determining, un-

“{consciously to your-
qself, it may be, what
{kind of a man or

woman you are going
to make. By the time
you leave school your
habits will be pretty
well formed, whether
bad orgood. Nt that
you cannot change
them afterward, but if
so, you will have so
much to undo that it
will be hard work.

There is one habit

Jmost necessary to
{form : it is the habit

of thoroughness. We
are afraid people now-
adays do not make
enough of this. They
ften think more of
;1ua,ntl'fy tban of qua]-
'ty —more of learning
many lessous, study-

ing many books, than

of learning a few

7\ thoroughly Tle result

is that one lesson is
hardly learned before
auother «rmes aleng
and ouwds the first
one out of the mind
(for the mind can only

hold a certain amount), and the two lessons
together do harm rather than good. And if
A this is done day after day, the mind, after
":§a while, rebels, and refuses to work well, much at learning a great deal as at learning
the body sympathizes with the mind, and ' whatyou do learn thoroughly. (We are
2the consequence often is that books have to not speaking to lezy scholars, remember:)

SWEET SIMPLICITY,
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) THOROUGHNESS. We have heard some

children (we wish
there were more of
them) say to their
teacher, “Oh! I can
learn a great deal
longer lesson than
that”" Or, “I cantake
another study.” Per-
haps you can, to recite,
but are you sure yoy
can to remember?
You are not learning
for one day, or two,
but for a life-time.
Think of this, and try
to act upon it If
you are faithful 1n
yout lessuns,and really
anxious to improve,
your teachers, we are
sure, will help you in
the matter.—Purish
Tsttor.

el .

THE PROBLEM,

Javues and Eva go
to school. Tls@j Lurh
study hLard aud recate
their lessons well. la
most of their studies
their teacher marks
their per cent. close to
one handred. Some-
times they have a
hard problem to solve.
Ttet, they st down to-
gether, and help one
another. They do not
give it up because it

Le laid aside entirely that mind and budy is hard, but they study until they both
understand it perfectly. They both go to

Now, resolve that you will &im not so Sunday-schoul, too, and I am glad to sey,

they study theit Bible lessons well.

L]

Tne love of heaven makes vne heavenly,
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A FOOLISH BOY—NOT YOU?

Oxcz a carcless little boy
Lost his ball at play,

And because the ball was gone,
Throw his bat away,

Yes, he did a foolish thing,
You and I agree;

But I know another boy
Not more wise than he,

*le is old, this other hoy—
Old and wiso as you—
Yet, because he lost his kite,
He lost his temper, oo,
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BETTER THAN A PRIZE

A Doy in a school was trying for a prize,
and not being clever in arithmetic he could
not do the sum set; so he was tempted to
look secretly at the answers in a book he
had with him, when the master's back was
turned. By this means he got the highest
marks, and would have had the prize. But
something kept continually whispering to
him, “You arca cheat and a thief, deceiving
the master, and robbing the boy who deserves
it of the prize."

At last he could bear it no longer, and
went to the master aud confessed what he
had done, and so lest the prize, though he
gained something better worth having, which
was f clear conscience.

Now, who spoke to thut boy so loudly and
clearly that he was forced to go and confess
his sin? It was his conscience, some of
you would say. Aye, but it was something
greater than conscience. It was in very
truth God calling to him through his con-
acience, and it was well for him that at lasgt
be heard and obeyaed.

A SAVIOUR FOR NINE YEARS OLD.

A LITTLE girl weni to church one Sabbath.
She listened with all her might. Mr, Adaws
preached to grown-up people, so I don't
know how much of the sermon’she took for
hergelf ; but when she went home she said,
“ Mother, is Jesus a Saviour for a little girl
nine years old?” Her mother, I know,
said, “ Yes, indeed;” and lest some other
little child wmight think the same question,
I want to say, “Yes, indeed.” Jesus is a
Saviour for a little girl nine years old. He
was once nine years old himself, and knows
the sins and sorrows of nine years old. He
knows just how you feel. Heo knows what
vexes you. He knows your little trials and
temptations. He knows what makes you
glad and when you-are happy. He can feel
for you. He can carry your little sorrows
for you, He can take away the evil of vour
heart, and give you his Holy Spirit to make
you good and happy.
He is a Saviour also for ten years, and
twelve years, and for a child of one year,
and two years, and three, and so all the
way up. He was a babe in his mother's
arms, and a boy at his mothers knes; he
worked and studied and played as you do,
anc knows all about you ; and he died upon
the cross to save you, my little one” You
need not be afraid to go to him énd tell him
all your wants, and thank him for all your
enjoyments, He is not a stranger to you.
There is uobody in the world so much inter-
ested in you as he is; nobody watches you
so constantly or loves you so tonderly; and
though Peter and John and several others
saw bim go up to heaven, yet, bemug God as
well as man, he is still on earth, blessing
the little children.
“Q give, then, to Jesus

Your earliest days;
They only are blessed

Who walk in his ways.
In lifs and in death

He will still be your friend ;
For whom Jesus loves

He loves to the end.”

“DID YOU SAY G'ACE?”

A LITTLE four-year-old boy, whose parents
were not in the habit of invoking the bless-
ing of God at table, had occasion to spend
a few days at his grandmother’s, where he
soon learned to appreciate the blessed privi-
lege of hearing grace said before partaking
of food. But one day his grandmother hap-
pended to be absent, and he as usual took
his seat at the table with the rest of the
family, and reverently bowed his little head ;
but observing the rest begin to eat, he raised

his head and quietly asked, “ Did you say
g,ace ? »

Dear children, this little boy was after-
ward taken sick, and borne by angels to the
bosom of Him who has said, “Suffer little
children to come unto me, aud forbid them
not;” and in this blissful abede, where he
is able to partake of angels’ food, does Le
have to ask this solemn question? And
you who have pious parents who do not fail
to gather round the family altar morning
and eveving and offer thanks to him who
cares for all, and thank him at the table for
the food ha bas given you to eat, do not fail
to appreciate this blessed privilege. Re-
member thero are thousands of little children
who never hear prayer to God ascend from
the lips of their parents, and thousands
more of heathen children who do nut 80 much
as know there is a God; and when prayer
end thanksgiving are being offered to God by
those who love you best in this world, do not
fail to let your hearts ascend in thankfulness
to him for the blessed privileges you enjoy,
and also offer a silent prayer for little chil-
dren who never hear it pronounced from the
lips of their parents.

o —aor o

WHAT AILED A PILLOW,

WHILE Annie was saying her prayers,
Nell triflied with a shadow-picture on the
wall. Not satisfied with playing alone, she
would talk to Annie, that mi e of a figure
in golden curls and snowy gown by the bed-
side.

“Now, Annie, watch! Annie, just see!
O Annie, do look!” she said, over and over
again.

Annie, who was not to be persuaded,
finished her prayer and crept into bed,
whither her thoughtless sister followed, as
the light must be out in just so many
minutes. " Presentiy Nell took to flounder-
ing, punching and “ O dearing.” Then she
lay quiet for awhilo, only to begin again
with renewed energy.

“ What's the matter?”
lengtn.

“My pillow:’ tossing, thumping, knead-
ing. “It’s as flat as a board, aad as hard
as a stone. I can't think what ails it.”

“J know,” answered Aunie, in her sweet,
serious wuy.

“What?"

“ There’s no prayer in it."”

For a second or too Nell was as still as a
mouse; then she scrambled out on the foor
—with a shiver, it is true, but she was deter-
mined never afterward to sleep on a prayer-
less pillow.

“ That must have been what ailed it,” she
whispered soon after getting into bad again.
“It's all right now."—Chkristian Common-
wealth. '

asked Annie at

€ eme s
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HAPPY DAYS.

A LITTLE CEILD'S PART.
«T Ay but a little child,
Yet I would like to be
A faithful worker for the Lord;
What work is there for me?

“ My heart is full of love;
My life is full of light;

The blessed Jesus hears my prayers,
And makes my days all bright.

“ What can I do for him
Who does so much for me ?

How can I make his gooduess known,
That all the world may see 1"

A little child can watch,

And keep his actions pure;
A little child can love:

God’s love is ever sure.

A little child can walk
With Jesus all the way

That leads from earth into the joy
Of everlasting day.

A LOOKING-GLASS STORY.
WueN Nellie was a liitle girl, oot quite

_three years old, she was playing quictly one

orning upstairs all by herself; by chance
%he happened to notice a chair standing near
the dressing-case.
“Tll get upon the chair and see the pretty
tlnng,” thought Nellie,
It was only the work of a moment for her
to climb upon the chair. But what attracted
Jer attention before the toilet article was
the looking-glass and the face it reflected.
Nellie opened her eyes wide at seeing the
ittle girl before her ; and a very pretty little
"{;irl it was, too, with beautiful brown, curly

“air, large blue eyes and rosy cheeks.

Nellie looked closely at the littla girl for a
ew moments, and the little little girl looked
%t Nellie. Then Nellie happened to pucker
rer mouth a little, and the girl in the glass
id the same,

“The li‘tle girl is making faces at me,”
$hought Nellie. “I'll make a worse face at
her” And Nellie screwed up her little
mouth in the most unbecomlng manner
posmble and the little girl in the glass made
.8s ugly a face back.

But, though she tried again and again,
Nellie could not compel the girl in the glass
}o look pleasant by making faces at her;
she would always make as ugly a face back
at Nellie as Neilie could possibly make at
her “You naughty, bad girl, to keep mak-
"ng facesat me. I am going straight down-
ltairs, and will tell my grandmother about

ou.”

So Nellie left the chau and hurried down

‘3

étaus running so fast that she fell cver the

cat that was sitting near the sittiog-room
door. But, as she was uot wuch hurt, and,
being very much excited, she picked her
little self up, and cried: “O grandma, thero
is a naughty, bad girl up-stairs making face:
atme; do come up-stairs, grandua, and scold
her good.”

“I guess you are mistaken, child,” said
grandma,

“Oh, no, I am not, grandma! do come
quick.”

So nothiug would do but grandma must
leave hor work nnd go up-stairs with the
child.

“ Where is she 7" asked grandma, as soon
as they had reached the room.

“ Right here,” said Nellie, as she climbed
upon the chair before the glass.

“ Why, Nellie,” said grandma, “it is only
yeurself, It is only thoe reflection of your
own little face in the glass.

Who made the first face, child; you, or
the naughty girl 2"

“Why, I most forget, grandma; but I
guess I did,” said Nellie, honestly.

“'Well, I guess you did,” replied grandma,
laughing heartily. “ Now, dear, you smile
at the litfls girl and see if she will not smile
in return.” .

“QOh, yes, grandma!” cried Nellie, per-
fectly delighted with the pretty face that now
smiled so sweetly at her.

Nellie is a woman now, and her dear
grandma has long since gone to rest, but she
still finds the principle of her looking-glass
mistake to run all through her life.

The world is like a looking-glass; frown
at it, and it will frown back at you; smile
at it, and it will give you smiles in return.

PARENTS GONE.

THE time will come when you will have
neither father nor mother, and you will go
around the place where they used to watch
you, and find them gone from the house,
and gone from the field, and from the
neighbourhood. Cry as loud for forgive-
ness 88 you may over the mound in the
churchyard, tl:ay will not answer. Dead!
dead! And then you will take out the
white lock of hair that was cut from your
mother's brow just before they buried her,
and you will take the cane with which your
father used to walk, and you will think and
think, and wish you had done just as they
wanted you to, and would give the world if
you had never thrust a pang through their
dear old hearts. God pity the young man
who hag brought disgrace to his father's
name! QGod pity the young man who has
broken his mother’s heart! Betterif he had
never been born—better if in the first hour
of his life, instead of being laid against the

warta bosom of maternal tenderness, he had
been coflined and sepulchred.  There is
no balm powerful enough to heal the heart
of on2 who has brought parents to a sorrow.
ful grave, and who wanders about through
the dismal cemetery, rending the hair and
wringing the hands, and crying,  Mother !
mother!” O that to-day, by ali memorics
of the past, and by all the future, you would
yicld your heart to God! 2lay your father’
God and your mother's God be your God
forever !~ Talmage.

SHINING CHRISTIANS,

A FRIEND told o that he was visiting a
lighthouse lately, and said to the keeper
‘“ Are you not afraid to live bere? It isa
dreadful place to ba constantly in." “No,”
replied the man, “I am not afraid,. “ Wo
never think of ourselves here.”

“ Never think of yoursalves! How is
that 7" The reply was a good one: “ We
know that we aro perfectly safe, and only
think of having our lights hurning brightly
and keeping the reflectors clear, that those
in danger may be saved.”

Christians are safe in a house built on a
rock, which caunot be moved by the wildest
storm, and in a spirit of holy unsclfishness
they should let their light gleam across the
dark waves of sin, that imperilled ones may
be guided into the harbour of heaven—Zs,

o

GOD OUR STRENGTH.

Do you know how to play croquet? Susie
dido’'t when she was visiting at Uncle James’
last weck. So when cousin Hamy and
Annie coaxed her to join them in a game,
shesaid: “No; I can’t play.”

“ Why, we just nced you to make up the
gawe; do, please.”

“But I should not know what to do, and
should be ashamed. I am really sorry to
have to say no, though, if you need me.”

And so it seemed a3 if their game would
be spoiled, until Uncle James said : “Come
along, Sue; I'll strike for you, and teach
you. I am sure you caa trust my skill."
And after that she was not afraid. Would
you have been afraid ?

So God offers to take us as we are, and
do for us what we cannot do for ourselves,

NOT SELFISH
Love is the product of an early blossom
in some souls. Little Philip fell down
stairs, und injured his face so seriously that
for a long time he could mot speak. When
be did open his lips, however, it was to
make no complaint of pain. Looking up at

 bis mother, he whispered, trying to smile,

“1 am pretty glad ‘twasn’t my little sister
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THE CHINESE BOY.

Tuis little boy lives in China, a country
that is far away—on the other side ot the
world, He does not look much like the
little boys that we sec here in America—
does he? Though I think it is mostly his
dress that makes him look so different. I
suppose one of our little boys would look
just as odd to them as this little boy does
tous. God loves the little Chinese boys as
well as he does us, and he is pleased when
we send the story of the love of Jesus to
them; for they do not all of them know
about the wonderful love of Jesus and how
he died to save us. Should we not gladly
aid his cause?

v - O e

FULL OF THE BIBLE.

A oy went to Sunday-school regularly,
and had many Bible verses in his mind.
1le was a temperance boy. So a wicked
man in a pleasant manner invited him to
drink with him.

“1 thank you, sir, but I pever drink
liquor,” the boy answered.

«1t will not hurt yow.”

“Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging ;
whosoever is deceived thereby is not wise.”

“You neced not be deceived by it. I
would not have you drink too mueh. A
little will do you no harm, and will make
you feel pleasantly.”

« At the last it biteth like a serpent and
stingeth like an adder.” And the boy added,
« I think it wiser not to play with adders.”

“My fine little fellow, I like you. You
are not a child; you are fit to be the com-
panion of a gentleman. It will give me
great pleasure if you will drink wine with
mll”

“1f sinners entice theo, consent thou not.”

I’ALM PEARERS.

Wiuen Chnst, as King, descended
The slopes of Olivet,
The gladdest of all visions
, .. His sacred gazo that met
,»  Were throngs of Jewish chuldren,
That came in singing bands
And pressed about him, bearing
Ialn-branches in their hands.

* Out of the mouths of children
Thou perfectest thy praise,”
He said, as their hosannas
Raug v'er the crowded waga.
“Out of the mouths of hildren,”
The same dear lips may sny—
These hosts of happy children
Who meet him here ty-day.

We come with songs of trivmph,
No doubtful Ckrist to own;
The Galilean Proplet
Is King upon the throne.
With greater gladness bearing
Our palms than those he met,
That day when he descended
The steeps of Olivet.

O Saviour! may e children
Strive on, till life shall cease,
To send to all the nations
The palm-branch of thy peace.
And own our service, saying,
As in Judean days,
“Qut of the mouths of children
God perfecteth his praise.”

THE BRIDLE,

“DoxT go without a bridle, boys,” was
my grandfather’s favourite bit of advice.

Do you suppose we were all teamsters or
horse jockeys? No such thing, If he heard
one cursing and swearing, or given to much
vain and foolish talk, “ That mn has lost
his bridle,” he would say.

Without a bridle, the tongue, though a
little member, “ boasteth great things.” It
is “an unruly evil, full of deadly poison.”
Put a bridle on, and it is one of the best
servants the body and soul have, “«I will
keep my mouth with a bridle,” said King
David ; and who can do bettor than follow
his example ?

When wy grandfather saw a maun drink-
ing and carousing, or a boy spending ail his
money for cakes and candy, “ Poor fellow!”
he would say, “he's left off his bridle.” The
appetite needs a veining. t it loose, and
it will run you to gluttony, drunkenness,
and all sorts of disorders. Be sure to keep
a bridle on your appetite; don’t let it be
master. And don't neglect to have one for
your passions, They go mad if they get

uamanageable, Jdriving you down a blind
and headlong course to ruin. Keop the §
check-rein tight, don't let it slip, hold it
steady. Nover go without your bridle.
That was the bridle my grandfather meant §
—the bridle of self gocernment, Pavents 8
try to restrain and check their childron, and g
you can generally tell by their bebaviour
what children have such wise and faithful |
parents. But parents cannot do everything.
And some children have no parents to
care for them. Every Loy must have his

They must learn to check and govern them.-
selves. Self-government is the most difficult
and most important government in the @
world. It becomes easier every day, if you @
practise it with steedy and resolute will.
It is the fountain of excellence. It is the
cutting and pruning which makes the noble
and vigorous tree of character. |

PRAISE THE BOY.

his simple duty; and when one does his §
simple duty, in spite of bis temptations to
do differently, he deserves credit for his |
doing. One has no need to live long in

bright little boy about two and a half years

He was on the eve of doing something that
was vory tempting to him,

“No, my son; you mustn’t do that,” said
his father.

The iittle fellow looked as if he would }
like to do i in spite of his father's prohibi-
tion; but he trinmphed over his inclination,

I won't do it.”
turned to do something else. The boy J§

surprised inquiry: *Papa, why don’t you
tell me, ¢ That’s a good boy ?*”

commended his son accordicgly. A just

recognition of a child’s well-doing is a

parent's duty, even though the child’s well-

tion.

one of his who does well.—S, S, Tumes.

—~—or-o.

THERE wes a great parade of soldiers; and
little Mary went to the door with her pet
dog, Gyp, to see the procession move by,

ran up stairs to her mother, exclaiming: §

“Oh, mamma, come down stairs, I'm afraid '
Gyp will bite the army!” .

own bridle, and every girl must have hers. |

IT often costs one quite a struggle to do |

this world before finding out this truth. A B

old recently showed that he apprehended it. R

and answered resolutely: “ All right, papa, .. |
There was no issue there, and the father -

waited a minute, and then said, in a tone of . J8

The father accepted the suggestion, and | )

doing ought not to hinge on such a recogni- B
Aond as with little folks, so with .|
larger ones. Just commendation is every B
one’s due. Even our Lord himself has pro- [
mised to say “Well done’ to every loved MEE

Gyp was saucy, and began to bark, Mary & K



