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HYMN FOR A OHILD,

Gob, whoae homs is in the sky,

Far above the sun so high;

¥ar above the moon so bright,

Axd the sters which shine at night;
Thon axt very near to me,

Though I cannot look on thee,

Yet Iknow it wss thy hand
Formed the earth whereon I stand—
Made the gruas, the flower, the tres,
Everything I love to see:

Thou didst make them all to raise
Even little children’s praise,

Though thy home is {ar away,

Thou dost watch me night and day;
Thou canat hear my feeile tongue
Sound above the angels’ song,
‘When they bow their golden wings
Unto thee, great King of kings,

1 would love and pruise thee too,
As the holy angels do;

Thank thee for tay mercles given,
Pray to guide my way to heaven,
Auxd to joln the glorlous hymn
Cbanted sy the Serqphim,
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TABB'S DOLLY,

A LITTLE gid, nine or ten years old, sab
on the curb-stcne, one summer day, in the
city of Chicago, They call her Tabb, I
suppose her real name was Tabitha, She
was 80 busy with a poor little rag-baby that
she seemed not to mind the heat or the glare,

One of the baby's arms had been torn off,
and its head fell over on one side, and every
time it was moved the sawdust fell out of a
hole in its foot. As the child sat there,
trylng to make the poor baby whole sgain
with & darning-necdle and some string, &
boy about twelve or thirteen years of age
came along, and stopped to look at her,

The boy snatched the doll out of her
hands, In spite of her efforts {0 preveni
him,

The eyes of the poor gir! filled with tears,
and her chin quivered, as she said:

“Is your mother dead 1"

“Not as I knows on.”

“But mine is, and she made that dolly
for me when her hands trembled so much,
and her eyes were 80 full of tears that I had
to cut ths clothes for her, That's why the

baby looks 80 bed.”

“ 1 remember now 'bout seein’ ths crapil
ou your door. I'm awful sorry I w
rough. This 'ere linin'in my cap will mak
that baby a hull dress, and if you won't aa
nothin' to nobody about how I acted, I1
give it to ye.” ‘

Out came the lining with one pull. Ha
Iaid it down by the doll, and then put two
coat buttons down with it. These wero al
he had In his pockets.—Selected.

THE DEVIL'S FOUR SERVANTS,

THE devil has & great many servants, and
they are all busy and active ones. They
ride in the railway trains, they aail on the
steamboats, they swarm along the highways I
of the country and the thoroughfares of the
cities, they do business in the busy masts; |§
they are everywhere and in all placee.
Some are so vile-looking that one instinc- §&
tively turns from them in disguat, but some
are 50 soclable and plaunsible that they
almost deceive at times the very elech.
Among this latter class are to be found the
devil's four chief servants. Here are thelr
names :

“There's no danger,” There {5 one.

“Only this one.” That {s another,

“HEverybody does so.” That is the third.

* By-and-by,” That {s the fourth,

When tempted from the path of strict
rectitude, and *There’s no danger” urges |
you on, say, ‘* Get thee behind me, Satan!”

When tempted to give the Sabbath up to
pleasure, or to do a little labour in the
worksbop or the counting-room, and *Only
this one ” or * Everybody does 8o " whispers
at your elbow, do not listen for & moment
to the dangerous counsel

All four are cheats and liara, They mean
to deceive you and cheat you out of heaven.

“ Behold,” says God, *“now is the acoepted
time, now {s the day of salvation.” He has
no promise for ¢ by-and-by.”
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SONGS OF PRAISE

A D2AR Iady, who loved the Lord Jesus
with all her heart, was in prison. While
there she wrote and sang hymns of praite
to God. Do you want to hear what she
gald ?

“It sometimes seemed to me as if I were
a little bird whom tho Lord had placed in
a cage, and that I had notbing now to do
but to sing, The joy of my heart gave a
brightness to the objects around me, The
stones of my prison looked In my eyes like
rubles,”

Nothing but sin can keep us from praising
God. If we know Jesus our hearts will
be s0 full of joy that nothing can keep us
from singing praise to him!




