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SUMMiElt IIDS.

T;'K Iatk ho loves the carly morn,
The thruah ho loves the noon,

Tho blackbird at the Close of day
lo=r forth hie mollow tune.

And whon the stars of nlght pcop out,
Ana ahune on blli ana dalo,

Thon ini the dgirknesa ofthLe grovo
la heard theo nightingaie.

Ail tho birds Bing in thoir Lime and place,
Yot overy note they raise

le but to ahow thoir gratitudo
And aing their Makcr's praise.
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AN EVENING RY.

ALMIGHTY GoD, thOU art xny Creator;
my body, so wonderfuiiy mna'e, ie the work
of thy hand, and my soul, which 8haHl nover
die, cornes from thec. 1 beiong to thee, my
heavenly Father. My spirit muet go back
to thee 'when my poor body returns to dust.

Ohi, let nme nover forget that I muet give
an account to thec of my life in this worid
-of ail My thonghta and words ana acte!i

I thank thee, 0 God, for the multitude of
thy mercies to me horr6, but above ail other
things, 1 lonig to have my narno written in
heaven, iii the book of life.

0 Lord, thou do3t know me by my namre;
1 amn not too young for thy gracious notice.
Tieil hast known my comong in and going
out this day, and overy mioment of iny life
bus been sedt in thy sight. 1Ipray thee to
forgive my many ans and ta give me grace
Vo livo to thy praise.

O Lord, may Jesus be my Saviour, and
may xny prayer bel accepted for his salie1
AmeiL

I10W LONG LT TAKES.
O0h. Vi' q() liungry 1" vriml .Tnhnny,

rtinnhîîg iu frnin play IlGive îne snrne,

liread anud butter, quick 1 "
-The bread i8 baking; you miust he

iiatictît," said lis inother.
Jo)înny waited two :nh:ute, nîîd tluc.î'

asked if iL wvas doue.
INo," aua)s'e'<'d hie ;notlîcr, tîsnt quite

yet."
IlIL fleerns to take a long wvhile Vo ninke a

suice of bread, laid1 Johlny.
IlPcrhiaps you doîî't know, Jobnîîy, hîow

long it doce take," eaid bis inother.
sIIow long ?"' asked t hittie boy.
"The Joaf wae beguîiii i teprîg'

Johnny opcned luis cyce wide-l' it %vas
doiuig ail aunhînor; iL coula utot be fuiiehled
tilt the autumu."

Johinny wvas glad if it was autunin, if it
took ail that wvhile, for so long a Lime to a
litirgry Iittle boy %vas discouraging.

'Wluy?" ha cried, drawing a long breuth,
"Because God ie nover in a hurry," said

ieotler. IlThe farmer droppcd his seed i ii
the ground in April," elle went ou to say,
partly to niake waiting tirne shortor, and
more, perhaps, to drop good sccd by the
wayside; "lbut the fermer could not niako
thora grow. AUl the men in the world could
not mako a grain o! wheat, rauch 103s coula
ail the men in the world make a stalk of
wheat grow. Au ingenious man could inake
somethiug that looked like wheat, ludeed,
you ofton see ladies bonnets trimmned with
sprays of wheat made by suilliners, and at
first sigit you cau hardly tell tae difference."

IPut them in the ground aud aoc," said
Joli uny.

IThat would ccrtuiniy docide. The
niake-believe wheat wouid lie as stiil as
bits of iron. The roui grain wvould soon
niake a etir, becauee the roui 2code have life
withiu, tlîcm, and God only gives life. The
farmer, then, neitiier makee te corn nor
the corn grow; but hoe drops iL into tîte
grouud, and cavers it up (tlîut ie lus part),
and then louves iL to Ood. God takes care
of it. It ls He who set3 Alothar Barth
nouriehing iL witli lier warrn juicci. Ho
sende the main, Re makes the sun to abine,
He mak.es it spring up, first the tender
shoot, and thon the blades, and He mukes
May aud June and July and Augtist, with
ail thoir fuir and fuul weatber, to set up
the stalks, Lhruw vut tIe leavee and ripe.n
theaquar. If littie boys arte tarving the corn
grows uiu faster. *God does flot htirry HIS
work i Ho dom ail things well."

By thie tixne Johnnyhad lest ail hie im-
patience. He wus thinking.

etWell,» hoe said at laeti Ilthat'a wby we

pray to God, 1 Give ue this day our d2Z,
bread.' Beore now I thoughit it %vas '
mother. that gave -ls our daily bread, &:z
now 1 sea it was God. WVe 8hould flot lia~
a qlice if it woren't for God; would vI
inothor? -1

MILXING SONG."
CusiiA 1 cusha 1 cusba 1-ealling-
For the dews will soon lie failing,
Leave your randow grasses mellow,

Mellow, mellow.

Quit your cowslips--cowslipe yoilow;
Corne up, Ligîtfoot; corne up Whitefot;
Quit the stalks of parsley hollow,

Hollow, bollow.

Corne up, Jetty; rise, and foilow;
From the clovers lift your head;
Como up, Netty; rise, and foilow
Jetty, to the milking-8hed. JU IEu

WHAT HAPPENED TO BABY-BE!il.f
"TElis je very nice," said a baby-k

as ho floated down the river on a log hels
found by the waterse edge. «Wiaýt

miaitake my mothor mado Nvhen ehe told~
not togeton itl Ite enicest time Ic
bail, and so I shail tell lier when I '

back."Ii
And the log floated down the river.
"I wonder when it wili go the otC

way 1" cried the little bear, after a tir

as the curont bore ira fatther and fa,15

the log floated on.
"I want to go back 1" cried the it%

bear again "Ive beeu quite fer, enou;
and I'rn stiff and cramped." But the

IlO dear 1 " cried the Jittie bear;
believe elhe was rigit after ail, and wheu
geL home I think l'Il tell lier so."

But, alas, the poor littie bear neyer à
a chance of telling ber 8o, for ho neyer 01~
his inother or bis home again. Ho 71i
seen and captured by sorne fur-traders, wa.
many a time ini bis captivity did hoiei
over the disobedionco that cost him
liberty. __ __

TIIEY AME SAFE.
Six little childron got into a b~oat, V

were awept aviay to sea. Ail who o
put ont in searcil o! themi. Great anxué j
filled the place. Ail niglit the chil& '
'were drifting on the cruel sea. Nýqxt à,0
a fieherman discovered and rescued thW
The cry, Il They are safe 1 " rau through
town. Tho work of the Sunday-ahool~
te rescue, not Mix, but millions of dhil&
who are drifling to rm ~


