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HE Summer is over and gone—and a glorious time it has
been—while the tlowers that graced our meadows, vales
and hill sides, making a scenc of loveliness not casily

expressed, have fallen beneath the lkeen edge of the

mower’s scythe, or died by the keen winds that find out

where the shyest of them love to hide. Autumn, too, with its gorgeous
hues in wood and forest, with its ripened grain, and its fruitfulness in
garden and orchard, has also passed away; and Winter, with its nipping
fingers meddling with everything, picking off the few leaves left, and scat-
tering snowy wreaths and icicles hither and thither, has come; and with
it too has come the closing of our volume—the end of another year's
labour of love.

Has it been in vain, we ask ourselves? We can cheerfully answer,
that not & tittle of work done in the name of the Lord and for is
glory, can fail; and so the husbandman, after sowing, and weeding, and

watering, has long patience, in waiting for the fruits of his lubours, and with




aladness of heart welcomes in the harvest time, so with thanktul hearts we
desire to wait till the Lord of the harvest gathers in Hig precious grain—and
then we hope to meet many a little one who has received into hig heart tho
word of life, which we have sought, again and again, to sow in the pages of
our Magazine.

To our contributors we desire to express our hearty thanks for their
fellowship, and to our many, many readers we trust our Magazine has not
only been interesting, but helpful alike to the understanding and the heart.

Aguin we commend our volume to Him who graciously accepts whatever

is donc for His glory. To Him be all the praise.

With Christian love to all our little friends,

THE EDITOR.

PatervosTer SqQuarg, Lcnpon.

December, 1884,
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2 MY LITTLE FRIEND.

READY TO GO.

“ Blessed are thoy that sow beside nll waters.”
—Isatan xXXI1. 20.

T is now nearly two years ago, and Mary
was about nineteen years old, when she
left her father's house in the country for
a situation in London. This was not

becanse her father was unable to keep her,
nor yet that her home was not comfortable, as
far as this world goes; but it was a public-
house, and it was not always seen to as it
should be, so that things often occurred which
gave her much sorrow, more especially as
things of eternity were pressing heavily upon
her soul; for she eaw her neighbours, day
after day, taken from their homes to the dark,
cold grave, and she knew her turn must come,
and it might be soon, for the young as well as
the old, and the rich as well as tbe poor, and
she longed to be ready. Her soul thirsted for
salvation, and she felt she could do anything,
or endure any privation, so that she might
obtain it, and be prepared for that day. Her
sisters did not feel so, therefore they could be
cheerful and happy as things were, but Mary
could not, her heart was sad.

But when she came to London, it was still
the same, for she could not get what she
wanted. Though her situation was quiet and
peacefal, and everything she might reasonably
expect—she could have time to be alone—yet
she could not find rest for her soul ; there was
still an aching void within, do what she
would, or strive.

Things went on in this way till she left that
place, and took another at the West-end of
London,and there she attended all the churches
and chapels she could; but all to no purpose,
she was as sad and sorrowful as ever, till at
last she thought all hope for her was gone;
she bad always been so bad, that it was no
use for her to try. Others, she thought,
might get the blessing, and be happy, for they
were not like her—so vile and bad, and so far
gone, that she was beyond tho reach of mercy.

Thus things went on, till, one evening, she
was passing through Hyde Park, and, if pos-
mble, more sad and sorrowful than ever, feel-
ing a8 if she was alone in the world. DBut, on
lifting up her eyes, she saw, a little way off,

a company of people standing, and, wonde'-
ing what thoy were doing, she went to se®,
and found a man was preaching the gospel.

This surprised her vory much, more espe-
cially as he did not look like a minister, bat
seemed as if he worked with his hands. She
listened, and found he was telling the people
about Jesus, the spotless Lamb of God! how
He came into the world, and died, and rose
again, ‘“and put away sin by the sacrifice of
himself.” ¢ And by him all that believe are
justified from all things,"” without any good-
ness of their own in any way whatever.
(Acts xiii. 88, 89.)

Obh! she said to herself, this will just suit
me. I want to be justified before God, and I
find this is to be obtained by simply believing
in His dear Son : and there is no goodness of
my own required for my soul’s salvation. Ob,
how glad I am to know this, it is what I have
been striving for so long, and I do believe in
the Lord Jesus Christ. And why should I
not be happy, notwithstanding all that I am,
because it was for sinners like me He came to
die. (1 Tim.v. 15.) And with that her heart
became filled with that peace which passeth
all understanding. She received the Lord
Jesus Christ, and passed from death unto life,
and went on her way rejoicing.

There was no excitement about it, but from
that moment everything was changed with
her, she was a new creature in Christ Jesus,
and could now serve God with joy and glad-
ness, for her burden was gone, her sins were
forgiven, her soul was saved, and she was

happy.

GOD'S MESSENGERS.
I
Tee New Sunpay Scoood.

T was a dull, chilly day in the end of
I March. A mist was coming up from
the river, nnd filling the streets, in

of the poorest and dirtiest neighbour-
boods in the south of London. It was be-
tween two and three in the afternoon, whena
group of dirty children who were playing in
one of tho close courts, were interrupted in
their games by a girl, about 11 years of age,
suddenly rushing among them calling out at
the top of her voice,
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« Ada, T.izzie, Polly, are you coming to the
now Sunday school ? Me and my Alice are
going."

Sho stopped short, quite out of broath with
running and shouling. The children stopped
their games, to listen. Sunday was generally
a very dull day to them.

““Now Sunday school!"” exelaimed o big,
good-tempered-looking, untidy girl, of 13.
“ Where is it ?"

“ Up at the Mission Hall, just by the rail-
way arch. I'm going now; it ain't far.
Come, Alice.”” And, seizing her little sister
by the hand, she started off at a quick pace,
followed by about twenty boys and girls, and
soon reached the door of the Mission Hall.

Hore they stopped, ghyly, but a kind-look-
ing lady, who stood at the door, smilingly in-
vited them to enter. A few ran away, but
about a dozen went in. A kind of fairy land
it seemed to the poor children. They went
up a short flight of stairs into a large, bright
hall, spotlessly clean, with a large fire burn-
ing brightly, and on the walls texts in large
letters, and printed so plainly that all could
read them. ‘ BeHoLD THE LAMB or Gop,
WHICH TAKETIl AWAY THE SIN OF THE WORLD."'
“THE WAGES OF SIN IS DEATEH, BOT THE GIFT
oF Gobp 18 ETERNAL LIFE ;"' and many others.
The service began by the singing of one of
Sankey's hymns, and very heartily did tho
little rough, untrained voices join in singing
the words—

“I am 80 glad the Father in Leaven
Tells of His love in tho Boolc He has given;
Wonderful things in the Bible I sec;
Ol, what a wonder that Jesus loves mo!"

Then the clnsses were formed, six or eight
chairs were placed in a cirole round the
teacher, and the children were like mice, as
they sat and listened to the story of tho Good
Shepherd, who left His bright home of glory
above, to come and live a life of sorrow on
this earth, and then to die a shameful death on
the oross, that He might gather in all the
lambs, that none might bo lost.

Behool seemed over very quickly that after-
noon, and when the closing hymn and prayer
were over, the suporintendent, a young, bright,
and earnest christian gentleman, asked all
those present, if they would not only come

agnin next Sunday, but try to bring some
more children with them. The children
readily promised, and were soon hurrying
through the stroets to their homes. Among
them were our two little friends, Carrie and

Alice Baker. L. C.
(70 be continued, if the Lord will.)

JESUS DIED FOR ME

x@ R AFT, ye winds, and tell the story
X Over heaven, and carth, and sea ;
20, Tell aloud in realms of glory
Jesus! Jesus died for me.

When the vine and fig-tree blossom,
When my mind from care is free—

Whisper by the Spirit's mission,
Jesus! Jcsus died for me.

When, ns oft, by cares surrounded,
Sorrow all around there be,

Ever hear the echn sounded,
Jesus! Jesus died for me.

Onward, onward through my journay ;
IHome, abroad, where'er I bo;

Tell me name and work so worthy !
Jesus! Jesus died for me.

In the coming day of wonder,
When Christ's bride like Him will be,
All shall hear above and under,

Jesus! Jesus died for meo ! E. E. S.

THE RED INDIANS.

T@ g HEN Columbus, and others, first

W4 \) got foot in America, it was

fe thought that the new world might

be part of India. Ience they

named the savages, ‘ Indians.”” They have

also boon called Red Men, because of their

copper-coloured skins. They are now spoken
of as Red Indians.

The red man is not very tall, yet he looks
80, booause he oarries himself very ereet. Ho
has a squaro head, which is flat at tho baek,
and his forehead is broad and low. Tho
women are short and stout. Both mon and
women have small hands and feot. Bome are
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gentle und inoffensive, but others aro thieves
and murderers. The race is now fast dying
out, and eroc long that race will have gone,
leaving only its name and history.

No European tourist ever gazed upon any
of America’s wonders in the days when tho
bome of the Red Indian was an unknown
land. No Euglish tongue or voice was houard
on Niagara's
banks, norad-
mirers from ’
distant lands,
to return and
tell of its
grandcur,
From forest
to forest, and
from bank to
bank,the wild
Indian roam-
ed afar at his
pleasure.

Tho canoe
of the rod
man was 1
cCommOon
sight, skim-
ming tho wa-
tery surface ;
while a little
but in the
furest told of
his homo life.
His hat was
called a wiy-
wam, his wife
a squar, and
his cbildren,
puapoose. He
lived by the

be was wont. It is a sad day for the poor
Indian, and so he mournfully says, ‘ White
man come, buflalo go ; when buffulo go, squaw
and papoose die."’

Tho Indians who formerly lived in North
America are called the Iroquois, and this term
includes five nations. A relative of minc
went to scc one of their reservations, (that is,

a grant ol
land given by
the govern-
wont, where
the red man
18 expected
to till the
ground, and
sow his corn,
as whitemen)
and wishing
to seoc thoso
who had pro-
fessed Chris-
tianity, found
his way to
the mecting-
room. The
congregation
had not yet
assembled,
but about a
dozen Red
Indians were
sented there.
Some women
were there
ulso, who had
lnid aside tho
native style
of dress, for
they bhad

found moro

chase, aund

saw in the == 4 _ scope for the
buffalo, the e showy taste
elk, or tho Au In iun Chief. of tho savago
antelope, only food for bim and his. Ience ‘ to be seen, aud therefore; had a very gay

the redskin cunnot understand why the white
man should kill such aniwals, when he does
not requiro tho flesh for food.

Now that his country is in the hands of the
white man, the wild forost and the broad river
are no longoer frec to tho Red Indinn; so that
be cannot fish whero he may, and bunt where

All were singing, in a vory

appearanco.
weoll-known

touching way,
English bymn:—

the following

“Thero i8 a fountain fill'd with blood,
Druwn from Emmunnuel's veins,
And sinners, plungod beneath that flood,
Loso ull thoir guilty stuins.”
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The Story of a Little Boy.

{1[E littloboy’s nnmo
8|  was Harry; bho
Lhas now grown
to bo a man, so
what I am about
to toll you oc-
currol a good
many yeurs ago,
whon ho wasquito
a boy.

Like most littlo
fellows, ho was
very fond of visiling the tuy shops, and also
the sbop whore sweets wero sold. He was not
only able to look through the windows, and
gazo at the pretty things exposed thero for salo,
but nearly every week he made a small pur-
cbase on his own account, becauso his kind
mother used to give him a bhalfpenny.

I do pnot think he Lad a missionary box, ns
many children have in those duys, or else lLis
balfpenny might somotimes bhave found its
way into the box, instead of the pocket of
the woman at tho shop.

Woell, one day, (.-nrlyl
in the woek, ho wus
looking in the woman’s
window, and he saw u I’/
new kind of swootment, |7
and immodiately be
wanted to taste what |[7
it was like. Suturday
was 8o long to wait fur
bis balfpenny, and he |} (il
wanted to enjoy bis trout [{/) |
at onco. Ilis wind, was
soon made up, and into
the shop he wont to |4
muko a barguin with tho
wouman, and to go into |
dobt for tho first time in |=
his lifo.

He told ber he shoul¢
bave Lis movey on

A0
HA™
/ lq ~','

) -~
' zr ¥~

did not stay to think if bis mother would np-
provo of his doing this, all ho wanted was to
got tho sweots; and soon ho camo out of the
ghop, with the prizo in his hand. But swoots
soon disappoar, ospocially with Harry, and
bofore ho roachoed home, all was gono.

I do not think ho felt quite happy about Lho
mattor, for ho did not montion at homo what
bo bhad done, lost be should be scoldod. Sa-
turday will soon bo hero, nnd thon I can pay
bhor. DBat, alas! whono Saturday came there
was no balfpenny for Harry, for he had been
a bad boy in some way, and, a8 & punishment,
ho was to have no money this woek.

This mnde poor Harry fool very uocomn-
fortablo, for what would the wowman suy ?
Never mind, he would not go past that way
till a whole woek bad gone, thon surely he
could moot her, and settlo her claims. [Low-
ovor, he was not to get oll like that, for the
woman at the shop came to wash, on Monday,
for his mother, and she moutioned what Harry
bad done, and bhow he had forgotten to go
on Saturday, as she supposed.

Here tho story was all out.  Mothor know
about it too, and whon she lookod grieved
about it, the big toars would come intv Hurry's
oyos, and trickle down his faco, and he has

| nover since forgotton that day.

How well it wus for
v | Harry that his fuult had
vot only boou found out
but reponted of ! I'uults
[i.C| are easily chocked und
brokon off at the begin-
{| ning, but i allowed to
pass unnoticed soon bo-
come bhabits which can-
not so roadily bo got
rid of.
y When I bhoaurd bhim
-] speaking ubout this in-
\ cident, ho finished up
%] by saying, **Be suro
AW| your sin will ind you
V%] out.”’

Saturday, and then ke
wowld pay ber. Ie

Linrry goiug to the Shop.
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The Captain’'s Letter.

Y YHE rays of the Ootobor sun wero shin-
%‘ ing pleasantly in tho open window of
the room in which Bobby Green still
lay. Tho month was drawing to its
close, bat the day had boen unusually warm,
and in ecowpliance with tho sick boy’s request,
his couch had been wheeled into his favourite
corner. Thero Bobby could lie, and gaze out
on the trees and fields in the distance, and
watch the golden light, as it rested on one
object after nnother in the plensant landscape.
From this sheltered spot he could also see the
long, faint outline of the Malvern hills, a
sight of which Bobby never wearied, for, to
his childish eyes, they always seemed to touch
the sky. It was on these hills that Bobby
was gazing now, his pale face lighted np by
the soft, mellow sunlight, in which at that
moment everything in the neighbourhood
seemed bathed. ‘‘Jack,” he said, suddenly
turning towards his brother, who sat reading
near, ‘“ wasn't it good of God to let me have
you ? I wanted you so badly, dear Jack, so I
asked about it. Wasn't it good of Him ?"’

““] wanted to stop too, laddie,” said Jack,
closing his book, and coming at once to his
little brother’s side ; *“ but I couldn’t see how
I could stay, till I had the captain’s letter this
morning. I had asked, too, Bobby.” Jack's
tone had a strong earnestness in it, which
Bobby at least conld understand. ¢ It’s all
right now, isn’t it, Jack dear ?" said Bobby,
smiling, ¢ The captain said you might stay
another week, didn't he ?”" ¢ Ten days,"”
responded Jack, as he took the letter from his
pocket, and glanced over its contents. Tbe
letter had arrived that morning, and, to sailor
Jack’s joy and surprise, had informed him
that, through unforeseen cironmstances, his
ship could not sail till ton days later than the
time at first appointed for her to do so.

‘* Yes, God i8 very good to both of .us, Bobby,"’
continned Jack, as he laid the open letter on
the table. ¢¢I did not dare to hopeo for this."
And sailor Jack’s eyes wandored out to the
golden sunlight with a wistful look, that his
mother saw, and wished to understand. Jack
rose, and, advancing towards tho table, re-
placed the letter in his pocket. The next

momont he was at his mother’s side, gazing
affectionntely on her care-worn features.

¢« Mothor,’”’ he sanid, in n low, earnost tone,
‘¢ the Lord could havo mado Bobby well again,
if it had been FHis will to do so.” *‘I know
it, my boy,” eaid his mother, with a sigh.
¢« And, mother dear,’” said Jack, his voice n
little unsteady as he spoke, ‘* if youn would bat
trust Him; I{e knows best.”” Nancy answered
only by hor tears. She had meant to comfort
Jack, but Jack’'s words had reminded her that
he had a Comforter of whom she knew nothing.
Her tears fell faster still, as, with gentle,
earnest voice, Jack sought, as he had dono
many times since his arrival, to speak of the
love of Him ¢“who doeth all things well”’—
‘““the old, old story,” that has comforted so
many sorrowing hearts, was repeated again in
Nancy's ears. Perhaps at that moment sho
did not gather from it all the sweetness and
comfort she might have done. DBut the day
was not far distant when, parted from both of
her children, the mother turned to tho Friend
of the needy.

¢ Mother,” said Bobby, as Jack finished
speaking, ‘“it’ll be so nice there. Mrs. Sey-
mour read to me all about the beauntiful home
that Jesus has prepared for those who have
trusted in His precious blood.”

“And, better than all the rest, Bobby,
Jesus will be there,” added Jack, softly.

““Yes, yes, Jesus will be there, and I shall
see Him.” And, with the sweet thought in
hie mind, Bobby closed his weary eyes, and
fell asleep. M. V. B.

Shut Your Eyes and Run
Away.

)\ NCIE two little ones were playing,
@» Bright and sunny was the day,
WA Rouud the garden walk they rambled.
Singing like the birds in May.
They were glad to be together,
Walking ‘mid the lovely flowers,
Playing in the golden sunshine,
I{ilding 'neath the ivy bowers.

Now they stop to pick a daisy,
Or to hear tho sweet birds sing,

See them sip a drop of water
From the pleasant little spring.
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Now they start away together,
Hand in hand I sece them go,

Henrts as light as any feather,
Neither care nor serrow know.

All at once I see them stopping
Just outside the parlour door,
Pe€$ing through the little window,
hat—is pussy on the floor ?
No; inside you see no kitty,
She is sleeping in the sun,
Well, I wonder what they see there.
Stuy, I'll tell you, little one.

Creeping closer, and yet closer,
Little bands outstretch'd to take

From a table near the window
Such a lovely piece of cake,

Seo the little hand withdrawing.
What is that! the children say,

'Tis not ours—ive must remember,
Shut your eyes and run away.

Lord of heaven, bless the children,
From my inmost heart I pray,

Teach them, over blesséd Saviour
Thus from sin to turn away,

May they shun this earth’s attractions
Lead them, gracious Lord, to Thee,

Keep them 'midst the world's distrnctions
Ever following after Tlxee.

When the wicked wily tempter
Spreads for them his subtle snares,

Teach them, Thou loving Saviour,
To remember Thou art near.

May they learn of Thee, Lord Jesus,
Gentle. Jdand and true to be,

Ever to Thy word obedient,
From each youthful Just to floe,

Till they hear Thy voice, Lord Jesus
Calling them to meet above,

There to know, in all its fulness,
All the wonders of Thy love.

C.G.C.

“TAKEN."”

© Y young readers may remember the
A likeness of a little girl, whose name
Evﬁ}: was Laura, in the February number,
1882. Ono Sunday afternoon lately,

she was engaged in looking over the first
volume of the Magazine. Somo time
nfter, her father, turning over its loaves,
saw & word written in a child's hand that
struck him very much, It was on page §,

whore she Lad been reading tho piece
headed, ¢ Taken or Left.” At the close of
tbe question, ¢ Lot me msk you, my little
friend, should you be taken or left if Jesus
should come now ?*' was this word written
in pencil, ¢ Taken.” When he shawed it to
her mother, she said: *Oh yes, I remember
seeing her standing by the sofa, with a book
open, and pencil in hand.'

Now I would press this same question homo
to the heart of each one of you, my dear
young readers. And another question on
any who bhave not yet come to Jesus, and aro
still unsaved. “ If the word spoken through
angels proved stedfast, and every transgression
and disobedience received a just recompense
of reward, how shall we escape if wo neglect
[or * make light of,’ as in Matthew xxii. 5], so
great salvation ?* (Heb. ii. 2.) A salvation
wrought out for us by the blessed Redeemer,
when He ‘suffered for sins once [once for
all], vBaAr Hg N16uT BRiNG US To Gob."
1 Peter iii. 18.

My young readers were, no doubt, dread-
fully shocked on hearing of the awful occur-
rence at Sunderland, on Saturday afternoon
the 16th of June, when as many as 188
children lost their lives in that terrible crush,
A gontleman who was one of the first upon
the scene, and helped in rescuing many of the
living, says that these stretched out their
hands calling, * Take me! take me ! When
I rend this, I thought of little Laura’s word
written in pencil, and also the prayer at the
end of some lines headed, ¢ The- pictures of
my nursery,’” in volume vi., page 39,

“ Lord, me obedient to my parents make ;
And coming to Thee, me as Thine own take.”

If you can really say this from the heart,
then yon may be certain that Jesus would
take you, if He came while you were living
on the earth; and if you die first, you are
still *the Lord's,”’ and ** He will receive you
unto himself,"”” in renewed body, soul, and
gpirit ; yes, ‘‘ like him,” that you may * over
be with the Lord.” Read Romans xiv. 9;
Philippians i. 28 ; 1 Corinthians xv. 62; 2
Coriuthians v. 14 ; Jobn xiv. 3 ; 1 John iii.
2; 1 Thessalonians iv. 14-17.

Laura’s Para.
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Dor's GORNBR.

Dear viTTLE Friexps,

It is now time for me to write to you
once more, and as we are brought to the com-

mencement of another year, it is well for us'

to have a change again, in order not to weary
cuar little friends. So this year I hope to
have tbe corner all to myself, to chat to you
nbount those things which, I trust, interest
ns all.

Many dear young ones have written to me
daring the year that has now passed, and I
cannot expect them always to write without
having a resting-time. We will say, then,
Lthat it is my time to write now, and pleased I
am to have this privilege.

The girl and her little hrother, in the above
picture, are ritting in the window with restful
ratisfaction, enjoying their evening menl of
l.read and wilk. They are taking tbat which
will strengthen and comfort their bodies, and
| must try to feed my little readers in another
way. The mind requires food as well as the
liody, and that most precious part of ue, the
saul, needs heavenly food, to sustain it in n
state of bealth and vigour.

On entering a new year, I think our firat
thought should be to thank God. that 1Io has

kept and preserved us through the ono that is
pnst, and to count on Ilis grace to bless us
in tho new year. Do my readers think to do
this, I wonder ? I remember once a christian
man being on a steamer, going for a voyage,
and during the voyage he happened to engage
in prayer in o public way. The next day, a
gentleman who bad been present, and heard
bim, took him apart, and said, ¢ How dared
you, last night, to pray like that ? Why, yon
seemed to be at home with God."”” Ah! poor
man, he did not understand what it is to be a
Chiristian.

Well, I think that 18 how all little ones
should come to Him now—not be afraid, for
He loves you. The Son of God, when down
here, said, ** Suffer them to come unto me.”
Then go to Him, and tell your sorrows and
your joys; thus will your heart be filled with
joy and peace. Woe all desire to be happy in
this world, but many seek happiness in the
wrong way, like a boy I saw, not long ago,
who thought the way to be happy was to have
all the toys for himself, and leave none for
his sisters; but I hope he has found out his
mistake by this time.

Now I must say, Good-bye, but I want
you all to read the following verses out of
your Testaments: Romans x. 6-9.

Your aflectionate friend, Dor.

Little Elsie and her Brother Jem ; and other
Stories. No. 1. Coatents of Volume: A noble
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MAKING BREAD.

YHESE two women aro at work at a
very familiar occupation in the Iiast
—thoy are grinding corn. They do
not grind a grent deal to last many
days, but just as much as thoy think will be
wanted during the day.

They have two flat, smooth stones. The
bottom one is fixed firmly, the top ono has &
bandle, and a bhole in the centre, through
which the grain is dropped. Then the women
sit close to the mill ; both of them take hold
of the handle, and turn round the top stone.
This soon grinds the wheat into flour; they
can then make their dough cakes, as Sarah
did, at Abrabam’s request, when the three
men visited him.

Their loaves are not so large and square as
ours, but flat and thin, to be more quickly
baked on the hearth, after the stones or bricks
are made bot.

“Be sure your sin will find
you out.”

(& ) M I shall not read that," I think

@ I hear some boy or girl saying.

Q) ““ What a gloomy title, it makes

one miserable to think of it.”

Bat I trust you will read on, for this text is

found only once, I think, in the word of God,

and it is such a strange one—it is only one

short sentence, yet it seems to have four dis-

tinct sounds : ‘' Be sure," ** your sin,” **will
find,” ¢ you out."”

My dear young readers, let us together look
at this, and I trust we shall leave it with dif-
ferent thoughts from when we first took it up.
I thiok one of the beantiful points about it is
that all the words belong to the infunt class,
ag one may say, for the longost word bas only
four letters.

If I were to ask my little girl, of seven
years, if she understands what I mean, when
I say, ‘“Be sure,” sho would say, * To bo
sure [ do " Then the noxt two words, ¢ your
8in,” no onereadingthem can mistake towhom
they apply, for it means me, my sin; the
others ulso are quite n8 simplo—there is no

doubt but 7z is, “ w. I'IND."” Ob, thon,
it 7s ME again, ¢ YOU out.”” Oh, what words
they are!—*‘ Be ARURE YOUR AIN WILL FIND
You ouT."

I should like you to notice that it does not
say, your sin will get found out—that mother
will find out that you pushed the baby down ;
or that, when she was not looking, you stole
the sugar. 1t does not mean that the boy
who began to steal by taking a penny from
the till, will get found out by his master; but
it means that vour s will FIND vYoU out.

Let me try and give you an illustration, but
it is from memory. It happened about twenty
years ago. I was quite a lad, and at the time
was doing duty as signal-boy on board
H.M. Despatch Vessel, P We were
lying in the beautiful harbour of Selima, in
the island of Malta. Things were going on
in an every-day kind of way, and we had not
the slightest idea of being disturbed from our
quiet retreat.

As I was pacing the deck, ever on the look-
out toward the Admiral's palace, where the
tall flagstaff reared itself above the tops of
the surrounding buildings, I saw a signal run
up to the masthead, and at the same time our
ship’s number was flying, which I instantly
answered, and read off the message, which
ran thus :—

“ Prepare for sea with all despatch.”

Quickly reporting these orders to my
superior oflicer, wo wore all soon in commo-
tion, making preparation for our cruise, what-
ever it might be. Wo were not long kept in
suspense as to the kind of errand on which
we wore to go, for the orders came on board
that some, runaways—three soldiers and two
sailors—had stolen a boat, and a box of money
and valuables from the oflicers’ quarters, and
had decamped to sea.

These wore the particulars, and we were to
go after them, toward the island of Sicily,
which it was supposed they would try to reach
with their ill-gotten gain, and bring them
back to justice. In nbout an hour we were
ready ; our buoy was let go, and round went
the paddlewbeols. Wo quickly cleared the
harbour, and stood out to sea. MHow my
heart beat at the thoughts of the chase after
those miserable creatures—thieves nnd run-
AwWoys.
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I think every one on board wished tbat wo
might find them, fer most sailors despise a
thief, and consider flogging quite good enough
for him; and so on we went. The look-out is
called for,and it is my turn to go to the mast-
bead, to scan the surface of tho water, looking
out for anything that might appear in sight.
The hour ran by without anything particalar
being reperted, and I was relieved. As timeo
went on, our captain was bailing the mast-
head man, time after time, telling him in
which direction to look out. At last the shout
is heard, ‘‘ Something like a boat on the star-
board bow, sir,” and the glass is soon pointed
in that direction, the vessel also steering to-
wards the object. As we approached, we
could hardly make out what it was, for they
had no sail set; yet there was a nice breeze,
but they seemed to be just drifting about
anywhere. YWhen we came up to them, we
found this was so. Ah, their sin had found
them. out; yes, before we found them out,
they had dearly proved this (as we beard
after they were got on board). I will tell you
bow this was done, for I wish to warn my
readers against sin, and to prove to them,
that the way of transgressors is hard.

But I must leave the rest of my story till
next month, as I find it is longer than 1
anticipated.

“Dear Little Bird, come
home with me.”

11 nl')‘\l{ little bird, comne home with me,
i\ sweet soft bed 'l make for thee
I'll deck it with leuves and flowers so
fuir,
And you shall be huppy beneath my care.”

* Sweet little maid, my nest is wade,

Three liny eggs arc in it laid ;

Aud 1 must watch for wy young ones three,
I cannot come to thy home with thee.”

“ Deur little bird, I love your song;

‘To me you should warble the whole day lony,
I'd sit by your side, and tull to you,

And buy you n cage 8o bright and now."”

* Sweet littlo maid, your fuce is fuir,

Aud kind aro the thoughts that I sco there,
But what is a cage of gold W me

Cumpared with my nost in tho old clu-tree

‘“ Denr little birdie, the cold will come—

Then what will you do in your tiny home?

You, and your dear little children three,
You will be cold, a8 cold can be.”

** Sweet little maid, [ will not fenr,

'Though the wintry dnys arc long and drear,
The sunmner’s sunshine’s warm and bright,

And the leaves are deck'd with golden light.”

“ Dear litlle birdie, you must come,

And twitter nbout my pleasant home ;

Some nice fresh erumbs 'll spread with care,
And every day you'll find them theore.”

“ Sweet little muid, when wintor comes,
I will not forget to pick up the crumbs ;
And I'll sing you u sonyg as sweet can be,

Then tly off to my nest and my birdies three.”
M. V. B.

A Baby Kept from Danger.

mAY by day, aud bhour by hour, God, in
T His great mercy, spares us, that we
M may complete any work wbich He
may have sent us to do. And also
to learn of His love towards us, and how He
wants to draw our hearts to Himself. This
has beon most strikingly shown in many in-
stances besides the one which I am about to
toll you.
In a small family, where the baby wus uc-
customed to sit in her high chair to breakfust,
with the others, it happened that one morning

she was not awalke in time for breakfust, and
8o her place was left vacant; but they Lad

' not been eating long, before a large portion of

the ceiliug fell, over tho place whero the child
would have been sitting, bud shoe been at
breakfast, pnd would, no doubt, have killed
bher. But God, in His morcy and love, bhad
watched over His littlo lamb until it was oul
of danger.

And if you, my dear readers, when you
pray, ask God to take care of you, and keep
you out of danger, I am sure He will, for He
loves and caros for you just as much as He
did for this little child, ¢ Casting all your
care upon him, for he careth for you.”

ELvLa.
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Luther at Home.

' for tho fault of tho first man.

@E ARTIN Luthor thoroughly onjoyod

T himself in his familv. Heo had in |
o ‘L all, gix children ; and his gront desire
was to bring them up in the fear and ‘
admonition of the Lord.

When worn out with his work, ho would |
take his flute and sing one of the hymns he
had composed for use in the church; or, calling
his wife and children round him, they would
sing all together.

HER —
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sinned! lHow [ admiro your tints, O roso,
but which would havo beon moro brilliant but
Naturo does
not show its ingratitudo liko man; for the
murmurs of the streams, tho perfumes of the
gardens, tho breath of the winds, the rustling
of the leaves, are so many hymns chanted
to the Creator; whilst man, made after the
imago of God, forgets Him ontirely sincoe his
gin !"

Luthber was stern in his discipline with the
children. On one occasion he would not allow
his son John to see him for three days. His
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LUTHER IN HIS FAMILY,

“ There is nothing sweeter,” he used to
say, ‘‘nothing more beautiful than a happy
warriage, where the husband and wife live
together in peaco and concord. 1t is tho best
gift of heaven next to tho knowledge of God
and of His word."”

He was also fond of his garden ; and when
liis brain was overwrought, or ho folt harassed
by Satan, he would scek relief with the spade.
ISut bherc his thoughts wore busy. Bending
over the violot ho would say, ‘ Poor violet,
what o perfume you exhalo; but how much
sweeter it would havo beon if Adam had no,

wife was distressed, and interceded for tho
boy, and somo of his friends did the same,
but to no eflect. ‘I would rather my son
wore doad,'’ snid Luther, ¢ than badly brought
up. I will not forgive the boy until he has
written moe n letter, humbling himself and
asking for pardon.” I should think he would
have enough of tho punishment by three
days, and ho glad o do nshis father required,
and 8o be recoivod ngain into fuvour.
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THE STORY OF A SUMMER HOLIDAY.

)\ EST after bard work of any kind is
-2, always sweet, and I am sure that
k.?; every reader of ¢* My Little I'riend”
will agree with me in saying that a
holiday, when it has been fairly earned, is and
ought to be a very pleasant time.
And now I am going to tell you about a
very happy holiday I spent with some dear
friends not long

J
|

young readers, those who love Christ, will be
interested in knowing that all our party could
say of Him, He i8 my Saviour, “ He loved
me and gave himself for me.”” So all of us
wore learners in the school of God. And our
lessons (just like yours, dear children) often
seem hard and long. And sometimes tears
will also fall fast, that we can hardly see to
read the bright words, ¢ God is love,’’ that
we know stand at the head of every page in
the lesson book from which we are learning,

it is only because

ago. Indeed every
memory of it is
8o bright and pre-
cious that I enjoy
thinking of it as
a gift from the
hand of my loving
God, from whom
comes every good
and perfect gift.

Buat I muost not
forget to tell you
our names, and
where we were
going. There were
just 8ix of us;
Frances, Annie,
two Marys, Har-
rietand Charlotte.
Almost all of us
livein a busy city,
and so were glad
and thankful to
haveeven one day
far away from ad
the noise anll
bustle of crowded
streets, one day
to spend wandering through green fields or
resting under shady trees.

Two of our party were deaf and dumb, but
as we all could talk with our fingers, they
were uble to enjoy not only the pleasant
resting time, baot much that was said, and I
may a8 well tell you a little seeret. Our
holiday was all the happier for having those
dear silent ones to love and care for. The
words of the Lord Jesus, ¢ It is more blessed
to give than to receive’” (Acts xx. 85), are
quite true, are they not? And some of my
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All weore glad to rest and enjoy dinner,

we do not always
understand just
what the Lord
wants tosay to us.
But our Teacher
is 8o wise and
patient that we
cannot help trust-
ing Him, even
when we cannot
quite understand.

A short ride by

{ train, and we

{ found ourselves

1 at a railway sta-

~#] tion about two
=4 miles from the
{ place where we
hoped to spend
some lours, 8o

we set out on our
walk with light
hearts and bright
faces, though the
§ provision baskets
N| some of us carried
"~ ware justalittlein

the way when we
wanted to say anything on our fingers; by pass-
ing them from one toanother wegot on very well.
But as the day, though very fine, was hot and
dusty, and rather trying, we noticed that one
or two of our number began to look tired,
though of course nobody would confess to
being 80 ; we turned from the high road and
after a little climbing over some rough ground,
we reached a shady grussy spot where all
were glad to rest and enjoy diuner, and from
which we were not in any hurry to go, for

| taking out our bibles wo had quite a nice
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long talk about the Saviour in whoso bright
prosonce some whom wo had known and
loved woro already resting. Tho word of God
does not tell ns vory much about hoaven,
the home whero all who bolong to Christ aro
going. DBut we ure told much about the Lord
Jesus, ** Who died for us, that, whether we
wake or sleep, wo should live together with
bim." (1 Thess. v. 10.)

Our little bible reading over, rested and
refreshed wo set out again on our wallk. The
dusty road lay bohind us, for our onward way
was across n broad breezy common, and as
wo walked we told each other just a few of
the socrets that we knew were hidden in
leaves and flowers — secrets of the wisdom
and power of God. And there were some
pleased listeners to a wonderful story of
¢ The Earth Worm."” I should enjoy telling
it to you, but think I had better keep it for
another time, or you might get tired of my
story before I got to the end.

The afternoon passed very quickly, but
though we all agreed in saying, ¢ What a
delightful walk,” I do not think we were
sorry to be told it was time to make the best
of our way to the house of the friend, whose
loving thoughtfulness had called us together,
wheroe tea was waiting for us. I need hardly
toll you (need I?) that all of us were quite
ready for tea. Tea over, we went out for a
little while into the garden, where we made
good use of the permission to gather flowers.

Half-an-hour Jater, we weore all in the
drawing-room, some round the piano, where
while skilled fingers moved lightly over its
keys glad voices joined in singing hymns.

But, perhaps, dear young reader, you would
have been still more interested in secing how
the deaf and dumb were occupied. I wish
you could have seen their bright faces as thoy
followed the rapid finger movements of a
friend who without one spoken word was
telling them a true story. Shall I road it ?

It was that of a poor boy, a deaf mute, who
lived in the south of Ireland some yoars ago.
His father and mother were very poor people,
and Irank, for that was the boy's name, had
never boen sent to school, or oven tuught at
homo. I do not think that at the time my
story begins, I'rank even know that he Lhad™a
soul. DBut the Lord, who knew ull about and

loved the poor nogleoted boy, put a desire
into tho heart of n christinn lndy, whose home
was not very far from the cabin where I'rank
lived, to teach

THIS DEAF AND DUMIS BOY

not ouly to read and write, but in sowe way to
tell him about the love of God in giving His
Son to die for sinmers. (John iii. 16.)

It was very slow work, though Irank was
not at all a stupid boy, but learning was quite
new work to him. He had been used to run
about all day without shoes or stockings, and
I do not think that at first Frank at all liked
sitting still,

But his teacher was very kind and patient,
and in time Frank could talk (on his fingers)
quite well, and made fair progress in reading
and writing.

One day Frank was having a bible lesson.
His teacher was explaining to him about the
death of Christ for sinners. DBut poor I'rank
did not quite understand; he looked very
unhappy, and when asked to tell why his face
bad such a sad troubled look, said (on his
fingers), “ Christ is one, we are many, I could
understand how one could die for one, but
Iwantto know how could one die for many 2"

Not a very easy question to answer, but
Frank's teacher knew that the Lord was able
to give her just tho right word to meot the
boy’s need, so simply looking to Him for
wisdom, and telling I'rank she would not keep
bim long waiting for un answer, she closed
her bible, and sent I'rank to work iu the
garden, making him understand that he was
to sweop the paths. It was autumn, and the
loaves were falling fust, so I'rank had soon
swopt up quite a large heap of dry leaves.
His friend went into the garden, and taking a
valuable ring from her finger laid it upon the
heap of leaves, then turning to I'rank asked
by signse, ‘“ Which would you rather havo,
The one ring or the many leaves ?" 1t did
not take I'rank very long to make up his
mind. He answered, “I would choose the
ring, for it is very good. I know there are
many leaves, but they are only fit to burn.”

Then Irank understood whon ho was told
that us the Lord Josus was the Son of God,
is deuth upon the eross was of such value,
that God ean and will forgive every poor
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sinner who trusts only in His finished work,
His precious blood.

So Frank believed the good news, and
believed in the Lord Josus as his own precious
Saviour, and so became a very bright and
happy christian boy.

Now, is not this a very interesting story? I
thought so, I can tell you. But our holiday,
though drawing to a close, was not quite over.

After another happy helpful bible reading we |
| bright eyes, but suoh a tired, old, little face.

returned to our city houses, tired, you may be
sare, but bright and thankful to the Lord for
our happy holiday, for His word tells us that
“ Every good gift, and every perfect gift is
from above, and cometh down from the
Father of lights, with whom is no variableness,

neither shadow of turning.” (James i. 17.)
C.J. L.

Who will Work for Jesus?
@OME work for Jesus while 'tis day,
$

And help the wanderer home,
To flee from every sinful way
And to the Saviour come.
The poor, the blind, the sick, the sad,
Give them a helping hand,
And those that have not known I{is love
Help them to join His band.
To work for Jesus we may have
A heavy cross to bear,
But then, if we stand firm all throngh
We shall IHis glory share.
Then, help us, Lord, to bear our eross,
However hard it be,
Until we reach fair Canaan's land

And Thy blest face we see. E.
GOD'S MESSENGERS.
II.

“ Hoar, sweeT Howms."

OT a very bright place to call home
was the house to which Carrie and
her sister Alice hastened. T'irst of
all they turned down a lane, that

looked poor and dirty enough, and out of this

lane ran a court, that looked more like a back-
yard than anything else.

There were no paths; bhalf-starved dogs
were trying to find a bone among the heaps of
rubbish, and rough men and boys stood in
groups, smoking and talking.

Half-way down this court Alice stopped—
No. G was her home ; such a tiny house, with

four tiny rooms, and they had not even theso
for their own nse, for the upstairs rooms were
let to another family, so that twelve children

' and four grown-up persons lived in that little

house.

As soon as she entered, her baby rister
Rosie—but whose fnace was certainly not like
her name—ran up to her, and wanted to be
nursed. Rosie was a pale-faced little thing,
two years old, with brown curly hair and

““ My Rosie,"" ber eldest sister alwayscalled her.

““ Well, my girl, and what did you learn at
your new Sunday school 2’ asked her father,
kindly.

* Oh, father, lots of things,'’ was the excited
reply. *“ Alice, say the text the lady told you.”

Alice, balf shyly, balf proudly, stood be-
fore her father, and repeated it: **I am the
good shepherd ; the good shepherd giveth his
life for the sheep.”

You will find out what it was made home so
sweet to poor little Carrie. She bad a kind
father and mother. They were very poor;
both father and mother had to work hard all
the week, and it was Carrie who took care of
her little sisters while mother was at work.
Carrie, who tidied ap the room, and got supper
ready for her father and mother, and big
brother George when they came home late at
night. Carrie wns the one who was always
up first in the morning, to get her father's
breakfast ready by five o'clock. It was a hard
life for the little girl, and perhaps some of
you, little friends, who read this story may
feel less inclined to murmaur, because @/l your
time is taken up with those tiresome lessons
and that troublesome music practice every
day. It was a great treat to poor Carrie to
be able to go to school in the afternoon, but
this could not be, if her work was not all done
in the morning.

One of her friends was Annie Blake ; sho
was a year older than Carrie, and worked all
day chopping wood at a fire-wood factory.
Poor little children! No time for play ; but a
kind, heavenly Father had His eye upon
them. He knew that they were worth more
than many sparrows, and could even use theso
poor children as His chosen messengers.

L. C.

( To be continued, §f the Lord will:)
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Dor’8 GORNER.

My pEAR LITTLE Friexps,

This is a picture of a castle, and I um
going to toll you a short story about myself
in connection with a castle. 1 was one
summer enjoying a holiday, far away from the
busy scenes of man, in a smull village in
Scotland. And how we all enjoy a holiday,
when it comes only once a year! The fresh
air is delightful, especially when weo have a
sense of being free from tasks of all kinds
—can quietly read a book, or take a stroll
through the green fields, or along the coast,
admiring God’s fair croation, whother it be
shewn in the frosh green blades of grass, or
the restless waters of the ocean.

Well, while staying thus at the Scotob vil-
lage, a friend asked me, ono day, if I would
go with him na far as a certain castle. I re-
plied that I should be very pleused to take
the walk, and s¢e the castle too. A timo was
therefore arranged, and at the appointed hour
we started on our wuy. 1 caunol now re-
member all we saw to interest us along tho
narrow footpath, as we wont up hill uand
down dale: but what I want to tell you is
what ocourred when we reached the castle.

My friend said we eould, on payment of

sixpence, go into the castle, and see the
various parts of it—its turrets, dungeons,
strong wulls, &¢. We went up to the door-
way, where hung a very heavy door, studded
with immense nails, and in the corner we
found a bell-rope. This we quickly pulled, to
gain admittance, and, in answer to the bell,
tho door opened, and a man appeared, who
asked for our tickets. e replied that we
bad no tickets, but were willing to pay what-
evor was nocessary. He then told us that
entrance tickets had to be purchased at a sta-
tioner’'s shop in the village, and that no one
was allowed to pay at the gate, but, as the
owner of the castle was thero that day, he
would ask if he would make an exception in
our caso, and let us in. He then went in,
and closed the gate. e waited some time,
to see if he would return, but at length grew
weary, and turnad away. Simple as this
was in my summer holiday, it left an impres-
sion thut I have never forgotten.

You sce, it was not that we were unwilling
to pay, but we had not come in the right way
—in the appointed way—and the owner ol
the castle was 8o rigid in keeping to his own
plan, or rule, that he would rather turn
visitors away than make any exception. To
us, dear readers, it was not muoch loss, but I
could not help thinking how different it will
be for those who do not come to God in the
way He has appointed. Some people think
Ho is not particular, and that if they are not
worse than their neighbours, God will be
werciful to them ; but He says, * Except ye
be converted, and become as little children,
yo shall in uo case enter therein."

I must now say, Good-bye.

Your affectionate friend,

Dor.
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« Be sure your Sin will find

You Out.”
IT.
RRANGEMENTS had been made on
0 board for their capture as soon ns
/) they eame in sight, six marines were

placed on the opposite side of the
deck, standing with londed rifles at the ready
position, while five men were stationed at tho
top of the gangway ladder, with a piece of
rope each, to secure the men as they came on
deck, which they were ordered to do, one by
ono. Their arms were securely lashied bebind
their backs, and with very downcast looks
they walked aft in silence. The boat and its
conlents being secured, we made for the shore
again.

Being allowed to speak to them, we soon
found they were very thirsty, so we gave
them some weak tea, and then they began to
talk of their misdoings, bewailing their fate.
The soldiers had agreed to get possession of
the money, &e., from their master, if the
sailors would be ready with a Dboat, which
they could steal from the merchant ship to
which they belonged, and in the darkness they
would get quite out of sight of tho island, and
they hoped to get to Sicily and live a life of
indolence, sharing the money between them.
They had taken some food, and a small cask
of water with them, also they thought they
could not do without a keg of rum.

All seemed to go smoothly as they sailed
past tho lighthonse and got clear out to sea.
The young seaman who told ns the story was
to steer the boat, for be knew be could take
them to Bicily all safe; but as soon as they
were quite out of sight of land they grew bold
and said, ** Let us have a song,” and the rum
keg was passed round again and again, until
each thought he know everything much better
than the others. Meanwhile tho breeze bLad
freshened, and water bogan to cowe into tho
boat, the water cask uleo got upset in a
scuflle, but no ove thought of water to drink,
a8 the ram had got into their heads; and the
sail had to be Jowered, or they would have
capsized. 8o the morning broke upon them,
oat of sight of land, and their reckoning lost,

Yos, their sin had found them out, for thoy
oach awolke parched with thirst, and sought
tho water cask, which was lying empty with
the bubnghole downwards, and with blank
despair they began to blame oach other for
their loss. The sun was now risen, and ils
rays beat down upon them, adding torment to
their sufferings, but there was no help, they
could only louk at each other; as the day wore
on they did not know which way to go, and
they lLad but little energy to manage their
boat. Look at them-—there they were both
GUILTY AND LOST,

and even our arrival on the scene was hailed
with delight, as wo could relieve them
from present trouble by quenching their thirst.
We speedily handed them over to the police
authorities, who put them in irons and con-
veyed them to the cells, and thenes before
the magistrate where all were found guilty,
and sentenced to long terms of imprisonment.

But now, my dear young readers as I have
no wish to leave you just here, we will have
a little further talk, for if you continue in
8iD, you may ‘‘ 3¢ sure’’—remember those two
words *“ Be sure’'—your sin will find you out.
And I trust this word of warning will ring in
your ears, until you are constrained to come
to Jesus, who suffered for sins, the Just for
the unjust, that He might bring us to God.
Some of my readers may say, ¢ Oh, but I am
pot a thief.”” True, but you are a sinner, for
God says all have sinned ; therefore lot me
again press the text, ‘‘ Be sure your sin will
find you out.” Do you bow your heart to
God's word, and is your answer, ‘‘yes, I know
Iam a sinper,’ then God speaks again by His
word, ** This is a faithful saying, and worthy
of all acceptation, that Clrist Josus came into
the world to save sinners.” Will you allow
Jesus Christ, the blessed Son of God, the joy
of saving you. If so, then stuy no longer in
your dangerous position, but let the know-
ledge of its very dungor cause you lo flea to
Jesus in whom is sufety. God has pledged
Himself to receive all who come to Him by
Josus, and Jesus says, ‘‘ Ilim that cometh to
moe, I will in no wise cast out.”” Ob, accept
this kind and loving invitation, and cowe to
Jesus al once, He will wnsh away all your
sins, and give you peaco; tho love of God will
bo shod abroad in your heart, and you will be
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ablo to rejoico in Josus as your Saviour,
singing :—
My Shiephenl is the Laml,
The hiring Lonl who died :
With all things good I ever am
By Him supplied.
He richl fcm\s my soul
With {]cssillgs from nbove,
And leads me where the rivers roll
Of endless love.

But if you slight, refuse, or * neglect (his
great salvation,” ‘¢ BE SURE YouRr sIN wiLL
FIND YoU ouT.”

A Young Girl's Reply.
LITTLE girl of about eleven or twelve
years of age was at ono of tho large
London railway stations. Her face
was wan and thin, and it required
not a searching gaze for any one to toll that
sho was very ill.

This was the case indeod she was at this
time on her way to tho hospital to be treated
for tho disease from which she suffered.

A rough working man who was in tho
station could not holp remarking the pinched
appearance of the girl; and as sho came near
to him ho said to hor, * It is easy to soo that
you aro not long for this world, so you had
Letter get ready for tho noxt.”” To his
nstonishmont sho answered: I am ready
pow, but it's my father, mother, brothors and
sisters that I am thinking of and anxious
about.”

Tho mnn said balf aloud as ho was moving
away, ** I wish I woro ready.”

THHE CAGED BIRD.

N a busy Lowndon streel,

% Gladsome notes are often heard,
Ringing out so clenr and sweet
I'rom a little prison'd bird.

Trees there ure o' liny size,
And some little shruls as well,
Bringing thus before it8 cycs
Something of the woody dell.

Wlien a wuudcring summer breczo
P’asscs Ly ils prison door,
Does it whisper of the Lrces
Growina on the distant moor?
Does it tell the little Lird
Of the mnultitude of ilowers,
\Where the liumming-bee i8 heard,
In the distant woodlund bowers ?

And where broad deep rivers flow,
In the valley, by tho hills ;

Wihere the sun is all a-glow,
Sparkling in the sunny rills?

Now and then a hand is seen
Bringing waler, flowers and secds,

And a ﬁit of turf so green,

From the distant dewy meads.

Daily doces it flap ils wings,
Soon as morn begins to rise;
Singing till the evening brings
Shadows o'er the bright blue skics;
Longing in the heavens to sour
Waiting for a friendly ono
Just to loose the prison dour,
Or to leave the bolt undone.

But the little bird aspires
Sunny skies to reach in vaiu ;
Beats its wings against the wires,
Coming to the lloor again.
Still it sings the whole ﬁny long,
With a sweet and thrilling voice,
Making, with its happy song,
Many a weary heart rcjoice.

Like that little bird of song,

I am eaged in house of clay ;
Wailing, too, the whole duy lony,
To the heavens to soar nway ;

Wuiting for a friendly hand
Just to loose the prison door ;
So that in yon happy land
I might sing lor evermore,

IFree from sorrow, free from strife,
In the paradise above,
Resting in the tree of life,
Singing sonys of praise und love—
Singing us the ages roll,
T'o the Holy One of God—
To the Saviour of my sonl,
Who has wash'd me in His bluod.

Unto Him who loved us well,
(In the * mnansions’ by-und-by),
Censeless songs of praise shall swell,
I'rom the blood-bought hosts on high.

’ Y
Let not Mercy and Truth for-
sake thee, bind them about thy
neck, write them upon the table
of thine heart. Prov., fii. 3,
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STEPHEN.

L‘YE stiffnecked and uncircumecised in
heart and ears, ye do always resist
the Holy Ghost : as yonr fathers did so do
ye.<. & - - When they heard these things, [f
they were cut to the heart, and they gnashed [
on him with their tecth. But he, being full %2
of the Holy Ghost, looked up stedfastly into
heaven, and saw the glory of God, and
Jesus standing on the right hand of God, &
(

and said, Behold, I see the heavens opened,
anid the Son of man standing on the right
hand of God. Then they cried out with a 1
loud voice, and stopped their ears, and ran &,
upon him with one accord, and cast him |
out of the city, und stoned him : and the (i
witnesses laid down their clothes at a young ;
man's feet, whoso name was Saul. And %
they stoned Stephen, calling upon God,

and saying, Lord Jesus, receive my spirit. '?“
And he kneeled down, and cried with a ‘
loud voice, Lord, lay not this sin to their
charge. And when he had said this, Le
fell aslecp.”” (Acts vii. 61, 54-60.)
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A Mother's Devotion.

HAVE often read of instancos of a
mother's love.  What sufferings sho
will ondure for hor child's sake, what
hardships she will undergo for its com-
fort. But I was lately reading an instance of
what 1 thought was great devotednoss.
During the
autumn of last
ycar, a part
of Lincolnshiro
was flooded,
owing to the
rivers  being
swollon, on ac-
count of the
beavy  rains
that bad fallen.
Ob one oc-
casion, a poor
woman  Was
going  homo
with ber little
boy of soven.
They were tra-
volling by the
usual road,
with which sho
was, of courso,
porfectly fami-
liar. DBut, on
coming to a
low part of the
road, whore a

Y

P

ber off bor feet. Boldly, howover, she at-
tcmpted to cross, but in vain. Sho was
overpewered by the violent rush of the under-
current, and carried away. Still, she bad the
prosonce of mind to hold her boy aloft, in the
bopo of soon arriving. It was u lonely spot,
and Do sign of bhelp appoared; and still
sho wus borne along, yot bravely bolding up
tho child as
bigh as she
bad strength
to do so, till,
at last, tho
waters gained
the mastery.
Her principal
thought socwn-
ed to bo that
sho would save
bor boy at
all  bazards.
During  the
course of tho
day, a travel-
ler, passing
by the spot,
suw the life-
loss corpse of
the poor wo-
man, but the
arms woro still
bolding  ber
charge, aund
some Dbushes
fortunatoly

small stroam stopped its
usually ran a- furthor pro-
Cross — com- gross. The
mon lo many oy was
country placos snvodt. Ith\yns
—and by tho u ouching
uid of :{ fow sight to those
stepping- who beholdit,
slones O‘wily Tho Kirenm acruss the Cormnon, os tboy boro
crossed, sho the body to

was surprised to find it swollen, and running
rapidly.  But ¢lie bad ofton seen it so bofore,
snd did pot think much danger altended it.
8o, taking Ler liltle owe in lier arms, sho
thought a slighl wetling would be the only
nopleasant part of it. 1ut she soon found
her mistake, for a strong current almost took

tbe nearost houso, to seec the arms extended
nbove her head, as though in mute language
saying, ** Suve my child.”

Boautiful and svlemn picture of a mothor's
dovoted love! 1But what ean wo not undergo,
when those wo love are in dunger? I was
thinking of thut other remarkable cnso of a
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mother's anxious lovo for hor child, whore
tho two womon came bofore Solomon, cach
claiming tho living babe as hor own. (Seco
1 Kings iii.) The king, when each
equally laid claim to the living baby, said,
* Bring me a sword, and divide the child, and
givo half to each.” Ah! he know he bad
touchod a slring in a mothor's heart, and the
result shewed tho wisdom that God had given
bim. Yes, divide it, says one. No, says
the other; giveo bher the child, but do not slay
it. Give this woman the ochild, cries the
monarch—she is its mother. A mother’s
heart yearned over lher little one, and could
ondure anything for its safety.

Happy the boy, happy the girl, that has a
mother who seeksto lead them to Him who has
such love and such care for tho little ones.

THE SHEPHERD'S CARE.

Y OW carefully the shepherds keep
I{ The flocks within their sight ;

So Jesus watches o'er His sheep.
And guards them dny and night.
The shepherd numbers, twice a duy,
The flock beneuth his care;
He knows if any go ustray,
Or sick or dying are.

So Jesus reckons, one by oue,
And numbers all 1lis sheep ;
Je knows if but a lamb is gone,

TFor He doth never sleep.

The Hlocks of men are bought with gold,
And gross i8 all their food ;

The sheep nnd lumbs of Jesus' fold
Aro purchased with 1is blood.

GOD'S MESSENGERS.
I11.
Tar WoobD-YARD.

(¢ ﬁHOP! chop! chop!” from wonry
¢, orning till night.  Ols, how tho
%)/ littlo backs ached, and how weary
the little fingers grew of tho in-
cessant toil.

If you bad been at tho factory door at eight
o'clock in the morning, you would have secn,
and may still see, groups of childron, from
twelve to fifteen years of ago, and mostly
composed of girls, waiting to bo lot into tho
wood-yard. Many of them lived a long dis-

tanco from thoir work, and had to start from
homo soon after sovon. Thoy did not lenve
oft work till oight o'clock at night.

It was the dinner-hour, and tho girls were
chatting away to thoir special friends, as thoy
ate their dinners, and enjoyed & brief rest
from labour,

Side by side sat two frionds, Annie Blake
and Ellen North. Annie lived in the same
court as Carriec and Alice Baker, but Lllen
North’s home was still further away from her
work. DPoor Ellen had not a happy bhome.
Her own father was dead, and her step-father
was barsh and severe to the poor children.
The mother was kinder, but she, too, poor
woman, had a hard life, and was obliged to
work all day.

Tho conversation between the two children
was about the Sunday-school. ‘I shall go
to Carrie's Sunday-school noxt Sunday,” said
Annie; *‘“tho lady there gives away such
pretty littlo books, with pictures;' and Apnio
pulled out of her pocket a copy of ¢ My
Little Friend,” which bad been given to her
friend Carrie.

“Will you come too?" sho continued,
engerly. Illen gave a qniot, half-sad smile,
as sho answered, *“ I must ask father.” She
was a quiet, genile child of twolve, with a
sweet, sorious oxpression in her oyes. She
nover cowplained of the hard lifo sho led.
Soo had threo little sisters, nll delicato nnd
gontlo-locking children, like horself. and a
look on thoir fuces as though they pined for
fresh air and bottor food than they were
accustomed to conjoy.

On the following Sunduny, Annic Bluke
with Ellen and her throo little sistors were
at tho Sunday-school. They were not both
in tho samo class. Annie, soon aflter she
arrived, looked round the class with a very
golf-conscious and self-satisfied air. Presontly
the teachor noticed ono of the little onos in
tears. ‘““ Why, Lotltic dear,” sho asked,
kindly, ‘“ what is the matter—why are you
crying ?"'

At this gontlo inquiry, the poor child quite
broke down, and sobbed out, * That girl says
I'm a boggar, 'causo my hat's so old.”

“Why, Annpie,” said bher toacher, ‘“you
guroly did not mean what you said.”

‘“Yos, tonchor,” said Aunio; ¢ hor fathor
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can't aflord to buy her a feather; I always
have 8 feather in my Sunday hat.”

The teacher smiled, as she replied, * I have
not a feather,nnd I think Lottie's hat quite as
nice without ono.”” DBut she felt sad at heart,
at the thought of what had passed. She told
them how God lcoked at the heart, and not at
the olothes they wore, and that the thing for
them to be certain about, was whether they
bad that robe of righteounsness which God
provided for all who love Him and trust Him;
but they must come just as they are—poor,
wretched, and helpless—for e is ready to
save all who come to Him, however bad they
may be, for He Himself says, ‘I came not to
call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.”

The next week Lottie had a new hat, which
her teacber provided for ber. and very pretty
and comfortable it looked, although there was
no feather. L. C.

THE PEARL OF GREAT PRICE.

I.L that He had for it Ie paid,
Himsell I1e on the altar laid,
A The jewel to redeem.

Beneath the judgment-billows went,
That IHe might to Himsell present
The Church so dear to Iim.

The priceless gem, in love IHe songht.
Then gave up all He had and bought—
The cost, His own life-blood.

IHe saw us in our lost estalo,
And then display'd His power 8o great,
To bring us back to God.

Then nnto Him be glory given,
Both now, and evermore in heaven,
In endless songs of praise.
Jor He is worthy to receive
More than these henrts of ours can give
(Who on His name through grace believe)

Throughout eternul days.
S. T.

THE BUSY ANTS.

AM going to tell you a little about those
nctive insects, called ants, and whioh, in
summer-time, wo 8co in the gurdens and

‘L fiolds in such great numbers. Iow
busy they are, running in all directions!
Whut a confusod wuss thoy look to us —all iv |
o commotion about nothing, wo should say, if
we did not know otherwise.

23

But we need not long remain in ignorance
a8 to the habits of this little creature. If our
clever naturalists had not found out their
ways, by ecarefully watching them, and ox-
amining their curiously-built houses, if we
have learnt nothing from these men, we still
have the Bible, and what it telis us respecting
the ants.

We read of four things that are little upon
the earth, and yot they are exceeding wise.
The ants are one of these four. They are a
people not strong, yet prepare they their
meat in summer. Ve can readily understand
that they are not strong, for the tiny foot of
my youngest reader would crush hundreds, if
its owner were to step on a group of them.
But they are exceeding wise, for they pro-
pare their meat in summer. That is to say,
while the sun shines, and the weather is dry
and warw, they are running hither and thither,
collecting and storing all the food they can
find, so that, when winter has come, and the
frost or snow lies upon the ground, they can
stay in their nests, and live on the food thus
propared. If they neglected to get tho food
in summer, the cold of winter would as-
suredly kill them, nn they issued forth in quost
of it.

Scripture also says, ¢ Go to the ant, thou
sluggard, comsider her ways, and be wise."
Now let us consider her ways for curselves,
that we, like them, may be wise. Their
wisdom consists in preparing for the future,
and truly they are very much in earnest about
this. If we, then, are to be like them, we
must think of the future, during the present
summer-time, or day of grace. God pro-
vides for the needs of the ants, and they
seize the opportunity He gives them, and store
up that which will be life in the future to
them. God also has provided for our needs
—our great needs—not only the needs of our
bodies, but the far higher requirements of our
souls, and He tells us in His own word how
we may be preserved from the dread winter
that is to cowe to this poor world. Christ is
God's provision for us, and e calls on us to
lny hold on eternal life, through fuith in His
dear Son.

o / )8 |
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Dotms GORNEBR.

My pEAR LITTLE FRIENDS,

The Bible is a wonderful book, and in it
are many wonderful things. The Bible, too,
is a very beautiful book, full of striking pic-
tures, though sometimes little boys and girls
do not see them. I think one of the most
beautiful pictures in God's word is where
Jesus says, ‘“ I am the good shepbherd.”

Now, I dare say, most of you know what a
sheplerd is, though some of my little friends
in large towns and cities, who are shut in
with bricks and mortar (as we sometimes say),
and who never get a taste of the frosh and
beautiful country air, may not have seen one.

A sheplerd is a man whose work it is to
take care of tho sheep—to feed them, and to
rafely enclose them in folds, lest they should
stray away. Tho sheop is a very wandering
animal; perhaps there may be a small hole in
the hedge, or one of the hars of the hurdle
broken ; it will try, with all its strength, to
break out from the fold. The shepherd has
to bo very watchful and careful, lest one
break loose, and stray away.

In Bcotland, sometimes u sheep strays
away into some dangerous place on the moun-
tain, where the shepberd has to follow, until
be hears the poor thing bleating, and then he
takes it in his arms, and brings it safely back
again to the fold. We read of sheep in many
places in the Bible. Tho prophet Isuiah says,

.0 chapter liii. 6, prophesying about Jesus,
1

“ All we liko sheep havo gono wusirny, wo
have turned every ono to his own way, and
the Lonrp hath laid on him the iniquity of
us all.”"  And then, agnin, he says (chap. xl.
11), ¢ e sball feed his flock like n shepherd,
he shall gather the lambs with bis arm, and
carry them in his bogom."

What does Jesns mean, when He says, ¢ I
am the good shepherd "'? Surely Ho was not

- areal shepherd; we never read abcut Jesus

having to keep sheep, and yet He claims to
be the Good Shepherd. I said just now, n
shopberd’'s work was to feed and take care of
the sheep, and Jesus meant, when He said,
“] am the good shepherd,” that He was the
Shepherd of men, women, and little children.

' If we read the Bible, we shall find that Jesus

did take care of men, women, and children.
Once he fed five thousand people who were
hungry, and at another time four thousand.
He raised the little daughter of Jairus, who
wag dead, to life again. Ob, what a com-
forter Jesus must have been to the little girl's
father and mother, when they found that He
had brought their little daughter back to life
again. When the only son of the poor
widow of Nain was being carried to the grave,
followed by his sorrowing mother, Jesus had
compassion on her, and raised the dead son to
life again.

Oh, wbat tender compassion Jesus must
have had, when He said to the mothers of
the little lambs (as we call them), after the
rudo disciples had pushed them back, ** Suffer
the little children to come unto me, and forbid
them not, for of such is the kingdom of
heaven."

My dear children, the Suviour wants all of
you to be Ilis lambs. He wants you to lot
Him take you in His arms, and shield you
ayninst Lhe storms of life. Won't you be the
Saviour's lambhs? Ask Him to give you
confidence in His love.

Your aflectionato friend,
Dor.
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Little Dora's Lesson.

a good girl, that is to say, she was

not a wilful or disobedient child ; but

she had one great fault, and that was,
she always thought that she knew best. But
Dora had to learn that sometimes, it not
always, she was not quite so wise as older
people ; and I will tell you how it happened.

One day Dora’s mother was taken ill ; she
wasg out in the fields a few days before, helping
to bind the sheaves, when a thunderstorm
came on; poor Mrs. Lee got very wet, and it
brought on sach a severe cold that she had to
lie in bed.

Dora was very sorry that her mother was
go ill, and did ber hest to keep quiet, and not
to hinder Mrs. Jenson, who kindly came in to
belp in the house until Mrs. Lee was better.

But little Dora sometimes found tho long
afternoons very dull; in the mornings, you
know, she fed the chickens and ran to play
in the fields ; but in the afternoon her mother
liked her to do a little needlework, for Dora
was not very strong, and her father and
mother did not like ber to run about too much
in the hot sun.

Dora disliked sewing very much, and often
longed to be playing out of doors instead.

The afternoon I am speaking about, the
little girl was feeling particularly lazy and
tired ; it was very hot, which was just the
reason why she ought to have kept quiet,
instead of which, Dora threw down her work
and began to move restlessly about; she
looked out at the fowls in the yard cackling
and croaking with their dry throats, and she
longed to go out with them. ‘¢ Just to look
at my dear little chickens," said Dora to horself,
“] am sure mother will not mind ;" and so
without asking her mother, as she ought to
have done, she tied on her sun bonnet and ran
out at the back door.

But after all Dora did not care to look at
ber chickens, but looked with longing eyes at
the cool shady orchard. *‘I'm sure it eannot
do me any bharm just for u little while, it is 8o
very hot indoors.” 8o Dora ran into tho
orchard, and played there amongst the rosy
apples some little time. Now you know, dear

x% ITTLE Dora was what many woald call
l

children, that when we yield to one naughty
thought Satan soon puts other naughty
thoughts into our heads, and we always find
it barder to do right then, than if at first we
had done right, so we often yield again.

It was so with Dora, a merry thoughtless
girl ; she soon forgot that she had no right to
be out at nll, and when Satan tempted her to
go just a little farther and to stay out just a
little longer, I am sorry to say she did not try
to put away ber wicked thoughts, but she
did as she wanted. Leaving the orchard she
ran on to the meadow, and on again to the
sea; for I forgot to tell you that Denby, the
village where Dora lived, was close by the sea.

Away, away over the golden sands, away to
her favourite retreat, a small cave under the
cliffs, ran the little girl. Was it not sad that
she should be so forgetful of her kind mother
and father’'s wishes !

Well, Dora ran into her little cave, and
being very hot and tired, for she had come a
long way, she sat down to count her shells;
all slie had gathered she kept in her cave on
a high shelf, for unless there was n storm or
very high tides the sea never came into Dora’s
cave. I'or a long time the little girl played
with tho treasures that she had, as it were,
taken from old ocean’s storehouse.

Then closing her eyes, the tired and naughty
little Dora went fust asleep. When she awoke
it was o little past midnight; the sun had
long since gone down, and the beautiful moon
had risen to light the earth in its absence.

Oh how tired and cold Dora felt; for you
know that even in the hottest weather you
find it rather cold if you had to sleep out in a
cave by the ses, and with only your thin
summer frock on. Well Dora felt very cold,
and very unhappy too, when she found out
whore sho was. ‘¢ Oh dear !'' sho exclaimed in
despair, ‘“how naughty I have been, however
am I to get home ?"" Dora burst into tears;
she was very sorry now that she saw how
wrong she had been, and wondered what her
poor mother and fnther wore doing, and
whether her father was looking for her.

‘“ ] must go at onoe,’ she thought,and jump-
ivg to her feet sheran to the mouth of the cavo,
but started back in horror. ‘I'ho water bad
oome right up to tho entrance. Poor Dora,
sho did not know that it was the annual high
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tide, and was horrified to find that she could
not get home.

Every moment too tho little waves camo
lapping nearer, and still nearer, and Dora was
afraid the cave would soon be full. “Oh! I
shall be drowned," she cried, “and I shall never
see dear mother and father again.”” And then
in solemn moonlight, with the fear of death
before her, came tho thought of God. Dora
knelt down on the sands, and prayed very
earnestly that God would forgive her for
being so naughty and disobedient, and then
asked that she might get back home safely.
After a little while Dora became more happy;
she still feared that the water would come
up right into the cave, but she was not quite
so sure that her father could not come to
save her, and so she sat down and waited, and
pearer and still nearer came the little waves,
sleepily lapping the shore as they came.

But God who is so very great can say,
¢« Hitherto. shalt thou come and no farther,
and here shall thy proud waves be stayed.”
He beard and answered the prayer of the lonely
little girl, and stayed the waves when they
had come about half way into the cave, 80
that Dora remained safely and quite dry until
her father came in a boat in the morning to
carry his darling little girl safely back to her
gorrowing and anxions mother.

They all thanked God very much that day,
for the poor father and mother had been so
unhappy until a man told them he had seen
Dora go to the little cave on the beach. MMr.
Lee went and found her, as I have told you.

F. T. B.

THE RAINBOW.

NHLE token of the covenant that God las

: made with men,

That Ile will not destroy the earth with
water-flood again ;

Upon the cloud Low fair 1t looks ! on it doth rest

God's eye,

av

And ever while the earth remains Ile'll not
Himself deny.

But tho' o'l not again destroy a sinful earth
with raip,

\Which Satau ruleth as its prince, and holds as
his domain ;
We know the dreadful day will come, when from
a judgment-seat,
The earth and elements on firo, shall welt with
fervent Lieat.

From whence we look for liecavens and earth
without a spot of sin,

And pought that tendeth to defile shall ever
enter in;

There righteousncss and peace shall dwell, with
men be God's nbode,

And there in glory we shull shine, the city of
our God.

A Little Ship was on the Sea.

x@ Q i give over-leaf a picture taken

¥ from the incident to which this

4 little hymn has been written.

When the Lord Himself was in

the vessel with His disciples, and as the lines

tell us, ‘“It sailed along so pleasantly, and
all was calm and bright."

How graphic is the sceno depicted—the
sun was sinking in the west, &c. All appeared
so bright and happy, and the disciples were at
rest as to reaching home in safety.

But, as is often the case in this world, a
change passed over the scene in a few
moments, the brightness and peacefulness
were gone—the sea was in turmoil, and the
winds blew wildly. But happily they had the
Lord in the ship, and the storm served but
an occasion to shew forth His marvellous
power, while on the part of the disciples, it
proved how little confidence they had in that
blessed One in their midst.

Who could sink in the waters with the
Lord of life and glory there ? yet had they
some thought of llis love and power, for in
their distress instinctively they turn to Iim,
and in answer to their cry, almost of despair :

¢ ][e rose, rebuked the winds and waves,

And stilled them with a word.”
So is it ever now with those who look to
Him in distress. No winds are too boisterous
for Him to still, no wave too great for His
power, for all must yield before His mighty
word. How sweet the peace that follows tho
storm. How calm the rest! And thus is it
with those who lenrn to turn away from all
down hero and look to Jesus. Like one I
know who has reeently found the Saviour.
She had been driven about like the little ship.
Satan had lharnssed her groatly, but when
Jesus said, ¢ Peace, be still,’ then thero was a
great oalm.
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SO IR TEIMPTATION,
: 5% ;;'*“;'7 | ~5\ OUBTLESS tboso
Sl N % “\—# ngv’, apples look very
e, O éf.':??' tempting :  yet,
v 1 2 gly\ E master Tom, yon
‘ N S Y must turn away. They

e ¥ VSR are not yours, remember,

S PR bR B S and indeed it would be

LRI TEST ) 3ek| wrong and sinful to tako
V‘L’”’WM Sa. '_ them. Do you not &ee the
b apesr e el notice-board just over the
AR . ¥ wall 2 it tells us that all
who would venture to par-
take of the fruit, must
beware lest they are found in the stern hands of the
law,

This little boy knows well enough be must not touch the
apples; yet this very fact makes him wish all the more to
bave some. If my reader ever finds himself thus face to
face with temptation to do wrong of any kind, lot bim not
stand, like this boy, looking and longing, bnt turn reso-
lutely away, or the battle will be lost, and he will be feund
committing sin.

Conscience quickly tells us when we have done wrong,
but gives us no power to avoid sinning. God alone can
give us power to keep from sin.

It was when live s« that the fruit was good for food, and
much to be desired to make one wise, that she partook and
gave also to hor husband. Sbo did not remember God's
word to bor
“‘in tho day
thou eat-
est thereof
thou shalt
surely die.” She did not turn away from the
tempter’'s voice, but she listened, she saw the
fruit and tho next moment she bad sinned.

Thus it was that sin came into tho world,
and ob, what a sad storyit is. Irom the very
moment tbat Ive in the garden disobeyed the
direct command of God, down to the present
day, it forms one long, 8nd, dark story. Yet is
there a bright sido also, fur God, with whom all
thinga are possible, is8 going to mako a new
heaven and a new oartb, in which shall dwell
righteousness.

'* The wages of sin is death, but the gift of
God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our

Lord."”

R L e
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TIIE RAINBOW.
(( mHERE'S arainbow ! there's a rain-
¥

bow I'"" shouted little Edward to

his sister Alice, as he stood,

goazing out of the nursery win-
dow, one showery April afternoon. As is
often the case in that pleasant, but changeable
month of the year, a heavy shower had fallen.
1t was towards its close, that the sun, strug-
gling through the light grey clouds, had pro-
duced the beautiful bow whioh was then
spanning the heavens.

“ How lovely, Edward !"" said Alice, hast-
ening to her little brother’s side, and joining
in his expressions of admiration. ¢ And
here's mother!"” she added joyfully, as, just
at this moment, their mother entered the
nursery.

“I came to tell nurse that it is too showery
for you to go out for your usual walk to-day,
my dears,” said the mother, as she crossed
the room, and stood by her children’s side.
“ Will you tell us a story instead, mother
dear ?"' asked Alice, in her winning way.
““We shan't mind a bit then, shall we,
Teddio ?"

““Not a bit!" echoed little Edward, roadily.
And be found a footstool, and placed it by the
chair which Alice was preparing for her
mother’s use.

““ You never seem tired of stories,” said the
mother, as she drew Alice and Edward to her
side. “I will tell you of something that
happened long, long ago;' and she began:
““My story will refer to a time, of which
we may read in the early chapters of the
Book of Genesis. e were talking togethor,
a little while ago, of the beautiful things that
God made when He first formed tho earth
upon which we live. The wide-spreading
foliage; the sweet, fragrant flowers; the
happy song-birds; the rippling of the water
as it flowed through the beauliful garden of

Eden—all bore the marks of the band of :

Him who bad created thom. But sin came in,
and soon marred that lovely scene of inno-
cence and peace. Tempted by Satan, Adam
disobeyed the command of God, and, 8 n
punishment for his disobedience, was turnod
out of the pleasant garden whioh had beon his

dwelling-place. At the entrance of Eden God
placed a flaming sword, in order that no one
might again enter therein. Dlany years had
passed away, and, at the timoe of which I am
speaking, Adam and Eve were no longer
living ; but their descendants had multiplied,
and spread abroad over many parts of the
earth. Yet, as they became more and more
‘mighty’ in the world, no thought of God
ontored into their minds—no remembrance of
tho love and goodness of Him who had made
thom ever came into their imagination. Sin
bad corrupted all that was once so fair and
beautiful. ‘Then God saw that the wicked-
ness of man was great in the earth, and that
every imagination of the thoughts of his heart
was only ovil continually.’”

“ What is ‘continually,” mother ?'’ asked
Edward, thoughtfully.

¢“ Always, dear,"” replied his mother—‘no
ending to thom, always the same evil in their
hearts. It was,’ she continued, ‘‘ when God
saw how the whole earth had become full of
wickedness and violence, that He resolved to
destroy mankind by a flood. Amongst the
people living at this time was Noah. Of him
we read the beautiful little verse : ‘ But Noah
found grace in the eyes of the Lord.” One
day God spoke to him, and told him of the
judgment that was coming upon the world.
He also told him that he was to make an ark,
in which he and his family should all be saved
when the terrible flood came. In His good-
ness and kindness to Noah, God gave him full
instructions for all that he was to do. And
Noah obeyed every one.”

(1o be continucd, if the Lord will.)

GOD'S MESSENGERS.
IV.
Tae I'Loob.

shining brightly after a rather rough
day. Suddenly tho inhabitants of all

{T was a fino night, and the moon was
the poorest streets near tho river, wore

' awakened by ao curious sound of rushing

waters, and on rising from their beds and
looking out of the window, the streets and
courts appeared to be Llurnod into rivers.
Water, water overywhere ; the trath forced
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itself upon them, and they knew at onco what
bad happened.

Yery slowly, but steadily and surely, the
waters continued to rise. The moon’s cold
beams were clearly reflected upon the surface
of the waters, and the beauty of the scene
seemed to mock the dwellers in the poor
houses, to whom it meant ruin and desolation,
if not death. They passed the night in fear ;
bat the waters stopped by the morning, and
the poor people began to hope that the worst
was past. Vain hope! the next evening it
was higher than ever.

The houses where Carrie and Annie lived
suffered terribly; they lay so low, and so
pear the river, that the water soon came into
the rooms; all day long they had been
carrying the furniture from the downstairs
rooms to the floor above, for the warning had
been given : ‘‘The flood will be up again
to-night, and will be higher than yesterday.”

The people heard the warning and lelieved
it, unlike many who are constantly hearing of
approaching judgment, they immediately began
lo prepare for the coming danger. Boards
were put up before the doors, and the windows
were nailed up. In the house in which Annie
Blake lived, the lower rooms were occupied
by a family consisting of father, mother, and
four children ; the youngest was a baby a few
months old. The father was away at his
work, the mother and children had taken
refuge in Mrs. Blake's rooms. Mrs. Miller
was not an unkind mother, but unfortunately
she was under the influence of that dreadful
curse of drink, which makes so many homes
miserable, and casts a shadow over the lives
of 8o many little ones.

When she got upstairs Mrs. Blake asked
her: “ Why, Mrs. Miller, what have you done
with your baby ? you have not left her
downstairs ?"’

Yes, it was only too true, dear baby was
fast asleep in her cradle, and was forgotten.

The water had already begun to enter the
room in which the Millers lived. Mrs. Blake
rushed downstairs, but the water had already
risen two feet more, and she was forced to go
back.

Ob, little children whom God has placed in
bappy homes, and surrounded with so many,
many comforts, how much you have to thank

Him for. You know nothing of the trials
and privations that thousands of little ones as
young and helpless as you bave to endure.
And yet they are as precious in God’s sight as
you, and the Lord Jesus shed His precious
blood for them as well as for you. Poor,
helpless little baby, asleep in its cradle! It
knew nothing of the danger which surrounded
it. DBut a deliverer was at hand. L. C.

( To be continued, if the Lord will.)

THE NURSERY CLOCK.

o} N the mantel-piece stands the nursery clock,
- So its face we often see,
For it keeps us busy the whole day long,
And we love its company.
At six in the morn it wakes us up,
With its cheerful little voice.
Then we jump out of bed with a laugh and shout,
Like happy girls and boys.

“Tick! tick! tick! tick!"—says the clock the
live-long day,

As its bands are spread before its face, like a
little child at play.

'

Do

In the busy hours of the happy day
We work with right good will,

IFor we know by a look at the nursery clock
That time doth not stand still.

Then when play-time comes it ticks so loud,
And seems to share our glee—

While its hands move round with rapid pace,
As if they would be free.

When twinkling stars peep out on high,
And dancing fire-light plays.

The clock speaks out in enrnest tone,
Oh! listen to what it says—

"Tis time to pillow each bright young fuce,
In bed so soft and warm,

God bless cach darling girl and boy,
And shield them from all harm.

So the dear old clock that has ticked so long
I'rom days of infancy,

Shall keep a warm place in our hearts.
And live in memory.

We may grow old, and yenrs flow on,
And childish thoughts be past,

Yet still we may learu from the nursery clock
As long nas life shall last.

Tick ! tick! tick | tick! says the clock, as if to
say,

“ Time passeth ou, wy litlle friends,

IWork while 'tis called to-day.”
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Dor's GORNEBR.

Dear LITTLE FRIENDS,

Sunday schools, I am sure, have been a
blessing to thousands, and I may tell you that,
through God's grace, they have been a bless-
ing to me. My earliest recolleotion, when I
was bat a wee mito of a boy, was sccompa-
nying my sisler to her school. I had often
asked to go, but I suppose it was thought a
little hazardous to take me—doubts being en-
tertained as to my good behavioar during
school-time, my especial fondness for tops
and balls being pretty well known. But
at last my sister kindly undertook the
great responsibility, and I well remember
the pleasurable feeling of my first introduc-
tion to teacher. Well—but not to trouble
you with much of the details of what most, if
not all, of you have experienced—Ilet me say
it was a beginning of good things for me. I
gee, in reading my Bible, what gracious, yet
various, ways God hud in revealing Himself
to the bearts of men and women. But does
He forget little children ? By no means.
Wonderful are His ways in this respect too.
Sometimes the heart of a child is impressed
by a text hanging on a school wall, and which
the Lord may unse as a little grain hidden

awsy, which will bring forth fruit in after

days; or, in the many hymns sung by
scholars, now and again, a verse, or a line of
a verse, will make its voice felt. Again, in
an address from a teacher or superintendent,
a little sentence alone may do His work in a
young one's soul.

You see, I speak from my own experience,
und therefore know somewhat of it. 1 think
the earliest text I remember was from the third
chapter of John's Gospel. We had to read
verses round in the class, and the one that
struck my mind so forcibly was, ‘‘ The wind
bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the
sound thereof, but canst not tell whence il
cometh, nor whither it goeth : sn s every one
that is born of the Spirit.’ This used to
puzzle me for years. The time of which I
am noting was not privileged to know the
glad tidings in their fulness, a8 now we know
them. DBut from this little seedling I trace the
gracious working of the hand of God in my
goul. What of the fruit of it ?—a knowledge
of salvation and forgiveness of sins, peace
with God, through Jesus Christ, and joy in
Him, and the hope of glory to come, by
which I mean looking for Him to come again
to take His own to be for ever with Himself.

Perhaps, if I had the opportunity of asking
many of you, you would say, Why, I have a
choice text, or favourite verse, that I like
above the rest. Well, it may be the begin-
ning of good things for you.

If you have Christ as your Saviour and
confidence, you have a rock that can never be
moved. \When you grow to be men and
women, some of you may be great in the
world’s esteem, but a trifle may cause you to
lose it; and what vexation then! You may
be rich ; but riches too often take wings, and
fly away, and lervo us poorer than ever. But
God gives us, 1o the gift of His Son, that
which He—and, of course, no one olso can—
will never take away: the gift of God 18
eternnl life. Is not this a tronsnre worth
having ? Indeed it is, and that you may know
its reality and worth is the desire of one who
bas to bless God for Sunday schools, whero
he learned to read the Bible.

Your aflectionate friend,
Dor.
PUBLISHED AT THR OFFIOB OP *“MY LITTLE
FRIEND,” 80, PATHRNOSTER BQUARR, LONDON
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Our Voyage to New Zealand.

*.* As the reader will notice, this interesting ac-
connt was written to the children of a Sunday-school
by one of their teachers, who has left this fnnd for
\\'ellingtou. N_ew (Zealund ; and, thil}king it wguld

rove interesting to the readers of ‘“My Little

iend,” it has been kindly sent us for that purpose.
Dxar Boys anp Ginvs,

It is now four months since I bade you
good-bye at Sunday-school, but the remem-
brance of it is still fresh in my mind. I shall
not soon forget the solemn words that were
addressed to you by your teacher, and sin-
cerely trust that God has given some of you
to believe them, and thus to know His beloved
Son as your Saviour.

I often think of you and your dear teachers,
especially on Sunday afternoons, and would
so much like just to have one peep at you,
and to hear one of those sweet hymns we used
to sing together.

I suppose you would like to hear abont our
voyage across the ocean. e embarked at
Gravesend, on Thursday, September Gth, on
board the steamship Climborazo, where we
parted with the dear friends who so kindly
came to see us off. We weighed anchor at
four o'clock on Friday morning, and were soon
gliding over the smooth water down the
English Channel. It was very pleasant, till
the afternoon, when the sea became very
rough, and the ship rolled about, and made us
all feel very poorly.

The next morning we passed Iiddystone,
and at nine o’clock anchored off Plymouth.

A steamer soon came alongside, with more
passengers, and brought some letters for
us, of which we were very glad. Ve sailed
away from Plymouth at half-past eleven, and
at four o’clock we had to bid farewell to the
shores of I'ngland, where we had left so many
loved ones, some of whom we could not ex-
pect to meet again, till we meet them in the

. glory, or in the air, when the Lord Jesus
Christ comes for those that love Him. May
there be many in that eompany from your
Sunday-school.

We bad a pleasant passage across the Bay
of Biscay, which is usually very rough, and
nice weather and calm son for several days.
On the 81st wo came in sight of the Canary
Islands, off the coast of Africa; and at four

p-m. wo anchored in the bay of Santa Croz,
off the town of Teneoriffo, which is the largoat
of tho towns on tho islands, is built nearly
all round the bay, nnd looked very prelty
from tho ships. Most of the houses are
painted differentcolours—ns brown, red, green,
yellow, &ec., with white flat roofs.

Behind the houses were plantations of
orange, lemon, peach, and banana trees, and
grape vines; and beyond them a high range
of dark brown hills; and above all the deep
blue sky, with white, fleecy clouds.

Soon after we anchored, some of the natives
(Spaniards) came alongside, in boats, with
fruit for sale. e bought some fine grupos,
of which we were very glad during the hot
weather. It was very amusing to see the
Spaniards climb up the side of our big ship
by a single rope, like monkeys, and to hear
them chatter in broken Iinglish. We stayed
here all night, and took in coal, fruit, and
water. The coal-dust covered the ship, and
made everything so dusty ; the next morning
a hose-pipe was fixed to the engine-pump, and
the water poured over every part of the deck,
the flood running hither and thither. Into
the deluge the sailors entered, bare-footed, or
in stout sea-boots, with mops and brooms,
and sturdy, vigorous housemaids they were.
The great fellows paddled about in therushing
streams of cold sea-water, scouring every-
thing within the sweep of their brooms. By
I must tell you the rest about next month.

GOD'S MESSENGERS.

A CuiLp's INFLUENCE.—V.

M AAILLIE Blake, a strong boy, of six-

@ Q teen yenrs age, ran downstairs;

/2 the water camo up to his knees

—oh, so cold! Still, he went
down lower, and tho water came to his waist,
but he bravely struggled on, and in a few
minutes he had baby safe and sound. Brave
boy! he wants no other reward than the
pleasure of having done a good doed.

A slow, but sare, chango was working iun
Carrie’s home. She bhad herself found what a
Bavioor Jesus is. Tho lessons sho had learnt
at the Sunday-school were not forgotten, and
she tried, with all her strongth, to let hor
light shino at homa. It is truo sho some-
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times fniled, and sometimes sho tried to go on
in her own strength, instead of going to Josus
for help; and then all would go wrong. We
must novor try to go on, day by day, by our-
selves. e havo such a loving, tender I'riend,
who i8 always ready to help us, and we need
never be afraid of tiring Him, and He “is
able to do exceeding abundantly above all
that we ask or think.”

Tho children in the Sunday-school had
very pretty cards givon them overy week,
with texts of scripture printed on them.
Carrie used to nail hers on the walls .of their
little room, and her father, pleased with the
prettiness of them, would stand and read
them. He had found out that thore was a
great change in his little girl, and he began to
have a great longing to know more of these
wonderful things himself. ** Wonderful words
of life” they seemed to him. ISagerly he read
all the little books and papers that Carrie took
home, and each week she went with this re-
quest, ‘‘ Please teacher, give me something
for my father to read.”

Soon the little child's prayerswere answered,
and she bhad the joy of seeing her father re-
joicing in the knowledge of peace with God.
No fear of death, for, he knew that whether
ho died, or the Lord came, he was safe for
eternity.

Does it not shew that none of us aro too
young, or weak, or poor to shine for Jesus ?
Little Christians can make tho home so happy,

and shed joy and sunshine all round them.
L. C.

THE GLOWWORM.
m MBLIEM of the Christinn,

,_'*9 Little glowworm, shine ;
U 'Mid the night's decp darkness
- Shew that lamp of thine.
Lighting with thy brightness
Everything that's near;
Silent little glowworm
Shining out so clear.
Teach us, Lord, to witness,
Shining bright for Thee,
Like the glowworin’s lanterns
In the dark wo seec.
In our little corners,
Lord, may each one shine,
And our ev'ry action

Tell that we are Thine. S. T.

THE BIBLE.

T UMAN books aro only finite,
Soon you reach the close ;
JVLg“L But tho book of God is porfect,
It no limit knows.
Mines of unexhausted treasure
Thero are ever found ;
I{nows it nought of stint or meansure,
Limit, or of bound.

Human words are soon forgotten,
Binding but for earth ;
They as soon are lost for ever
As are given birth ;
But the word of God is changeless,
Not a single jot
Lver can bo lost or altered,
Ior it passetl: not.
S. T.

UNABLE TO SLEEP.

o TANDING on the roof of a house close
by, says one, I witnessed the recent

S great fire that took place in London,
and I shall not soon forget the sight.

The heat was very great, and almost
scorched my feet, while the shower of sparks
that flew up, and were scattered by the gentle
breeze all around, formed a sight, the like of
whioh I have never before witnessed ; not to
speak of the great body of flamo bursting
forth towards the sky in all its awful gran-
deur, now and again subdued and darkened
by the immense body of water that was being
thrown on the burning pile.

I gazed, with rapt attention, on the chang-
ing sceno, and at length turned my steps
homeward ; but my mind was full of what I
bad seen, like an immense picture if was be-
fore me. Ilay down to rest, but not to sleep,
for I could still see, in my mind's eye, those
sheets of flame rising in rapid succession,
and it was far into the night before sleep fell
upon me.

This was tho eflect of the burning up of
five or six housos only; and I asked myself
the question, What shall that othor scone be
liko, spoken of in 2 Peter iii. 10, when the
Lioavens shall paes away with a great noise,
and tho olomonts shall molt with fervont hoat ;
tho earth also, and all that aro therein, shall
be burnt up ?
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STORY OF THE EARTH-WOBN,

IIE  dear
ohildren
who read
The Story
of a Swum-
mer IHoli-
day in the
number of
My Little
. I'riend for
., February,
will  re-
member a
promise I
then made
that on
another

: ; o vecasion I
would tell them the * Btory of the Earth-
worm"’ ?

Perhaps some are looking for the story;
and one, just one, little boy or girl may have
been thinking, I do not expect any story
that would be at all interesting could be written
or told about a worm. Why, it looks such a
useless littlo thing."”

Perhaps it is, in your
eyes, dear young friend,
bat we must be careful not
always to judge by ap-
pearances, and I think the
best way to learn my
story, will be to suppose
that a few of my little') . \V&&
friends and myself are \/ W,
playing school, having a 7
natural history class, and
our subject i8 one of the =3 !
lowest ferms of nmmnlf\\
life.

Wore I to ask, Have N
you all seen worms ? \ -g
“1 have,” **and 1,"” *“ nnd -
1," would ring out from ¢
overy young voice. And X
in reply to my next ques-
tion, Where ? tho unswers

would be something like
these: * In the Lelds;”

’/'

Barth

Woruw.

“In tho garden;"” ¢ Crossing the path;"”
“Among the graves in the churchyard,” and
in many other places.

I do not think you will find my next ques-
tion—What is a worm like ?—quite such an
eagy one; but by putting all your answers
together, I should be told that the worm has
a long, round, smooth body, made of flesh,
almost as smooth as jelly, which moves from
side to side, or curls up, when touched. The
head is pointed; it has no eyes, only two
very small dark specks may, perhaps, enable
it to know light from darkness. It has no
teeth, no feet ; but its skin is covered with
tiny hairs; those on the under side of its
body serve as feet. When the worm wants to
go from one place to another, it gets over the
ground by a creeping, gliding movement.

Yes, you have answered very well, and re-
member almost all that can be seen in a live
earth-worm. But if I could shew you a
worm skeleton, just the framework of its
body, without any skin or flesh, yoa would
see that, though the worm has no backbone,
its soft flesh is kept in place by no fewer than
a hundred and twenty small rings, or hoops.
The first of these rings forms the head, the
last the tail, of the worm.

But how are the hundred and eighteen rings
batween kept in place ?
How is it that they do not
slip about ?

You have all seen the
clastic band of a purse,and
know it can be stretched,
,— or made to seem much
28\ longer, by being held very
tightly, or pulled ; but as
gsoon as you take away
your hands, the elastic
‘\\ springs back, or shortens
again. Iour bands, mado,
Y% not of elastic, but of very

tough flesh, called musclo,
placed, two on the upper,

*_and two on the under, side
Jof the worm's body, not
-.only keep the rings in
place, but give the worm
the power of drawing
itself up in the ourious

way you have ofton soen.
(Continued om page 38.)
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WHAT ELEPHANTS DO IN INDIA.

(Xriracted.)

resident in
India, an
English of-
ficer, Major
Skinner, had an
clepbant that had
been with him in
X “' service, named Soupramany. Tbo elepbant, having be-
,m;\ come old, and being upon the *‘ retired list,’”” was employed
~ about his master's house as a domestic. Among his
- various duties was that of watchingthe major’s children.

The faithful animal accompanied them everywhere—
in the forests, and along the shore of the river. The
little folks were sometimes absent with him for days,
without any one feeling anxious about them. It was quite
enough to know that the old elephant was with them to
- know they were safe. One morning, as Monsieur Jacolliot
asked for the oldest of the children, in order to give him
2 book he had promised him, his father said :

‘“ Soupramany has taken all the children fishing."

““TFishing !"" exclaimed Monsieur Jacolliot, in surprise.
. *“Yes; and if you will come with me,’” continued

the major, *“ for a five minutes’ walk along tho banks
of the river, we will surprise them in tho midst of their
- occupation.”

‘1 accepted the invitation,’ to nse M. Jacolliot's own
words, ‘‘ and we very soon spied, upon a sandy point of
the shore that projected into the river, the troop of little
> ones that wore ordinarily noisy and boisterous, now very
. quiet and silent. As we approached them, I saw that
each child beld bis rod and line, watching with anxious
- oyes the cork that daneed in the oddy, as if nn important
- capturo bad been made.

- ‘“At one sido old Soupramany, his trunk furnished
with an immensely long bamboo, to the end of which was
" attached tho ordinary upparatus of line, floater, hook,
and bait, stood motionless as n block of granite, waiting
patiently for a bite.

¢t As ono wmway well think, I neglected tho childron in
order to watch tho elophant, curious to sco everything
which ho might do. As religious projudice in India forbids
. tho killing of anything that has life, it follows that
tho rivers suporabound with fish, ne do tho jungles with
wild beasts. 8o not more than two minotos had elapsed

¥l aftor our arrival, when Soupramany’s floater began to
.38 shako. The elephant did not budge; his little fiery
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eye followed with covetousness overy move-
ment of the cork on the water; he was cer-
tainly no novice in tho art of angling—he
awaited the right moment. All at once, the
little floater making a sudden movement as if
lo plunge in the water, Soupramany drew out
tho line with all the skill of A consummate
fisher. At the end of it dangled one of those
magnificent golden tonches of the Ganges.
When Soupramany discovered the capture he
bad made, he immodiately squealed, as a sign
of joy, and waited for Jim, tho eldest of the
children, to take off the fish and re-bait his
book. DBut Jim was a mischievous boy, and
loved dearly to tease the elephant, so he ran
and took off the fish, but put no new bait on
the hook. The intelligent animal did not
cven {ry to put his line again into the water,
but began o utter a series of cries, or squeals,
to Jim, which ho made as gentle and coaxing
88 he could. Nothing could be more curious
than to see the efforts he made to give tender
accents to his voice; all the birds in the sur-
rounding trees flew away. Seeing that all was
in vain, Soupramany went close to him, and
with his trunk tried to push him gently to-
ward the box of bait. But when he saw that
Jim would not, or could not, be made to un-
derstand, he turned round, and, seeing us, a
sudden idea seemed to strike him, and, pick-
iog up the box of bait with his trunk, he
came and placed it at the feet of the mnjor,
then, returning, he gathered up his line, and
held it up to his master.”

** What do you want, my old Soupramany 2"’
asked the major.

Immediately the animal began to beat with
bis feet, and to make anow the tender and
melodious sounds he had made for Jim. As
I wished to see what would follow, I ranged
myself on the side of Jim, and pretended to
run away with the bait. The elephant, angry
at this, plunged his trunk in the river, and in
a twinkling bad squirted a colnmu of water
over me, to the immense amusement of us
all. The major stopped him with a sign, and
in order to make peace with the animal, I
baited bis book for him. Trembling with joy,
like a baby that bas its plaything restored,
Soupramany hardly took time to thank me
with a toodor grunt, at onco returned to his
place, with lino cast into tho river,

Stonry or T™HE EArtu Wors—(centinued ).

Buat the worm could not live without air,
nny more than yon and I eould. We breathe
beonuse our lungs are filled with air. A fish
draws in air through its gills; but a worm
bas no lungs, no gills. How, then, does it
breathe ? A number of very small air-bags
are - placed on each side of its body. DBat
how does the air get into these little bags ?
All along the back of the worm, between each
ring, are tiny holes, to let the air enter tho
flesh.

Almost all worms bave red blood. You,
dear young friends, have a heart. Sometimes
you can feel it beat, or throb, when youa have
been running, or walking very fast; but I
think you will be a little surprised to learn
that many worms have two, and some even
three, hearts, and each heart is provided with
two sets of fibres, or blood-vessels; one set
is larger than the other, and serves to carry
the blood from the hearts all over the body.
The use of the smaller set is to carry it back
again.

Worms are often eought for by men or boys
who are going fishing, and want them to bait
their hooks with. DBirds eat worms, and one
kind of bird, called the lapwing, has a very
curious way of catching worms. Like all
other birds, the lapwing is an early riser, and
go is quite ready to enjoy an early dinner.
About noon the bird stamps on the ground
with its foot, till some worm near, feeling the
earth shake, pops its head above ground, to
find out the cause of it, and is quickly caught
and eaten by the hungry lapwing.

Are worms of any use to the farmer ? Yes,
they help him in his work of draining the
fields, by opening holes in the ground, through
which air can -reach the roots of trees and
grass. They help, too, to make the land rich,
by drawing loaves and grass under it ; also in
other ways, of which I cannot tell you now.
The worm is the servaut of man.

So you will agree with me, I think, in say-
ing that the worm is far more interesting than
it appoars at first sight.

We may lourn wmuch of the wisdom and
goodness of God oven from u worm; but, be-
fore I close my paper, 1 want to add just a
word about the Lord Jesus, who, in graoe,
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stooped eo low, that He might become our
Saviour—that David, who was inspired by
the Holy Spirit to write of the sufferings of
Christ on tho cross, wrote, in Psalm xxii. G,
“But I am a worm, and no man."”

Why did the Lord of glory take such a very
low place ?

Turn to Hebrews xii. 2, and you will find
a beautiful answer to my question.

Can you say of Christ, *“ He is my precious
Saviour "'? C. J. L.

The Ark and the Flood.

“1\ID the ark take long to build, mother ?"
asked Alice, softly.

** Yes, many, many long, long years; but it
was finished at Iast, and quite ready for Noah
and his family to enter.”

“ Hadn't the wicked people got sorry,
mother ?" interrupted IEdward. *“ Didn’t Noah
tell them all about the flood that was coming,
and ask them to come into the ark, where
they would be safe 2"

““ The people would not believe what Noah
told them. They laughed, end mocked him,
a8 he went busily on with his work. And the
Bible does not tell us that one single person
believed there was any danger. DBut thero
came a day when God told Noah to take up
his abode in the ark. Then followed a re-
markable sight. A long, long train of birds
and beasts came trooping in to tho various
places in the ark which had been prepared for
thom. God had told Noah to reccive them
whon they came. DBut even this wonderful
sight had no effect on the hardened sinners of
Noab’s time. Day by day passed away, and
no sign of repentance was seon among thom.
Oatwardly things appeared the same. The
san shone, and the birds sang, as usual; yet
judgment was close at hand. But before onc
drop of rain fell, * God shut the door’ of the
ark, 8o that no harin could come to any of
thore benenth its shelter. Theun the ruin bo-
gan to fall, and, as wo read in God’s Holy
Word, ¢ the rain was upon tho earth for forty
days and forty nights. And the waters ox-
ceedingly prevailed upon the enrth, aund all
the bigh hille were covered. Iiftosn cubits
upward did the waters prevail, nnd the moun-
luine woro covered. And all flesh died thal

moved upon tho fnce of the earth, both of
fowl, and of cattle, and of bea<!, and of every
creeping thing that creepeth u on the earth,
and every man.''’

““How droadful, mother!" said IXdward,
sadly. ‘“ Mot one of all those people saved.”

““But Noah and his family were all safe in
the ark, Neddie,"" said Alice, eagerly. *Mother
said ¢‘God shut the door.” They were sufe,
woren't they, mother ?"’

“Yes,” said the mother; “ God had pre-
served Noah, and all that were with him, in
the ark. The flood had done them no harm.
The ark flonted safely on the bosom of the
wators, and drifted, slowly and steadily, to
the top of the mountain, where God intended
Noah to land."

““ Wasn't Noah afraid to come out of tbe
ark, motber ?" asked Alice, in a low tone.
“ Perhaps more rain might have come."”

““No, dear; when the waters had subsided,
God told Noah to come out of the ark, with
his family, and, as a proof that He would never
again destroy the world by a flood, He causod
the rainbow to appear in the heavens."

““Then God made the rainbow on purpose,
mother. It always comes after a storm,’’ said
little Alice. I didn't know that."

“Yes, dear,” replied her mother. ¢ God
made it on purpose. Every time Noah looked
up, and saw tho beautiful rainbow, he would
remember the very words that God said to
bim; you will find them in Genesis ix.
18-16."

Little Alice brought her Bible, and found
the verses referred to.

““ This is beautiful, mother,"” she said, as
sho read verso 16G: ““ ‘And the bow shall be in
the cloud, and [ will look upon it, that I muy
rementher the everlusiing covenant.’ "

“ I didn’t know God mude the rainbow for
that, wother,” said little Iidward, in his
childish way. ¢ How good of Him; wasn't
it ? I eball think of it aliways now, when the
rainbow comes !

“ Yes, donr,” said his mother, us she kissed
both tho children, and rose to leave the nursery.
** God’s goodness and kindness Lo us is siown
on overy hand, and I trust that every Llimo
my little Alice und Edward see the rminbuw,
it will indeod be one of tho Lhings that will
rornind them of it." M. V. B,
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Dear LittLE I'mieEnDps,

JOT'8

We have chats together on various sub-
jects, and different places of interest, and I
think the next best thing to travelling, to see
the many places of interest, is to have a pic-
ture of those places, for we may learn a great
deal from a pictare, withont even reading a
word to describe it to us.

Do you know that the chief part of the
ancient history of that sountry of which we
have heard so much lately — Egypt —is
gathered, not from libraries, books, and rann-
goripts, but from the monuments and tombs in
that wonderful country,and not so much from
written characters, as from pictures, cut in the
solid stone, or rock, of scenes that have taken
place thoueands of years ago.

A picture, too, requires little translatiog,
for we can generally take in its meaning with
our eyes, without troubling to ascertain what
particular language was spoken by those people
shewn in the picture. Well, wo have before
us now the interior of a ohamber of n houso
in Jerusalem. It shews us the low table, at

which the people sit, or lounge, either on a
mat, spread on the ground, or on a divan, or
couch. Then you ree the pnssage leading
through the garden, which is covered in by a
thickly-grown grape vine, supported by trellis-
work. '

It strikes me that this was probably the
arrangement in the house where many were
gathered together praying, when Rhoda came
to the outside gate, at the sound of Peter's
voice, to see who it was. It was perfectly
natural that she should ask who was there,
before opening the door, seeing it was in the
middle of the night that Peter had been de-
livered from prison by the angel. Then,
when she knew Peter’s voice, she stayed not
to open the door, for gladness, but ran in to
say how that he was standing outside.

Now look in the corner of the room, near
the door, and you will see two men stooping
down. Ooneis a servant; he is pouring water
over the hands of this guest. This is the
way they always wash before meals. It bas
to be in running water, not as we wash, in a
basin. You will notice a vessel standing on
the ground; that is to catch the water as it
falls, after passing over his hands. Thus does
it bring to our minds many words of scrip-
ture, and takes us back to the Lord's own
day, when Ie said how men were content to
make clean the outside of the platter, and
leave the inside. That is to say, they were
go careful as to washing their hands, but their
hearts were not right before God, and this
did not trouble them.

But I must leave you to follow out these
things suggested by our picture, and eay,
Good-bye, once more, till next month come
round, if the Lord will.

Your aflectionate friend,
Dor.
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THE CONSCRIPTION.

N the ninth day of April, 1778—a day
long to be remembered by the people
of Timmil—early in the afternoon, a
man, whose name was ILllers,

“
3

Lsh

suddenly left his work in the field, and re- |

turned home, looking very pale and anxious.

*Was he ill 2"’ you ask. No; but he had
heard some bad news, and almost before he
bad time to tell his wife about it, quick foot-
stops were heard outside the house, and a
neighbour entered, saying, ‘‘ You must escape
at once. Go to the woods, and hide your-
gelves, till the soldiers have passed through
our town.”

Mr. Eller's sick little boy, Jonas, who was
generally in bed all day long, in the corner of
the room, knew what it all meant. The IEm-
peror of Germany needed a greater number
of soldiers,and had given orders that several
hundred farm labourers should leave their
homes and families, to be employed in carry-
ing stores of food and other things to the
troops who were already fighting.

The father of Jonas was one of the most
likely to be chosen by the king's officer, sent
to Timmil to collect the new soldiers, or con-
scripts, as they are called. He did not want
to go, for he must leave his wife and children
—most of all, his afflicted son.

In his fear and sorrow, Jonas forgot, for a
little while, that God was able to take care of
his parents and himself. He thought it was
a good suggestion for them to hide in tho
woods, but how could they earry him so far ?
His brothers and sisters, who were strong,
would not mind the long walk, and could help
to carryfood, and other things they might need,
but he, instead of being a help to his parents,
would only be a trouble.

Poor Jonas did not want to be naughty, but
he had a lesson to learn, one that, sooner or
later, must be learned by every ohild of God
—that he was only a sinful and foolish little
boy, needing every moment to be kept by a
strong, loving Baviour. With a full Leart,
and many tears, ho begged his mothor to dig
8 hole in tho ground, and bury him alive;
* for,” said he, “ I would rather dic than bo a
burden to you any longer."

of this good woman,

His mothor was sorry to think that Jonas

had not more confidenco in the care of God,
but sho was not angry with him, she only
told him, in a gentle, loving way, bow sad it

mado her to hear him talk like that.

You will be glad to hear that, in His own
tonder, gracious way, God honoured the faith
and her husband was
allowed to stay with his family, and go quietly
on with his ordinary work. How blessed it
is to have u heavenly Father to run to in
times of deep trouble and distress, and to
find that He delivers us from them all.

L
+ -)f\/_

! "God so loved the world that he '
.+ gave his only-begotten Son, that who-
X3 soever believeth in him, shOu!d not %

\ perish, but have everlasting life.”
JOIN II1. 16,
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SUNDAY EVENING.

££ @ OTHER, mother, tell a story."”
Tiny voices say to me;
A VA Willie seeks his little footstool,

Mabel climbs upon my knee.
Sunday evening twilight gathers,
And upon the purlour wall
Shines the ruddy, dancing firelight,
And the fitful shadows fall.

*“ Shall my story be of Jesus?
He who loves the children dear "
** Jesus, and tho little maiden
Mabel answers sweet and clear,
Then the little faces brighten ;
Closer little Willio comes,
As I tell of Christ the Snvxom,
And His love for little ones.

Once there was u stately mansion
Decked with many n trensure rare ;

And within that benuteous dwelling
Lay a little maiden fair.

Twelve years old that little maiden—
Youth's bright days had just begun ;

But with all so fair around her,
Dying lay the little one.

All a father's love could bring her,
And a mother's tendor care,

Ilad been lavished on their darling
As sho lay ro helplessa thoro.

|
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Many a loved one thronged around her,
Eager each to soothe and cheer :
WWeaker grew the liltle maiden,
Death was dmwing very near.

But no wise physician's presence,

Or the virtues of his art,
To the lovely littlo maiden

Health or healing could impart.
Then the father thought of Jesus—

** //e can save my child!" he cried ;
* I/e can cure my littlo daughter;

I will hasten to His side.”

IForth he goes upon his journey
ITceding not the toilsome way,
Till he finds the blesséd Jesus,
And his weary footsteps stay.
At His feet he falls before Him :
Will the Savionr deign to hear
Of the liltlo dying maiden—
Of his little daughter denr ?

Yes, the loving Jesus listens,
And His look is soft and mild :
* Only lay 7°hy hands upon her,”
Prays tho father for his child.
And the blesséd, blesséd Saviour
Answers to the parent's cry:
* I will come unto the dwelling
Where the little maid doth lie.”

As they journey Jesus pnuses,
Hears «another tale of woe ;
Throngs the eager crowd around Him
As they seek His gifts to know.
And the father’s heart beats fastor,
For he sces his servants come ;
Surely they hiave brought some tidings
Of the littlo one at home!

** Trouble not the inastor further,
It is useless now!” they say ;

‘“ For thy little daughter lieth
In the sleep of death to-day.”

Lo! the Saviour hears them telling
How the little maid had died ;

“ Fear not!" says He to the father,
As He jonrnoys by his side.

Now they near the statcly dwelling,
Sounds of hitter woo are there;
Sounds of grief and bitter wailing,
Mourning for the maiden fair.
See the Saviour cross tho threshold,
Now His gentle footsteps stay ;
Enters He tho silent chamber
Whero the little maiden lay.

IHark! Ile speaketh Lo the mouruers :
* Weep not! makeo not such ado,
I'or the maiden only sleepeth ;
Life and health I can renow."

But Iis words secm strange and wondrotis,

Such before were ncver heard ;
And they rudely mock nud scorn Hiin,
Though they marvel at His word.

Then the blessad, blesséd Jesus
Speaks agnin in accents mild :
“ Put them forth from out the chamber,
T'hey must leave the little child ;
But the father and the mother
And my own disciples tio,
They may stay with me and witness
What I am about to do.”

Pass they out in silent wonder,
His behests they must obey ;
Ior the Lord of earth and heaven

In their presence stood that day.
\While the father and the mother

Gazo upon the Saviour there,
Standing in the silent chamber

By the mnaid so still and fair.

Scarcely can they breathe for wonder

As the matchless sight they seo
I'or He speaketh to the maiden—

‘“ Damsel, rise, I say to thee!”
See! the little sleeper wakens,

And her eyes from death unclose ;
Ol! the joy of father, mother,

As the little maid * arose.”

To her parents Jesus gives ler,
With a word of loving cheer ;
How He loves the little children'!
Every child to Him is dear.
He would have them all obedient,
He would bless them full and free,
As He blessed the little maiden
On the shores of Galilec.

Jesus died from sin to save them,
Life eternal He will give ;

* Come to Me, dear little children,
Those who come to Me shall live.”

‘Thus He speaks to little children,
May my gracious darlings here

Know His voice, and answer sweetly,
“I am coming, Saviour dcar."”

Like the little maid, obedient
‘To the Saviour's loving call ;

And in answer to Ilis message
Gladly at His feet to fall.

Muy my NMabel, may my Willic,
Listen to that voice divine ;

May they say this Sunday ovening,
*Make us children, Lord, of Thine."

M. V. B.




44

MY LITTLE FRIEND.

THE STORY OF CYRIL.

@N¥ ANY hundred years ago, a little boy of l
- the name of Cyril, was called upon | a better house.”

Iavd‘ to lay down his young life for Christ. |
His father was a heathen, and hated |

' bo obedient to tho Lord Jesns Cﬁ;f_, adding,
““T am not sorry, bocauso I am turned out of

the houso, for I havo a bettor mansion, and I

am not afraid to die, because then I shall have

Still hoping to make the boy yield, the judge
| ondeavoured to frighten him into obedience.

Christianity, yet his youthful son did not hide | He therefore commanded him to be fettered

from him, the
fact that he be-
lieved in Jesus
the Lord. Fear-
less of the face
of man, Cyril
was known as
one who prayed
to God, and
neither punish-
ment nor aught
else, could make
him cease.
Enraged at
this conduect, the
cruel father sent
him from his
home, declaring
that he would
no longer regard
him as his son.
This young be-
liever was then
taken - before a
judge, who en-
deavoured to
reason him out
of his faith. He
told Cyril that
he ought to
obey parental
authority, and
that if he would
do 8o, ho might
return to  his
happyhome,and

all the past would bu entirely forgiven.

The noble-hearted boy know that he was
called upon to obey One higher than his
father, and the latter only * in the Lord.”
Since his parent was not allowing him to own
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Cyril befvre the judge.

and taken from
his presence, as
if about to be

% put to death,

But yield he

| would not, in

spite of all that
the judge could
say, or do, and
even the flames
before his eyes
did npot alarm
him. Truly God
alone gave the

}l needed strength

to that youthfal
witness, and
stayed his heart
upon Himself.
“Iam going to
a better home,”
said ho, *‘and
greater pleasure
too ; make haste
and kill me, that
I may enjoy

; them."’

Some wept as

' . they looked on

that young and
courageous boy
on the brink of
the grave, while

& still in full bealth
~ and wvigour. To

these Cyril said,

““ Oh, you know not what a city I am going to
| live in, or what a hope 1 bave.”

Thero with tho blessed One whom he had
loved and trusted on earth, dear Cyril ontered
into rest in the spring-timo of his days.

the Lordsbip of Cbrist, ho choso *'to oboy | Could you, my dear reader, thus nobly die for
God rather than men,"” like the apor‘les of | Chrislt ? You could only do so by having the

old. Cyril told bis judge that he must evor

Leart first sot on Lrighter things above.
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WHO LOVES YOU?

mother does,
some dear child
may say ; for
when I was ill
she nursed me
kindly,and took
caro of me, sit-

: ting all the day
to comfort mo when I was in ‘

b) my bed
pain ; and now that I am well, mother is very
glad, and often tclls me how good God was to

her in making her little one strong again. 1
know mother loves me very, very dearly."
1IWho loves you? ¢ I'ather does, I am

sure,’’ replies another ; *‘ for he works hard all
day, and yet, when he comes home at night,
he lets me read and talk to him, and never
seems too tired to listen to what 1 have to
say."

IWho loves you !

‘““ My teacher loves me,"

answers a BSunday scholar; * for sho often
tells me, with tears in her eyes, that sho prays
that God will shew mo what a sinner I am,
and give re faith in Josns, and sho talks as if
sho really loved me vory much."

IWho loves you? ¢ Alas! I have no home,
no parents, no kind friends ; my clothes are
old and thin, and I can get but little food ! It
seems a8 if no one cared for me!” Bo may
gome poor child exclaim.

Ah! you may think that no one cares fur
you, but there is One who loves you very
much, and I am going to tell you who He is,
and what He has done for you.

The Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of God, is
His name. He laid down His life on the
cross for poor lost sinners; He died on earth
that sinners might live in heaven. He knew
that every one was a sinner, that all had done
wrong in the sight of God, and He came and
shed His blood to wash away sin. He
looks upon you now, and His heart is full
of love for you ; although you are but a weak,
sinful child, the Lord Jesus is your I'riend;
and if you believe in Him, your sins, from
this very instant, will be for ever forgiven.

A Happy Girl.
lNHEN I kept a shop

in London, n little
girl about six years
old was often to be seen
playing near the window. |||/
She was a happy-looking i !| |l
child; her long flaxen |||
bair hung in graceful
curls down her nock, and "I’
her pretly smiling face '
made her very attractive.
I frequently spoke to
her, and soon a little
acquaintance grew up
between us. Bhe would |
often look in at the shop =
door, expecting to got a
smilo and a nod, and
perhaps a kind word, if
I were not too busy.

|‘“ n i

‘Ih'r i)

il 'n | ‘l““ |

After a time, I did not
see her. as usual, and
knew npot where she
lived. Several weeks
passed away, and she

..did not come. At last,
seeing some one who I
thought knew her, I in-
quired, and found that

|| they lived in the same
house, and that the child
was ill, and was con-

i, tinually askingifany one

| had secn me. They said
the first thing she would
ask on their return would
be, ¢ Have you scon
|\ 4| Mr. 9 I said, 1
)\ shall be delighted to call

\\ and seo her, if it will givo

="~ her tho lonst ploasure.’’
Aocordiogly I wont as
gsoon as I conveniently
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could. But suffering had mado such a change
in her appoarance that I scarcoly know heor.
Hor pretty smiling face had become so thin
and pale, not the least colour was left in it,
and her beautiful flaxen hair was greatly
altered. Still, in the midst of it all, there
was the same oalm, haapy countonance as
before.

She received mo with a sweet smilg, and I
gsoon saw that she was not long for this
world. She also knew it horself, and was
glad it was 8o ; for, though so young, she had
learned to love that kind Saviour who said,
¢« Saffer the little children to come unto me,
and forbid them not, for of such is the
kingdom of heaven."

Her father and mother were industrious
working people, and she was their only child.
They grieved very much at the thought of
losing her. But she would wipe away her
mother’s tears, telling her not to grieve be-
cause she was going to be with Jesus, and
there was no pain nor sorrow there. She was
one of Jesus' lambs, and He was going to
take her into His bosom, and therefore she
hoped her mother would not weep.

And now that sickness was come, and death
seemed very near, she was not afraid, but
rather rejoiced that she was going to be with
Him who loved her, and washed her from her
gins in His own blood, and had now so fully
won her heart for Himself.

Sometimes sho would gently sing me one
of her favourite hymns which she had learned
at tho Sunday school.

* Around the throne of God in heaven,
Thousands of children stand,”’

was a great favourite with hor. So was, also,

‘* Here's a message of love
Comie down from above."

Then the little books which had booa given
her at the Bunday school, and by others, sho
tied them up in separate parcels for hor
cousins, who lived near, to be given to thom
after she was gone.

One parcol was much larger than the
others—this was for a littlo girl who was
sometimes very naughty. Her mothor asked
her how it was that the largest portion was
for tho naughticst girl ? Bho replied, ‘¢ This is

why I have done it. 8ho is tho worst, and,
thorefore, neods tho most."

When the time drew nigh for her to leave
this world, she knew it, and sought to comfort
dior father and mother in every way sbo
could, saying, by-and-by they must come too.

Our Voyage to New Zealand.
II.

We stoamed away at 8.30, and soon lost
sight of land. We crossed the Line on Iriday,
September 21st, after which the weather was
colder, and more congenial (it having been
very warm, and at times the heat was most
trying). Woe reached Cape Town, Cape of
Good Hope, on Monday, October 1st, and
we anchored in the harbour at 11.30 a.m.
The view from the ship was most picturesque.
The town is built nearly round tho barbour,
and some of the buildings looked very pretty ;
tho high hills, some rising almost perpendi-
cularly, formed a grand background.

There were several large vessels at anchor;
ono was a troopship. going to India with
twelve hundred soldiers. We saw some of
them in their tropical uniforms—white trou-
sers, coats, and holmets, or ¢ puggaries.” We
went ashore in a small steamer, and then took
n tram to the town, and very glad we were to
be on land once more. We did not like the
general appearance of the placo, most of the
streets being narrow and dirty, though some
were very wide. Thero were a fow nico,
large shops.

Wo were nearly blinded by clouds of dust,
which was very plentiful. Wo visited the
Botaniecal Gardens, with which we wore
groatly dolighted, and saw some splendid
specimens of tropical plants and troes; one
was tho cactus, which in England is grown
in pots and hothouses; some of those wo
saw were from sixteen to oightoen foot high.

There were very few flowers in bloom, it
being spring, or early summer. The railway
stations nod the wharves aro lighted with the
olectrio light.

Wo snilod early tho next morning, and
about noon theo sea began to be very rough,
and continued 8o for ton or twolve days. Tho
waves rollod very high indeod (from thirty to
forly foot). It was a grand and impressivo




sight, speaking to ua of the power of God
and reminding us of the words of tho psnlmist :
* Thoy that go down to the sea in ships see
the works of the Lord, and his wonders in
the decp; for ho commandeth and raiseth
the stormy wind which lifteth np the
waves thereof. They mount up to the
heavens, they go down again to the depths:
. then they cry unto the Lord, and .
He maketh the storm a calm, so that the waves
thereof are still.” This we experienced in
some degree, for the ship would be one minute
on the top of some large waves, and the next
down in the depths of the sea.

At apother time a big wave would sweep
over the decks, drenching all who happened
to be in its way, as the vessel rolled up and
down. Those on deck were compelled to lay
bold of chains, ropes, &c., to keep themselves
from falling, as the decks were then as steep
as the roof of a house. Very olten our
chairs (if not tied up) would slide across the
deck, upset, and tilt the occupant into the
ropes; but it was worse down in the saloon.

At meal-times the crockery on the tables
would persist in sliding about, to the great
alarm of the nervous passengers. e were
often obliged to hold on to the tables.

GOD'S MESSENGERS.
VI
Tae TkEaT.

T the beginning of the New Year a

great treat was given to the children.

\ At six o'clock they were all ready,

outside the door. Oh, how long the

time seemed before the doors were opened !

Some of them were very rough and ragged,

the boys especially, and they kept up a con-

tinual thumping on the doors, as though they

thought these might be opened sooner, if they
made a great noise outside.

At last they were all let in, but they wore
like a number of little wild animals let loose.
They knocked the tables with their cups and
mngs, and then a sudden cry would nnnounce
that the precious possession had como to grief.
Bat, after a time, they were quiet—too busy,
enjoying the good tea provided for them, to
be able to talk much.

After toa w-28 over came the grand event of
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the evemng A very beautiful picture lnntern
was shewn. Tho story was of two little boys
who had lost their mother. It told of all the
temptations and trials they passed through.
Sometimes poor little Joey and Tom had to go

1 supperless to bed, and once, when little Joey

was very ill, Tom so far yielded to temptation
as to take a loaf off a baker’s barrow. How
sad Joey was when he found out where the
bread had come from, and how Tom cried,
when Joey said to him, ** What would mother
have said ?”’

But the story went on to tell how God was
watching over them, and taking care of them,
all through their life. And now, at last, Joey
was taken home to rest in heaven, where
there is no more hunger or cold, but Tom
grew up to be a good and useful man.

The children were all earnestly entreated to
come to the Saviour while they were young,
for the longer they put it off, the harder it
would become for them to break off their old
habits.

The tea seemed to have a good effect on
them, for they were as quiet and orderly as
could be wished during the lecture. When
it was over, each child received a toy, and
went home happy, and perhaps to dream of
all the pleasant things they had seen and
heard that evening.

May you all, dear little friends, know what
trne happiness is, and joys that will never
fade, as we read in God’s book, ‘“ At thy
right hand are pleasures for evermore."

L. C.

Dor's CoRNER.

Dear LittLE IFrIENDS,

I koow I bhave n good many readers
among those whom I will call my little sick
friends, and I think they shall have a corner
all to themselves this month.

When I was about twelve years old I had
a serious accident, which made me an invalid
for many months, so that, you see, I enn syw-
pathise with you, and.in my thoughts, can sit
by you, and have n little talk nbout what we
understand so well. I romombor the most
trying time was, perhaps, whon tho danger
was past, and I was getting better, but still
had to keep my bed. Now and then I felt
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lonely, as, of course, although my mother was
the best and most loving of mothers, she could

not be always in the room with me. Little
brothers, younger than I, had to be attended
to, and, as they were healthy, and had good
appetites, there was plenty of work for mother
to do—attending to meals, and torn garments,
which, somehow, seem to make a point of
getting torn and dirtied.

Bat she gave me all the time she could
gpare. Sometimes my sister would come, and
find me crying, because I could hear my com-
panions at play, and I could not join them.
At such times she would comfort me by her
kind words. Of course, I had many visitors,
who brought apples, and oranges, and jam,
but, you know, these things are not so enjoy-
able a8 when we are in health. A little tiny com-
panion would come up and shew his sympathy
by giving me a bit of his apple, or a pepper-
mint-drop. Well, I valued these offerings.
A boy, older than myself, would often come
and sit with me for an hour, and read to me,
snd thus take my thoughts away from my
weakness or pain. I remember, too, how the
hymns, and verses from the New Testament,
learned at Sunday-school, would come to my
mind ; and thus I feund God was graciously,
and by degrees, drawing my young hoart to-
wards heaven, which, in aftor yours, was to
ripen into such precious fruit.

Dear little sick ones, remember God does
not allow a boy or girl to be on a sick-bed
without o reason. He makes no mistakes.
Perhaps it is by this sickness He is drawing
your heart to Himself.

I dare say you have beard of brave men, in
war time, doing great things, and they are
called heroes. But I think there are greater
heroes in sick chambers, known only to God
for their patience in soffering, and trust in Him.
Can you be a little hero for Jesus in your pa-
tience, till I1e shall, in His wisdom and love,
give you health again? I know how trying
it is, when you can hear the merry laugh of
companions at play, and you cannot join
them. Try and be brave in suffering. It is
astonishing how much this cheerfulness of
gpirit will help to bring health back again.
Just ask mother to please take the medi-
cine bottle off the shelf,and not let it be seen
till wanted. Cheerfulness of spirit is like
sunshine to the soul. Many an hour have I
passed by the bedside of some young sufferer,
and found the lesson learned in early days
myself taught me how to comfort others in
similar circumstances.

May God graciously give you, who are in
sickness and suffering, a gentle and patient
spirit, and bring to your minds and hearts
many of His precious thoughts of love, and
His tender care over you, and teach you how
much He loves you. Accept my loving sym-
pathy, just as if I knew you all by name, and
my prayer for you, that this sickness may be
a rich and lasting blessing to your souls.

Your aflectionate friend, Dor.
Just Published.
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NOTICE.

Once more, dear reader, we must remind yon
that next month, July, i8 our usuil time for
issuing our yenrly Coloured Picture, and a very
pretty one, entitled * Milk for Puss,” has already
been prepared, and wo hopo that many will be
asked for.

Please show your own copy to all your young
fricnds who may not, up to the present. have
been subscribers to tho Muagnzine. The price for
July number will be aa usnnl One Penny.

PUBLISHED AT THR OFFIOH OF “ MY LITTLB
FRIEND,” 20, PATRRNOBTER BQUARR, LONDON.
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THE OLD LOG.

AST summer it was my pleasant lot to

spend a short time in a very quiet

I@ country village ; and the return of the

bright and warmer dnys, after winter

and spring are past, bring back the thoughts
of tho short, but happy, time spent there.

It was indeed a flowery spot, and every-

thing looked so bright, fresh, and luxuriant. |

Many n country walk was taken through the
ripening corn-fields, over stiles, and along
narrow lanes, sheltered overbhead from the
scorching sun by the thick clinging branches
of the hawthorn and other bushes.

Not far from the end of the street in which
our cottage was situated, there was a small
triangular patch of green, where three roads
met, and on this spot was a fallen log, or
trunk of an old tree. A capital spot for the
young ones to gather—to rest awhile, it may
be, in their walks, to look over the treasurcs
of their basket, and help themselves to some
of the fruit which it contained.

The old log seemed to become like an old
friend. We saw it on first turning the corner,
when in search for lodgings, on the day of
our arrival, and it was there that we ran in

our slippers, without hats, to bid adieu to |

gome dear ones, who were leaving the place
by coach—for the coach always passed that
corner on its outward journey. And it was
there, too, one day, not long after, that you
might bhave seen us resting early in the
morning, with corded boxes at our feet, car-
ried out by our kind host, for we were also
homeward bound, about to leave behind these
bright and bappy scenes, which had been to
us like a blessing from God, in order to re-
turn once more to our own busy sphere of life.

Not far from the log corner was a tiny
village green, where, on the fine and quiet
Banday evenings, a number of good men
would assemble, to proclaim the goodness and
love of our God to His creatures, ospocially
made known to us in the gift of [lis own dear
Bon. The villagers used to gather round and
listen attontively to tho loving message.

May wo all loarn to love and serve tho
Baviour in the days of our youth, is the
writer's carnost desire,

|
|

' making believe they like to hear the dear

LIFE, REST, JOY, PEACE,

II'E in a scene of death,
Rest in a world of earo;
Joy in a land where sorrow dwells, |
And peace instead of fear.

)

®

Life through a Saviour’s death,
Rest through Iis finighed toil,
Joy through the sorrow Ie endured,
And peace that none cnn spoil.

Our life is hid in God,
We enter into rest;

And joy in God through Christ ony Lord,
With peace cternnl blest.

And all through grace alone ;
We worship and adore:
Life, rest and joy in Christ possess,
And peace for evermore. ST

MILK FOR PUSS.
(See Coloured Picture.)

T WAS on a visit to an old lady friend, and
e~ Wwhile I stayed with her we had avother

visitor come—or, perhaps I should say, ‘

two visitors, for the lady Dbrought her ‘
cat with her. She had come a long journey |
that day, but it mattered not as Lo distance, |
and it was always understood by her fricnds
that Puss must sccompany her mistress wher-
ever she went. Of course, Puss was a great
favourite, and exceedingly well behaved—not
grumpy, as some cats are, even if respect-
fully desired to move off the rug before the
fire; nor restless and wandering, as some of
my acquaintances are—wanting to go into the
garden, and have a little quiet meditation,

birds sing! when, nll the while, they aro
slily waiting for a chance of ‘catching an
unwary dicky-bird for lunch. l
But the puss I speak of had evidently been
‘““brought up difterently.””  Whon friends |
dropped in to see us, the cat (for sho
was & remarkably fine one) soon attracted
notice, and consequently ¢ Puss, her life and
character,’’ became the subject of discourse,
from the days of kittenhood until now. DBut
the chief amusement was in seeing her go
through a porformanco for whioch she was
celebrated. 'This was the oclever way in which
she would empty a narrow-nocked milk-jug
of its contonts. IBut, of oourso, all had to be
done in proper order. 'This was for tho

—
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servant to bring a cloth, and lay it on the
carpet, then plnce n mllk-_]ug thereon. Puss
soon undorstood what was required of her,
and knew it was a sort of fete-day, in which
she was to perform for the amusement of her
mistress's friends; and being, as I said, one
who seemed to understand the little proprie-
ties, she went through her performance with
quiet dignity. This was, to sit beside the jug,
and very leisurely insert her paw therein, and
then, after the manner of cats who have acci-
dentally put their foot into the milk-bowl,
commence cleaning it—this being repeated,
till the jug was emptied of its contents.

I rather think Puss liked these exhibition
days, and no wonder, when it meant a jug of
milk for her own especial benefit.

I suppose you might teach a cat, as other
animals, almost anything; but they only
do that which is taught—never originate any-
thing themselves. So, for my part, with all
Pass’s cleverness, or a parrot’s fondness for
chattering and imitation, I would much rather
have the intelligent—even if not clever—
ways of a little boy or girl. ‘ A parrot will
say its prayers, but a parrot never prays,’ is a
well-known proverb. So, you see, without
much telling, that wmy little friends belong
more particularly to such as are clothed in
frocks and knickerbockers. They are a bit
troublesome, but perhaps they aro liked all
the better for that. IEverything in its season
—milk for puss at proper times, and hoops
and balls for hands that cannot long be idle.

THE GOOD NEWS.

g{ ® uncle,”’
I(_ﬁ pleusnnt looking person, well-

%) ofl, as far as this world 1is

concerned, ‘‘ oh, uncle, have you |

beard the good news ? I have only three or
four days to live; in three or four days I shall
bo with Jesus! Is not this good news ?"”

‘This young lady, on asking her doctor if
sho wore likely to live long, was told * No | —
only threo or four days.” To many of us, this
announcement would not come ns good news,
but we might think it bad, very bad news.
Not 8o with this young lady. Bhe was tired
of this world, and ready for the noxt—yea,
moro than that, she was going to meet some
One sho Joved.

said n young lady, a |

Have you, dear reador, ever known what it
i8 to count the days, the hours, until the dear
friend, the loved object of your heart come ?
or to watch the clock until the time fixed for
your going to meet him ? If so, you can tell
something of what this dear young lady’s
thoughts were ; and, oh, wondrous fact! the
One she was gomg to was (God’s own Son.

A Child’s IIymn

@) EFORLE I lay me down in bed,
@ Or on the pillow rest my heu.d
I would, dear Saviour, ask of Thee
To own me Thine, who lovest me.
I know that I was born in sin,
That I've an evil heart within :
I know that we can nothing do
To please Thee, till we'ro born anew.
But with the Spirit helping me,
My I'ather, I will pray to Thee;
And thank Thee Thou in love didst give
Thy Son to die that I might live.

I'll thank Thee also for the grace
Thou givest those who seek Thy face.
Now, Jesus, at Thy feet I fall,
To own Thee mine, and * Lord of all.”
R. H. W.

BIBLE SCRAPS.

HI: sword is very often mentioned in
(s S scripture as being the weapon in con-
stant use, but there is no remark
found that gives any definite idea of
the form or size of the ancient sword, such as
was used by the Hebrews, nor any clue to
the material from which it was made.

We may, however, infer that it was of metal,
from certain allusions to *‘whetting' the
glittering sword-blades, and also to beating
the sword into ploughshares.

Wo also got frequent reference to the sword
a8 u symbol of judgment. ‘ If I whet my
glittering sword,” and, ‘‘ My sword shall do-
vour flesh.” Also ligumtivoly for powor and
authority, Romuns xiii. 4 : ¢ e bearoth not
the sword iu vain."”

The following five toxts give the sword as
actually and figuratively used : —

A flaming sword. (Gon. iii. 24.)

An ougel's sword. (Num, xxii. 28.)
Boating swords into ploughshares. (1a. ii. 4.)
The sword of the Bpirit. (Epb. vi, 17.)

A two-edged sword. (Rev. i. 16.)

L,

—~
N
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A SERIOUS DILEMMA.

T is plensant
indeed to
look back to
the happy

time of boy-
hood ; the Sun-
day-scbool days
f and all their as-
'| sociations. But
\| now, my once
5| dark bairis turn-
~~| ing a silvery
grey, telling of
advancingage and the shortness of human life.

Well, if the happy days of boyhood are
gone for me, I have other joys more suitable
to my age. Not the least of these is for me
to be found in the midst of a group or perhaps
a room full of little ones, sometimes to have a
romp with them, and enter into their games.
But at other times we have to be serious, for
I love at the right time to speak a few words
about the Greatest Friend I have.

It was on one of these occasions that I
went with a friend to a large gathering of
children. We were to give them two short

tho plonsure thoso pretty books would give
to the dear ohildron. I romembor the large
room distinctly at this present time, and
what a room full it was of careless, restloss
children, from little ones up to the elder ones
who sit so stately in the bible class.

My friend spoke to them first, for about
balf the time, and after a hymn had been
sung I also stood up to take my turn to
address them. The thought then struck me
that if I told them about the contents of my
parcel, it would be an extra inducement for
them to listen attentively to what I might
bave to say. And I may add that what I
spoke of on that evening was as I ever sought
to do on such occasions—my address was on
the love of God shewn in giving His own
dear Son; and in order to keep attention, I
told them several anecdotes all bearing on the
subject before us, that though we belong to a
world of sinners, yet God in His wondrous
love had sent His Son that He might atone
for our sins, and make us fit for His own
presence.

Well, I pointed to the parcel lying on the
table and told them what trouble I had taken
to provide it, and that there was a book inside
for each one of them who should be attentive
fo the close of the meeting. We had a happy

addresses that evening, and my heart beat | meeting, and I trust that many a heart was

with pleasure when I
anticipated the sight of
two hundred or more
pairs of eyes fixed on
me with eager atten-
tion.

Now, you must know
that having bad so
much to do with young
ones in my past ex-
porience, I knew very
well that I should make
them very bappy if I
could take some little
thing with me to give
away to each of thom.

And on this ocen-
sion I made up a large
parcel of picture books,
with thisobjectin view,
aod promised myself
great delight in seeing

) Iuwu; wllll ||I0 Young’, Ouuu

then led by God to
accopt the salvation as
revealed in the Lord
Jesus. After another
bymn and prayer, we
wore ready to go home. |
And now I drew tho
§ Leavy parcel towards
me and opened my pen-
| knife to cut tho string,
while every one in tho
room was watching mo
with eager anticipa-
| tion ; but what was my
surprise and distress
B | to discover that thoro
woro no books tboro
at all—I had taken up
the wrong parcol at tho
oflico, and left the ono
I intondod to bring!
(Concluded on pagel64.)

P
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The Sailor's Grave at Sea.

© OST of my readers have passed through

a cemetery, with its numberless
tombstones and graves, in long rows
—some long, and some short, and
some just the size for my little reader! I re-
member once reanding about a little boy, who
lay down by the side of n small grave, and
found that it was just about hLis size (some

Ve

sent; for God Las said, ‘* Behold, now is the
acceptod time ; bohold, now is the day of salva-
tion."” If you will only hearken xow to the
voice of Jesus, the Son of God, you will be
sorry you did not listen before. (Read John
iii. 16.)

I will just give you an instance, in my own
experience, when a boy. Henry (we will
call him) and I were both on board one of the
first of old England’s iron-clad ships, which
was commanded bv oflicers who sought the

little boy or girl had
been buried there,
near his own age),
and the thought|
came into his mind
—If I were to die
now, where should
I spend eternity ?
Hehad often been
to Sanday-school, [
and had heard the
story of God's love
and grace to guilty |,
man; and he was |
often troubled, too, |E8¥
about himself, be-
cause it was not all |8
right with him ; he [§8 \!
had not that peace [
which Jesus gives [WEE
to those who trust [
in Him, of which |§
he bad heard others
speak, and now this [§ i
little grave aroused
his conscience again [
to give carnest heed |
to the things he|
had heard. ’
Oh! what joy it
gives to see oue in
earnestabout his soul ; what heartfelt thanks go
up to God for such. I charge you, then, be in
earnest while you aro young, while the happy
influences of Sunday-school and of home aro
still powerful for good; becauso, if your soul
is noglocted Now, your heart will get hardened
through the deceitfulness of sin, and you will

W

learn, not only to dishonour, but perhaps to |

blaspheme, the precions name of Jesus. Oh,
listen, then, for there is no time like the pre-

The FFuncrul Service,

welfare of all the
ship's company, and
who soon won the
esteem of all the
crew. Those were
good times, all work-
ing together with a
will, a good under-
standing  between
| both officers and
‘| men ; she was what
was called ‘‘a happy
N/ ship,” and truly ary
—__{very happiest days
were spent in her.
\|'Twas there I first
_|found the light of
life; on that ship the
load of sin was re-
 moved from me, and
peace flowed into
| ay soul like a river,
and thus clearing
| oy troubled con-
science. Oh! it
| was thero I learned
A8l Lhat God 1s Jove.
=4 How swoot and
: L= precious tbo remem-
B e s 0y hrance, oven now !
My tirst thought on
konowing my sins forgiven, was deep thankfal-
ness of heart to Him who paid my debt, or
dolivered me-—Jesus, the Saviour; and, io
tho circumstances, I could not get any pri-
vate pluce of resorl, no bed-room, nor secrot
place, but tho oyes of my companions every-
where taking notice of any change which had
taken place; neither did I wish to keep snch
good nows to myself, but I at once earnestly
told it to others, thal I might bring them

e
\ i
gy
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to the same Saviour, Jesus, who loved
me 80.

Woell, Henry was in the same moss where
I was, he was a quiet lad too, and I was
altracted to him. I spoke to him of the
beauty and loveliness of Jesus, and of the
love of God to sinners, warning and entreat-
ing him at once, while there was time, to give
his earnest thoughts to it, cautioniug him,
too, against the danger of delay. He sat with
me, and listened, and kuew it was all true.
He had been a Sunday-scholar, and passed
through the school unsaved, and came to sea,
like the yonng man in the far country, who
would fain have filled his belly with the husks
which the swine did eat; and Henry was
satisfied with the husks,and the poor, fleeting
pleasures that came between made up his
portion of happiness, and ho said—

“I don’t want to hear any more of what
you have to say, I mean to enjoy myself as
much as I ean; I am only young, and the
world is wide;"’ and, with many other ex-
cuses, he refused God's offered mercy. Thore
bad been some deaths from accidents on board
the ship, and we were drilling with a smart
fleet of ships, and often a man or boy would
fall from aloft, either on deck, smashed, or
overboard, to sink to the bottom, which would
cast a gloom about the ship for a little while,
but it was soon forgotten in the constant rou-
tine of lifo on board a man-of-war,

THE SEA PICTURE.

*'Ihere is sorrow on the scu; it cannot Lo (uivt.”
JEREMIAU XLIX. 23,

2 &a E buve a picture that we prize at hine,
¥ ,’[ Although a sad one, of the sea,
' With one ship sailing in the distant
gloom,
And one scarce seen—so fur away :
Ah, sorrow there, I know must be!
And why of sorrow is that sea a sigu ”
Becausc its waters cannot rest,
But heave and swell, or surge in spruy :
And life’s like this : but when tho lifo divine
Hecomes by any oue possess'd,
Then peace ilows in, and gloom's dispell'd;
Swect Lope with smiling face uprears her head,
And present ills are felt the less;
While future woes loom not, but joys instead,
And brightest visions are boho])d

Of overlasting Llessednees., R, H. W.

Serious Dilemma.
(Concluded from pugo 52.)

I passed my hand through my silvery locks
of hnir and felt ashamed to see the disappointed
looks and faces of that large party of young
ones ; but just as I was at my wits’ end to
know how to explain the matter to them, I
was most agreeably surprised that at this
point a friend walked up to the table from the
door, and said, ¢ I have brought the parcel of
books you left behind.” My trouble was
gone in a moment, and I looked up more
smiling and happy than if the accident bad
not occurred, and could only believe that God
bad watched over me on that evening, and
overruled my blunder to shew forth His good-
ness and loving care.

Our Voyage to New Zealand.
III.

Wi did not like the rocking at night, as we
could not sleep, being continually rolled from
one side of the berth to the other. We had to
put a strap across Eddie’s berth, to keep him
from falling out. As we neared the Australian
const, the violence of the waves abated ; we
rcached Adelaide on Monday, October 22nd,
and went ashore about 8.80 a.m., in a steamor,
to Port Adelaide, which is nine miles from
the city,and is reached by train. The rail-
way runs, for some distance, along the side of
the road, on which there were numbers of
vehicles, horses, cattle, nnd passengers, whou
seomed quite accustomed to tho sight and
noise of tho engine, as il whirled along.
There was a big bell attached, which was
constantly ringing, to warn people that tho
train was coming. We liked tho appearance
of Adelaide. It has wide streets, which
were very clean; a great many large shops,
also some fine buildings.

We bad a nice long drive around tho
suburbs, and through the city, which we very
much enjoyed. The flowers were in full
bloom, and tbe air was filled with their per-
fume. We saw a lot of orange-trees, with
tho golden fruit hanging in olustors on thew ;
aleo some fig-treos. Wo had a lovely walk
through tho Botanical Gardons, where we saw
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gsome fine palm, gum, olive, and cork trees.
We met our friend, Mr. Q. W., who is
living there, whom some of you will, doubt-
less, remember. We sailed for Melbourno tho
same evening,and arrived there on Wednesday,
the 24th. We found a stenmer waiting to
take us on to New Zenland, so we were at
once transferred to it by steam tender, and
bade good-bye to the Chimboraze. Our next
steamer was named the Flanroto, about balf
the size of the Chimborazo, but the accommo-
dation was better. Wo reached Hobart Town,
Tasmania, on Friday, where wo stayed a few
hours. It is n small place, with few features
of interest. We steamed away about 12 o'clock
for Port Chalmers, New Z.ealand, where we
arrived on the following Wednesday, at 3
p.m., and again changed steamers—this time
to the TWakatipou.

Port Chalmers is a very pretty place, built
in a patural bhollow, amongst the hills, in
terraces, one above the other, which gives the
place a very pleasing appearance from the
steamer. We reached and anchored in the
barbour of Wellington at 8 p.m., on Friday,
November 2nd, having been fifty-seven days

|

on the sea, and very thankfal we were to the |

Lord for His love, in keeping and preserving
us through the voyage from danger and acci-
dents, and giving us such nice weather, and
so many mercies and blessings. We could
sing, with heartfelt gratitude, those lines—

“ o yood is the God we adore,
Our fuithful, unchangeable I'riend,
Whose love is as great as //ix power,
And knows neither measure nor end.”

We had a fino view of Wellington as we
steamed into the harbour. The city (like
Port Chalmers) is built in a hollow, and in
terraces, one above the other.
pretty little houses, perched up on the side
nnd on the top of the hills, at tho back of the
city. It is surrounded on three sides by hills,
nod on the other by the harbour, which is
very largo, and is usually occupied by many
ghips and steamers. 'The city contains about
22,000 inhabitants, and thirty-four miles of
streets and roads. The streota are very wide
and straight, very different from the roads in
England. Nearly all tho housos are built of
wood, the greater part have ground floors anly

We could sce |

|

|

—no upstairs. Most bave verandahs along
the front, and pretty gardens, front and back.
Our homo has a lawn and shrubs in front,
n garden at the back, and no upstairs. Wo
like it very much ; it is situated in the suburbs,
and we can often hear the lark singing mer-
rily, and many other birds too. e are
told that Wellington is a very healthy place;
it 18 also wery windy, and dusty, as only
the principal streets aro kept watered. Weo
had a ride on the tram the other day to A
Warra, and Kynbau range (pronounced ** A
IWarra” and ** Nau-ranga’’). The railway
rans close to tho sea for nine miles, and the
waves, at high tide, wash over the metals.
On the other side are high cliffs, about 150 to
200 feet high. Tbhe line is very zigzag, and
we would svmetimes lose sight of the engine,
as it suddenly disappeared round a corner; at
another time the engine and hindmost car-
ringes would run almost alongside each other,
in going round a sharp curve. Wevery much
enjoyed the ride, though, when the engino
stopped, it bumped the carriages so much,
that some of us were thrown oft our seats.

The scenery along the route was very grand.
We saw some splendid ferns growing in the
ravines, or gullios, between the hills, about
12 feet high, with fronds about 8 or 10 feet
feet long. I may at some future time send
you an anccount of our rambles round Wel-
lington, but must now close this letter,
earnestly besceching each one to trust in the
Lord Jesus Christ as their Saviour, so that,
when He comes, you may bo found amongst
His jewels; ns we used to sing—

“IIe will gather, TIe will gnther,
The gems for His kingdom ;
All tho pure ones, all the bright ones,
IHis loved, and His owen.”

Dut Ho will only gather those who are truly
trusting in Him ; and that God, in Ilis grace,
may lead each ono of you to do this with all
your heart, is the earnost prayer of
Yours very altectionutoly in Josus Obrist,
Tuomas Porrer.

P.S.—Doar Eddio sends lovo to all, and ho
would very much like you to sing one of his
fuvourite bymns.

Sl g’ ol
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Dotr's CORNEBR.

Drar LitTLE I'RIENDS,

Old castles, and picturesque ruins of any
kind, are places in which, in my very young
days, I was fond of wandering. Having
a fondness for reading history, 1 was pretty
fairly acqnainted with the characters that
formerly lived and moved amongst these
seenes ; and whilst I wandered round the ivy-
mantled walls (thelittle evergreen had secomed
to take pity on the rnins of former grandeur,
and covered the grey, mouldering walls with
its living mantle, as though, in its fceblo em-
brace, it could stay the hand of time from its
forther destructive work)—as I wandered
thoughtfully about the forsaken court-yards
where once the war-horses had pawed im-
patiently to go forth to battle with the armoured
knights, and the desolate halls and banquet-
rooms, I could easily people them agnin with
the kings and queens, and throngs of courtiers,
tbat wuitod opon royal assomblages: or tho
gny oavalondes of huntsmen, whose borns
echoed through moor nnd vale, as they went
forth to tho obase.

Yery plonsant day-dreaming was all this, as
1 thouygbt over the old historic sooncs nnd
psrsonages that once fllled and flitted through

those now empty halls. But then came the
solemn thought, where is now the glory and
lustre of earthly woalth and grandear ? Ah,
the word of God comes to mind: ‘¢ All flesh
i8 as grass, and all the glory of man as the
flower of grass: the grass withereth, and tho
flower thereof falleth away ; but the word of
God abideth for ever.” o I learnt a fresh
lesson amid the ruins—that the Christian is
built upon a rock which cannot decay, and is
brought into snch close relationship with
Christ, that the life and wealth and glory he
bas, in and through that same glorious Savionr,
will abide for ever.

What a blessed knowledge this is that has
been given to the believer in the word of God
—that he is built on a sure foundation. Em-
pires have flourished, and passed away;
mighty kings and conquerors have arisen, and
filled the world with their fame and magnifi-
cence—have shone for a time with a dazzling
lustre, and then become extinguished in dark-
ness, and ‘‘the place thereof knoweth them
no more.” But we—that is, the church of
God, formed of believers—have a city that
hath foundations, a kingdom that cannot be
moved. '

Dear little friends, let me in love ask yonu,
Is this your hope, and trust, and portion ?
Knpowing this, what confidence, and joy, and
brightness of lLeart it gives. I have given
out these thoughts, in the hope of fixing some
little feet firmer on the Rock of Ages. I want
to soce young ones intelligent about what they
profess, and what they possess. May God
griciously give the needed wisdom and grace
you so much need, is the desire of

Your affectionate friend,
Dor.

NOTICE.

You will receive, dear rendor, with this numbar
of **My Littlo Friond,” the Coloured Picture,
entitled ; * Mill for Puss.” It is prepared in our
usuul style, and will, I doubt not, be weleomo to
all our young readors.

I'lenso shew your own copy to all your young
friends who mwuy not, up to tho present, have
boen subscribers to the Magazine. ‘Thoe price for
tho July number is, na usual, One Penny.

PUBLISHAD AT THH OFFIOR OF **MY LITTLD
PRIEND,” w0, VATRENONTUR BQUARB, LONDON.
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the garden wnlk, and $hen leanod thought-
. | fully agninst tho gnrdon -gato.
(A0S SN ANVA NS oA “yI‘ntbor would bo angry too,” he aaid, balf
1 O one will think that 7 broke the | aloud, as he took out his pocket-knife, and
window," said Freddy to him- | commenced cutting into chips a piece of stick
‘7. self, n8, with n look of dismay | he was holding in his hand. ¢ Perhaps, oven,
on his countenance, he stood | T should have to pay for the window, out of
gazing at tho mischief which his new tennis | my pocket-money, and I want all that, to buy
ball had just wrought. I really am very | n present for mother's birthday. There is no
sorry, loo. Mamma will retorn from her visit | reason why I should say anything, unless I
to Unclo George's this evening, and I wanted | am really asked about the matter.”” And
her to see how careful T had been in her | Fieddy threw away the last of the chips, and
absenco.” began to walk up and down the gravel path
““Old Mary is busy upstairs, and, besides, | with a firm, decided step, ns if his mind were
sbo is 80 deaf at the best of times, I'm sure | now fully made up on some important
she couldn't bhavo heard the noiso tho glass | subject.
made in falling. If they were to ask me if I But how was it that the tell-tale colour had
did it, of course I should not tell n falsehood | risen to Freddy's cheeks, making them so un-
aboutit. DBut if no one asks me—and I don't | usually bot and uncomfortable ? Had he in-
think they will—there is no need for me to | tended to act thus, without being conscious of
say anything about it.” the sin it would be to do 80? No! It was
And, with a quick, stealthy step, Freddy | because conscience was speaking,nnd speraking
Brown bhurried roond to the entrance of the | very loudly too, that Freddy's cheeks had
pleasant little villa where be lived. It was | changed to n deeper scarlet, and his tomples
only the work of a few moments to cross tho | throbbed so painfully, as he stood in momen-
wide, roomy passage, and to enter the room in | tary expectation of his father’s return.
which the ball now lay. A board creaked as Suddenly the boy paused in his walk. Somo
he stooped to pick up the unlucky article | words which had been spoken by his Sunday-
which had been the cause of the mischief, | school teacher had recurred vividly to his
and, with a guilty start, I'reddy seized bold of memory. *‘* Boys,” his teacher had said, to-
the ball, and burried out of the house. wards the close of tho past Sunday’s lesson
No one, however, was within hearing. As | (and Freddy almost seemed to hoar again the
tho boy bad said to himself, when surveying | solemn, earnost tone in which he bad spoken),
the broken window, tho faithful old servant, | *Boys, truth is a thing which we can never
Mary, was busily omployed in preparing for | prize too highly, and the importance of which
her mistress's reception; while Jenkins, the | is immensely greater than some amongst us
gardener, was occupied in sweeping paths on | imngino. We have been looking this after-
the opposite side of the garden. noon at the judgment of Apanias and his
Btill, Freddy did not feel very comfortable, | wifo, Sapphira. Itrust we shall learn from it
a8 he hastened into the tool-bhouse, and tossed | God's estimate of their sin. Yes, boys, a /iv
the ball into its aceustomed corner. But for | is an «aw/ful thing, and very frequently is but
the accident which had just occurred, ho | the commencoment of other vicos. And let
would already bave been on his way down | us also remember, that an acted lis is as bad as
the long, narrow road which lod towards the | a spoken lie. Bomo day, perhaps, ono of you
town of C To run merrily down tho | may be tempted in this very manner. Iear
pleasant lane, and meet bis father, on bis re- | of the consequences may lead you to attempt
turn from business, was one of the ploasures | to hide a fault by silence, if not by an actual
of the day in which I'reddy usually delighted. | falsehood. But remember, that in God's
Bat something this aftornoon was making | sight the sin is the same. Rathor, when
him foel that he rather dreaded than desired | tempted to deceive in such a manuer, ask God
his father’'s return. to help you to speak the truth, and to coun- |
With a hesitating step, ho sauntorod down | foss your faults with courage. Mo will help
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)'on and give you strongth to do what is nght
and pleasing to ITim, if you only nsk Him to
do so0."”

Oh! how hot I'reddy’s chooks had grown,
a8 ho stood, rocalling his toncher's words.
How ashamod he wns of the thoughts that
had beon pnssing through bis curly head only
a fow moments proviously !

With o rapid step ho ran down tho lane to
moot his father, who had just appeared in tho
distanco ; and, ns ho did so, Lo silontly asked
for courage to tell his father exactly how the
accidont bhad happoned.

“You're quite out of breath, my boy,"
gaid Mr. Brown, as his little son drew up by
bis side. ‘' One would think you had some-
thing very important to toll me.” And I'reddy’s
father gazed in surprise at his eager face.

*“Yes, fathor; I'm in a hurry to tell you
something,’’ responded I'reddy, in a quick,
cager tono; and his voice trombled n little ns
he spoke. “I'm wvery sorry, but I havo
brokon thoe back room window. I was toss-
ing my ball, without thinking of any danger,
and, all at onco, it struck the window. I'm
very sorry, father."

¢ That is right, my boy,” said his father,
kindly, as ho took his little son by the bhand,
and walked on towards home. *‘ Always
come directly, nnd tell of any mischief you
bave done. I would rather have every window
in my houso broken, than that my boy should
toll a falsehood to hide his carelessness, or
act a lie in order to save himself from deserved
blame."

Thon, as ho walked by his father's sido,
I'roddy told him how he had been tempted to
koep silence about tho broken window, us
well a8 tho way in which his teacher's words
recurred to his recollection.

““ My dear boy,” said his father, as, with
a light, joyful step, I'reddy sprang to open
the gate for him to enter. ¢ I am so thunk-
ful that you havo boon taught to sec how
casily we may bo guilty of the sin of fulse-
hood, oven without uttering a single word. 1
trust, also, that you have lenrnod anotler
losson by this littlo incident. Nevor trust in
your own strongth, but, when tempted to do
wrong, ask God to give you grace to resist tho
tomptation."

* To-morrow

is  Sunday, father,” said

K reddy, in a bnppy tone, ns thoy pnssed into
tho ball together: ‘‘May I find some versos
on ‘ Truth' for my altornoon’s lesson ? I think
they would help me anothor timo; wouldn't
they ?"

“Tho plan is a good one, my son,” said
I'reddy’s father, kindly. ¢ Write out a fow of
tho verses neatly, and nail them upon the wall
of your chamber. I will give you one from
the Book of Proverbs that will do to put at
the hoad of tho list. It is a short sentonco,
but one that, after the accident of to-day, and
its consequonces, I think you will fully under-
stand ; it is this—* Buy the truth, and sell it
not.' " M. V. B.

THE CHILDREN'S CLASS.
BY A TEACHER.

HAVE a class of little children,
{ I hope to mect nbove:
And often for them am I praying,
Thoe children whom I love.

[ know that they are sometimes naughty,
Ay, more than I can tell;

And yet I trust to sec in heaven
Tliosc whom I love 8o well.

I do believo the Lord did bring them
To hear life-words from me:

And oh, dear Master, malce me [nithful
And truo to them and Thee!

Whatever snares, temptations, trials,
They may meet in their day,

Do Thou befriend them, loving Saviour,
And guard them on their way.

When lineeling down, they've in Thy presence
Their evening prayer begun,

May-be with tearful eye confessing
"The wrong things they have done.

They'll know Thou wilt for them be pleading:
Before the throue on high,

And that for Thy sake they're forgiven,
Wlio for thoso 8ins didst die.

And now I ask, O herveuly I'ather!
That those I'm culling mina—

The children by Thy grace I'm teaching—
May ono and all be Thine.

Fil'd with the Spirit, holy vessels
Muy they becomae far I'hee ;
[l)lmwo 'hee here, nnd do 'l‘lxcu porvico
Throughout cternity. It 1L W
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Humble Missionaries.

=) HOULD you know where to find tho
A Alps on your map of Furope, Marion ?

Oh yos ! I romembor reading in my

“ Bir, will yon pleaso to bay any rings, or
goals, or trinkets ?''
| ¢ Madam, will you look at somo pieces of
gilk, or lace, or veils ? I ean offor thom cheap.”
If asked, ¢* Have you anything elso ?'' the
strangor would answer ‘* Yes, I havo a troasuro

geography that the Alps are a rango | far more valuable than prccious stones, which

of mountains so high that oven in summeor-

timo the tops of
gome of them
are covered with
8DOW.

Youare right,
dear, but here
and there in the
midst of those
lofty mountains
aro pleasant val-
leys,where corn
and vines grow.
These valleys
wore, for hun-

dreds of years,
the homes and
hiding-places of
the Vaudois
Christians.

The times in
which theylived
were dark and
sad, but those
poor people
loved and wor-
shipped  God,
when as far as
we know, al-
most overybody
else in Europe
bad given up
tho pure word
of God.

Many of the
Vaudois became
packmen or ped-

lars; but their objeot in doing so was not
only to sell the protty things thoy mado,
but to carry tho word of God to thoso
who perchance had nover seen it in thoir

lives.

Bometimes they wero allowed lo onlor tho '
castle of a baron, then some such convorsation
a8 the following often took placo :

K

Tho Vuudois Valloys.

| I will shew you if you will not betray me to

tho pricsts.”

A promiso be-
ing given, the
visitor  would
take out his
Now Testament,
which had been
translated into
Fronch for the
use of those
who did not un-
derstand Latin,
and road or re-
peat portions,
and if any of
the hearorswere
interested and
wanted to know
more, the man
seldom went
away  without
loaving at least
a portion of his
precious book.

Wo may be
quite sure that
God was with
those humble,
oarnest mission-
aries, and that
tho  precious
geed thoy car-
riod was, by His

graco, caused
to tuke root in
many  hearts,

and to boar fruit to Ilis praise and glory.
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HE KNOWS BEST.

[T children
of n Sunday
school were
| once talen
A by their
tonchers a
S| fow miles
into the
| country, to
|| epend the
| day in the
green fields
%| and under
&l theshadeof
8| protty wav-
| ing troos.

@ On roach-
A% ing  their

~ destination,
however, the sky quickly became overcast,
and rain, at last, poured down, very dis-
appointingly, until the ovening, when a short
time of sunshine, and a beauntiful sunset,
closed the day.

“I have been wondering so much,’”’ said
one tired little girl, as sho gladly prepared for
bed, ** how it is that we
havo had such a very
wet day, when father
asked God this morning
lo give the children a
nice, fine one, if it
was His will ; but the
thought struck me, that,
very likely, just at the
same time, a lot of
other people were pray-
ing for rain, because
the ground was 8o dry
and hot, and that is
how it is that {he Lord
sent both, I oxpect.”’ |
And this conolusion
quite settled the matter
in the child’s mind.

Happy indeed are
they, whether young
or old, who can rest

quietly on the perfect love and tho perfect
wisdom of God their I'ather at all times.
He can make no mistakes. ¢ He dooth all
things well.”” Perhaps some little child
who may read this is suffering from pain
or illness. May not that pain or weak-
ness have been sent by God for your great
good—to make you think, to make you come
to Him for help—for relief—for strength to
bear it ? ‘I am the Lord that healeth thee "
is one of the many kind and gracious names
which the good Lord Jesus bears; but above
all bealing for the body, He is the One, and
the only One, who can save and heal the soul.
Has your soul ever been healed by the great
Physician ?

Or, another poor little child may have lost
its dear father or mother, and may, at times,
wonder, very sadly, iwhy he or she has been
taken from it.

The Lord has promised to be a ¢ Iather to
the fatherless ;" and has also said, so kindly,
¢ As one whom his mother comfortoth, so will
I comfort you ;"' and would not suck comfort
be like bright sunshine coming after a heavy
rain of sorrow, if only every little one were
enjoying it ?

Oh, dear children, do go straight to the
Lord Jesus in every trouble or trial (for oven
children have many,
as well as grown-up
people); run to Him, as
to a kind I'athor, for
everything you need, and
belicve that HHe does
really know best, and
will do the very best for
you, although you may
| not at all times be
=== able to think 8o, or to

understand why He has
~ seon fit to do this thing,
|' or has not secn fit to
§ do that thing, which,
{| perhaps, you have becn
0 praying for vory oarn-
+| estly. Ile loves you,and
Wl wants your love in re-
A Ml turn ; and can you help

loving so kind, so good
a Friend ?
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Ob, may He Himeolf make you to ‘* Sock
Jirst tho kingdom of Qod and bis rightcous-
noes, and all thoso things ahall bo added unto
you." (Matt. vi. 88.) L. G.

A FUNERAL AT SEA.

(Concluded from page 54.)

Henry was a smart lad, and belonged to
the mizon tops, and, quite in tho ordinary
way, ho was sent aloft, to assist in furling one
of tho after-sails, which ho had often done
beforo; but this time, ho had not noarly so-
cured the sail, whon ho missod his hold, and
came tumbling on to the deck with a crash.
The men who were near ran to pick him up,
but stood, overawed, as they viowed the life-
loss body of Heury, his brains being scat-
tered about the deck. A grating was brought,
tho body laid upon it, and thon taken forward
lo tho sick bay, for the doctor’s examination ;
but, oh! his soul had gone—and where ?
Do pot lay aside this book, without asking
yourself, * If this bad been ay case, wHERE
WOULD MY SOUL BE Now ?”’

As onr ship was not going into harbour for
some little time, the burial was to take place
at sea, and I am sure you would like to know
bow this is done.

The hammock in which Henry had slept is
got roady, and the body, dressed in a white
summer dress, i8 laid upon it, with two shots
at the feet, to sink the body in tho water,and
tho whole is sewn up by tho sail-maker.
The Upion Jack is used as a pall over tho
grating.

On the morning of tho funeral, the ship
was hovo to, or stopped. Tho bell is tolled,
a8 on shoro, tho deconsed’s messmates being
the mourners and bearors. The grating on
which the body was lnid is generally carried
under-hand, while tho Barial Borvico is being
read by tho chaplain, until they arrive at the
gangway (the place of cntry). The grating
is thon laid on the deck, with tho feet point-
ing towards the wator, tho sorvice going on,
antil those solomn words occur, * Ashes to
nshes.” (The service at sea roads, “ Wo
commit his body to tho deop.””) Then tho
grating is lifted up to a slanting position,
aod tho body slides off into tho water,

thoro to await till tho ‘““soa gives up tho
dond."

The sorvice being concluded, and the boll
stopped tolling, tho flags and grating are put
away, and the sbhrill pipo calls tho watch to
its usual duty; tho yards aro braced to tho
wind, and then on sho speeds again through
tho wator, and there is only his cmpty
placo, and his effects, to remind us of the
departed.

Tho clothos, and all that belonged to him,
aro soon gathered togethor, and in tho even-
ing, when work is done, an aoction is hold,
and if tho boy or man wore gonerally liked in
the ship, or if he had bhelped to koep his
mother, the bids run very high for oven a vory
trifling articlo, because the money is sent ¢
tho beroaved mother with tho sad news of tho
death.

I havo often thought what a comfort it
would bave been to his dear mother, if somo
one could have sent her a cheering lino, tell-
ing ler of the bright and happy prospect of
ber son, if he had only confessed the namo of
Jesus. Such was the case of one young man
whom I knew, and the happy response was
sent by his mother to the seaman who wroto
to Ler, for her joy was full, having heard that
her boy was saved ere called away. She could
but look forward to that happy moeting, when
Joesus shall come, and call all His loved onos,
both the dead and tho living, to meet Him in
tho air; the doad raised, the living changed,
all aro caught ap to moot Jesus, face to face,
whom they had nover seon before; . ... to bo
presented faultless beforo the presence of His
glory with cxceoding joy; and pnow—thrico
happy prospect ! —to go no more out {from His
presenco. Oh, what do you think of this?
Josus is going to have His full joy, when He
ghall see of the travail of His soul. Ho can,
and will, joy in this great salvation. Ilero I
ropoat what is written to all believors:

“ Now unto him that is able to keop you
from falling, and to presont you faultloss bo-
foro tho prosonce of his glory with oxceoding
joy; to tho only wise God, our Saviour, bo
glory and majcsty, dominion and power, both

now and over. Amon."” (Judo 24.)
J. D.

———— e
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May I Spend a Farthing
To-Night ?

" UCH was the question I heard one night

a8 I was going homoe in a tram ear,

“®») from a little boy who was seated on

the lap of his grandma ; they had been

visiting some friends and were returning
home.

The child had bad some halfpence given to
him by his aunts, and now, though tired and
nenrly falling asleop, his first inquiry was,

“ May I spend my money now ?"

To which bis grandma replied, ‘“ We cannot
get out of the tram now ; wait until you get
home, and then we will see."’

* But can I spend a halfponny now 2"

R,

“You should wait, and ask mamma,’’ was
the reply.
“ Well, may I spend a farthing to-night

then,’” he said.

This set me thinking, that ti7s child was but
the likeness of most of us—we warct pleasure
now, or rather we crave after something that
does not really satisfy, but only lasts for a
moment and then vanishes away. I also felt
very glad and thankful that-God bhas given to
all who love the Lord Josus Christ everlasting
pleasures, joys that never end, enjoyments
which only cause us to drink deeper of that
deep, deep well of love which can never be
omptied, which will never run dry, but which
overflows in rich blessing to whosoever will
drink, and that makes us think of that,
beautiful hymn that says—

*“ Ilow good is the God we adore,
Our faithful, unchangeablo Friend ;
Whose love is as great as His power,
And knows neither measure nor end !"”

J. D.

The Late Earthquake in
England

UGHT to remind us of what our Lord
9 said would take place bofore His
{Q coming again—among other things,

¢ Barthquakes in divers places.” It
was stated at tho time, that, in a cortain
town in Essex, quite & panic took place at tho
National School among the girls, who woro at

their lessons in tho school-room on the first
floor. As soon as thoy felt the shock, they
rushed, pell-mell, for the stairs, the consc-
quencs being that several of them fell, and
others tumbled over them.

Bat how thankful they ought all to have
been that the door had been left open, and so
they all escaped, without any being fatally in-
jured. In a gontleman’s houso, in another
part, a large piece of chimney fell throngh
the roof into a bath, which had just been used
by two school-boys, home for their holidays.
It is to be hoped that they were thankful for
their escape. At the school-house, in anothor
place, tho children, 140 in number, had a
narrow escape, the building being partinlly
unroofed, the falling bricks and tiles cansing
the utmost terror among them ; but the master,
with great presence of mind, ran to the dour
a8 they crowded out, and commanded them to
return to their seats, until they could leave
the building in an orderly manneor.

In Isaiab xxviii., before the prophet spean
of the terrible destruction of proud sinners,
he points to Zion, and rominds God's people
what a firm foundntion they have to rest
upon, like that of their royal fortress; and
we Lnow from the New Testamont, that the
‘“gtone'’ there spoken of is the *‘liviny,
loving Saviour.” ¢ Ho that believeth [or,
trustet] shall not make haste’ (that is, shall
have no cause to lee—no reason for shame or
fear). In 1 Peter ii. 6 it is—‘“and he that
believeth on him shall not be put to shame."

I pray that every one of yon, my young
friends, who read this little piece may be able
to say from tho heart, if you have not said as
much before—

I flee to Thee to hide me;
I have no hope, no plea,
Save only that ‘Thou lovest
Poor guilty ones like me.

I know that I am sintul,
Deserving naught from Thee

And yet, O Lord, I trust Thee,
Lor Thou hast died for me.”

R. H. W.
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DoT's GORNER.
Dear LitTLE IFrRIENDS,

I have been reading a good deal latterly
of God's gracions dealings with the children
of Israel. He had heard the bitter cry of
His people in Igypt. He saw the hard
bondage which the Iigyptians inflicted upon
them, and, by the hand of Moses and
Aaron, delivered them. In all His dealings I
notice how much His thoughts are upon the
little ones. When Pharaoh bade DBloses take
all the men, and leave their wives and little
ones behind them, he stedfastly refused ; all
must go—*‘ not a hoof be left behind’’ even.
Just let me say to fathers and mothers who
may read my corner-pieces, what a word of
encouragement is this! Are you going to
heaven, to be with the Lord, and are the
little ones to be left behind? It is ‘ thou
and thy house" that the Lord wants.

Well, when the Israelites came near to
Canaan, chosen men were sent to search the
land, and report upon it. This they did. But
while unbelief spoke evilly of the land, and
measured the giants by their own strength,
Caleb and Joshua brought a good report of
the land, and said, If the Lord delight in us,
He will bring us into the land, which is flow-
ing with milk and honey. As for the giants,
what were they in the sight of the Lord ?
When unbelief said, The Lord has brought us
into the wilderness to destroy us and our
little ones, Jehovah said, Not one of those
who disbelieved shall enter the land; and as
for the little ones, I will bring them in; and
He did so. Thus, as the apostle says in He-
brews, we see they could not enter in because
of their unbelief. Notwithstanding the grapes
of Eshcol, and the figs, and the pomegranates
which the men brought as evidences of tho
richness of the land of Canaan, many be-
lieved the evil report. 8o they had to stay in
the wilderness till all the men of war died,
and until all the little ones, whom God was
cherishing with a I'ather’s caro, were able to
go in, and possess the good land promised to
their fathers, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob.,

All this is but o faint picture of God’'s deal-
ings with us. Lot me remind you of the
‘ old story.” DBefore even a little ono could

entor this ‘‘better land ''— heoaven itself—
Jesus must die—the spotless Lamb—to atone
for sin, and open & way. This He did, and
God raised Him from the dead, and, as Peter
says, ‘‘ the gospel is preached with the IJoly
Ghost sent down from heaven'’—and brought
a report of the land. Beloved young readers,
have you believed that report ? God speaks,
and faith bows, believes that God is true.
The difficulties that beset the young espe-
cially, seem as giants to be overcome. But
God is faithfal, and will not allow the feeblest
of His little ones to be cast down. So take
courage, such of you as have believed in the
name of Christ; His name is a shield and a
tower of refuge to such as trust in Him. I
give out these thoughts to such of you as
“ think on these things,’” that you might be
helped in your readings and meditations,
especially when I see around me so many
who were little ones once, and learned about
Jesus and His love, in the Sunday School ;
but, alas | when they have left, by their ways,
seem to have forgotten all about it. Many, I
am glad to say, do carry the savour yet, and
in their turn tell other little ones the good
report of the land. To the believer the
words of His mouth are sweeter than were
Ishcol grapes, and figs, and pomegranates to
the thirsty children of Israel when in the
wilderness. May they be so increasingly to
my young readers.

I conclude my letter with the words of a dear
old Christian, who has just gone home. He
said, ‘I have heard a good report of the land,
and I believed it; and now I am going to
gee it."”

I commend you to the Lord's gracious
keeping.

Your affectionate friend,
Dor.
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A MISSIONARY STORY.

E arp veory glad to learn that
thero has Iately returned to Eng-
land, from the Now Ilebrides,
in the South Pacific Ocean, n

missionary, by name Paton, who, twonty-six
yenrs ago, landed at Tana, with a young wife
and child, but without servant or attondant of
any kind. He could not spenk a word of the
language of the npatives, who were naked
savages, and, worse still, cannibals. In the
first year be had to nurse those dearest to him
tbrough a terrible illness, only to see them
die, and for them, with bis own hands, to
make a coffin and a grave.

At the end of four years there were a hun-
dred and fifty regular attendants at the place
of meeting for worship, and about half that
number went daily to the schools, which the
nalives had built for themselves. But only a
few of the vast population were friendly.
Again and again the missionary’s life, and the
lives of those who tried to help him, were
threntened. A native teacher was murdered,
another's death was caused by ill-treatment,
and other violence was done. At last the
missionary's home was wrecked, and Le only
escaped with his life. It was years beforec a
white man dared again go to Tana.

From Tana Mr. Paton went to Australia,
whore ho raised £5,000. With this he bought
a mission ship, and, returning to Iingland, he
got several other missionaries to join him, and
wout back to the New Hebrides. This time
ho lunded at Aniwn, agnin withont knowing a
word of the language, for that of Tuna was of
no uso to him. Within eight years the on-
tire population of three hundred had become
Christiuns. Last year thoy sent out seven
native* missionaries to another island. At
evory placo at which he called in the mission
ghip, as well as, of course, nt Aniwa, Mr.,
Pualou proseuntod tho natives with u little bag
of maize, toaching thom, by signs, how to
plant it. In a fow yours the cultivation of
muizo oxtended through thoe outire group of
inlande.  With Obristiuvity, they took to the
wouring of clotbow, und tho using of cooking:
puts, aud othor things.

But it was tho water supply that wes the
moans of convorting tho people of Aniwa to
Clristinnity, and this was brought about in u
curions mapner. The want of water was a
terrible secourge when Mr. Paton arrived, and
it at last occurred to him to sink a well in his
own back garden, hoping at the level of the
son to got water. The people, never having
seen a well in their lives, came to the conclu-
sion that the missionary muost be quite mad,
and imagining the world upside down, indeed,
to think of digging for water into the dry
earth. Ivery day they gathered round, and
watched him dig. At last the old chief spoke.
“You must be mad, missi,”" he said; * rain
comes from the clouds here, it does not rise
from the earth.” Day after duy went by, but
at last, at thirty feet deep—Ilo! there was a
spring of fresh water, which has ever since
supplied the island.

The chief gathered his people about him,
and said, ¢ We thought the missi mad, when
he said he would go down to the earth, and
fiod rain; but he has wrought and prayed
till God bas given it to him. Now, as
there was water in the earth beneath, so do I
believe there is a God in the skies above;
and as the Missi has removed the earth, and
we have seen the waler, so do I feel thut
death will remove the mist which is bofure our
eyes, and we shall see God. Bring out the
idols, and let us destroy them."

Now, through the self-sacrificing labours of
this faithful missionary, these poor people
know what it is to ‘ drink of the water of
life,” und many a one with spiritual thirst can
now sing—

“ I henrd the voice of Jesus say,
* Behold, I freely give
‘Tho living water; tlhirsty one,
Stoop down, and diiuk, and live.’

I came to Jesus, and I drank
Or that life-giving strenm ;

My thirst was quench'd, my soul revived
And now I live in Him."”

R. H. W,
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A Blessed Knowledge.

YOUTH of fifteen one day asked me for
a tract which spake of tho finished
£ work of Christ. As I handed it to
him, I said, There is nothing to pay
or to do for salvation, is there ?

““ No, thank the Lord, sir, there is not, He
has paid it all.”

0, do you know tho Lord then,"” I enquired,
for the boy's manner struck me.

“ Yes, sir, I do.”

¢ And how long have you known Him ?*

“ I have known Him only about ten months,
I am sorry to say; but I have known enough
of Him in that time, to desire to serve Him all
the rest of my life."

Bidding the lad good-bye, my heart rose in
prayer that his desire may indeed Yo granted,
and that he might be a bright light for the
Lord Jesus.

I didn't ask you for a Half-
penny, did I?

FRIEND of mine who was often away
from his home for long periods,

o noticed on his return that his

youngest boy, a bright little fellow
aliout four years of age, would ran and kiss
bis auntie whenever she came in to see them ;
and then, in his winning way, would say,
‘* Auntie, give me a halfpenny,” which he was
sure to get with another kiss.

His father was much displeased at his
boy's behaviour, and talked to him kindly
nbout it, gently chiding him, and shewing
him how rude it was to be constantly asking
his aunt for money. DBut mamma and auntie
could not see any fault in Ernie (for that was
his name), and said it was only child-like.

His father said, ‘* I cannot ullow a child of
mine to be a beggar, I always give him half-
pence;’’ and he told his dear boy not to give
him reason to speak about it again, expressly
forbidding him to ask for money of either aunt
or any one else. ‘' Do you understand e ?"'

‘“ Yes, da,” said LErnie, **I will not ask
again.”

Time went on, and auntie left ; and on
the occasion of her next visit, Ernie ran at
once for his fond kiss, and almost bofore ho

could think, the words were just coming out,
whon his father's voice stopped him, and
callod to his romembranco his promise.

However, he was soon seated on the lap of
auntie, and while she played with his pretty
curls, he held up both his hands, and looking
intently at her with such wistful eyes, as he
said, ‘*“I did not ask you for a halfpennoy, did I
auntie ?'' which set tbhem all laughing, and
called forth his father's diepleasure again.

The time soon came for the father to leave
his home for a few months again, during
which time he received some pretty letters
from his boys, and in his answers reminded
Ernie not to practise his naughty habit duriog
his absence. The time flew by, and as the
family were once more assembled, little
Ernie, having grown a big boy, was enjoying
gitting on 'his father's knee, where he had
been playing hobby horse, his bright eyes
sparkled, and he exclaimed, ¢ Da, did you
spend all your money at Portemouth ?"’

“No, Ernie,” said his father ; ¢ why ?"

¢“Yon did not give me any,’ he replied.

This was really too much for bis father ; he
Liad to laugh outright at tho repeated query of
his son.

This brings to my mind a beautiful promise
Gop has made to Hrs children.

‘“ Asx and it sHaLL be given you :
SERK and ye snaLL find :
Kx~ock and it smaALL be opened uato you."

J.D.

A Little Child—One of Many.

'r IKE a flake of snow, midst a inyriad more,

@ Or a grain of sand on the boundless

shore,

Or a living leaf on a spreading tree,
Or a single drop from the mighty sea,
Or a bLlade of grass in the verdunt field,
Or a little lamb to nurse and shield,
Or u tiny bud, or an openiny (lowoer,
Or a space of time in the passing hour,
Or o little star in the spangled sky,
Or a ray of light to please the oye,
Or the first binght glenm of early dawn
T'hat hails the birth of another morn,
Or a mine of wealth, or a boundless store.
Words fuil ! nll these twico told and marve.

\W. 1.
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« Out of the Mouth of Babes."

YXWO very littlo sisters wore one day
D) pormg.togetb.er over some DBible pic-
J' tures, in their cosy nursery. ‘ Ob,
look,”” said one of them, ‘there’s
that dood man, Don the Baptist; nod, don’t
you 'member, how the naughty, wicked king
sent some soldiers to the p'isson, nnd cot off
his head ?"

* Oh, yes,"” said the other little ono, in a
sad tono of voice. ¢ Poor Don the Baptist!
Bat I do wonder what ho did without his
head when he dot to heaven!"

“ Why, dear,” replied her sister, in somo
sarprise, ‘** Dod would
dive him a new one,
or else pat his old one
on aden—of tourse he
would ; for, don't you
know bhow, when my
dear dolly Katy's head
dot b’oken, and I eried
8o, dat papa dot a new
one for her alectly, and
made her tite well
aden; 8o, of tourse,
Dod wonld mend Don
the Baptist's head, I'm
sure."

Her little sister was
equally sure of the
fact; so both turned
contentedly to the next
picture.

Some time after, one
of these dear little
ones was seen nursing the favourito doll
which her kind father had made ‘*well
again’’ for ber, and was overbeard by ber
nurse to say, as she looked into its face with
foond anxiety, ¢ Does 'oo love the dear Lord
Deans, Katy ? betause my other Katy did."

Perhaps some older children may feel in-
clined to smile at the childish words of these
little opes, and think, Why, I know much
better than that; of coarse, a doll is only a
dead plaything, and can neither hear nor love
snybody. What silly idoas these children
bad. Not so; many who fancy themeselves
wiger, and moro sensible, might, with ndvan-

tage, learn lossons of theso bahes. Ilemem-
ber, it was the Lord Josus Himself who. when
upon carth, said, ‘I thank thee, O Father,
Lord of heaven and earth, because thou hast
hid these thiogs from the wise and prudent,
nod host revealed them unto babes.”” (Matt.
xi. 25.) This tiny child loved her doll as if
it had been a real, live person; and she also
herself felt love in her baby heart for the Lord
Jesus, nnd she longed to know if the one who
was her daily companion and playmate loved
the same ILord.

Let me ask each one of you, dear little
renders, Have you over once in your lives felt
anxious to know if those who are near and
dear to yon love the Lord Jesus? But then,
first of all, do you love
Him at all yourself?
Is He very precious
to your heart—so pre-
cions, 8o good to you,
that you feel as if you
maust say to everybody,
a8 tho psalmist did,
*Oh, taste and see that
| the Lord is good ?"
JJas it ever been
=] with you asit was with
Andrew, in the first of
John's Gospel, who,
when he had seen
Jesus, and felt con-
struined to follow Him,
went first of all, and
found his own brother,
Peter, and brought him
also to Christ. Andresw,
yonsee,wasnotcontent
with being happy, and knowing the Lord
himsolf, but he directly wanted others, and
ospecially those who ware near and dear to
him, to know and love the Lord too.

E. G.
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GIANTS AND GIANT-KILLERS.

OW, chil-
dren,what
is it to be
this after-
pnoon ?shall
I tell you
M a tale of
# tho olden
{ times ?
“Obyes,
pleasedo,”
the little
listeners
exclnim,
whocrowd
‘' arouud the
old man,ns
be seats
bimself

under the spreading
branches of the old
elm-tree, that shades
tbe cottage from the
sultry summer sun.

He bhas laid his bat
and stick beside him
on the bank, while
two or three of his
little friends press
closer to his side,
eager for tbe coming
tale.

* Would yon like to
hiesr a very wonderful
story, about giants
and their cnstles 2"’

““ That we should ;
but will it be about
real live giants ?"'

“Yes, real
giants ; and abont
yiant-killers too. 1
want to tell you one
of the beantiful stories =
from Bible lands, and Tl
to instruect you as well l TR
as to afford you
amusement.’’

live

“ Under the Lrauches of the old Blim Trre.*'

Between Egypt and Palestine is the Great
Desort, which is an immonse plain witbout a
tree to shelter tbe poor traveller from the rays
of the scorching sun. Here is the land of the
most [amous giants that over were seen upon
the carth eince the great deluge. Tbey were
wighty warriors, and were the terror of the
nations round about them.

Tbese giants, instead of being noble, and
men of honour, nod using their great streogth
in deeds of kindness, and to tbe glory of Him
wbo gave tbem life, and bestowed upon them
strength of limb and sinew, were very wicked
men, tond of oppressing their weaker neigh-
bours, and destroying their property, and
either killed or made slaves of those whom
they conquered.

It is tfull four thousand years ago since
these giants were possessors of this rich and
beautitul country. The pname of the place
was then, and for a long time after, called
Basban

One side of the descrt was open and
exposed to the law-
less tribe of robbers,
who were the de-
scendants of Ishmael
(Abrabam's son, nnd
whosoe mother's name
was Hugar), who fre-
quently ravaged the
country in barvest
time,and carried away
the rich crops of the
inhabitants. Theother
part was full of rocks
and what are called
mountain - fastnesses,
where, in times of war
aud when in danger,
the people could flee
for refuge, and be
safe from the pursuits
of all their enemies.

The rocks, too, were
tbe hives of the in-
dustrious bees, which,
unlike those of our
own country,deposited
their honey in the
crevioes of the rook in
such abundance that it
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was found flowing down on every hand;
and when you remember that the luxuriant
pasturage afforded such nbundance of food for
kine (or milking cows), you will understand
the meaning of God's promise to Moses,
when e said He would bring the children of
Israel into a land flowing with milk and
boney. (Ex. iii. 8.)

If you will turn over your Bibles, and look
at the 82nd chapter of Deuterovomy (verses
18 and 14), you will sce it speaks of the
abundance that was found.

‘“ He made him ride on the high places of the
carth, that he might eat the increase of the fields ;
and he made him to suck honey out of the rock,
and oil ont of the flinty rock ; butter of kine, and
milk of sheep, with fat of lambs, and rams of the
breed of Bashau, and goats, with the fat of kidneys
of wheat, and thou didst drink the pure blood of
the grape.”

But to return to the giants. Deuteronomy
iii. 11, we read of Og, and from what Moses
says of him—** For only Og, king of Basban,
remained of the remnant of giants,”’ I suppose
be was the last real giant, and was a mighty
man reigning over a mighty people. They
lived in cities sixty in pnumber, fenced with
bigh walls and gates and brazen bars, besides
baving a great many walled towns. Their
cities were strongholds, and so lofty were the
enclosures, that they were spoken of as being
““walled up to heaven.”

We read in Genesis vi. that ‘ there were
giants "’ in the early history of the earth,
mighty men, and men of renown, whom God
swept away by the waters of the flood because
of their wickedness, for it was very great.

After the flood (see Gen. x. 8, 9), mighty
men are again spoken of, the first of whom
was Nimrod, a mighty hunter. He was the
grandson of Ham, the second son of Noah.
The name of the fourth son of Ham wasa
Canaan, whose descendants, after the con-
fusion of tongues at the building of the tower
of Babel, peopled the land, afterwards known
as Canaan, or the land of the Canaanites.

In course of time the God who saved their
fatbers in so wonderfol a manner, preserving
them through the waters of the flood, was
forgotten, they allowed Satan to turn their
bearts right away from Him.

Their wickedness was so great, that the

Lord said He would destroy them ; hnt being
slow to anger, He bore with them in patience,
giving them timo for repentance, but they
only grew worse and worse, and He gave
them up to the sword.

(To be Continued.)

THE HOLLY ANDP THE ROSE.
@ NE day I pass'd a lovely scene.

PLINS § Wilere many a tloweret grows ;
w And side by side with a holly green,
Was a beautiful damask rosc.
It was a strange and curious sight,
In o warm and sunny clime,
To see the holly with berries bright.
As though it were winter time.

The rose was blooming bright and gay,
Bedeclk'd with many a thorn;

And to the holly it seem'd to say,
With a blush of indignant scorn—

“You seem to me with your berries red, |
Like a song that is out of tune:
How dare you shew your wintry head
In the middle of sunny June?

*Why does the master let you live

So near to my fragrant bloomn ?
Your leaves no pleasant odours give,

Your berries have no perfume.

“I{ must be but a wanton whim,
To suffer you to nbide—
Yon look so very demure and prim,
With roses on every side !

*“ You bring the future before my eyes
In a sad and dismal form ;
You savour aloue of cloudy skies,
And the heavy pelting storm.”

The holly’s face was rather red,
And his bristly leaves nrose ;
And seriously he shook his head,
As he spako to his Cousin Rose:—

* Your words do not my anger rouse,
Your blossoms are sweet and fuir :
The brightest berries upon my boughs
With you can never compiare.

*"I'is very well while the wild-bee hums.
And tho soft sweet breezes blow :
What'll you do when the winter comes
With 1ts biting frost and snow ?
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* You seem to me, most lovely flower,
Like many a thing in the world,
Which pleases for a passiog hour,
And then to the dust is hurl'd.

‘** The frost that makes you hang your head,
And hurries you to the tomb,
Just helps to make my berries red,
To brighten the winter's gloom.

“ The master is pleased to let me grow,
To gladden the winter dim—
And whether in sunshine or in snow,
I want to blossom for him.”

And one who has tasted of JJesus' grace,
Has pleasure and wealth above,

He’ll always find in the lowly place
Occasions for grace and love.

His spirit is free—his heart is light,
Whatever may be the scene,

His branch is strong, his berries bright,
And his leaves are always green.

A Child in the midst of them.

(;\frAVE you ever, dear children, read
with attention the following two

J(L‘f verses, or thought seriously about
them ? ¢ And Jesus called a little

child unto him, and set him in the midst
of them, and said, Verily, I say unto you,
Except ye be converted, and become as little
children, ye shall not enter into the kingdom
of heaven.” (Matt. xviii. 2, 8.) Do just no-
tice how in this one chapter the word
¢ little "’ occurs no fewer than seven times—
‘“little child,” ¢‘little children,’ * little ones."
Why little ? Because, surely, the spirit of a
very little child is that of simple faith, perfect
trustfulness, and utter helplessness and de-
pendence ; like two little ones of whom
I bhave heard, who were 8o sure that if
their father was so able and willing to do
whatever they wanted done, how much more
would God do all that was needed—all
that was right and good. Do you remember
how the Lord Jesus spoke of the Gentile
centurion's faith as being ‘¢ great,’” becnuso
he, too, so simply and fully believed in the
almighty power of Christ as the Son of God,
that be said, if he himself, as a mere man,
oonld order his servants hither and thither,
and bo insiantly obeyed, how much more

could Christ ‘“speak the word only, and his
gervant should be healed !"

Are you willing, dear girls and boys, to be-
come as ‘“little children’’ in God's sight,
wholly dependent upon Him for salvation, or
for teaching, utterly helpless, and unable
even to walk uprightly without His aid ?

Imagine for a moment what kind of child
it was whom the Lord Jesus called unto Him,
and set in the midst of His disciples and
others, to teach them a lesson of humility.
It was not a big, self-important boy, who had
grown so wonderfully wise in his own eyes as
to know far Dbetter about everything than
either his father or mother! Nor was it a
vain, conceited little girl, who may now and
again be met with in our day, who hopes that
everybody will consider her ‘‘a grown-up
young lady "’ long befure she has reanlly pussed
out of childhood, and who spesks loftily of
her younger brothers and sisters as ‘‘ the
children,” as if that were a term of reproach.
No; you may be sure it was not either of
those sorts of children, for nothing good could
belearned from their spirit or manner. 1t would
most certainly have been a little child who
would, on being called, run eagerly to the
knees of the blessed Saviour, and who would
look up into His loving face with wide-open,
trustful eyes, drinking in His every word,
humbly, simply, believingly.

Only those who are led by God's grace to
become of this lowly, teachable, childlike
spirit shall ever enter into the kingdom of
heaven. Oh, never forget that solemn word !
—Christ’s own word, spoken as much to you
now as to those standing around Him then.
Also His closing words of inexpressible ten-
derness, ‘“ Iiven so it is not the will of your
Father which is in heaven that one of these
little ones should perish.”
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Dor’'s GORNER.

My pear LITTLRE FRIENDS,

I was reminded, not long eince, of how
pleasant it is to be able to help any one who
is in trouble or distross, especially when it
happens to be one who is enfeebled by dis-
ense and age, or olse a child of tender yoars.
Well, it was a caso of the latter—a girl that I
gaw in trouble at a railway station in London.

It appears she had been tempted, by a chenp
excurgion, to come to London, to see her
sister, and, in order to do this, she had to go
across London, after leaving the excursion
train. This she had managed very well in
the morning, and spent a happy day with her
sister, at King's Cross. No doubt they had
each much to hear and tell of—news that was
mutually interesting to them, and perhaps
they did not watch the clock sufficiently ; for,
in meeting friends thus, that have not met for"
months—perhaps years—there is a great ten-
dency to linger in each other’s company,
giving the last loving messages for the friends
at home.

However, she had either not allowed time
enough to get back ‘to her train, as it left in
the evening for the country, or else the trains
were behindbhand by which she travelled across
London. Bat at the station where I met
this little girl, waiting to be conveyed home,
she was a very long way from where she
wished to go, and it was evident that the ex-
cursion train would start back long before she
would be able to join it.

She spoke to the porters, but they either
did not understand how she was situated, or
elso did not care if she were in trouble, or
not. Just as I was wondering whatever she
would do, all night, alone, in London, and no-
where to go to, a gentleman standing near un-
dertook to help her, if ho could. Ob, how
glad of a friend the girl was—it was just what
she wanled. Bho knew little or nothing of
London and ite ways, and ull her thoughts
were, how she could get homo that night.
Well, the first thing the geuntleman did was
to find the station-master, und expluin to him
tbe girl’s difliculty; and baviog some one
thus to plead her cause, the station-master

and the inapector looked down the time-table,
to see if they could arrange somehow for the
poor girl, by sending her on by another route.
After studying the time-table, and holding
consnltation together, a plan was decided on,
and the girl was paot icto a train that ran into
the station almost directly after.

But, more than this, they placed her in
charge of the guard of the train, and he was
to explain her difficulty to another official,
when he put her down. I was glad to find
that they took so much trouble with the child,
for I was much pleased with her simple, can-
did way of speaking, and felt much for the
painful position she had been in. I remem-
bered, too, that years ago I myself had been
in a trouble somewhat similar, and knew how
thankful I was for the kindness of friends,
who helped me when I could not help myself.
No doubt, the good God above watched over
me at that time, even as He did over this little
girl, and this, perhaps, is a point we are too
likely to overlook ; but, while thanking those
whom He leads to hold out to us a helping
hand, we should, most of all, raise our hearts
in thanksgiving and praise to Him through
whom all blessings come.

Ob, how difficulties disappear when He nn-
dertakes for us. May you all, dear readers,
learn to run to Him, and trust in Him.

Your affectionate friend,

Dor.

ON THE SEA SHORE.
WAS walking along the beach one day
} When a little girl I saw at play,
Carefully building a castle of sand,
With spade and bucket in her hand.
Just then some music caught her ear,
As though a band were drawing near ;
In ceager glee the child ran off
T'o where the musio sounded forth.
The last strain of the music o'er,
She return'd to the sands to dig once more,
But the cruel waves had roll'd that way,
And her pretty castlo in ruins lay.
This simple story’s a lesson to all,
No Lopes to build on things that may fall ;
Your nflections set on things nbove,
Put all your trust on the rock of Ilis love.
0%
PUBLINHBD AT THB OFFIOE OF “ MY LITTLRH
FRRIEND,” #, PATERNOSTHR BQUARH, LONDON.
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The Children's Treat.

&e D E give, this month, a picture of our

VAW Sunday sobool treat us we had it

N in n gontloeman's park a long way
from London.

It is a vory pleasant thing to have a treat,
and I believe that both scholars and teachers
look forward to the day fixed upon with great
anticipation. The scholars, no doubt, because
they enjoy the day very much—the railway
journey, the swings, and various games that all
join in; then the tea, with plenty of bread and
butter, and cake, the enjoyment of which is
perhaps added to by sitting on the grass while
they partake of it. But the teachers emjoy
the day for different reasons; first, because
they delight to be with their scholars, and to
see them all so happy rambling about at their
hearts' content, and because they have an
opportunity of becoming better acquainted
with their boys and girls.

The hour, or hour and a half on Sundays
does not give much time for knowing the
scholars intimately; but a whole day spent
together in the fields will do more than months
of school life, to make teachers and scholars
better known to each other. The reserve
which is often felt on Sundays is thrown off
even by the most reserved or timid ones when
having a game of ball with teacher; and I trust
that by the bold and unruly ones too, such a
day will not be forgotten, but will cause them
to think there is love active on their behalf,
and that, while teachers love them not a little,
yet it is nothing to the love of Him who sends
teachers forth to care for the young.

Well, the day soon comes to a close, and
the weary ones fall into the rank ready to
commence the homeward journey, or at least
to the station where the train stands waiting,
and in the evening is tho time when teachers
find the most difficulty in keoping oach young
one in his or her right place. Perhaps mastor
Tommy has purchased either a tin whistle or
a penny trumpet, and ho is most anxious to
play it at a time when he ought not ; or a girl
has sach n large bundle of wild flowers to
carry that sho cannot keep pace with tho rest.
These ucd similar instances occur on the way,
bat at last all arrive saflely. Although very

tired, and too full of other thoughts to think
of tho nddross they heard at the park, yot I
trust thoy have it stowed away in their
memory, as we should eay, rendy to bring out
and think over again when the leisure moment
occur, 8o that they may do as the shoep
did, who turned nway from the strange voice
and would follow their own shopherd only.
May they thus learn to know the good Shop-
herd's voice, and follow Him in deod and in
truth,

GIANTS AND GIANT-KILLERS.

(Continued.)

*'*N Genesis xii. 6-7, we read that Abraham,
e~ Wwith bhis family, passed throungh the
J( land of Canaan, and that while there

the Lord appeared to him, and said,
¢ Unto thy seed will I give this land.”

But now ** he remembered his holy promise,
and Abraham his servant. And he brought
forth his people with joy and his chosen with
gladness ; and gave them the land of the
heathen ; and they inherited the labour of the
people. That they might observe his statutes,
and keep his laws.” (Ps. cv. 42—45.)

The country of the Amorites and the
kingdom of Bashan lay in the way of the
march of the Israelites towards their in-
heritance. These kings nnd mighty men
wore, no doubt, very coufident that they could
onsily stop the progress of slaves just come
up from Egypt. But they did not know that
the Lord was with the army of Israel, and
therefore soon found out that a man is not
delivered bocause of his strength. The battle
was the Lord’s, and He made [is people
triumph over all their enomies.

When the giant-king, Og, heard of this host
upon his borders, he and his sons and all
his people gathered thomselves together, and
went out to a place called Iidrei, and thero
fought with the children of Israel,-but wero
overcome and killed. Of this famous battle,
Mosos says,—

“The Lonl said unto me, Fear him not : for I will
deliver him, and all his people, and his land,
into thy hand; and thon shalt do unto him as
thou didst unto Sihou, king of the Amorites, which
dwelt at Heshbon. So the Lord our God deliverad
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into our hands Og also, the king of 3ashan, and

all his peoplo : aml we amoto him until nono was

left to him remaining. And we took all his cities
at that time, thero wns not a city which we took
not from them, threescoru cities, all the region of

Argob, the kingdom of Og in Bashan.” (Deut.

iii. 2-4.)

Mosos gave this portion of tho conquered
land to the balf tribe of Manasseb, ¢ all the
rogion of Argob, with all Bashan, which was
called TaE LAND oF GianTs I'' (Deut. iii. 18.)

Spoaking of this mighty king, Moses agnin
says that, “‘only Oy king of Bashan remained
of the remnant of giants."

To call attention to this pondorous man
Mosoes also tells us, his bedstoad was n bed-
stead of iron ... nine cubits was tbo length
thereof, and four cubits the breadth thereof,
after the cubit of a man. (Deut. iii. 11.)
What he means by that is, by which a man
was mensured, and which is a foot and a half;
so that by English measurement it was 184
feet by G feet, whence yon may see pretty
clearly what his stature must have been.

A sacred cubit is double the longth of the
other, and is that by which the tabernacle
was measured.

I dare say you remember roading about
Goliath, the giant of Gath, whom little David,
the shepherd boy, slew with the stone from
his sling. Well, be was a terror to the mon
of Israel, on account of his great height, but
we read he was only six cubits and & span;
go that he must have been much below tho
stature of the giants of Bashan, and of Og.

About four hundred years aftor Moses, David,
the man after God's own heart, appoars upon
the scone. A youth of ruddy and beautiful
countenance stands talking with his brothers,
who are soldiers in King Saul's army, when
he hears of the Philistine giant, and he
volunteors to fight him. }e smote the lion
and the bear in the wildornoss, and delivered
the trembling lamb. David said the battlo
was the Lord's, annd what wus a giant's
strength worth, then ? David trustod in tho
Lord, and he said the Lord would deliver tho
trembling Israelitos out of tho gianl's hand.

The brave-benrted littlo shepherd-boy went
forth, and you all know tho result—

* And theu the stone went flying
From out the shephord's sling,

And soon the dreaded champion
Lay thero a lifeless thing.
Tho futal stone had enter’d
Deeyp in his massive brain :
And so the pond’rous giant
Was by the shepherd slain.”

About forty years after this, when David
was reigning ovor Israel, and when noarly nll
his onemies were subduod, and after his
victories over the Philistines in the vulloy of
Rophaim, which moans the valley of giants (1
Chron. xiv.), there were yet threc battles to
be fought, in which the sons of Goliath were
slain by David's servants, tho most terrible of
the three being destroyed by David's nephew.
The description of him is givon thus :

“‘And yet again there was war at Gath, where wns &
man of great stature, whoso fingers and toes wero
four and twenty, six on each hand, und six on each
foot, and ho also was the son of tho ginnt. Theso
were born unto the giant in Gath, and they fell by
the hand of David, and by the land of his
servants.” (1 Chron. xx. 6-8.)

Thns Israel’'s enemies wore subdued, and
after David's death, his son Sulomon sat upon
his throne as tho Kinag ur Pkace !

One more giant I wish to speak of, who is
mentioned in the New Testament as ¢ tho
strong man armed,” and that is Satan, the
god of this world, who keeps poor souls in
bondage, and in fear of death; but the
‘“ gtronger man'’ (Jesus) came to savo them,
and this He did by tho sacrifico of Himsell;
all who believe in Him are saved, and saved
fur ever. May my littlo friends bo rendors of
their Bibles, and lovers of their Bibles, and
learn of Jesus,

‘“ Who overcame Satan, and death, and the grave,
And therefore is able and willing to save.”

FRAGMENTS.

>X PEAK kindly, guntly, do not grivve
S A lonely widow's heart ;
&) Thy fresh young mind can scurco conceive
How hard it is Lo part.

EWARE ol tho (latterer's tongna
'9 When he wenves thoo n gorgeous wreall,
Bowaro whon the tempting bait is lung
Lest the poison lurks benonth.

W. I,

CE
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THE WAY IIOME.

HEN you have been at school
nearly all day, and are rather
tired with your lessons, do you
not find it very pleasant to go

home and rest, or act just as your fancy leads

you to do ?

Or even if you have been at a merry game
of play for many hours, at Iast, when weary,
you are very glad to get home, to lie down in
your own soug bed and sleep.

But if at some time, when sick and ill, you
were away from your father's house, and very
anxious to get back to it, suppose you were
to take the wrong road, and be unable to find
it—what then ? I think you would ask the
first person that you met, if he would tell you
the way; and if he could do so, with what
joy you would run down the street or path
that he pointed out; and when your home
was roached, how you would nestlo in your
mother’s arms, and after telling her all the
fears through which you hud passed, would
feel seoure and happy with her. Dear child,
yoa would be very ready to own that ‘‘ there
i8 no place like home."

Bat kind parents may be takon away from
you, the cheerful fireside where you delight
to sit may in a short time be 8o chunged, that
you may know nothing but grief there, in-
stead of the joy that you pow possess.
Perhaps this thought makes you sad; yes,

very likely it may, and as I do not want to
make you unhappy by reading this paper, I
will toll you of a happy, glorious home, which
may, I trust, be yours.

This home 1s heaven. All aro sinners;
God has said that ITe will not allow sin to
cnter heaven, and yet, sinful as yoa are,
there 7s a way by which oven you may most
certainly get there. The Lord Jesus Christ,
God's own beloved Sob, is8 the way, and the
only way. He left that beautiful home in
heaven, came down to this world, and died
on the cross, ¢ the just for the unjust, that be
might bring us to God,” and after rising from
the dead, He went back to His Father's
throne, where He will stay until He comes to
take to Himself all those who love Him. The
blood of Jesus can wash away your every sin,
and make you white and clean in the sight of
God. Then, your sins being put away, you
may be quite sure, at the moment which God
tbinks best, you shall rise to heaven, to be
for ever with the Lord.

‘q“«.\ - @ .t -
‘*1 am the good Shepherd the good
shepherd giveth His life for the shee[)

Johu x. 1
- el ——

— e,
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JOHNRIE AND ETHEL. OR SEEK
AND FIND.

R OME years since, there lived n little boy
)

nnd girl, brother and sister, who were
very, very fond of each other, as of
course all brothers and sisters ought

to be. DBut these children being the middle

ones in a large family, and next in age to each
other, were almost always togother. Day and
night they were not separated, together they
walked and talked, together they played or
worked, together they did everything. In
their childish way—for both were quite young,
The

they would make plans for the future.
little boy was to grow
up to be a great and ¢
good man, who would
preach to people, and
tell them about the
Lord Jesus dying for
sinners, and then the
little girl hoped that

she should always
live with her dear [f]
brother, and keep [}

house for him ; for J4
they were too young [{fi
to know any better,
and they could not
bear the thought of
ever being separated.
But the Lord n His
love and wisdom saw
differently with re-
gard to these two
little ones, and had
made F¢sfutureplans
for them, which,
though sad and try- |
ing at the timo to
them, were full of i
morcy and tender-
noes. ,
Well, tho littlo boy

failed in health, and ] j
gradaslly sigus of
disensoshowed thom- g
selves. For lwo youres |
bo lingered, at first
able to keep abont,and

‘I'hoy were vory fond of cach ollier.

sometimes to join with others in play, but by
degroes ho becamo quite an invalid, and finally
was ‘‘ pul to sleep,” by the ILord Jesus.
Washed from his sins by the precious blood
of Jesus, he was enabled by God's grace
(young ns he was, not quite eight years of
age) to give satisfying proof of his faith in
Curist, and dependence alone upon Him for
salvation. He loved for his sister or others
to sit by his side, and read the word of God
to him, and talk to him ¢ of Jesus and his
love,’’ and of heaven as the home to which he
was fast going. His favourite hymn was that
little one, which no doubt you know very
well, ¢“Oh, what has Jesus done for me!
He pitied me, my Saviour! My sins were
great—His love was
ree! He died for
wme, my Saviour,”
| &c.
4  After the Lord had
taken to Himself the
dear boy, the little
girl felt very lonely,
d and scarcely knew
where to go, or what
to do with herself.
It was true she had
[ other brothers and
I| sisters, but not one
| of them seemed just
=4l then as if they could
it ever be quite the
companlion to her
q that durling Johnnie
{ bad always been.
Wl Sowme were too old
il nod big she thought,
iifif and some too young
nnd little, and she
ik did not feel ut all in
.[“ the mood for play-
| Y ing their babyish
4l gamos with them. So
% U the morning of her
#8 IS littlo brothor's death,
5% { wben all had been
£ U done for him that
@'Se - ) could be dono, and
3 ll the darkooed room
4 hnd boen sbut up
closoly, sho slole in
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quietly with her small Bible in her band, and
took her usual place sitting by his side with
ber hend under the same coverlet,and holding
the oold still band in ber own warm living
ono. Of course, on that morning she only
read silently to bherself, knowing full well
that her dear little brother's spirit had fled
to be for evor with the Lord. Yet though
the child felt the spot to be a solemn and
sacrod one, not a shadow of fear or dread
ontered into her mind, only the Lord Himself
seemed to her to be very present.

Johnnie bad loved Him, and bad now gone
to live with Him, and the little girl knew that
she also loved the same blessed Saviour, and
only wished that she bad been sent for too.

On the evening of the day upon which dear
Johnnie's body bad been committed to tho
ground, till the Lord's coming in the air shall
cause it again to rise, the little girl who had
grown too pale and thoughtful since her great
loss, was sent away with a kind Uncle who
bad no little ones of his own, but who was
very fond of them, to his home in the country,
that the change might brighten her up again.

While staying there she met with these
lines of an old bymn,

¢t Did Jesus once upon thee shine ?

Then Jesus is for ever thine !"

And they made her feel very happy, for
she knew that the Lord Jesus had once
sent the shining light of His love into her
heart, and therefore she could believe the
word that I/e would be hers, and she would
be Kis for ever and ever. Ob, wbat sweet
peace this gave. She wrote home to her
dear mother a very simple cbildish note—
I dare say it was really written in very funny
capital letters, in parts of it at any rate, but
she told mnch of tho joy that was in her
heart, and the causo of it.

Her mother who was a true and bappy
Christian herself, could rejoice in her little
one's joy, and sent back this loving reply,
which perhaps some of you would like to
read :—

“ My oear LiTrLe GinL,

“ No wonder you are happy—it is
enongh to make you so indeed—to believe
that Jesus loves you; it is enough to make
you happy in ovory state or situation, in time
and to all eternity. Yes, my doar ohild,

though a great deal to say, you may believe
on good grounds that Jesus loves you, if you
oan say from your heart that you love Him,
because the word of God says, * We love him
becauss He first loved ns,’ therefore our love
is only tho effect of His love. Oh, my Ethel!
give Him your heart, my child—1Ie only is
worthy of it, and I will bless Him that He has
8o soon drawn your young affections and
warm heart towards Himself. I long to see
you very much! I often think that I miss
your dear little brother more every day, but I
would not bave bim back again. No, I can
say, ‘It is well!’ but I think the time will
come when I shall bless the Lord for taking
bhim, that is what I want to do.”

Now, dear children, may not this loving
mother’s letter, written so many years ango,
speak to you as if it was addressed to you ?
Have you over yet given your young hearts
to the Lord Jesus ? that good Shepherd who
is just as ready and willing to receive little
lambs as He is to receive sboep—for He is
seeking the lost and straying ones, whether
lambs or sheep. The very same Saviour who
streteched out loving arms to welcome the
children who ran eagerly towards Him when
He was upon this earth, is just as pleased
when boys and girls como to Him now by
faith. Though they cannot see Him now with
their eyes, He can see them, and wants them
to belicre in Hiw, and trust FHis word just as
much as if they could /iear Him speaking it,
and really see His face. The little boy of
whom I bavo told you believed on tho Saviour
without seeing Him while down hero, but
now he sees and adores tho ‘“ One whom not
baving seen he loved."” The little girl too,
could not help giving up her heart entirely to
the Lord Jesus while she was very young,
for His great love tu her made her love flow
back to Him again, Ob, that the Lord may
by the power of His Holy Spirit make you
yield up your hearts to Him now, at once
and for ever ; for if nut, Satan and the world
will try bard to get hold of them, and thon
bow miserable you will bo, for none know
what it is to bo really happy, and at poace,
but thoso whose hoarts are given up to the
Lord, and are ruled by llim and kept by
Him. To every child God snys now, give me
thino heart !
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DAN THE MINER.

MINER from the Cornish const
4 Oft lived, both dnly and night,
The earth's fair surface far beneath,
A long way out of sight.

One day when work was laid aside
He left the gloomy mine ;

No object perhaps in roving thus
That ho could well define.

That ovening, wandering throngh the town
He pass'd an open door

Where many people gnther'd there
Within the room he saw.

When from behind a voice he heard,
“ Pray step inside, my friend,
And listen to the living word
Which God in love doth send.”

The miner enter'd, took a seat,
Then trembling gazed around,
Surprised and startled too, that he

In such a place was found.

He know not that a Saviour's love
Had sent him past that way,

That he n blessing from above
Might havo that very day.

He listen’d to the oft told tale
Of God's belovéd Son,

How He at Calvary did prevail,
And slew the evil one.

The preaching done, his heart was won,
And fill'd with joy divine;
He on his way rejoicing went,
For Jesus now to shine.
Next morning he with other men,
With axe and spnde, was found
Quite busy worlding in the mine,
Far underneath the ground.

But watch the miner at his work,
(I mean the one called Dan) ;

What makes him seem so light and gay?
Pray tell me if you can.

Ab! 'tis this new-found joy of his
That makes his heart so glad;

With such a wondrous cnuse for bliss
YWho ever could be sad ?

When suddenly n noise is heard,
Whatever can it be ?

The miners know too well the sound,
And from the pit they flee.

Some earth had fallen on the men
And buried two or three;

Our friend was pussing by just then,
And cover'd too was le.

Soon many willing hands were seen
At work with might and main,

Just where the accident had been,
To set it right again,

They found poor Dan and raised him up,
For he was sadly crush'd ;

All fear'd (and so 1t proved) that he
In death would soon be hush'd.

They stopp'd to listen if he spnle,
While trembling at tho sight ;

He softly whisper'd then, * Thank God
That I was saved last night.”

A Sweet, but Dangerous,
Morsel.

) OT long since I had the pleasure of
~| leaving home for awhile, to enjoy
}"f,{ the fresh, country air, and scenes of
bill and dale, 8o refreshing to a

dweller in towns or cities.

After the absence of a couple of weeks, we
returned to the old home once more, strength-
ened in body, I trust, and ready for the ordi-
nary routine of daily life. A day or two
nfter, our kind mother went to her pantry, in
search of a pot of honey, she remembered to
bave left there, intending to give ms a treat
for tea. She found that the honey bad, un-
intentionally, been left uncovered, and, as she
took down the pot, saw that quite a number of
flies—a dozen, or more—had been to her
honey during our absence; and there they
were, drowned in the nice, but sticky, sweet-
meat.

They little knew the dangerous nature of
that tempting morsel to them, and, while
sipping the boney, found it was impossible to
escape from its power.

I wonder whether you and I, dear reader,
are ever in danger of being like those heed-
less flies, by sipping at the pleasures of this
world, until we find that thoy have gained
such a power over us, that it is impossible to
escapo from them. DBad babits are sometbing
like this, too; we do not think much of them
at first, but, after a time, wben we try to
break them ofl, we aro surprised to find how
Lard it is to give them up. Lot us bewure,
tben, of beginning anytbing tbat our con-
scionces tell us is wrong.
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Dor's CORNER.

Dear LirTLE Friexps,

Sometimes God nses trifling circnmstances
to bring about important events : things that
we may deem of small moment may be, in
His gracious hands, turning-points in our
bistory, making impressions on the heart that
can never be effaced. I remember a little
circumstance in my own case, years ago,
which I did not think much of at the time,
but which made an impression that proved a
blessing. I had left home, and wus a stranger
in a strange place, but, like most young ones,
soon formed friendships. Fortunately for me,
my companion was a teacher in & Sunday-
school, and on one occasion prevailed on me
to go to the school. It so happened, this
Sunday afternoon, that ome of tho teachers
was absent, and some one was wanted to take
his class. The superintendent asked me to do
8o. I bardly liked to say, No, and yet 1 felt
my unfitness for the task desired of me.
Perbaps pride prevented my confessing my
inability for the honourable post; yet I was
go totally unfitted, tbat, when I took my
place with the group of little boys, I felt I
coald have given anything to take up my hat,
and run away.

However, there was no bhelp for it. DBut
I confess, that I thought the children wero
more able to teach me than I them. I
gleaned from them the portions they wero
reading usually ; so I asked them to read a
verse each, but they told me one verse was
the subject for that afternoon, which the
eldest read alond. This was it: ¢ But thou,
wlen thou prayoest, enter into thy closet, and
shut to thy door; aud thy Ifather, which
soeth in secret, shall roward thee openly."

I cannot desoribe to you now how I got
tbhrough the timeo, aud um afraid even the
swaullest of the little boys thouglht I was a
poor teacher. Iowever, it cawo to a close
ut last, for which | was thankliul. But the
teaching tben was all for the toacher (at lcast
80 1 thougbt). I am sure thut God had u
purpose in leading me thore, for, the first op-
portonity, I went to my closet, sud shut the
door, and then and there own how iguorant

| I was, and sought His guidance.
| ciously answered that prayer, in waya far

He gra-

different to what I expocted. But it was the
occasion for bringing me closer to IHHimegelf.
I bave taken many a class in the Sunday-
school since then, and have endeavoured to
impress on young hearts tho need of prayer.
Prayer expresses our own helplessness, and
draws upon the power and love of God. And
you, dear young friends, have you made it a
loving habit—not a formal one—of seeking
God's help and guidance? You bave your
little troubles and difficulties, and, it may be,
bopes and longings. ¢ He that seeketh me,
ghall find me,”” God says. Perbaps, too, you

| are desirous that God may convert a mother

or father, brother or sister, or some christian
companion. Get in the secret of His pre-
sence, where no eye but His can see—where
no ear but His can hear. He knows all your
wants and desires, too, but He seeks your
confidence, and says, ‘ Him that bonoureth
me, I will bonour ;" and bhow can we honour
Him more than telling all our fears and taking
our troubles and difficulties to Him. Alay
Ho lead you to seek Him and trust Him more
and more.
With cbristian love to you all,
Your aflectionate friend,
Dor.

C? HIEN Dr. Watts was but a boy,
’%5 °/ Ilis leisure timo he'd oft employ
J In writing verse.
His futher thought bim verses mad,
And felt the Muses to his lad
Would prove a curse.

And thinking this mishap to spare,
He bade him of his word bewnre,
And write no more.
For thus to see him * wastgp his time,"”
‘““In jingling verse,” or ** doggrel rhyme,"
Displeased hiwm sore.

Poor TIsano thought it very hard,
And feeling then his plensure marr'd,
Ho henved u sigh.

*“Oh, father, do some pity tako,
“And 1 will no more verses make,"”

Was his reply, W. B
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Little Kilty at Woodbine
Cottage Farm.

) UACK, Quoack, Quack ; Cacklo, Cacklo:
~*e  Cackle; Chirp, Chirp, Chirp. What
Q a bastle in the little poultry-yard of
Woodbino Cottage. What can it
mean ? Only that little Kitty, who has como
to stay the day with her dear grandmothor,
bas brought out a basket of chickens’ food for
ber f{riends — tho goose, tho ducks, the
chickens, and the tiny, weo little chicks,
that seem such pretty, flufly little yellow
things, you would almost think you could
blow them away.

Now Kitty was quite a little manager, and
8o trustworthy, that her grandmother was
never uncasy when she was at the farm, as
she might have been about some other little
folks, for she knew Kitty would never touch
anything she did not understand, or go and
try to play with the bee-hives, or overturn a
churn, into which Jenny, the dairy-maid, had
just put the cream, to make the butter; tho
same a8 a thoughtless little consin bad done a
short time ago. 8o, when Kitty asked per-
mission, she speedily obtained it; and, patting
on ber large sun-bonnet, and, leaving Granny
knitting in tho cottage porch, she was soon
among her little feathered (riends.

“And bow are you to.day, Mrs. Yellow
Featbers; aod you, dear Mrs. Brownie ; and
you, too, Miss Speckled White ?” said Kitty,
a8 they came around bor, and she opened the
door of the chickens’ house, which sho called
their castle.

“I am very glad to see you all looking so
well ; and, one, two, three—what darling little
chickens you bave ; they are not frightened of
mo, even a little bit. How I love them, denr
little things. And bere, too, is Mrs. Goose
coming slowly along; she looks quite noble
beside so many little things. Obh, how bright
and bhappy everything seems this beautiful
morning. How great and good is God, who
gives us such blessings; even the little
chickens seem to thank Him. As they drink
out of their pan of water, they lift up their
little heads to heaven, as if they were grateful
to Him."

As Kitly linished saying these words, her

grandfathor looked over the palings, and said,
“ Aye ! littlo lnssio, you hpvg learned to know
Him ecarly.  Took up t‘:fmm, and He will
never forsake you ; for has e not said, *that
no sparrow fualloth to tho ground without hix
knowledgo ; and aro ye not of more value
than many sparrows ?'"

Memories of the Sea.

When with a gentle swell it leaves
The sand on which I snunter musing ;
Or when are seen white-crested waves :
Or when n mighty surge is rolling
With voice of thunder on the shore.
Then those graud words I hear in fancy
God through His prophet spake of yore,

To sinful and rebellious Judah :
** Will ye not stand in awe of me?
Will ye not tremble at my presence ?
Who have tho sand set for the sea
A hound for ever, that it passeth
Not o'er ; and though its waves dash on,
Yet do they not prevail; thouuh roar they,
Yet o'er it havg they never gone.”

% LOVE to lnok upon the ocean,

Thou great Creator and Preserver
Of ull things that around we view,
Aund who providest for Thy children,
To 'Thee our gratitude is due.
I worship Thee, mny God and I'ather,
Whose poodness overywihere I truce,
Wlho, in Thy noly Son—our Surety—
Reveual'st Thysell & God of grace.
For I, a sinner lost and ruin'd,
1lad wilfully gone far nstray.
When, to Thy tender call awak'ning,
I came to find me Thine for aye.
The vast, wide ocenn is an emblem
Of Thy great love that rescued mo ;
Tlse I fer sin had justly sufler'd.

And borne Thy wruth eternally.
LT WL

WARFARE.

WAR is a dreadful fight bolween twu

parties. The country is all in con

/9. fusion when war is declurod; bher

sons are summoned to her standard,

to fight for their country. Thoy aro then

supplied with proper arms to defend them-

selves, and when tho two armics meet, they

use various stratagows, to try nud defeat each
other.
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Each company has its superior officors,
whoso placo it is to see that they are properly
guided and attended to.

Our army has made many great achieve-
ments. In India our troops shewed great
bravery, when the Indians butchered their
comrades, without mercy, and the English
were avenged by defeating the rebels, wherever
they offered resistance, and great numbers of
them were slain.

From the earliest times warfare has seemed
necessary to keep nations from encroaching
upon one another; but war is very cruel
work, and it is well for the country that has
learnt to do without it.

In Old Testament times we read of much
fighting in and around the Holy Land, but
we also read of a promise that there shall
come a time when men shall learn war no
more—when implements of war shall be of
no uee, and therefore they will be made into
ploughshares. That will be a happy time for
this poor earth, whicl now is the scene of so
much strife and bloodshed.

OUR SUNDAY SCHOOL.

EAR little children at Sunday school,
8 Gather'd together. to henr of the Lord;
Let it be with you n golden rule,
That you will attend to each loving word.

Your kind teachers como through the cold and
the hent,

They stay not away for the snow or tho rain ;

They are secking to bring vou to Jesus' feet,

That joys cverlasting in youth you may gain.

Then come at the hour, and strive to repay

All the love and the care that you meet with at
school ;

IHave somo sweet verses learnt nnd all ready to say,

But mind that attention to all is the rule.

Such n dear little girl T had onec in my class,
To think of her now even gladdens my lieart ;
For I very much hope that the dear little lnss
Has chosen like Mary of old, ¢ the good part.”

And how happy for Annie, how Imp‘)y for you,
To be drawn to the Saviour in childhood's bright
days;
To be serving tho One who is ** holy and true ;"
And spending your life's early morn to Ilis Prnise.
F. A F.G.

Charlie's Disobedience.

" ® AMMA,"" said little Charlie, ‘“do let
me go to the rocks; I want to
5 ;L look for seaweed."

‘““No, Charlie dear; you
know that I have said you are not to go
on to the rocks, without me ; you might fall
into the sea; and what should I do then ?”

““You never let me do what I want to,”
Charlie snid, crossly. Charlie and his mamma
were staying at the seaside, but he had been
told never to go on to the rocks alone, ns they
were very dangerous. But in the afternoon
he managed to slip out of the house where
they were staying, without any one noticing
him.

He ran quickly to the rocks, to look for
seaweed and anemonecs, and soon he bhad a
large heap; but, seeing an unusually fine
piece of seaweed hanging over the edge of tbe
rock nearest the sea, he leaned forward to get
it ; his foot slipped, nod in & moment he was
struggling in the water.

He had sunk twice, when a benatiful dog
—Charlie's own—attracted by his sereams,
bounded over the rocks into the water, and
seized hold of Charlie's clothes with his teeth,
and swam back to the beach.

Mrs. Graham (Charlie’s mamma,) having
missed him, thought at once where he had
gone, and she hurried to the place, and found
him lying insonsible on the beach, and the
dog standing by his side. He was taken
home, but he had caught a severe cold, which
kept him to his room for several days. He
had time there to think of the consequences
of his disobedience, and he resolved never to
do what his mamma had told him not to do;
and Charlie kept his word.

He nearly lost his life by his naughty aet,
and that ought to make him remember how
sad it is when children do not do as they aro
told. Not only that, but it is contrary to the
Biblo, for there we read, ‘‘Children, obey
your parents.”” It was through disobedience,
in the first place, that brought sin into the
world, and then death followed, as the wages

 andees
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A Glimpse at Geneva.

Y ENEVAis averyrenowned city. Calvin
’ and some of the other Reformers lived
é thore, and many a battle took place

at and pear Genova between tho

Reformers and the Roman Catholics. John

Knox, the Scottish reformer, when he escaped

from prison also went to live at Genova, where

he was quite

(@

Gonova i8 famous for its watches, though a
groat many come from othor parts of Switzer-
land besides Goneva, and this gives employ-
ment to many hundrods of women as woll
ns men. And what with Irench, Genova,
Amorican and English watches, it is surprising
the quantity that aro mado every year. And
what becomos of all the watches? Waell,
when I was young, there were very fow

children that

safe,and many [ = &
others when S i
persecuted in | . = .
Francoe fled to
thosameplace,
and wero all
kindly receiv-
ed and helped
in many ways.
So you see it i8
a place worthy
of being re-
membered.
Agreat many
visitors, asper-
haps youknow
go every year
to Switzerland
tosee thobeau-
tiful scenery,
and almost ull
of them pay u
visittoGeneva.
It has a beau-
tiful lake on
one sido and a
rivor on the
other,  with
mountains ut u
dislanco; and
not fur from
tho city thoro
ure Lwo rivers
that moct, but
tho waters will
not mix together. Owo looks bouutifully clour
nod the othor quite muddy, und it is vory
strungo to oo Lhom running slonyg sido by sido
without the walers wixing. It ought to put
us in mind bow truth nod orror oun run on
oluso togothor ; but they will not reully mix.
Truth will not consent to be one with error.

ay

==

e

View of Geneva,

had watches;
but now they
are so much
chenper, that
many a boy
and girl has
a watch before
theyterminate
their school
days. Perhaps
gsome of the
little readers
of « My Little
Friend’ have
watches, and
if not, I dare
say many are
looking for-
ward to the
time  when
they will have
ono, and per-
haps it will
bo n Geneva
watch.  And
it so, do not
forget that
that place was
n famous re-
fugo for thoso
porsvouted
for the truth's
suko in former
times ng I havo
told you. And
bo thaukful thut wow vvory oune in England
cun huve a biblo and read it, without boing
afruid of boing sout to prison, as was oneo
tho cuso.  In those days of porsesution n bible
wus o gront prizo, becnnso so diffioult to ob-
tnin,  Now thoro is no rostriction, lot us not
thiolk loss of this procious book.
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Shipwreck.

GOOD many years ago, a
gentleman, with his wife and
n little boy, went on a long
voyage to a distant country,
called Australia. The little
boy was named Josoph, and
on tho voyage another little
ohild was born. They were
to land at a place called
Sydney, and were looking
forward with the hope of
reaching it very soon, when,
by some accident or through
some mistake, suddenly, in
tbe middle of the night,

i they were roused from their
sleep by tho striking of the ship upon a rock.
The ship was broken, and the water slowly
came in ; besides wbich it stuck fast upon
the rock. The night was dark, but the water
was calm, and the sailors found, that although
they were among rocks, still it was possible
to get on shore, by taking

What could these poor people do ? They

" had lost all the ealm hoars of tho night, when

they might have reached the land ; and now
death stared them in the faco, and a watery
gravo.

No boat could be launched on those angry
waters, but the sailors thought of a way of
escape. One bold man fastened a rope round
his waist, and committing himself to the sea,
swam off from the ship, fighting for his very
life, as wave after wave rose before him—
sometimes buried him in their depths, and
then bore him aloft on their crests. But
exhausted, half dead, yet with the rope round
his waist, he at last reached a low rock, on
which he climbed, and from thence to another,
until he was able to fasten the rope seourely,
beyond reach of the water.

Now, then, there was a way of escape for
any who would trust themselves to that rope.
One after another of the sailors, putting the
rope under his shoulder, or holding on to it
as he swam, passed along by its help—
swimming when he could, and holding on to
it when a big wave washed over him—and so
allthe sailors got safe to land. Ono passenger

did the same, and lived

a few at a time in the
ship’s boats. IHowever,
the captain and pas-
sengers agreed that it
would be better to wait
for the daylight, lest in
the darkness any should
fall into the sea, and be
drowned. Sotheywnited,
anxiously watching for
the morning.

But what will you say
when I tell you, that, just
a8 the faintost gleam of
light appeared in the east,
the wind began to blow,
the heavy dark clouds
gathered over-head and
beueath, the sea began to
swell, and tho big waves
rose up on all =sides,
dashing with fory again st
the poor disabled ship,
and threatening to wash
every one over-board.

to tell the tale.

But what became of
the gentleman, with his
wife and children ? e
was a strong, brave man,
and surely could have
saved himself as the
sailors did; and life is
very dear to all of us.
But there are some things
dearer than life, and he
loved his wife and chil-
dren. He could not savo
bimself and leave them
to perish! A very strong
man could only just hold
on to therope by himself,
¢ and it was impossible to

take his wife and little
ones tlirough that foam-
ing soa. Bosides, his
wife was very weak, and
the baby only a few days
old. So he perished with
them !




86 MY LITTLE FRIEND.

Did he perish ? His body, with thoso of his
wife and children, were buried in the deep,
deep sen, but their spirits went to be with
Cbrist, whom on earth even little Joseph had
known and loved. The one passenger who
was saved, said that he last saw them standing
on the wreck, calm and peaceful amidst the
confusion, commending themselves, I feel sure,
to him who rules the waves, and who counts
the hairs of our heads.

I often think of that sad scene; and you
will not wonder, when I tell yon that that
gentleman was my own brother. And it
reminds me of another tale, quite as true, and
far more wonderful. You will perhaps guess
what I mean, when I repent these words,
“ Love is stronger than death. Many waters
cannot quench love, neither can the floods
drown it."" And again, those beautiful words,
“ Christ loved the church, and gave himself
for it.” You know Ho was the Son of God,
a8 well as the Son of Mary; and all the time
Helived down here, He did always the things
that pleased God. Would He not have been
welcome in heaven at any moment, if He had
pleased to leave this bad world, and go up to
the bosom of His Father ? And when Judas
betrayed Him, and the chief priests and Pilate
got Him into their hands, to nail Him to the
tree, conld Ho not have askod for more than
twelve legions of angels, to put all His enemies
to flight? Obh, yes; He had the power! but
in His heart there was something e loved
better than life. Like my poor brother,
who could not swim to shore alone, leaving
his wife and little ones to perish, so Cbrist
know that to save His own life, Ho must go
to heaven alone. That, once ontered in, the
door would bo for over shut against every
poor sinner loft down hore—that if any wero
to be saved, it must be through His doath—
and that by dying He eould, through death,
bring any who believe on Him, safo lo His
own blossed home.

Bo Ho willingly died. It was a cruel and
shameful death ; and more than that, J{e had
to bear tho wrath of od for our sins, to save
us from tho judgmont we doservod. But llo
borae it all, becauso of tho great lovo Ho had
for His own—yes, for littlo obildron who look
up to Him now—and sll bocause He did not
want Lo go to heavon alone.

Oh, I hope, whon I go up to soe His face—
along with those dear ones, whose bodies
were buried beneath the waves—I hope that
you will bo thero to sing with me that song—
“Unto him who lovod us, and washed us
from our sins in his own blood : to him be
glory, for over and ever."

Little Elsie’'s Prayer.

LITTLE girl, named Elsio,
A Of four or five yenrs old
W (Whose parents were in heaven
And safe in Jesus' fold),
Was tanght in early childhood
To love His precious name :
And in His word believing,
A Christian thus became.

Now Elsie had a brother,
And Jesus was his joy ;
She also had another,
A wild and wayward boy.

And by his naughty manners,
IHis sister's henrt ho grieved,
She wish'd ho loved the Saviour,
And on His name belioved.

Ono day her elder brother
Met Llsie on the stairs,
Her fuco scom’d full of sorrow,
Her mind seem’d full of cares.
* What ails my little Elsie?
*“ And what has madoe her cry
But Elsic seem’d unwilling
‘Lo tell the reason why.

Ho lovingly embraced her,
And aslk'd her yet again—
“ What i8 the littlo tronble
*“Which gives my sister pain "
At length sho gently whisper'd,
While looking on thoe tloor,
**1'so just heen asking Jesus "—
And then she sunid no more!

Her brother seem’d nstonish’d
(But joy was in his fuce)
To find s littlo sistor
Ind sought tho throne of graco.
Then Elsio, gnining ¢ournge,
I'lor socrot told to him—
' I'ne juat hoen nsking Josus
*'T'o savo denr brothor Jim !"

“ Pray on, my littlo sister,”
IHor brother thon roeplied,
““ And nlways go to Joaus,
And in Iis love onutide




MY LITTLE FRIEND. 87

For He is over faithful
To those who trust in Him;
And may our gracious Jesus
Soon save dear brother Jim.

* I'or even naughty children

Are objects of His care:

No doubt that He will answer
My little sister's prayer.

Ho bids us not be weary,
But always watch and pray,

And from o child’s petition
He will not turn away.

* And though Ho is in glory,
And angels worship Him,
Hoe hears the prayer of Elsie,
To savo dear brother Jim."

All the Way to Heaven.

oY OME time since, a gentleman was riding

Y in a tram-car, in one of our country

°®) towns, when he saw an old woman

get in, and take her seat in the car.

It appeared that she did not often ride that

way, but, it being very wet that morning, she
was obliged to make use of the tram.

Presently the conductor came round for the
fares, and she offered him a pennv. He then
told her that a penny would only take her
balf the way. If she wanted to go to the end
of the journey, she must pay twopence. She
certainly wanted to go all the way, but, as a
penny was all the poor woman had, she must
be content with only going half-way.

Just then, the old gentleman in the corner
suid, loud enough for all to hear, ‘‘ How
blessed for us that Jesus has paid our fare all
the way to heaven.”” Nothing more was said,
and all seemed to be thinking over these
strange, but wonderful, words; and soon
after the gentleman got out of the tram. But
there was a lady sitting there who pundered
the words about Jesus paying our fare all the
way to heaven, and sho wished she had spoken
to the gentleman; and tho desire to see hiw
again came 8o strongly upon her, that she
askod tho conductor if he vould tell her who
he was. He replied that it was Mr. C
who lived io a cortain well-known stroet.

Thoe lady mado up her mind that she would
find out tho gentloman, and visit him, for his
words had made u groeat impression on her,
and she was uuxious to henr more about thom,

and have them explained to her. She had
been in a troubled state of mind for some
time past, and she knew not why, but the
simple message in the tram-car seemed to
speak of what she herself wanted. Not long
after, she made her way to the house indi-
cated to her, and, on seeing the gentleman
she met in the tram, she said to him, ¢ Do
you remember making a remark that Jesus
had paid your fare all the way to heaven ?"’

““Yes," hereplied, ¢ I think I do.”" *« Well,”
said the lady, I want you to explain to me
what you meant."”

It did not take long to get down a Bible,
and shew, from various portions, how that
Jesus died for us, in order to make the way
open for us to be with Himsslf for ever ;
and how that on tho cross He oried, ¢ It
i3 finished.” The lady was convinced and
satisfied, and she said, ‘I have been to church
for thirty years, and our pastor has never
told me this.” She left the house, happy in
spirit, resting simply on the words of scrip-
ture. Her first thoughts were, that she
must go at once, and tell the clergyman ; and
on the way to his house, she met him, and
said she had something of great importance to
tell him. Hereturned with her to his house,
and, as soon as they were alone, the lady
said, ‘‘ I have just learned that Jesus has paid
my fare all the way to heaven, and it has
made me 8o happy.”

“ My good woman," said the pastor, ‘* what-
ever do you mean ?" She then opened her
Bible, and shewed him tho text she had re-
cently read, where Jesus said, ** It is finished."
God, by His Spirit, used the simple message
to the blessing of his soul, and soon he, too,
was able to say, ¢ Well, Jesus has paid my
fare ull the way to heaven."

But the blessing did not stop here, for the
next Sunday the preacher could use no other
text than these few words, and he astonishod
the congregation by telling them all that
““Jesus bad paid his fare all the way to
heaven ;' aod I believe that many of his con-
gregation, who, perhaps, had sat uuder his
ministry for thirty yonrs, like the lady, and had
never heard such blessod words, from that
day forward wore able also to rejoice at find-
ing what Gud, through Christ Jesus, had
doue for them,
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Dors GORNBR.

My peAR LITTLE Friewps,

In writing a fow lines to fill my corner
this month, I think I cannot do botter than
give you a letter which I received from one
who often contributes to our pages. I trust
you will find it interesting. It is entitled,

A LETTER Anour A Runaway Suave.

In this, the shortest of the apostle Paul’s
epistles, we have a perfect model of a letter,
shewing the spirit in which one Christian
should write to another.

By comparing verse 2 with Colossians iv.
17, and verses 10-12 with Colossians iv. 9,
we learn that Philemon was an inhabitant of
Colosse (one of the chief cities of Phrygia, in
Asia Minor). He had been converted to
Christianity, through the ministry of Paul,
and bad become a ¢fellow-worker” with him.
A slave belonging to him, named Onesimus,
having robbed him, and run away, had found
his way to Rome, and there had been brought
under the power of the gospel, by the preach-
ing of Paul, thon a prisoner.

What a degraded life this fogitive slave
muost have led in such a city! ‘ Yet, from
these lowest depths,’’ says one, ‘‘ Onesimus is
drawn forth by the unseen hand of eternal
love.” Now he bas no longer ‘¢ fellowship
with the unfruitful works of darkness,” but
has become a ‘‘ follow-citizen with the saints,"”
and one *‘ of the household of God,"” even ‘¢ a
brother beloved."

In the words *‘unprofitable” and * profit-
able” (ver. 11), the apostle seems almost to
allude to the name, ‘* Onesimus,” which signi-
fies useful, or helpful ; also, when he says,
* Let me have joy" [or help] (ver. 20), the
original word for joy being quite diflerent, as
iD verse 7.

When Paul says to Philemon, “ Perhaps he
was parted from thoe for a season, that thou
shouldest bave him for ever,"” what a sweet
glimpse we have of the re-union of the saints,
when they shall form a happy cirole that shall
never be broken up. (See 1 Thoss. iv. 17.)

And in tho worde, “ If ho hath wronged
thee at ull, or oweth thee snught, put that to
mine acocount,” are wo not reminded of the

doctrine of aubstitntion, or putting in the
placo of anothor ? Paul wrote to the IRomane,
“I conld wish [or pray] that I myself wore
anathoma from Christ for my brethren's sako,
my kinsmen according to the flesh.” He
meant that he would be willing to be treatad
by tbe Liord as He was by tho I'ather, bear-
ing, as an ohject accursed, the sin of hia
people, if thereby they might be saved.
Moses expressed his feelings in a similar way.
He was willing to lay down his life in the
most painful manner, if he might thereby
preserve the people, who had ‘sinned a great
gin.” But we know that no one, except the
blessed Redeemer, ‘‘ who gave himself for us,"”
is allowed, or is able, to make atonement for
sin. As the passover-lamb was to be ‘ with-
out blemish,” so we are redeemed * with pre-
cious blood, as of a lamb without blemish
and without spot, even the blood of Christ.”
He is ‘‘the propitiation [derived from the
Latin word, ¢ propo,' near] for our sins;" 8o
we are “made nigh by the blood of Chriat ;"
He ‘‘guffered for our sins once [or once for
all], the righteous for the unrighteous, that he
might bring us to God."

I will conclude in the expressive words of
the writer already quoted : ‘“ This letter is
one of tho most touching ever written.
Lookingat it simply as such, we are at a loss
whether most to admire the warmth and
earnestness of tho apostle's affections, the
delicacy and justness of his thoughts, or the
sublimo dignity which pervades the whole
epistle."” R. H. WV,

Now Ready, Prica One Penny.

MY LITTLE FRIEND ALMANACK.

With numbers of Interesting Pictares, Stories,
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MY LITTLE FRIEND.

“On the Road to School.”

ALKING out one plensant morning
in a pretty road, I saw two little
figures coming along together :
one, a little boy evidently going

to school, for he carried some books and a
slate to which a piece of sponge was carefully
attached by a string ; the other, a little girl
with a tiny basket upon her arm, as though
she had been sent out to make somo purchase
for her mother.

I was interested in tho two little people, and
watched them without being noticed ; for some
short distance they went on famously, and I
was pleased to see how well they were
attending to their duties, when suddenly
Bertie, for I had heard his sister call him by
that name, stopped, and in a thoughtful
manner said :—

“] wonder if I have brought my marbles
with me ;" after a little search they were
found, safe in his pocket, and bringing them
forth he said, ¢ Now see, Maudie, I will shew
you how Well I can play ;" and putting down
his books and slate against a garden wall, he
began to play with the marbles. Now Maundie
was very fond of her brother, and proud of
him too, as all little girls should be ; but still,
remembering her mother had said they were
not to stay upon the road, but that Bertie was
to make haste to school and she to return
quickly, said :—

“Do not let us stop, Bertie dear, for you
know mother said we were not to do so; and
do not youn remember the text we learned last
Sunday, ¢ He that is faithful in that which is
least, is faithful also in much’ (Luke zvi. 10),
and we should not be faithful if we disobeyed
mother, should we ?"" and taking her brother’s
band they trotted quickly away as the school-
bell began to ring, Bertie to the school doors,
and Maudie to return to her mother, her trust
well fulfiled. And now, my dear little
friends, do you try always to faithfully oarry
out the commands of our Heavenly Father ?
Are you brave and strong when plensure
tempts you to neglect some duty ? But lot
us not trast in our own strength, but call on
the Lord, and He will help us fight the good
fight, and so at last sball wo honr those joyful

words :
. enter thou into tho joy of the
Lord." (Matt. xxv. 23.)

S. M. D.

SOMETHING BETTER.

‘Y\ WITNESSED a beautifal sight in a tram

car as I was going home a few nights
since. A mother had her baby boy
seated on her lap, while he played with
a piece of crumbled cake, soiling his dress
besides making himself dirty. His kind mother,
with wise forethought, placed a nice whole
bigcuit in each of the child’'s hands and took
the remnants of the cnke and ate it Lerself.
The child was delighted with its new gifts, and
looked at one after the other with real joy and
ploasure, without seeming to miss that which
it had before. Oh, how like this God deals
with us: when we were soiled and dofiled in
our sins, He caveE Jesus His own Son, to bear
our sins in His own body upon the tree; that
is, He takes away our sins, with which we
were delighted, and gives us His own beloved
Son to.be occupied and delighted with; and
through Him He gives eternal life to all who
believe on Jesus, and we have the assurance
of His word in 1 John ii. 12. ‘I write unto
you, little children, because your sins aro
forgiven you for his name’s sake.” O let us
TAKE Hi1s gIrt, AND prRAISE Him for it all our
lives.

[ g

OF all the gifts Thy love Lestows,
Thou giver of ulY good !

Not heaven itself a richer knows
Than the Redeemer’s blood.

J. D.

Gold, Silver, and Precious
Stones.

2)OOR children do not sce many of theso

S/ in the courso of their lives. Thoy

" henr of them and thoughts of beauty

and riches pass through their minds,

bat God in His great and wonderful book

ofton talks about them, and it is to tho poor
He talks most.

When God's dear Son, Josus Clrist, was
down hero on this oarth many years ngo, Ho
used to go about like n poor wan tolling of
Uod’s love. Pooplo did not know how rich

““Well done, thou good and faithful
.sorvant . . .
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Ho wna. 1o loft all 1Lis riches up in honvou
and Ho oamo down to find somoe poor men
and womon and children who would liko to go
to Iis homo abovo aud sharo somo of His
beautiful things with Him.

Whon God tollse us about His treasuros on
oarth, Ho sponks of gold, and silver, nnd
proecious stouos, bocauso they nre the most
beautiful and wvaluable things tho oarth can
produco ; but God has gut things moro bonuti-
fal and valuable than thoso. Thoy aro stored
away in heavon, and aro for thoso that belong
to His Son.

God once had a beautiful house on the
oarth. When you went inside you could see
gold, gold, gold, everywhere. Why did God
have so much gold in His house ? Because
it is 8o beautiful and so valuable. One of His
servants in that houso used to have a beautiful
large ornament full of precious stoncs. God
ordered Him to woar those jowals so beautiful
and valuable.

What did God mean by all this ? you ask
mo. I will tell you what it means.

God’s dear Son, Jesus Christ, is moro
valuable and beautiful to Him than all the
gold and silver and precious stones in tho
whole world. In God's house above, He is
nover tirod of looking at His dear Son. He is
wore to Him than an angel, or & heaven full
of angels. As in God's house on earth Ile
always looked upon gold and precious stones,
so in heaven He always looks upon Christ.

Now dear children, why do I tell you this ?
Because God would have you up in heaven
with His dear Son. Ho would look upon ycu
a8 He looks upon Him. He would have you
to form part of Ilis treasures up there.

Some Ilard Questions.
§§ B O you think that gontloman, who
¢ nddressed us this aflornoon,
@ was evor a little boy, unclo ?"'
“No doubt of it, Harry;
although it is many yoars ago."”
“Do you think ho always wore big Wel-
lington boots ?"
‘T ghould thiunk not. Most likely ho has

worn tho Dboy's sohool DBluchors, aud the
buby’s boots with buckles on."

** Bhould you think his spootaclos maguiliod
muoh, uncle ?"

“I'm suro I don't know. DBut why theso
funny questions, my boy ?"

“ Do you think he supposed wo had boon
to collego, uncle ?”

‘“ Now, Mastor Harry, tell mo what is un-
dernenth all this subtle reasoning of yours,
without any more delay."

¢ Because, uncle, I thought, all the while
he was sponking to us, he supposed wo woro
mon aud womon, and not little boys and
girls; for I don’t think many of us under-
stood what he meant.”

“Oh, I see. And what about college,
sir ?"

““ Why, becanse he asked such hard qaes-
tions, that only the teachers could answer.
Do you think even they could answer somo
of the questions, unclo ?"

““Woll, I must oonfess, Harry, if I had to
answer the questions, I am afraid I should
have shewn my ignorance aboat some of the
matters."

¢ Then, perhaps he had a short memory,
uncle, and forgot our ages. If you tell mo
about the flowers in the field, over the hedge,
I can believe you, because you are taller than
| am, and can soo right over; but if you lift
wo up, I can seo then ns well as you; and if
[ grow to be as tall as you, I can seo them
too."”

“Oh, I soee, sir; then, if you please, I will
lulk about the flowers upon the bank this siile
the hedye, which are within your reach."

“Then I can pick them for myself, uncle.
But I was thinking, if we had answered all
the questions, perhaps the gentleman would
huve thought wo had boon rending tho Biblo
Dictionary, you know ; bocause, when wo
write papors to Dor, and use big words, thon
they say that our.fathers and mothers have
belped us.”

¢ Well, I hope your young dignity has not
been hurt; and when I write to tho oditor of
My Little I"riend, I will lny tho matter boflore
him, and call it the ¢ Little Sunday Scholur's
Complaint.’”  So, Nr, 1iditor, I give you the
looturo, without nny commont of my owu.

& | -~

aty o




MY LITTLE FRIEND.

The Blackbird's Song.

T\m ITTLE blackbird on the bough,
A Hopping on the apple-tree,
54 Wil you please to whistle now ?
2 I will all attention be,
For I love to hear your song,
When you warble sweet and clear.
What a little happy throng
All you merry birds appear !
Always {lying overhead,
Loving in the sky to roam;
Don't you ever earn your bread
For the little ones at home ?

Master blackbird rubs his beak
On the bough, and plumes his crest,
Just as though he’s going to speak,
Surely he will try his best.
“ God who gave these little wings,
Swifuly through the air to skim,
Keeps us merry happy things,
Always singing unto Him.
Not a bit of care have we;
Little birds don't make a fuss :
We are full of song und glee,
God it is8 who cares for us!

** 80 we spend the sunny hours,
Merry warblems of the wood ;
Nel!liug in our leafy bowers,
Pruiming Him who gives us food.
Very early in the morn,
hen the dew tho meadow fills,

Straying worms upon the lawn
Catch we with our yellow bills;
Or upon the window ledge,
Busy buzzing flies we catch ;
Or the berries from the hedge,
Stored up in the cottage thatch.

“ He who made tho glorious sun,
IFecds the cattle and the herds :
1Ie who made the rivers run,
Will not forget Ilis little birds.
Daily unto Him we look,
He supplies our simple needs :
Gives us water from the brook,
And an ample store of sceds.
Softest feathers line our nest,
(Hidden from the robber's eye),
Where our little ones can rest
Till they're old enough to ily.

* But my partner, with her brood,
May be thinking I am long
Fetching tiny bits of food
For our little hungry throng."”
And the happy, merry bird
Secm'd to speak us ofl he flew,
“ Little ones who know God's word,
Mind and learn (o trust Him too.
11e who cares for little birds,
Flying in tho ineudows wild ;
He who feeds the flocks and lLerds,
Caroth for a little child.”

-
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SALE OF INDULGENCES.

N the year 15617 there was n great com-
motion in Germany. Certain persons
wore sent by the pope round the country
from town to town, to sell Indulgences.

I must tell you that an indulgence was said
to be a pardon for sins that had been
committed, or sometimes for a sin that anyone
intended to commit.

It is wonderful to look back from the
present day to such times as those, to think
that people should have been so blind and
deceived as to place the smallest value on the
slips of paper which represented the in-
dulgence.

grorich
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sablime of God's gifts. Draw near, and 1
will give you letters duly sealed, by which
even the sins you shall hereafter desire to
commit shall all bo forgiven you. There is
no sin so great that the indulgence cannot
remit it."”

Totzel told them that these indulgences
were not only good for the living, but they
would also purchase forgiveness for tho dead.
“The very moment,” eaid heo, ‘*that the

Ono man who conducted thoso sales obtained
moro fame than others, becauso he was more
successful in deceiving his hearers and selling
indulgences. His name was Tetzel, and he
was now making a tour in Gormany. He
would send messengors on to any town he
intended to visit, telling the magistrate of his
approach. Then the bells were rung, and
with much ado this delegate from the pope
was recoived.

The people ran to their doors as he passed
through tho streets on his way to the church,
where ofttimes he would address the people
before commencing his sale of indulgences.
Let us hear what he says.

* Indulgences are the most precious and

SALE O INDULGENCES.

money clinks aguinst the bottom of the chost,
the soul escapes from purgatory and flies free
to heaven.”

Thue spake tho pope’s logate. o may
hesitate to write such terrible sayings as these,
but it is well for us to know what was
practised by the Church of Rome, that we
may shun it ns wo would shun the most deadly
discase, yea more, for while the discase may
ruin tho body, this heresy ruins the soul.
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Thus for monoy, thoy gavo a papor soalod
with the popo's soal, which thoy protonded
would confer on tho holdor {forgivonoss,
either for his past sins or for his futuro sins :
for tho living or tho dead. On tho parch-
ment were drawn large figures of Christ,
pierced with a nail.

The peoplo had to confess thoir sins, which
was soon over, and then they hastened to
purchase the indulgence, for which they had
to pay according to their rank in life and
according to their incomo. The money came
in freely. It was counted in the prosonce of
a public notary, and duly registered. It was
being collected, thay said, for repairing the
cathedral at Rome.

But in spite of their apparent success, the
good sense of the people in a measurc opened
their eyes to the fraud. ¢ How is it,” said
they, ¢ if the pope has really the power to
forgive sins, that he allows any to be lost ?
Will bhe for the sake of money allow any to
die unforgiven ?° Still, there was much need
of money, and the traffic went on under tho
slirring appeals of Tetzel.

This traffic did not continue very long, for
God raised up men such as Luther, who at the
risk of their lives spoke against the evil
practice, and exposed tho error of it, so that
the eyes of the people were gradually opened
to see how great an imposture had been
carriod on, and how they had been deceived.

God alone can forgive sins, and He deputes
to no mortal man the power which belongs to
Himself. DMMay we then go to Him who does
troly forgive sins, and who does not charge
money for it, but requires an upright and
contrite spirit.

A Precious Possession.

Tuotan I am young I have a soul
The world can never buy ;

And while eternal ages roll,
It will not, cannot die.

For it mnust soar to worlds on high,
Wlere happy spirits dwell ;

GOr buried with the wicked. lic
Dcep in the grave of bell.

\»WM

THE MOROCCO SHOES.

N out of tho way places people havo to

buy many of their things of the pedlar,

‘L who brings round a variety of things Lo
the doors of the housos.

Well, there were once two little girls who
lived with their parents away from the town,
and one day a pedlar arrived, and was soon
displaying his wares. Among other things ho
bad morocco shoes, and, as one of tho girls
noeded a peir of shoes, she was told to try for
a pair that fitted her. This she succeeded in
doing. Her sister also was told that she
might seo if a pair would fit her; but though
she tried all that the man had, none would fit,
all were too large.

Her mother said she had better not have
them ; but for once left it to herself to have
them or not, on condition that if they were
bought she should wear them as her best
shoes. Alice thought them very smart, and
her heart was set upon them, so she decided
to have them.

Not long after the shoes were bought thesc
two girls were invited to take tea with several
of their schoolfellows, and of course the
morocco shoes were worn. Alice was enjoy-
ing herself very well, but unfortunately she
heard a companion eay, ‘“ Do look at Alice ! ]
really believe she has her mother’s shoes on !’
Poor Alice ! her smart shoes wero no longer
valued in her eyes. She complained of head-
acho, bat she confessed afterwards it was
shoe-ache.

But this was only tho beginning of troubles.
Every Sunday did she have to wear them, and
often fancied people were looking at her big
shoes. I'ondly did she hope they would
quickly wear out, and often did she look to
see if they were not beginning. But, no!
novor did shoes last so long, until sho bad
learnt over and over again that wother kiew
hest, especially when buying moroeco shoes.

”“1'1’3' the home when Gol is there,

And love fills every breast ;

Wlen one their wislh and one their prayer,
And one their heavenly rest.

Ilappy the hiome where Jesu's name
Is sweet to cvery car ;

Wlere children early lisp lis fume,
Aund parents hold Him dear.
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A Funny Place for a Nest.

‘Y DARE say most of my young readers
~ Dave heard of tho great Duko of Wel-

lington. DBut it is not of himsell that I

wish so much to write, ns of his statue.
Still, I dare say you bavo heard, or road in
your school history, that the duke was a great
general, and a faithful servant to his king and
country. He bad led our armies successfully
in the great contest which was then waging
ngainst the first Napoleon; nnd after many
victories in all the kingdoms which the I'rench
had subdued, he broke his power completely at
the battle of Waterloo. Tho powerful Em-
peror was at last a prisoner in the hands of
tho English, by whom he was sent to St.
Helona. After this there was poance. The
nation were full of rejoicing, and vory proud
they were of their great general, who was
made a Duke, and received a faithful servant's
reward.

Some twenty years after, an immense
statue was raised in his honour at Hyde
Park Corner. Woll, this statue, after stand-
ing there for about forty years, was found to
be in the way of some great improvements
which were about to be made, and so, after
much debate, it was resolved to take it down,
and place it elsewhere. This wns no light
task, as you will understand, when I toll you
thut several persons could sit inside the horse
upon which the old general sat. So it had to
be taken to pieces, nnd carried away bit by
bit. The borse’s head needed a waggon and
several horses, I believe.

For forty years it had borne the heats
of summer and the wild storms of winter,
and to look at it from beneath, it seemed
a8 if it was able to withstand them yet
again for hundreds of years, so massive
was the material of which it was made.

But the workmen who bad to take it to
pieces made a singular discovery. In the
band that held the horse’s reins wns a small
bole, whether caused by some defeot in the
metal, or whether time had been particularly
busy with that part, just to show that man's
mightiest work will erumble benenth his
power, cannot be told. However, thero was
tho hole, and, to surprise them still more,

they presently saw a sparrow come out, and
look round, ns if angry at being disturbed.
Woll, on taking it to pieces, bit by bit, they
found, inside tho one arm, a sparrow'’s nest,
and in the other, a starling bad also built her
littlo babitation.

As I am writing for many little friends in
tho country, I may toll them a London
sparrow is one of tho sauciest and most in-
quisitive of birds. He fears very little, except
the cats; and I have sometimes seen three or
four of them perch on n slight twig, not many
feet from puss, and chirping in a fashion as
much as to say, ¢ You can’'t touch us here,
pussy."’

Well, I suppose a sparrow, was one day,
perched on the band of the statue, and saw
the bolo in the fingers, and made up its mind
to soc where it led, and so, finding plenty of
room inside must have thought in its wise
little bead, what a capital place it would be
fer a nest, and bow comfortably it could
bring up its family there, without fear from
tho nightly wanderings of puss in search of
a supper, and 8o far out of reach of tho little
boy's mischievous stone, or his fondness for
nesting. And so it was—there was the bird's
family safe in its iron refuge. And I sup-
pose, the equally inquisitive starling, sceing
his neighbour going in and out of the hiding-
place, bad also made the same discovery, and
apparently, finding there was room cnough for
both families, without crowding, they had ench
made their nests in different parts. But,
alas | birds, like men, find that the strongest
refuges will fail, and that in the midst of
their fancied security, there is nothing really
lasting. No wonder the poor sparrow flut.
tered in dismay, and chirrupped in engor, as
only sparrows can. \Vhere should they tlee
to now ? After such a resting-place, a tree
wounld seom very insignificant, and tho caves
of the houses a very barren and cold afluir,
which tbe builder's ladder could reach, and
tho workman's band tear down. I could not
belp feeliug sorrow for tho littlo ingounious
birds that bad made the discovery, and used
it so long, and so bappily.
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ACROSTIC.

M ade sin for us, the spotless Viclim—
Man's substitute wns He:

o0, made a curse, from condemnation
To sct the sinner free.

ight royally His work continues,
8ur glorious Priest on high;
ntire submission from those claiming
Ho hath to God brought nigh :
evotion to His blessed Person,
Confession brave and fair ;
ndurance as good, faithful soldiers,
With watching unto prayer.
nable me, O gracious Father,
Through good report and ill,
y Lord and Master 8o to follow,
And His commands fulfil.
‘er shall I praise Thee for preparing
A way to come to Thee :
estored from ruin by redemption,
Thy welcome is for me.

R.H. W.
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Dor's GORNBR.

My pear vrrrre Frienps,

I have just received a letter. It began,
“ Dear brother in Christ.,”” Ah ! I say, this is
from some old friend. I glance at the signa-
tare. Why, dear me, it is from one who, a
few years ago, was a very young scholar in
the Sunday School I visited—not so long ago
either, for he is in his teens. It was but the
other day a friend wrote to me, ** You will be
glad to hear that G. H. has found peace with
God " (and concludes by giving me a satis-
factory account of him as a believer in Jesus).
I was indeed glad! These two scraps of good
news more than balance a great load of bad
tidings and little worries in the other part of the
scale. And how happily it comes, too, just as
I am about filling in my last corner of this
volame, so that I can close the book with a
thankful heart, because I know that two
young and precious souls have found a
Baviour ; and joy in confessing Him a8 such,
I do not know by whom they wore brought to
Christ ; it is safficient to know they are His,
by whomsoever gatherod. Irosontly the
sowers and tho reapers will joy and rejoice
together, aye, and the waterers and weeders
a8 well. But I am talking only of two young

ones, yet, if space permitted, I could give you
quite a little history of many young believers
who have lately beon brought to Christ. And
I am thinking what a number of my young
readers thore may bo as safe and happy in
Christ as these I speak of who Lave ‘ peace
in believing,” and I cannot close my letter
without a word of warning to all sucb, not to
trust to their own hearts for a single step ; if
you do you will find you have been holding
to a false friend—a traitor of the worst class :
‘“ deceitful above all things and desperately
wicked.” DBut learn to gather strongth from
a prayerful study of the word of God. 1t is
only thore we get light, and life, and guidance
in our pathway through a cold and scornful
world. Wo who are older know more what
this means than we are able to express.

I was about to speak of the New Year's
Volume, but am reminded by that warning,
‘“ Boast not thyself of to-morrow, for thou
knowest not what a day may bring forth,”
and who, in reading the last page of this
volume, may see the first page of the next !
Perhaps the writer and reader may not, but
through grace the writer can say, ¢ It's all
well.”  What says the reader / Let me con-
clude with & word to all such as have not fled
to Christ, in the words of the beloved apostle,
“ Now is the accepted time; behold, now is
the day of salvation."”

May God graciously bless the labours of
love of all who have been fellgw-helpers
during the past year amongst the little ones.

Your affectionate I'riend,
Dor.
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HARD AT WORK.

A OT n nugget of gold, in that deep littlo pit,
N Was found by this youthful beginner ;
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Lat I'm sure that he got, after working a bit,
A very keen relish for dinner.
Iia heart's in his work, and that drives away
Many tronbles the mind would encumber;
Aud I'm sure he will find, ut tho close of the day,
What idleness knows not—saweet slumber !
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