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LIITLE CILDREN, LOVE ONE A NOTIL

BY FANNIE.

A l1111e girl. witb a hanppy look,
Bat slowly readlng a ponderous book,
Ail bound whii velvet, and edged with gold;
.And itswiveghtwas more than ltbe cild coutil bold.
Ye: dearly site Iovcd to ponder it o'er,
And avery day site prized Rt more;
For lt said-nd she lonked at lier smiling tîer
-It sald, IlLittle chilclren, love one anotiier."1

Site thought it aras beautiful ln the bock,
And te lesson borne tu bier beart sie îook j
Bite waiiced on ber way wiîll a trusting grace,
Antd a dove-like look lu ber meek young face,
Whicn sald, just as plain as words could,,ýay,
The Holy Bible 1 nmust obey; 1

So, manna, 1'il be kind to csy darling brother,
For* lRuile children must love each aiber."

1 arn sorry bels naugity, and %vili ot play,
Blut l'il love hîm nul!i; for 1 tiiink the way
To make him gentie ani kliid to me,
Ml! be belter shoivn, Ir 1 let lt se

j surive Ko do wbat i think ls riehi;
Anid tbu., wben we kneel ii prayer to-nigci,
1 ai clasp my armis about iny brother,
Andi say, IlLittle chiltiren, love one acother."1

Thse -iiue girl diti as lier Bible îaugitt,
And pleasant indeeti was the change hi wrougbt;
For tbe boy looked up in glati surptise,
To tacet te ligue t ter loving zyes ;
Hiae bearn aas full, andtie couli tnt speak,
But bie presseti a kîss on bis sister'zi ciieek;
Ami Goti lociled duevn ois the happy a.otiar
Wboaa Illitele chludien loved cacit otiie:r."

THE CHILD'S MORNXINGHY.

The morrzing bîighe,
Wiih rosy Iight,

Bfath waked me from, mny sIeop.
Father, I own,
Thy love alone,

Thy littie at doeth kee>.

Ahi through the dar
1Ihumbly pray l

Be thou my guard and guide,-
My sins forgive,
And let me 11we,

Blest Jasus, near Thy siae.

O make Thy rest
Witbift my breast,

Great Spirit of ail graca;
Make me like Thee,
Then 1shallibe

Prepared le see Thy face.

CHILD'S EVENING PRAYER.

'Tis time to go to bad,
And shut my weary eyes;

But first 1111 tbank, for daily bread,
.My Father in the skies.

1Ifear thati1 elds day
Rave not obey'd my God;

Blest Saviour, pardon me, I pray,
And wash me in thy blooch

I no* amn very Young,
But as I'oider growv,

I hope to praise ihee with my tongue,
And more oi thee to knov.

IDLENESS LEADS TO WRONG.

There is nothing wvorsebthan idjenass,
For making chldten bad:

'Tis sure te lcad themn te distr6a ,
And muci that'e very sad.

QUESTION AND ANS WER.
«What have we te de with theeJesus,,

thoss Son of God ? -Malt. viii. 29.'
Tc, love thec, O, out Savieur
To wiorship thee, O, our Creator.
To serve ihee, O, our Master!
To follow thee, O, our Leader!
To leara of thea, O, our Tenéher!
To thnnk tlhee, O, our Prt serrer!.
Te.feu thec,, 0,our Judge .1'


