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PREFACE.

Arn children know, or should know,

that soap and water are the best

[llitt'__r.\ ir t|:{'l§' faces and hands It
is doubtless one of the designs of
Providence, in sending beautiful

er all over this green earth,

clear we
that we should keep our houses and
persons clean; and if, as many
astronomers affirm, there is no wa-
ter in the moon, it is very evident
that there are no children there,

otherwise such a provision fiir dirty
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have

and hands would not

faces

been overlooked. But it is not of

particularly that this little

will treat. Children who

been rightly taunght, under-

the sad truth, that the heart
cannot be cleansed as we cleanse
the hands. Yet the heart is defiled,
and must be made clean before we
cun mingle with the good on earth,

1

and the pure in heaven. How
it be done? Read this book, little
children. We hope that W may

teach you the way.
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REUBEN RAMSAY.

CHAPTER L

The nn
b

1y mn w friend

ime into the house

Revpen Ramsay
one day, roaring with all his might.
It was no nncommen 1]1:1;-_.( o see
Reuben in this condition ; so nobody
beenme greatly concerned to find
out the matter. This is always very
provoking to young gentlemen who

+ to make great noise in

underta

the world, and so it proved to Reu-

ben Ramsay. The more folks would

not hear, the louder he roared, until
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his grandfather dropped his news-

paper, and exclaimed,

“ What now, what now, r

¥ boy "

“ They—they—they don't want
me,” cried Reuben.

“Who don’t want you?” said
grandfather, looking at him through
his

#The ill'-_\' :
“they won't let me play; they e

lasses

screamed Heuben:
1

me a cross little rascal, and tell me

1o go hum' .

“Not much out of the way either,”
murmured grandiather, as be took
up his paper

'.\‘uiuu'l\ 's o
blame for not wanting you. Go
look into the glass, ]..._\. and see i
you want yoursell”

“ Want myself!” thought Reuben,
as he stopped crying, and sat downy
“that is queer, What iff 1 don't,
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how is it to be | "||||-il.’ I can 't say
as the boys do, ‘ There is that cross
“l'lllu n [|i|r|}:-.'!_'.' : nobody wants

you, lenben: so you had better be
off home.! And yet I don't know
but 1 wounld say so, if it would do
any good. 1 will look in the glass,

and see iff T want myself.”

2o Reaben posted into the keep-
ing roomm, where there was a long
mirror, in which he could see him-

self’ from top to toe What a hit

was here! A face covered with all

manner of dark lines, made of tears
which had been turned out of their
course i._\- z]'lrl_'-' hands ; eyes [hut
were dark and clear enough when
they were made, but which now
looked like two radishes in a glass
of muddy water; a nose that might

have gone for another radish, only
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it was rubbed and pinched out of
all shape; and a mouth that looked
a8 though it had never opened, ex-
cept to scream. Added to this was
hair standing on end, torn jacket,
and muddy trowsers, Reuben look-
ed at this ugly fellow in the glass,
and did not wonder that he was not
wanted. #

“I'm sure,” thought he, “be it
Renben Ramsay or not, 7 don't want
him."  But then the thought came
back to him again, “It can't be
helped, that is myself; it will do no
good to say, ‘Go away, you cross
little raseal: it won't go.”
| S0 Renben sat down upon a chair,

and covered his face with his dirty
hands, and cried as thongh his heart
would break. He did not roar and

* Son
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scream ; but he sobbed and sobbed,
until his heart came swelling up,
and he was well nigh choked.

Now it happened that a lady had
been for several days visiting Reu-
ben’s mother. This lady was very
fond of good children; but, some-
hn\\', .-]II' .|J:H| never |Iflii[|l‘l]l'(| o
find out that a little care, and sym-

pathy, and patience, sometimes

makes naughty children good: if
she had known it, no doubt she
fwopld have tried, for she was a
;{(Jllll-lii'{lﬂ!'lt [:ul_\'. who loved to see
people happy, and she had sense
enough to know that nobody can be
happy without they are good. Well,
as | have before told you, she had
not found ont, as yet, that she conld
do much toward making really bad
children good. But we are happy
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*to tell you that Reuben Rams:

naughty as he was, taught her this
useful lesson. The lady had been
acquainted with Reuben's mother

for a good many ars, but had

never seen her since she had be-

come the mother of little children.

The lady thoy

ht Frank Ramsay o
fine boy, she loved him dearly, al-

most at the first ht: and Helen,

dear little Helen ; and the baby, the

crowing, good-natured baby. “1 gm
sure,” the lady would say, 1 ‘Tu_l'?ll-t]
love them no better if they were my
own.”

Mrs. Ramsay knew that she said
nothing about Renben, but she did
not blame her; nobody but herself
made any pretensions to loving him :
nd Helen, though th
did not call hir

even Frank ¢

oy

harsh name

, always




HEUBEN RAMEAY.

walked quietly away when Renben
joined them, or waited till they could
play by themselves. They meant
no unkindness in this. Reuben was

so ill-natured tl

they did not want
him. He would not plpy peaceably,
and he sowetimes made them teel as
good children do not want to feel to-

ward u little brother.

Reunbeny, knew that he

5 1ol
beloved, and his good mother had
often told him why; but Reuben,

thought

ke most wicked i‘i"'i.
the blame belonged to others. He
thonght that his relatives ought to
love him, and il they did not, they
were cruel and wicked Reuben
did not stop to think that even the
great God does not love what is un-
lavely, and of course does not require

it of others
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“I am a very unhappy boy,” Reu.
ben would say to himself; “nobody
wants me. The teacher don't want
me at school; the boys don't want
me to play with them on the green;
father don’t want me in the store;
grandfather don’t want me in the

library ; Frank and Helen don't want

me anywhere; mother don't want
me in the nursery, because I seare
the baby—the baby cries when he
sees me; Becky don't want me in
the kitchen ; and Tom says that the
horses kick the minute that 1 go into
the stable.”

So thought Reuben, day after day,
and even in the might would the
poor boy wake up with the bitter
words on his tongue, * Nobody wanis
me—nobody wants me:” but never,

till the day on which he looked into
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the looking-glass, had he made the
curions discovery that he did not

want firs

The little boy 1s still upon the

sofa, crying as though all was lost,
when the lady vistior entered the
room. Her only object in coming
in was to get a book, which she had
left there the rll'_',hi before. “ That
child is for ever crving,” thought
\kil}'_ as ;"‘llf' [lli}k 1=_l|' |HH'L\_ 4([!.' 11[['[‘_[["]
toward the door: but, as she did so,
Reuben's sobs (for he did not see
her) smote upon her heart. She
had never spoken to him, and conld
not remember his name; but she
walked up to the sofs, and said,
kindly, “ What is the maitter, little
|11|}' 4 X

At any other time Reuben would

have turned angrily awayv: but now




18-} REUBEN RAMSAY,

he was :hmp etely overcome by the

vision of the glass: * Nobody wants

me,” sobbed Reuben; “and—and I

don't want mysell.

ot want yourself!" said the
lady ; “why?

 Because—becanse, ma'am, 1

have seen myself’ in the looking-
glass. I am a bad-looking fellow,
and I don’t want myself”

The lady looked at Renben, and

did not much wonder; though she

could hardly help smiling at the

idea. She knew, howeves, that it is

a very important step toward getting

a new sell, that of being tired of our
old self; so she said seriously, but

kindly, to Reuben, “ Would you |

to go and wash your face and hands,

and brush your hair all nicely, and

then eome and talk with me
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“ Do you want me " said Reuben,
looking earnestly in the lady’s face

4] do indeed,” said the lady
*and will wat for yon here”

Drrivag Reuben's absence, the lady

sat still upon the sofa, and tried to
think what it would be best to say
to the little boy. She felt glad that

s becoming as tired of himself
as l'\rr‘\']ulli}' was of him; but she
doubted much whether she should
be able to make him understand
what hie wanted, and how that want
could be sapplied.  But justas Reu-

ben came back with his clean face
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and nicé smoothed hair, the lady

r of dotng

remembered that the pow

right, and of teacking the right, comes
alike from God; so she left it all

with him, determined to do herself

what she could, and in the

she could, for litile Reuben.
Children, as well as grown people,

should know that the great God is

not far from any of us, We can

think u pray

T io a4 mor 1, or we

£A T‘j!\"r\ll\ one N as short & ume,

which he will hear; and not only

hear—for God hears everything—but

will answer. When the Lord Jesus

Christ lived in this wicked world,

apon a certain time, a poor wWoman

came to him, and prayed for her

daughter, Her prayer was only

three words long, * Lord, help me!
The Lord knew all

that was all
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about her, and all about her danghter;
and becanse she knew him as her

only helper, her prayer was answer-

ed. Thus was it with the lady who
talked with Reuben: we shall see
this in the resnlts; for we may be
sure¢ that the gift of doing good
cometh down from the “ Father of
lights.”

As Reuben passed the mirror

a second time, he did not even turn

his eye, so affaid was he of seeing
that 1

1 think you had better stop,”

1.

ad-looking boy

said the lady, “and see if yon don’t
like yoursell” better now. It is true

that your eyes are red and swollen

with crying; but your face is clean,
and you are, on the whéle, a respect-
{lLlll'-'!-H]-.lrJ" little i-n_\."

“What signifies being respect
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able,” said Reuben, “if nobody
wants me ?”

The lady took Reuben's hand, and
drew him close to her side: *My
dear I:Iu_\'

id she, *if yon are truly

respectable, people aill want you.
The world ean’t get along without
respectable people.  But as that is
rather a hard word, we will take an-
other. The world wants good peo-
ple, and cannot get along without
them. Good people respect them-
selves; everybody respects them be-
cause they are rr.\p-'r'{raflfr }r

“ But,” .said Reuben, “you said,
just now, that my eclean face and
hands made me look quite respecta-
l'l".-‘

“That is true,” J'nil“v{i the lady;
we have a respect for cleanliness
but we don't want to limit our re-
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spect to a boy's face and hands
Do you respect yourself for being
clean ?”

“T don't feel so much il‘illl!lul'!]‘,”
said Reuben, “to look at you, now
that my face is washed; but still 1
don't feel happy.”

Lady. And would you feel happy
if I were to leave the room ?

Reuben. No, ma'am ; 1 think not.
ny

face and hands, and combing my

I have never found that washing

hair, has ever made a happy boy of
me.
L. And do you know what would

e you a happy boy?
R. Nothing, I think. It has

ways been so: nobody has ever

m

al-

wanted me; and 1T don't wonder
now, since I have come not to want
myself.
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The lady thought a moment, and
then said, “ When I asked yon to
wash your hands and face did you
think it a foolish request?”

“No, indeed,” replied the fittl

“how could I, when they needed

washing so mue

L. And how did you know

that ?
R. Why, (and he counld hardly
help langhing,) 1 saw in the look-

ing-

ass that they were awful

dirty.

L. And was it for this yon were

erying when | come in?

. O, no; Lknew that « little soap
and water would make me clean:
80 it was not that,

I. What then?

R. T don't know, ma’

am ; I think
it must have been that queer

kind




ar
26

REUBEN HAMSAY,

of a feeling that 1 didn’t want my-

self: T wished that there wasn't any
Renben, or else that—
L R

K. 1 never |'|'.'||']_'. thonght that 1

an was oood ?

it might have

wis bad until to-

been that

I.. No doubt, my dear, it was that.
And now let me tell you that the

mind has a looking-glass, and it is

ed conscience, It would be

foolish thing for anybody to look at

1 very

himself in one of our common mir-

rors, and then sit down and cry be-

se looked bad; especially if

n clothes, and soap and wate

and a hair-brush, wonld make him

logk any better. Bot sometimes

into the mind's mirror,

and see what soap and water can-

not make right; and if they don't
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know what will, it is no great wen-
der if they cry. Tears are of ne
great use here, though we don'l
think them foolish. Now, Reuben
dear, when you looked into the glass
to-day, and saw yourself a litile,
dirty, erying, disagreeable boy, that
nobody wanted, the mind took a
peep into its own mirror, and saw
something still worse—saw that all
the dislike of others was patural and
just, and made youn feel as if yon

didn’t want yourself.
R. Tam sure that what yon say is
all true; but it is a great pity that
| :

they must be always peeping in,

our minds have a looking-glass, if
and making us =0 unhappy and
tired of ourselves.

L. Not at all, my dear boy. Ifit
is proper that we should farnish owr
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houses with mirrors, that we may
see when our persons are soiled and

ill dres=ed, much more necessary is

the mirror which God has given to
the mind. We clothe and feed these
bodies for the dust, Reuben ; but we
adom the soul to live for ever with
its God

R. Yet what can we do? If the
mind sees itself in its own looking-
glass, not really dirty and ragged,

but worse—I can't tell how—and

soap and water, and hair-brushes, are

what shall we do?

is a very important in-

quiry, my dear; nor is it the first

time that people, looking into the

mind’s mirror, have anxiously in-
quired, “What shall we do?” In
the first }Jl'.u‘.r. Reuben, you must

look again.
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R. What! look at myself, when

it makes me 1 so bad?
L. Yes dear: look at

til you see all that is there,

ourself un.

R. Then 1 am sure that 1 shall

wish more than ever that there never
had been a Reuben,
L. And why?

R. Why, in just taking a peep, 1

have seen such s-—Seen

that I have never willingly obeyed

wer and mother, which is

my |
one of God's commandments; have
never kept the golden rule, nor that

new commandment whicl little

children must love one another. O
!

I don't like the mind’s looking-gl

it makes me feel worse and won

Pray, ma'am, did you ever look

in?

[.. Yes dear; and when 1 fipst be-
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gan to look, it made me feel just as
it does you.

R. What! were you ever a little,
dirty, crying, disagreeable boy—girl
[ mean—that nobody wanted ?

L. Not exactly that; but I was
once a vain, thoughtless girl ; often
indnlging sinful passions, speaking
wrong words, and thinking foolish
thonghts: apd when 1 looked into
the mind’s mirror I saw this.

H. And what did you do?

I, 1 sat down and cried, and
didn't want myself.

R, How queer; just like me! bat
still vau had ta keep yourself, dida’t
you ?

L. No, my dear; 1 should have
been very miserable had [ heen
obljo

d to keep that same wicked

sell It was the same with me,
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Reuben,

the mind’s mirror; it made me feel

as with you. I didn't like

worse and worse.  But, somehow,
when persons berin to see them-
selves in this mirror they can’t Izr-fp
looking : but the more I looked, the

worse | seemed to grow, till at last 1

was ready to die of erief and sl

R. And what did you do!?

L. 1 wondered il ever :IJ|}'hm|)‘
were as wretched as myself. | had
not a kind mother as yon have,
Reuben : my mother was in her
grave; but she had left me a Bible.

Well, dear, in my distress and

hating of myself; 1 took to reading
There 1 found

that nobody who is tired of a wicked

this blessed bo

heart need keep it.

. But we must © i

is ours, and

what ean we do
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I.. That is the great troulle with

most people, my dear little boy.
They call their hearts their own, but
Ihey certainly have no right to
them.

It. No right to our own hearts!
that is queer. I wonld like to know
who has a right to them, if we have
nol.

E. Who made you, Reuben?

R. God.

L. And who keeps yon alive?

R. God: I snppose that I couldn't
live & moment withont him.

L. Yon suppose rightly, my dear
And now tell me if it is nght to dis-
obey the great and good God who
minde and still preserves s,

K. No, ma'am ; it is wrong.

L. Well, Reuben, God says 1o

every little boy, “Son, give me thy
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heart.” Now, dear, those persons

who do not want themselves, who

see that their hearts are not safe in

their own keeping, ought to be ver
thankful for this command. 1 re-
member that this was the case with
me, \'.]Jl'JI 1 came 1o ll'lll!"l'.‘\TEllld
how it could be done, and felt so
tired of myself; that 1 was willing to
do anything that I might become
good and happy.

R. But how e¢an it be done?
]",\'-'rl\'lun!_\ tells me that 1 ought to
but T ean't. 1 have tried

be good
and tried, but I ecan’t, ma'am, that
15 a fact.

L. 1 believe you, dear;: and no-
body who has looked into the mind's
mirror expects a little boy to be eood
withont help. Tt is of no use for us

to try, dear. without we try aright,
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but if we do try aright, we shall
cerfainly succeed

Reuben sat some time withont
speaking ; he then asked the lady i
it would not be best for him to go,
first of all, 1o his ]l'tll'li]"'l. 10 1|‘||5 her
that he was at last tired of being a
bad boy, and was now beginning, in
rood earnest, to be better.

“Have you ever done this ?" asked
the lady.

Reuben thought a moment, and
then said that he had. “Tt is of
no, use,” continued he, sadly; “I
have promised my mother a great
many times that [ would try to he
better, Omee 1 told her that 1 wonld

and came out

be cood for one d:t"-'
of her chamber thinking that 1
should ; but before I was half way

down stairs, 1 heard Becky say,
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1 hope it won't rain to-day; if if
does, we shall have Reuben at home,

and 1 would as lief have a pesti-
lence.! Then Tom laughed, and 1

was angry. So I went into the
kitchen, and called them all manner

of ne Father heard me, and

sent me (0o my own room: there 1
staid, and cried, and rolled on the
floor, and beat my head against the
wall, until dinner-time. In the after
noon I was sick, and had to go to

bed; and at night I wouldn't say

my prayers, nor good night, to mo-
ther. Sinee then I have not pro-
mised to be good.”

“Well, my little boy,” said the
lady, “you need not promise, but
you can Iry—iry in a new way
which 1 will tell youn. The Lord

Loy

Jesus Christ was onee a little
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like you, but with this difference, he
was not a sinful boy, for he had not
a wicked heart: but Reuben, dear,
he knew what sin was and he knew
what temptation mednt, for he was
|ui|||:|le'l]. He is able to succor those
who are tempted—the Bible says so.
Now, if' Jesus had never been a little
child, he might have known nothing
about children’s temptations.  So he
became a child, that in al ;mr'.rf!.\'-—-
that means, in every way in which
people are tempted-—he might know
how to help them.”

“It was very kind of him," said
Renben, wiping his eyes again.  “ 1
am sure that Jesus must have been
a very good {riend to little boys when
he lived in this world.”

“Ah yes, indeed!” said the lady;

“none of ns ever had a better friend
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But he is the same now: he loves

little children as well as he ever
l&i‘}”

“You mean good children,” said

Reuben.

“Yes" replied the lady, *and
naughty ones too, or he would not
try by his Spirit to make them good,
that they might be fit to come and
live with him; and you may be
sure, my dear boy, that when he
sees persons that don't want them-
selves because they are wicked, he
s [:||':IS|_-1|. and all ready to hn"lp
them.”

“ And il he help them? will he
help me 7" asked Reuben, earnestly.

“If we want his help enongh to
ask for i
as the Bible says, that “without him

"said the lady: “if we feel,

we can do nothing,” and believe that
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he is able and willing to do all for us
that we need—all that we pray for—
then he will help ns."”

] of
going to my mother, and telling her

# Then,” said Reuben, *ins

that 1T mean to be good, I must go to
the Lord Jesus Christ, and ask him
to help me, when I try.”

“Ya

3 -

Reuben in her arms, and tenderly
kissed s cheek.

The little boy did not venture to

dear,” and the lady folded

promise anything. He felt as all
persons {eel when they come to see
themselves in the mind’s mirror,
very, very weak. So, when the
lady bid him good morning, and
was abont leaving the room, Reuben

1in, and asked

caught her hand
her if she wonld help him.
“ My dear little boy," said the lady,
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“there is but One that can help you;
don’t vou understand ?”

“Yes, yes,” replied Reuben; “1
don’t mean help me to be good, but
help me to come to Jesus Christ."”

“You mean to ask me if T will
pray for you, don't you!” said the
J:II!!'.

“Yes, ma'am, pray for me, that is
what I mean,” said the little hoy.

The lady was now sure that Heu-
ben nnderstood what she hnd been
saying to him ; and kissing his cheek
again, she promised not to forget his
request,
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CHAPTER IIL

talks with f

ror.
Sevenar days passed away before
y one appeared to notice the
change in Reuben. His mother
saw it first, but she said nothing, for
she feared it would not last. The
lady watched him with some anxiety,
and it cannot be supposed that she

had no fears for a passionate little

boy like him. She felt véry much

encouraged, however, when Reuben

told" her that he prayed often, and
believed that Jesus Christ was will-
ing to help him.

Several weeks had now passed

away, when one evening Frank s

Helen were playing at jack-straws
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Mr. Ramsay was reading, Mrs, Ram-

say was sitting with the lady at her
work, and the baby, who had be-

come very fond of Reuben, was

langhing to see him roll the play-
things. Presently there were whis-
pers which sounded very much like
dispute. The sound came from the
table where Frank and Helen were
playing jack-straws.  Mr. Ramsay
but Frank,

getting very angry, called out, in a

did not potice it at first

loud, harsh veice, “You jogzed.
miss! and there is no use in denying
i i
“ What
ther, looking sternly over his book,
“ Frank! Helen! leave the room!”
Frank rudels

all this?" said theffa-

shoved back his
chair, his face crimson with shame

and an Helen

L and left the room.
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burst into tears, and disappeared at
another door.

“ I am surprised,” said Mrs. Ram-
say: *it is quite uncommon for
Frank and Helen to behave in this
way !

“It seems,” rf'[JIi"li the father,
carelessly, “that they have some of

told Adam,’ after all.”

Reuben sighed, and said that he
Was Sorry.

 You sorry !" said his father, langh-

ing; “are you not willing that Frank
and Helen should share ‘old Adam’
with you ?”

Little Reuben felt grieved, and, in
spite of himself, the tears came to
nis eyes. His mother saw them,

and said, “ Father has fi rolten that

Reuben is :_'l‘llil|_1_' to be a good

]u)_"'."
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“Ah!" said Mr. Ramsay, “and so
§ had. Come here, Reuben, and tell
me why you are sorry for Frank and
Helen."

Reuben climbed apon his fi
knee, and told him how he had read
a great deal in his Testament lately ;

and how the Testament said, that in
Adam all die.

Mr. Ramsay was much surprised ;
but the tears came to the mother's
eyes as she asked her litle ‘im)‘
what that meant.

»1 think it means," said Reuben,
“that Adam sinned against God, and
then had a wicked heart. Al of us
have wicked hearts, and I suppose
that 1s what father means by having
‘old Adam.” 1If we don't get tired
of these, and come to Christ, all that
is good will die out of our hearts, and
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we shall be very wicked. 1 always

thought that Frank and Helen were
good, but now [ am afraid that they
are not: lht‘}' ought to see them-
selves in the mind's mirror.”

“And what iz that?' asked his
father.

The little boy wondered that his
father did not know, and asked him
if he had never seen himself in that
Mirror.

“Perhaps so,” replied Mr. Ramsay ;

“but I have forgotten it.”

“Then, dear papa,” said Reuben,
“you mnever looked in. Nohody
could forget that.”

His father laughed, and said per-
haps everybody did not see so fright-
ful a looking ereature as his little boy
did. “¥You see, my son,” continued

M

Ramsay, “1 have always mennt
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to be a decent-looking person: even

when 1 was a little boy | took care
that my

and hands should be

clean, my hair brushe

nd all that;
so that if I hs appe ned to look into the
glass I peed not be frightened at
I As for the mind's looking-

glass, 1 must confess that I have

mys

taken but few peeps there, and, on
the whole, they have been wvery
“iﬂl.‘g:’ll'hirl\',“

“Your father, my son,” said Mrs.

Ramsay, s never, knowin

wronged any man. He was a toler-
ably good-natured boy, and has
grown up to be a very respectable

man. The mind's looking-glass

must be a great magnif
make a very bad image from a mind
like that.” '

‘Well," ]

said Renben,

am hat
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a little boy, and 1 ean’t talk very
well about such things; but 1 would
like to know,
pt your own heart, and

. if you have all

this time

kl'll': so0 good too.”

“Kept it my said his
father; “ ¢ertainly, why not?”
teuben thonght u moment, and

1, * You know that God tells

then

and ]

us to give hm our he
thought it was because we couldn't
]1!'!']: them good ourselves”

Mr. Ramsay made no reply to
this. One glance into the mind's
mirror told him very plainly, that
however good he might be, he had
never kept that commandment. I
he had looked a little longer, he

wounld have seen that by breaki

this first, great commandment, he
had 1

ken all; and tl in  his
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heart, of which he had boasted so
much, dwelt no good thing, Tt will
not do for people to take only side-
long glances at the mind's mirror,
They must stand before i, as Ren.
ben did, nntil lht-_\' see what is there,
If they do this, they will feel, as he
did, that they do not want them-
selves,

CHATTER 1V.

Yeans passed away, and the lady
who had taught Reuben about the
mind's mirror again  visited Mrs.
Ramsay. The family were in great
affliction. Frank, who had grown

to be a fine, pro

'\-I W A,

and had for two vear

been engaged
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in a thriving business in 1he cify,

came home , and died suddenly.
Helen was almost heart-broken for
the loss of her dgar brother. She
had grown up to be a very beautifil
and rather a vain young lady. She
had promised hersell LILAIEY .lIIl[}ir_\
days in the city with her brother
Frank: but he was gone—gone
down in his youth to the grave.
Mrs. Ramsay had long believed
in Jesus as the resurrection and the
life, and she hoped that Frank be-
lieved in him too; and the Bible
says, “He that believeth in him,

though he were dead, yet shall he

live:" so Mrs. Ramsay did not
mourn for Frank as Helen did.
“Buat where,” said the lady,

Mr. ];.t.‘l.‘-ll\' and Reuben

“Ah!" replied the mother, throw-
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ing her arms around the neck of her
friend, “what a blessing was your
last visit to us! That dear boy has
been the means,of bringing his -
ther to Christ. 1 do not kdow what

we shounld do in this sad hour, if it

were not for thi

Reuben soon came in—a tall, fine-
looking boy—and vou may be sure
he remembered the lady without an
introduetion.  Children know how
well they love those who have been
patient with thejr faults, and taught
them the way to be good ; so | need

not tell them how ectionately
Heuben pressed the, hand of his
friend, and could hardly leave her

side for a single moment during the

evening. A happy evening was that

n. God had

to all but poor He
sent this -fr'l';n affliction wan her,
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that she might turn her heart from
earth to him—so said her father—so
said they all.  And they told Helen,

too, how Je

sus invited the weary
and heavy laden to himself. Helen
said that she was not fit to come.
Then Reuben smiled joyfully, and
\'.'|li.-]-1'.-‘t-1i to the i;uE".'. that Helen
was looking at herself in the “ mind's
mirror.” He felt sure that when she
had seen all her heart there, she
would be glad to look to Jesus

And so it was.
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And the poor civens-horses; T ofton he

Whars there are far prettier s

tof one thing I'msure
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Hndh

heir soft
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