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O~UR tOUNeé EColé
SLEEPYLAND.

Baby's been in Sleepyland
Over the hillh, over the hila;
Baby's been ini Slocpyland,

AUl the. rainy morning.

Prom the cradie where aie lay,
~. Up ah. jumped and fiew away,

For Sleepyland is bright and gay
EM rainy morning.

What did you uee in Sloepyland,
Baby littleat, baby prettiest ?
What did you seo i Bl.epyland,

Ail the, rainy morning?

Saw the Sun that siion. so twinkily,
Saw the. gre that moved so crinkily,
Saw the brook that flowed so tinkily,

AUl thè lovely morning.

~rWhat did you hear in Bleepyland,
Over the, hisl, over the hille?
What did you hear in Sleepyland?

Ail the. rainy morning.?

Hourd the, wind that wooed 10 wooingly,
Heard the. dovea tht oooed 80 cooingly,
Heard tiio.oows that mooed go mooingly,

Ail the loyely morning.

What did you do i Bleepyland,
Baby littloat, baby prettioat?
What did you do i Bleepyland.

AUl the. rainy morning?

Sang a song with a bine oanary,
Danced a dance witii a golden fairy,
Rode about on a cinnamon brary,

Ail the. lovely morming.

Would I oould go to S1.epyland,
Over the. his, over thie hual;
Would I oould go to Sleepyland,

Every rainy morning.

But Sleepyland may never beiiold,
kny one more than two yeara old,
Bo poor old mammy atayas ont in the. cold,

Every rainy morning.

SAVE ME NEXT!

À beautiful littie incident is told of a child
UlPOri a lately wrecked steamer. The boats were
t&killg the passengers away as fast as they
coulId. Ail were crowding forward, intent on
theirl OWn salvation. One after another was
e488ed dlown, while the neglected ehild stood
Waitinig her turn. The vessel rocked to anid

f'011 the eve of going to the bottom. Seeing
110 chance of escape, the littie one stretched
'4it her hands and cried, '«Save me next 1"

'ti- a cry that ought to *go up from millions
<> kearts. The bark of life will go down

6o1hle day, and if we are not saved, we must
be eternll108lot. It is a cry that those of us
'*ho 4reSaved might hear on every hand. It.

Sfrorn that miserable, trembling, haif-
Palsied debauchee, Who cemust have, wil have
t%. Re curses his fate and drinks again,

eril while he cries out in agony against the
eh'sthkt, bind him, as with fetters, of brus

Mne next 1 " 9trng arm a. muliat we 'hold

needs to be-none but herseif knows how
much.

The cati is t> some Christian woman to
lead her to Him who will say, ««Thy sins are,
forgiven thee."

The dusky red man beckons us toward the
setting sun with the same cry to be saved
next.

The whispering breezes waft the cry over
from the Orient, from nations Sitting in dark-
ness, bowing down te gods of wood and
Stone.

It comes to Christian men and women,
'Corne and save us next! " They must be duli

ears that cannot hear any of these cries.
Some will harden their hearts, and go on as if
they heard them not.

Whon tiiose that loek out of the. windows b. darkened.-
Eccles. xii. 8.

Rapt in a worl of long ago,
Granny ails dreamxing hall the, day;
Lite's evetido for ber grows grey;

Evon the, uunset'a lingering glow
Fades fut away.

Dear Granny 1 sun, and moon, and stars,
For bor have lest their wonted light;
Tiie eyea tbat once wero sparkling brlght,

(Jan eeo more the golden bars,
And &aini.nigbt I

Yot Qod is good, and witii thei oes,
Ho sends suci love ber y.are to bles-
Snob wealQi of patient tendernou-

That day by day dear Granny'a les.
Growa loua and lois.

And oildren's ohildren haunt the. place
Wiiere Granaits, and.,full of glee,
They lamber wildly on her knee,

And love te, kiu. the dear old face
That suema te uoeo.

And one wee figure quaintly wue,
Wiil linger tiiero wiien otiiera play,
A.nd nover oare te mrn away ;

W. always ceaU hor IlGranny'a oyeu,"
The children aay.

For, heur by bour, by Granny'a aide
Tii. littie maid wfll ait and read;
Or, peniiapa, the tottering fobetteps lead,

So that the. blind, with snob fond guide,
Can soindeed.

Se Granny dear in glad and brigbt,
Fully content on earth te stay,
Til, in the Fatbor'a own goed way,

The. amn shah shine, anda mlithe nigiit
Be tumned to day.

HO0W À CHILD CAN REPENT.

To repent is te be sorry for bad actions, to
stop doing Lthem, and to do what we can
te undo the evil. If you have been dis-
obedient to father or mother, you must do
those three things in order to fully repent.
Firet, you must be sorry for your disobedience;
second, you muet step disobeying; third, you
must do what you can to stop'the bad effects
of your former disobedience. Suppose your
exrample 'hasm mad brohersa &nd siter'di-
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bad thing, they may let the mischief done by
it stand, instead of trying to cure it. We
should seek the forgiveness of God, in the
name and through the work of the Lord
Jesus Christ. and then the Holy Ghost will
come to cleanse us from our sin and to give
us the comfort of feeling that we are forgiven.

SWEDISII POLJTEVESS.

The Swedish men and gentlemen, are as'a
rule, singularly handsome and polite ini the ex-
treme., writes a newspaper correspondent. A
peasant of the lowest order neyer passes afel-
low-peasant without a polite lifting of the bat.
It matters not whether they meet in the high-
way or the field; in the midst of ail their
hurry and toi] this mark of deference one -for
the other is neyer forgotten. I remembe r
very well when Miss Thursby was in Gotten-
burg lat winter, as she stood at my-window,
wbich commands a view of the entire length
of the principal street in the city, ber musical
laugh as she stood watching the crowds com-
ing and going, ber calling to me te corne ahd
see this! I stepped to the window and asked
ber wbat she had seen wbich so excited
her risibilities. " Why," said'she, " see those
peasants in blouses, walking in the middle of
the street, taking off their bats to eacb other!"
64rYes," I answered, "'tbat is notbiing unusual;
it is the custorn of tbis country." She could
scarcely believe it more tban affectation, but
wben, sbortly after, she found that the custom
was fast rooted in genuine politeness she pro-
tested ber administration of and warm-liking
for it. ________

PUSSyE

Did you ever tbink why we cail the cat
pusa ! A great many years ago the people
of Egypt, who bave many idols, worshipped
the cat. They thought she was like the
moon, because she was more active at
nigbt, and because ber eyes changed, just as
the moon changes, which is sometimes full
and sometimes only a littie brigbt crescent or
half moon, as we say. Did you ever notice
your pussy's eyes te see bow they change ?
So these people made an idol witb the cat's
head and named it Pasht, the same name they
gave to the moon; for the wooed meana the
face, of the moon. That word has been changed
te pas or pus> and bas corne at last to be puss,
the name whîch almost every one gives to the
cat. Puss and pussy-cat are pet namesa for
kitty everywhere. Wlho ever tbought of it
as given to ber thousands of years ago, and
tbat then people bowed down and prayed te
ber?

THE SHELLS CAME 0FF?.

Little Jobnnie was sent by bis mother to
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