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s bomse. He watched the wurk them in cheir proper urder. His father
Arom dey to day as they carried up
3 and mortar. and then placed

said to him :
“Hdwin, yox scem fo be very much f things.”

\, ' taken up with the

bricklayers , pray.
what may you be
thinking abouns?
Have you any no-
tion of learning tha
trads?” o
" NO," said m,
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I waa just thinking
what o lLittle thilg
o brick is, and thad
greab factory s
built by laying one
brick on another.”
“Very true, my
boy Nevor forgot
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could walk all w-
round the world it
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mend after ancther.
Drop added to drop
makes the occan.
Learn from this not
to deaspiso litile
things Learn also
nob to be discour-
aged by great Ia-
‘cure  The greatost
laboor becomes - .
if divided up into
parta™ Youlcculd
no$ jump ove: &

mountain, bud;step

by step takes you to the other gide. Dc
not fear, Jtherefors, to attempt groad
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HAPPY DAYS.

CHRIST AND THE LITTLL ONLS.
Our,from among the crowd
0‘ Jistoners standing by—
From among the Pharisees, stornand proud,
And Rulors, loarned and igh—
An innot¢ent babe did Josus call,
And pinecod him thero, in the midst of all.

And when tho dear mothors pressed
Closc to tho Master's sido—

Eagor to have their children blessed
Thouga the multitudo doride—

Ho said, as they gathored around his knee,

« Suffor thomn all to como to me.

O what a wondrous placs
For the little ones to fill—
Type of the kingdom of his grace
In those who love his will.
Thon come to Christ and be reconciled,
Wit the trusting faith of a little child.

.
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*JTHE CAMEL AND TEE MILLER.

1:2. you vt or hear the fablo of the camel
and the miller?

' One night & miller wae waked up by his
camol trying to get its aoso in tho tent
“ Il‘s very cold out hore,” aaid the camel
“Tonly want to put my noso in” The
miller made no objection After a while
tho camel asked leave to have his neck in,
and his forefeet ; nnd so, little by little, it
crowded in its whole body. This, as you
'ng"n.y well think, was very disagreeable to
the iiiller, and he bitterly cympliined to
tho forth putting beast. “If you don't
like it, you may go,” answored the camel.
¢ As jor me I have possossion, and I shall
+fny  You can’t got rid of me now”

Do you knuw what that camel is like 1
Bad habits; little eins. A young man is
asked to drink. Ho takes ono glass, only
o glaosa. Then he takes two. By-and-bye
he is out on a spree. Intemperanco has
got its foro-paws on him. Ho noglocts to
rouse up and shake them off. So, little by
littlo, it gains ground, until it gets the
mestery , and too lato he finds he has lost
place, power, character, overything.

Coveting puts its nose in tho soul,
broathing only wishes, little wishes, Ibis
not thrust out. Desires for ill-gotton gain
grow strongor and stronger. Thoy get a
footing; thoy fill the mind ; thoy take pos-
sesgion; and at last lead to stealing, rob-
bery, or murdor.

Guard against the firat approaches, the
most plausible excuses, only the nose of
sin. If you do not, you are in danger, It
will suroly edgo itself slowly in, and you
are overpowored before you know ib.  Be
on your guard, Watch.

THE UNEXPECTED ANSWER,

SomETHING stayed his feet. Thero was
a fire in the grate within, for tho night was
chill, end it )it the little parlour, and
brought out in startling effects the pictures
on the wall. But these were as nothing
to the pictures on the hearth. There, by
tho soft glow of the firelight, knelt his little
child at its mother's feet, its small hands
clasped in prayer, its fair head bowed, and
its rosy lips uttering ench word with
childisi. distinctness. The father listened,
spellbound to the spot—

“Now I lay me down to sleep,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep;
If I should die before I wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take.”

Sweoet innocenco! Theman himsoclf who
stood thore with bearded lips tightly shut
togother, had said that prayer once at his
mother's knee. Where was that mother
now ? The sunset gates had long ago un-
barred to let hor pass through. But the
child had not yet finished, he heard her
“God bless mamms, papa and my own
gelf.” Then there was a pause, and she
lifted her troubled blue eyes to her
mother's face. “QGod bless papa,” lisped
the little one, “and please sond him home
sober.” Mo could not hear tho mother as
she said this, but the child followed in a
clear, inspiring tone. *God—bless papa
—and please—sond him—home—sober.”
Amen.”

Mother and child sprang to their foet in
alarm when the door opened suddenly, and

Another glass of water, please.”

e e T

thoy saw who had roturned so soor., ;

that night, when littlo Mamio was be
tacked in bed aftor such a romp v
popa, sho said in the sloopiest and &
contented of voices: “Mamma, God§
swers most ns quick as tho teloph !

doosn’t he.” 1
O

DRINKING A TEAR. ]
“Boys, I wen't Irink unless you & *!
what I do,” said old Josh Spilit, in r;’*
to an invitation. Ho was a toper of ¥
stonding and abundant capacity, nndt’!
boys looked at him with astonishment' ’i!
“The idoa,” ono of them roplied, “ﬁ;u
you should prescribe conditions, mnkeaf g
laugh. Perhapa you want to force on,
your abominable mixtures down us. 1 |
are the chief of mixed drinkers, an “
won't agree to your conditions.” ’ .
“ He wants us to run in casbor oil (‘ |
brandy,” said the Judge, who would k' "
taken the oil to get the brandy. ( ‘
“No, I'm square. Take my drinkw
I'm with you.” ' L
Tho boys agreed, and all stood nlong?’ |
bar. They turned to Spilit, and all lo:l{

o

at him with interesh.
“Wlx. Rartender,” anid he, “give
glass of water.” '
“What! water?” e
“Yes, water. It's & new drink to{
I'll admit, and it's & scarce arfale, I{ "
pect. Several days ago a p aty of
went fishing, Woe took a finelob vf wl
koy along, and had o heap of fun. 'I¢ -
toward evening I gob powerful drunk,{ -
crawled off under a tree and went to sk
The boys drank up all the whiskey utf
came bask to town. They thought it wi
good joke because they had left me (
thore drunk, and told it arourd townw
o mighty bluster. My son gob hold of|
report and told it at home. Well, er
under the treo all night, and when I w
in the morning my wife sab right &
beside me. She said nothing when 1 w0
up, but tarned hor head away, andi®
counld see sho was choking, 'H
“'Iwish I had something to dm®
said L ‘Then sho took up a cup that{™
had brought with her, and wont to wi'™®
a spring camo up, and dipped up a cn}'-:
and handed ib to me. Just as she dr'®
she loaned over fo hide her eyes. I (™
a tear drop into the water. I tookjg
cup and, raising my hands, I vowed ¢ .
I would never drink my wife’s tears,s
had for the lnst twenty years, and th ™
was going to stop. ¥You boys know wk’ b
was that left me. You were all in tho g¢

<

i
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By NELL M. MOFFAT.

K hero it is, that dear old place!
Unchanged through all $hese years,
ow liko somo swoet, familiar faco
% My childhood's home appoars.
F4ho grand old trees beside tho door
¥ Still spread their branches wide;
[ ho river wanders as of yore
B With swiftly running tide;

o distaat hills look green and gay,
} Tho flowers are blooming wild,
nnd evorything looks gay to-day

As when I was a child.

gardless how the years have flown,
8 Half-wondering I stand ;

XY catch no fond endearing tono,

® I clasp no friondly hand.

think my mother's smilo to meet,
I'lisb my father's call,

9 pause to hear my brother's foot

k  Oome bounding through the hall;
Eput silence &ll around me reigns.

“ A chill eroeps through my heart;
BNo trace of thoge I love remains,
And tears unbidden start.

¥ What though the sunbeams fall as fair,
1 What though the budding flowers
pftill ghed their fragrance on the air
Within life’s golden hours;

he loving ones that cluster here
These walls may not restore;
oices thap fillad my youthful ear
Will greet my soul no more.
‘WAnd yot I quit the dear old place
With slow and lingering tread,

As when we kiss a clay-cold face
MW And leave it with the dead.

% TRUTHFUL AND OBEDIENT.

% CianLiz! Charlic!” clear and sweeb
p voice rang out over the common.
§ That's mother ! cried one of the Loys,
utly throwing down his bat and pick-
g up hiscup and jacket. “Don’t go yet'
kvo ] Just finish this game,”
the plnyorq in poisy chorms, “I
8t go right off, this minute. I told
er I'd come whenever she called.”
735 Make believe you didn't hear ! ” they all
laimed. “But I did hear'” “She'll
‘or know you did.” “But I know it
I~ “Let him go,” said a bystandor.
Bl ou can do notbing with him. He is

@d Charlic, “and there is where o\ery
:mght to be tied ;and in & hard knot,
Go" “But I wouldn't b such a baby as
rup the minate sho called,” said one.

I don't eall it Labyish to keop uno s word,”
said tho obediont boy, a beautiful light
glowing in his bluo eyes. I call it manly
for a follow to keop his word to his
mother, and if he doesn't keop his word
to her, you sco 1f he koops it to anyono
olse."

DOT'S WELCOME.

Dor HUNT was as sweet o child as you
over saw. Sho was beautiful, too, and
overybody loved her because she was
lovoly. Sho was an only child of =&
wealthy widow, and her homo was ono
of clogance and culture. Thero nover was
o kindor or more generous child or one
more compassionate. If while driving in
the grand carriage beside her mamma, she
saw a child grieved or injured, she was
not happy wmtil something was done to
comfort or help it. If a beggar child
came to the door, she turned beggar, too.
begging Ann, the cook, to feod the hungry.

But Dot was only five years old. I toll
you this so that you will not wonder at
what I am about to relate. .

Dot went to church for the first time,
one bright summer day. She was a
perfect blossum in het snuwy white dress,
with a bunch of rosebuds fastened in the
broad sash.

At the church door stood a plainly
dressed woman with a very sad face, and
beside her a littlo girl of perhaps ten
years of age, the latter wenring a calico
dress and & very common-looking brown
straw hat. People were going into the
church very fast, but no une scemed W
notice the sad-leoking woman and her
daughter. Presently s sunshiny voice
broke the icy coldness of the church-
goers ; it was Dot'a.

“Ten't you doin’ to church 7" asked Dot
of the little girl

“Ib isn't our church, wc're strangers;
wo don't know where to gu,” answered the
little girl.

“ It's God's chureh,” Dut saud reverently ,
“ Come with mamma an’ me, thure’s luty
of room in God's church.”

The weary woman lovked into Mrs
Hunt's face yuestioningly, and althuugh
the latter's face flushed, she secunded her
little daughter’s hearty invitativa,

“Yes, do come with us, p'ease,”
said, ¥ we will bo glad t, have you  And
prosently, scated side by side in “God's
church” were the children of puverty and
wealth, There had lLeen o number of
witnesses to the pretty scene, and more
thar =0 face flushed with shame ay the
__.ater, during his reading, gave this

she

passage,’ I was a stranger and yo Sock
mo in.”

Was it Josus fooking through that sad
woman's oyoa? Josus looking through
her littlo daughtor's oyes 7

* Inasmuch as yo havedono it unto the
loast of theso, yo have done it unto me.”

And aftor tho sorvice, moro than one
richly dressod lady shook hauds kindly
with the “strangers,” and mado them
wolcome.

Dot never know how forlorn, how home-
sick, how desolate, thuse two strangers
had boon bofore her gentle weleomo
reached thoir souls, but her first Sunday
at church had taught somo “children of
largor growth ” a losson sadly needed.

And lo! how great a troe grows from
a httlo acorn. The “ strangers” who had
como to the city frem a borcaved home,
from wnich death had taken boloved ones,
and money had takea wings, found
fricnds and plensant and profitable employ-
ment. How far a ittle candle throws
its beams!

A PENNY AND A PRAYER, TOO.

“ Was that your penny on the table
Susie s~ asked grandma, o8 the children
camw in frum Sabbath school “Isaw it
aftor you weat and I was afraid you had
forgotten it.”

*Oh, no grandma, mine went into the
box all safoly.”

"Did you drop anything in withit?"”
nsked grangdma.

* Why, no, ma'am,” said Susie, looking
surprised. I hadn't anything %o put in.
You know, I earn my penny every wook
by getting up carly and going for the
milk."

“Yes, | remember, dear, Do you know
just what becomes of your penny 7"

“No, ma'am.”

“Do youcars?"

“ Oh, indeed I du, a great deal.
it to do good somewhere.”

" Well, then, cvery Subtath, when you
drop your penny in, why dunt you drop
a prayer in, too, that your penny mnay be
blessed in its work and do good servie
fur God 1 Dun't yuu think if cvery penny
carried a prayer with it, the monoy the
schouol sends saway wonld du a wunderful
work 7 Just think of the prayers tha.
would go out, sume ucrusa the ocean, some
away off among tho Inldisns.”

"1 never thoogbt of that, graadma.
The prayer wieald du as mach good as the
penny, it it wos o real true prayes,
wonldn't it ? I'm guing tu rememler, and

I want

not let my penny go alone again.”
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NELLIES KITTY.

My oh, my oh, what a pretty
Littlo picture-book !

Pussy-kitty, pussy-kitty,
Como and take a look.

Hore i8 something awful funny,
Dear me! oh, my, oh!

It's the picture of a bunny,
Most a8 white as snow

Pussy, here's a little mousey,
Catch him, if you can;

Hero's a woolly towsy-wowsy
Doggy with a man.

Here's two little birds together,
Here's o long-tailed rat;

Hero's o hen and here’s another
Pretty pussy-cat.

Pussy, toll you what, you'd better
Learn to read, 1 guess;

Sep this funny looking letter?
Great big crooked S.

* B-a-b-y,” that epell's baby,
“P-u-f-f," puff;

Pussy dear, I think that maybe
Thabmay be enough.

GOD'S CHILDREN.

ONe day Nollie said, “I wish I was
Mrs. Brown’s little daughter. Mrs. Rruwn
is rich, and her ehildren can have cvery
thing they want.” Nollie's mothor was
poor and sewed hord every day to makea
living for herself and her children. Cousin
Jane heard Nollie when she spoke. “ Why,
Nellie,” said cousin Jane, “don’t you re-
member that our lesson says we are God's
children. And God is far richer than Mrs.

" said another,

, should fall upon our knees.”

Brown. All tho world and all
heaven are his. And if we
love him ho will after awhile
givo us a boautiful home in
henvon.” 1 did not think of
that,” smd Nollio; “and then
my dear mamma loves mo 8o
much, and 18 80 kind, that I
will never wish again I was
somcbody elso’s daughter.”

——e - @ s

WOULD SHE CARE?

“ MOTHER, may wo play with
QGeorgo Mason a little while?”
asked Rob and Roy, as they
stood in the doorway dressed
ready for play.

“Yes, you may go; brb don’t
stay later than four o'clock,”
she answered.

“« No, mammn; we won't”

they started.

i When four c¢'clock camo they were
P right in the middle of a game; but Rob
* started up and said ho must go home.
| " “O don't go yet!” cried George.
| “‘There's plenty of ime. Your mother
! won't care if you stay just a little longer.”
i “Yes, sho will; Yor wo would not be
| keoping the truth, and that would make
our mother sad, even if she did not care
for the two or three minutes,” said both
Rob and Roy.

Dear children, are you as careful as
Rob and Roy are to keep the trauth?

And off

HOW CHRIST SHOULD BE RE-
CEIVED.

| oxE evening Charles Lamb and some of
| his friends were conversing on the prob-
: able effects upon themselves if they were
! brought faco to face with the great and
wonderful dead. * Think,” said one, “if
Dante wer to entor the room! How
should we meet the man who had trod tho
fery pavement of the Inferno, whose eyes
" had pierced the twilight and breathed the
still, clear air of the mount of the
Purgatorio, whose mind had contemplated
the mysteries of glory in the highest

_heaven?" “Or suppose,” said another,
““that Shakespeare were to come?”
*“Ah!™ cried Lamb, his whole face

' brightening, “ how I should fling my arms
up: how we should welcome him, that
king of thoughtful men:” “ And suppose,”
: “Christ were to enter?”
 The whole face and attitude of Lamb
were in an instant changed. “Of course,”
he said in a tune of deop solemnity “ we

THE OHINESE BOY WHO SO
HIMSELF.

BY REV. J. W. LAMBUTH, D. D.

Anott tho Christian ora there
poor boy in China whose name »
Yoong His paronts wore ver) }Pli’
whon his fathor dicd the boy was no{
to buy a coffin in which to bury him,
sold himsclf to one of his neighbo
order to get monoy sufficient to bury
fathor. When he had purchased the
and had comploted the burial of his f
he started at once to the man to who
hod sold himself in order to fulfil his
tract. While on his way there he
young lady who said to him, “I haveh
of your great kindness to vour
and that you have sold yourself in
to get a sufficient sum with which to
chase a coffin that you might tz ab)
bury your father. I have come to
to carn that money that you may be
to return it and be released from
bondage.”

The boy replied : “I have sold my
be a servant w this man. How can
consent to come and agsisd me 2"

She said to him: “I know pon b
sold youreelf, ond it ia for this re
have come to help you.”

They went on together, and when
had reached the house of the neigh
he said to the woman: “For what
you come with this boy ?"”

The woman replied: “I havo hea
his great faithfulness to his father,
have come to help him to return the m
borrowed.”

The neighbour then said to the wo
“If you will weave for me three hun
bolts of silk gauze I will release this
from his contract.”

She at once set to work, and in
month the moiden had finished her ¢
and hauded it over to the neighbour,
ab once the young man was released f
the contract he had made. He at once
out to return to his home with a jo
heart, not only that he was released
the engagoment he had made, but th
had some one to go home with him.
they reached the spot where they first
the young lady vanished from his si
and the young man was left alone
wonder who this person was. I pr
this story was written for tke Chi
young people, and I hope all my y
friends will see the moral

A ¢00D many people would say mor

they didn't talk so much.



