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MISS FROLIC AND OLD TESTY.

MaTiLpA—TILDIE was the name
she went by generally—is a nice,
lively girl. Her brother says she
is jolly. Her tongue is never still
except when she is asleep.  Lot-
TIE, her prim little sister, declares
it isn't still then, for she aflirms,
very much to Matilda's disgust, -
that “ Tildie talks in her sleep.”
1 suspect Lottie is right, and that
Tildie's tongue is a proof that
those “foolish inventors™ who are
secking to discover * perpetual
motion” are not so very foolish
after all. I shouldn’t wonder if
the secret of perpetual motion lics
hidden beneath Tildic’s tongue.

Matilda is a great romp. How
she does run and jump! She is
never happicr than when she has
a chance to scramble and tumble
with jher brothers on the lawn,
She beats them all at running and
Jaughing. By the way, her laugh
is so pretty and silvery that I love
to hear it, It charms my cars and
thrills my nerves with delight. T
always did love the laugh of hap-
py children.

One day Matilda went with her
little Brother Tommy to sce her elder brothers skat-

Now I don’t think much of that stout gentleman’s
ing on the lake at the upper end of the town. Her ¢ temper. He was a testy old fellow, and ought to
eldest brother, Arthur, was a splendid skater, and } have made allowance for an accident brought about

she heard many strangers remark, “ How well that ¢
boy in the blue jacket skates!”
Matilda was very proud of lLer brother, and this

by excess of spirits and not by ugliness. But I can-
not help blaming Matilda too. Girls should not
carry romping too far, They should be lively, play-
praise ot his skill filled her with rapture. Her spir- E ful, ay, and merry too, if they feel like it; but they
its rose, and she romped round with Tommy until } should not let their spirits carry them beyond the
she became so wild that she acted more like a wild § bounds of propriety. There is a time, even for girls,
girl from the forests than like a polite, cducated, s to be thoughtful and silent as well as to be gay and
Christian young lady. { talkative, There is also a point in romping at which
In one of her frolics she ran away from Tommy, { young ladies should pause. No girl should be so
and darting round the corner of a house, plunged 3 frolicsome as to tempt people to say, “ She acts like
¢

aguinst a stout gentleman, and knocked his cane out ¢ a boy.”
of his hand. Do you understand my meaning, Miss Lively? 1

“Hah, hab, hah! 0, 0, 0!" laughed Tommy, i think you do. You know that I wish you to be
who, being close at her heels, turned the corner in : Jjust right. Not dull and mopish on the onc hand,
time to see the stout gentleman looking very red in ; nor rough and rude on the other; but a lively, po-
the face and very cross. { lite, happy, praying Christian girl. Seek to be such

“Why don't you look where you are going?” { with all your might, and, aided by Christ’s heavenly
growled the stout gentleman, * Dear, dear! Inever ; grace, you will soon correct your errors, win the ap-
saw such rude children in my life!” proval of your own conscience, and of

This rebuff brought a blush to Matilda's cheeks, TagE CORPORAL.
and so chilled her spirits that she could not muster
courage suflicient te offer an apology to the testy
gentleman.
walked quictly away.

A MAN that hath friends must show himself

than a brother, Prov. xviii, 24.

For the Sunday-8chool Advocate,

BIG WISHING AND LITTLE DO-
INGS.

“Q, sow I do wish I had four
times the strength of a woman,
four pairs of feet, and four pairs
of hands, wouldn’t I work for
you, mother! Wouldn't I earn
lots of money for you!”

Thus spoke little Edith Cole
one day when her widowed moth-
er was weary with household toil.
Before Mr. Cole dicd Mrs. Cole
had servants to wait upon her,
but now she was poor and had to
do her own work. Not being very
strong, ber daily tasks burdened
lier, and often made her look pale
“and feel faint.

When Edith came in from
school one afternoon her mother:
was suffering from one of those
attacks of faintness, and then it
was that she spoke the words I
have printed above.

Mrs. Cole smiled, and stroking
Edith's sunny curls, kissed ler
and said, “I am glad I have such
a good daughter, so willing to
help me.  But, since you want to
do the work of four women, I fear
I shall hardly find enough to keep
your one pair of feet and hands busy.”

“Please let me do something for you now, mam-
ma?” pleaded Edith so carnestly that her mother,
though surprised, really thought her little girl would
feel bad if she did not give her something to do.

“Well,” she replied after a moment or two, “since
you want to help me so much, I will let you spread
the tea-things and get supper while I go out for a
short walk. Perhaps it will do me good to walk in
the pure fresh air of this delightful evening.”

“Yes, do go, mamma,” rejoined Edith; “I will set
the table. Wont it be nice work! T'll have tea all
i ready for you when you come back.” ‘

Mrs. Cole now put on her sun-bonnet and went
¢ down the lane for a walk. She was gone nearly an
%hour, and when she returned the sun was rolling
through the western sky in a chariot of golden
clouds. The widow paused at her cottage-gate to
{ admire the splendor of the setting sun. * How beau-
tifull” she exclaimed. Then entering the gate, she
passed down the gravel walk thinking half aloud,
“ How good my little Edith is to stay in and get
supper for me. I am very, very tired. How a cup
of tea will refresh me!”

But good Mrs. Cole's hopes of a cup of tea were

So she took Tommy by the hand and | friendly: and there is a friend that sticketh closer { soon dashed to the ground. Entering her cottage,

¢ she found no Edith there. The table stood uncov-
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ing to stay here upon earth and to do God's will, 2 lessly. 1 have been speaking to boys; but I have
and told her that her blessed Saviour did not need § known girls, I grieve to say, just as guilty. Not
her with him yet, but would call her in his own 2 only is it extremely unladylike to exclaim, “ Good-
good time, E ness!” “Mercy!” and the like, in order to express
Soon after this her father left the room, and she | surprise or some other emotion, but it is, I believe,
crept silently to the side of her mother and lay, % really wicked. These were at first, no doubt, sudden
softly moaning, until her mother asked the causc of appeals to God, but have come to mean nothing in
her sorrow. She said she felt badly because she ! our minds but an equivalent to the expression, “ You
had such a wicked, sinful heart. The sweet lamb ! surprise me.”
Nothing but the searching power of the Spirit could ) But Christ says, “Let your communication be,
have taught her this, According to human judg- 5 Yes, yes; no, no; for whatsoever is more than these
ment, she was one of the best little girls in the { cometh of exil,” or of the wicked one. I fully Dbe-
world. Yet we all have wicked hearts, and noth- ; lieve that sudden temptations to profane speaking
ing but the grace of God can make us what we { may come from wicked spirits who desire to make
should be. { us as had as themselves, and delight in hearing the
Soon after this she came to me and nestled still as ¢ language of the kingdom of darkness spoken by the
a mouse at my side, I put my arm around her, and , lips of men, and especially by boys who are now
she drew still closer and laid lier little icad lovingly % forming the habits of men.
against me. Her mother asked if she loved me.! Now I wish you would commit to memory those
She said, “Yes.” Then her mother inquired why ¢ verses in the fifth chapter of Matthew, in which our
she loved me. Looking up into my eyes with un-¢{ Lord speaks of swearing, and so thoroughly that
utterable affection, she replied, “Because she loves { vou cannot forget them. Will you not? Begin at
the Saviour?” i the thirty-third verse of the fifth chapter of Matthew,
Then I deeply realized that little Mary had heen | Then turn to the last chapter of James and learn the
born again, and was being fitted for the kingdom | verse beginning, ¥ But above all things, my breth-
of God. 3 ren, swear not; neither by heaven, neither by the
My beloved little readers, you too may be Clrist’s { earthi, neither by any other oath.” Then there is the
lambs. He loves you with an unchanging affection. { third commandment, which you had hetter learn.
He never, never will forget you, nor turn away from TUxA Locke,
your prayers. All your desires to do right and to

ered. The fire was out. It was clear that nothing

had been done toward etting tea lead good lives are caused by his Holy Spirit. When For the Sunday-School Advocate.
B . . ' . -3
“Edith! Edith!” cried Mrs. Cole sharply. you say you prayers, never forget to ask your kind A SAD STORY.
But Edith made no reply. She was too far off to Father in heaven to give you the constant guidance BY MES. 1L C. GARDNER
hear her mother's call. Where was she? Down at of this blessed Spirit. ' ¢ P W

. . e oy as ) SoMETHING dreadful has happened of late,
the cove with little Willie Jones, building a fort on

the sand. Willic had called in for her directly after
Mrs. Cole started on her walk, and forgetting ull her
big wishes to help lier mother, she had gone with
him.

Mis. Cole dropped into a rocking-chair and sighed.
She was too much exhausted to get tea until she had
rested. Presently her daughter entered the cottage.

“ Edith,” said Mrs, Cole in a tone of reproach,
“why did you not get the supper ready ?”

0, because Willie Jones wanted me to help him
build a fort,” replied Edith with a careless air and
in a heartless tone. SWEAR NOT AT ALL

“Ah, Edith, Edith,” rejoined her mother, “an
hour ago you wished you had the strength, the
hands, and the feet of four women that you might
Lelp me. But I would rather have the help of one
willing child than the big wishes of four stout
women.”

Edith hung down her head and blushed, but she
did not go ahead and get supper. She waited un-

It shadows the place like a cloud;
Let me whisper the story to you,
P’m ashamed to tell it aloud.

Half a dozen young boys who had friends
And homes that were pleasant and bright,
Have been tried in the law-courts for theft;

= : Alas, what a pitiful sight!
%
?
3
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Shall I tell how these boys, step by step,
Have come down to crime and disgrace ?

The first step was straying from home
With the bad, wicked lads of the place.

For the Sunday-8chool Advocate,

At evening, when bome should have been
Their refuge and happiness sweet,
They would steal from its shelter to lounge

Mr dear boys, did you ever think, when our Sav- In the stores, or to play in the strect.

iour says, “ Swear not at all,” how much he meant
by it? I cannot believe that any boys who go to
Bunday-school and take this nice little paper ever
do utter the dreadful words we sometimes hear in
the streets. But do you not use expressions and
words which sound like oaths, changing or trans-

Soon they lingered a while by the doora
Of the drinking and billiard saloons,

And they hung round the low singing clubs
To catch the coarse words and the tuuncs.

By little and little they lost !
Their fear of the law and its wight;

. . ot posing a few letters? Do you not sometimes usc Every day they grew bolder in crime,
til her poor tired n-mther did it, and then she af.e foolish and coarse expressions which now have no More reckless and daring each night,
and drank as heartily, and chattered as gayly as if meaning, but stand in the place of profane language? Now, locked in the prisoner's cell,
she had not playe.d t:he part of a heartless child. I suppose many of thesc words were originally a If their words to your hearing could come,
I don’t }nkc Edith's cond\}ct. It was very selfish, part of sentences very wicked, helonging to dread- I am sure they this counsel would Lring,
I wonder if there are many like her in our Advocate § ¢ imprecations; and cven the “ By George” which ** Boys, spend all your evenings at home! ™

family. I lope not. It therc is one let her stand
up and learn that one ounce of loving service for
father or mother is of greater worth than tons of
idle wishes and big promises. Girls and. boys who
really honor and love:their parents show their love

I have heard schoolboys say, probably means at full
length, “I swear by King George,” and was an En-
glish oath at first. ,
- Aside from their vulgarity, 1 believe all these § A CHILD’S FAITH.

modes of speech to be very offensive to our Sav-{ WHEN the United States army was defeated at

For the S8unday-8chool Advocate.

in decds, not in wishes. Y. 2. {iour. Would you not be extremely shocked at the ! the battle of Bull Run, the news filled cvery North-
very thought of “the child Jesus” swearing “by ¢ ern patriot's heart with great sadness. At Galena

For the Sunday-Schoo) Advocate, the temple” or “by Jerusalem 4 These were com- { one party heard of it while at the dinner-table. The

A LAMB OF CHRIST { mon oaths in the days in which he lived. How ; shock was too great to be expressed in words, and

much less did he ever take the name of his Father ; the company sat silent. Presently a little girl spoke
Berovep Lirte Oxes,—To-day X have scen a ! lightly and profanely on his young lips! It makes ; and said: '
dear lamb of Christ. 8he is not yet eight years} onc shudder to speak of it; but if so improper for { “ Well, if they have not killed God, it will be all
old, yet she gives to her Saviour her best love, her { Jesus, who had a human nature and was 2 child and { right yet.”
first thoughts. I called on her mother, who has { a youth as fully as you are, who came to set you and { That impossible deed was not done, and the lit-
long been sick. The first that led me especially to { me a copy in his life which we are to follow as ex- { tle girl's faith has been honored. It ¢s all right.
notice little Mary was her creeping up into her { actly as possible, then why is it not improper for { Liberty has triumphed. Rebellion is crushed. The

futher’s arms and clinging to him as though she | you? ; slave is free,

could almost grow there. I heard her whisper, “I{ I'can sce only three reasons that can account for§ It is & good thing, my children, to have faith in

love you, pa.” your yielding so readily to this sin. Either you are % God. X.
“1 know it, my darling,” was Lis reply. very angry, or impatient, and use these words to ex-

Then she whispered to him her desire to go and | press your unpleasant feeling, or you think it manly, 2 PLEASANT words are as a honey-comb, sweet to the
live with Jesus. He asked her if she was not will- { or you Lave caught the habit from others thought- i soul. and health to the bones. Prov. xvi, 24.
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HOW HARRY BECAME A CHRISTIAN.

A TRUE STORY.

Harry, a boy about thirteen years old, had been :

for a long time anxious to give his heart to the

Saviour, and become a Christian; but there seemed !
to be something in the way. He did not know S

exactly what to do. e had been to talk with his
minister a number of times, who had tried to lead
him to trust in Christ, but he could find no peace.

He carried a weary and troubled heart, until one °
day his teacher, hearing that he had been secking :

the Saviour, took an opportunity to talk with him.

“ Harry,” she said, * I understand that you have
been thinking about religion lately.”

“Yes, I have,” he replied. “I want to be a
Christian—I want tu give my heart to the Saviour,
but I can’t.”

“Why, what is your heart, that you can't give
it to Him ?”

He looked up half astonished at. so 0odd a question,
and after a moment’s consideration he replied :

“I don’t know. I can’t tell what it is.”

“ Well, then, Harry, get the dictionary, and we
will see what it is.”

So he got the dictionary, and found it to be the
affections, the love.

“Yes, the love ; now put that word in place of
heart, and do you mean to say that you cannot
love the Saviour?”

“Yes!" Harry said, looking as if he had got hold
of a new idea; ‘*but I want tv love Him. I have |
prayed that he would give me a aew heart—(cor-
recting himself) a new love, but He does not give it
to me.” '

“Why,” how can He, when your old heart is full
of something else; there is no room for the new
love. There is something for you to do first. . You
must make a place for the new love, by repenting of :
your sins, by laying them upon Him. You must !
give up every thing for Him. Did you ever hear of |
the Indian and his missionary ? The Indian wanted
to be a Christian. The missionary said he must give ;
up all for Christ, and then he would be a Christian.
‘ Well,’ said he, ‘I give up my blanket,” *‘No, that
is not enough.” ‘I give up my gun.’ ‘Not enough
yet” I give up my dog.’ ‘More yet' The Indian
dropped his head and wept. He had nothing else
to give. ‘Are you sure that is all *

At last, he said, ‘I glve myself to Him.”
that will do.””

Harry understood it. *Yourself is your heart,
and your heart is your love, Harry. You can give
it to the Saviour; ask Him, and He will help you to
do it. He is good, and has done much for you. He
only asks you to love Him. Why, Harry, how can
you help loving Him?”

“I don’t know how I can help it ?” he replied,
“but it appears ps if there was something in the
way.”

b Ay’

* Whatever that is, you must take it out of the |

way ; you must open the door of your heart, and the
Saviour will come in.”

After a few minutes his teacher said, *Now,
Harry, will you give yourself to the Saviour? Will
you make up your mind to it?”

“ Yes, 1 will,” he answered.

He went home, and cried out on entering the room.

0 mother! T have given myself to the Saviour,”
and burst into tears.

His mother was overjoyed, although she could not
help mingling her tears with those of her only son,
and only child, for whom she had prayed so long.

May this account of Harry's experience lead some
of the; children who read this to do as Harry did.
Go to Jesus and say, “I will give thee my neart,
all sinful as it is. Take it, and give me a new heart,
. anew love, that I may grow to be like Jesus, and
- do His holy will day by day;” and the blessed
- Saviour will answer your prayer if you are in
carnest; for he has said, “I love them that love me,
" and them that scek me early shall find me.”

LOOK AT THE COPY.

| gives him a copy slip, or else writes the first line in
: the page for him. Now, I have often seen a boy
; write the next line with some care, looking at the
letters he had to copy. But when he came -to the
third line, instead of looking at his copy, he looked
only at his own writing just above. And what came
of that? Why, he copied all his faults, and made
i more too, so that every line down the page was
worse than the one before it! He never tried to
make each line more like his copy.

So there are boys who never try to improve, but
just seem to copy their own faults, day after day,
and so really grow worse, more idle, more disobe-
dient, and more careless. Instead of this, they
should read their Bible, and see what the Saviour |
did; and try, by God's grace, to look at the Divine
Copy, and follow His example,

THE BLIND GIRL OF BURGANDY.

Poor sightless Marie! how was she affected when
[ told her of Him who opened the eyes of the blind,
and read to her how blind Bartimeus sat by the
wayside begging, when he cried unto Jesus of Naza-
reth passing by, and received sight! Then an irre-
pressible longing, such as she had never known
before, a longing for God's blessed gift of vision,
seized upon the poor blind girl ; not that she sighed
to behold the blue heaven, or the golden light, or to
1cok upon her mother’s smile, or'gage in her young
! brother's laughing eyes. No, not these; but she
longed to read the blessed words of Jesus, when He
said, “ Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.”

There dwelt then in Dijon a man of God, who
had gathered around him a few blind, whom he had
taught to read and work. I sought him out, told
him of Marie, interested him in her, arranged that

she should come an hour every morning to learn to
read, and procured for her a Bible with raised letters
for the blind.

You should have seen her delight as she started
off next morning—a warm, bright August morning,
one hand locked in her brother’s, and the other
§ fondly clasping the precious Bible, to take her first
{ lesson. Alas! poor Marie! it requires a delicate
{ touch to distinguish the slightly raised surface and §
i nice outline of the letters, and her fingers were hard
§ and callous with the constant plaiting -of straw.
% Again and again was the effort made, but to no pur-
!
{
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; pose. But one day, as she sat alone, sorrowfully
chippiag with her little knife the rough edges of the
straw, a happy thought occurred to her. Could not
{ she cut away the hard skin from her fingers, and
then it would grow anew, smooth, and soft, like the
rosy fingers of a child? And so she cut the skin
g from the poor fingers, heeding not the pain ; was it

not that she might read the word of God? But the
¢ straw work could not cease—it brought bread, and

the wounded fingers were slow to heal. When the
reading lesson was tried again, warm drops trickled
from the bleeding fingers along the sacred line. 1t
was all in vain.

After the first bitterness of her disappointment,
Marie strove hard to be cheerful. * God had opened

When a boy is learning to write, his master cither |

the cyes of her soul,” she said, “and ought she not
to praise him ?”  And the new Bible! Ah, surecly
she must carry it back; some happier blind girl
might pluck the fruit from this Tree of Life, and

i find healing in its blessed leaves. And holding the

dear volume near to the beating of her heart, she
knelt by her white cot to pray :—* Dear and blessed
Jesus, who lovest the poor, and onenest the eyes of
the blind, I thank Thee that Thou hast not hidden
Thyself from a poor blind girl. And since I cannot
rcad Thy heavenly words, I pray that Thou wilt
whisper them into my soul, that thy spirit may not
be dark like my poor eyes. Ican hear Thee with
my ears, dear Jesus, and Thou knowest that I love
Thee and love Thy holy book.” And she touched
the open Bible with her lips. O joy! to the soft
lips the slight indentions of the raised surface are
clearly perceptible; they trace the sharp outline of
the letters with unerring accuracy. With a loud
cry of joy, she passes line after line across her eager
lips,—she turns the leaf, the lips lose not their
power. It is all clear, all easy now. The lips could
{ do what the toil-hardened fingers could not—they
could read.

A twelvemonth after, I visited Dijon. The low
kitchen wore its old look, but what a beaming happy
face was Marie's, as she sat in her rude chair, her
{ basket of straw at her feet, reading her beloved
g Bible! Blind, it was full of light. “Is it not blessed
§ to kiss the sweet words as I read?” she murmured,
¢ in her rich musical tones. Dear, eloquent lips, which
{ the cold clay kisses now, told me this little tale, and
I listened with starting tears, thinking how the poor
blind girl would rise up in the judgment to gopndemn
the many who ‘ having eyes see not.”

Reader, do you love the blessed words of Jesus
with a love heart-deep, heart-warm, as did the poor
blind girl of Burgandy ?

A A AN AN A N~ P I A P i
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The Thief and his Little Son.

A man who was in tie habit of going to his
neighbour’s corn-field to steal the grain, one day
took his son, a boy of about eight years of age.
The father told him to hold the bag while he looked
{ if any one were near to see him. After standing
upon the fence, and peeping through all the corn-
rows, he returned to take the bag from the child,
and began his sinful work. ¢ Father,” said the boy,

“ you forgot to look somewhere else.” The man
dropped the bag in a fright, and said, * Which way,
child #*  “ You forgot to look up to the sky, to see
if God were noticing you.” The father felt the
reproof of the child so much, that he left the corn,
; returned home, and never again returned to steal.

Children, whenever you are tempted to do any

thmg that is wicked, look up, and say, “ Trov Gop
SEEST ME.’

¢ In vain my soul wou'd try
To shun thy presence, Lord, or ﬂeo
The notice of thine eye,

> e

PATIENCE,

Mrs, WesLEY was once asked how she could have
patience to teach the same thing twenty times over to
one of her children? ¢ Why,"” said she, “if I had
said it only nineteen times, and given it over, I should
have lost all my labour. 1t was the twentieth time

that fixed it.”

)
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LITTLE TOTTY.

LirTie TorTY went to ma;
Ma was very busy,

Rocking in her old arm-chair
Little Sister Lizzie:

“Go to sleep, my pretty one,”
Patiently and cheerly

Sang she oft—for O, she loved
Little Lizzic dearly.

S8oon to dreamland Lizzie went :
Then that happy mother .

Thought that like her children twain
Never was another:

Baby was 8o cherub-like, .
Potty was so sprightly,

Day or night to sce them smile
Made her heart dance lightly.

Ah! but why o’er Totty’s brow
Hangs that shade of sadness?

Why in rapture from hér eyc
Beams no ray of gladness ?

Can it be on life’s rough path
Ouc 8o young hath started ¥

You shall hear ber simple tale—
Totty is true-hearted.

¢ Dearest ma, as Fred and 1
On the lawn were playing,
Naugbtily I took a stone
In the pathway lying;
It was but a tiny thing,
80 in sport I aimed it
At a little robin’s head—
Hit it bard, and maimed it.

“8oon it died. ¢Now let us haste
Recretly, and throw it

O’er the hedge,’ said Cousin Fred,
¢ Ma wiil never know ity

But Lehind your pretty vase
Carefully we hid it,

Purposing, when found, to say,
Little Tibby did it.

“ And for such a wicked thought
Now my heart is smitten,

Though poor little Tibby be
But a silly kitten;

And I cannot sleep to-night
First without confessing:

Do you think that God again
E'cr will grant his blessing ¢

Clagping Toity to her breast,
Heaving with cmotion,

Lifting up her eyes to keaven,

~ Beaming with devotion,

¢ Yes, my child,” she softly said,
“Go to him in sorrow;

Tell bim all, and joy shall be
Thine again to-mnerrow.”

Little reader, when in fault,
Never seck to hide it

Always to the God above
Faithfully contide it.

THE GOLD-DIGGERS.

A FINE gentleman went to Australia to seck for .
gold at the diggings. Hec took hammer and pic kax
with him; but being little used to work with them, |
he soon grew weary of his task; so, having seratched
the ground, he declared that therc was no gold to
e had.

A laborer who had come out in the same ship, ¢
and who had been treated by the gentieman with |
scorn, set to work with his tools on the same spot. §
e at tirst found nothing, but after some hours of ¢
hard work came upon a vein of the precious metal. §

“Well done!” cried the gentleman, * let us go\
shares,” é
“ No,” replied the laborer; “)ou gave up \uthg

hardly a trial; mine has been the w ml\ and this
gold belongs to me and to my family.”

We seldom obtain anything worth having without }
some labor; but the sluggard and the laborer can
never go shares.

He that hath pity upon the poor lendeth unto |
the Lord ; and that which he hath given will he pay
him again. Prov. xix, 17. )

e A AP A A A I I AN AN P e AN P NPT =

{ course, That sct the little fellow to questionm
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5 drowned god, that could not help himself. So he
¢ tore his heads off his neck and learned to love the
¢ God that had always been so mear to him, even
§
{

. though he knew it not.  And when he grew up and
left the school, he went about from place to place in
his native land telling his countrymen about the
¢living God, the God that made everything and that
{ can do all things, the God that lives in the hearts
¢ of those who love him. Auxt JuLia.
¢

THE MISSIONARY AND THE LION

y

i A MrssioNARY in South Africa once sct out on a
é long journey. When far from home he had to cross
{ a wide plain, where hic saw a lion at a distance.
¢ The lion saw him at the same time, and began
¢ slowly to follow him.

¢ When the missionary walked fast, the lion walked
¢ fust; and when he stopped, the lion stopped! The
% missionary saw that the lion meant to follow him

until dark, and then spring upon him.

He was not able to run away from the lion, for
the lion could run faster than he could. So he
thought of a plan to cheat him.

He came to a high cliff; below which was a deep
hollow. Creeping down, he hid behind a rock,
where the lion could not see him. Then taking a
stick which he found among the rocks, he put on it

% his coat and his hat, so as to make them look like a
man.,

¢ He then held the stick above the rock behind

% which he was hid.

% Soon the lion came creeping slyly along. The
moment he saw the coat and the hat he made a

sudden spring at them. He bounded right over the

, place where the missionary lay, and fallmo' down
Cax you tell how you would feel if you did not ! among the rocks, was killed !

know that there was a God? Did you ever thmkz
that there is no other being but God to whom you ¢
cun_turn in your soul and feel that he is always:
right there with you and knows all about you?
None of your friends, not even those you love best,
can do that. When you do what you know to be “ My son,” said the Rev. Legh Richmond, ¢ remem-
wrong, you feel that God knows i, and if you arc; her you must die, and you may die soon, very soon.
very sorry for it you tell him of it in your heart, and ’ If you are to die a boy, you must look f(n a boy's

when you are in trouble, or when you feel very sad, ; ¢ religion, a boy's knowledge, & boy's faith, a boy’s
vou can tell him about that too. Now how would | Saviour, a boy’s salvation; or else a boy's ignorancc,
vou feel if there was no one right at home in your ! a boy's obstinacy, a boy's unbelief, a boy's idolatry,
heart with you to whom you could talk about all } a hoy's destruction. Remember all this, and beware
of sin; dread the sinfulness of an unchanged heart;

these things? I think you would fecl very lond), )
almost as if a part of yoursclf was gone, T am sure pray im a new one; pray for grace and pardon, and
it men thought carefully about this feeling they $ a soul conformed to the image of Christ Jesus.”
could never say, as some men pretend to, that there
is no God. For my part, I don't think they half
helieve it themselves when they say so.

I have sometimes wondered how heathen children
feel who never heard that there is a living God. Of
course, they do not feel as they would if there were
no God, because, as Paul says, he is very ncar to
every onc of us, whether we know it or not.

I have heard of one little heathen who wanted vcry
much to learn to read,and he started for a missionary’s ;
school. On his way he saw where a big stone idol
had fallen into the river, and a great many people ¢
were trying to get it out, but they did not succeed.
As for the image, it could not help itself at all, of }
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A LIVING GOD.

The missionary was saved, and-ere long he reached
his own home.

A BOY'S RELIGION

S —

WHAT IS HIS NAME!?

OXE there is above all others
Well descrves the name of Friend;
His is love beyond a brother's,
Costly, free, and knows no cod!
They who onee his kindness prove
Find it everlasting love,
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and he thought it very strange that a god that could
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not help himself could be supposed able to help For 1 copy and under 3, to one addrese, 40 cents per vol.
¢ other people. “ 5 coples .10, 88 ¢

After he got to the school Lic told the other chil- “ 10 - “awoovon BT

dren about it and they cried out: . :co . . i?,' @ x ?3?\ « “
“Q, that is no god at all! That is just a piece “ g0 “opn, %W g5 “

of stone. Our God is a living God.” “ 50 “ o L 1 “
“Who is your God ?” inquired the littic stranger . 13‘3 . and ...,“w:?f{' . . gg . .

with opening eyes. . § Subscriptions to be paid invariably i ’
“Our God is the One who made everything.” ¢ The .\’ea]r begins \vlt.{x October, 1'roxny\:l,:ic’:1dtlc:::: :Il subscriptions
“Where does he live?” continued he, cagerly. é must date. '
“He lives everywhere, He is a spirit. He is all ;|  All packages are sent to the address of sme individusl or sohool.

h cases names are not written upon the scveral pspers. Per-
an e knows everything, even the} Insue P
about us, d h y sons subseribing should therefore make arrangements for the proper

thoughts of our hearts.” % distribution of the papers on the arrival of the package.
(

The little inquirer concluded at once that suclt 8 { Ay communications to be addressed to Riv. SaMues Rosz, Wes.
{ God was very much better than a stone god, a ! leysn Buok Rovw, Toronto.




