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Or in English
Now hear me say, ail ye good men,
The city clock bath just struck ten,
Take care of fire, put out your light,
Lest yau soine danger should invite.

Praise the Lord, ail ye good men 1

THE WoUNDEI' GREY BIRD.

RY JOHN 31ACDO2U.LD.

I wATcHED a littie grey bird
As it flew against a wafl,
Sa stunned, so nearly liféless,
I saw it helpless feI1;
It gave on e gasp and closed its eyes,
It dropped its bruised head,
And aul this in one moament,
I thought that it was dead.I
Between my hands 1 held it,
And breathed upan its breast,
As saniething whispered ta me
"Now tiy and do your best.

And soan 1 feit it struggling,
And then a kI.ndling glow,
Which tald the crisis over,
TaId of the life's blood flow.

1 pIàced it gently an my knee,
To catch the sun's warm rays,
S? strange tai sec it fluttering,
For ended seemed its days.e
It gathered strength each moment, 0
And then with new delight, k<
It left me ta my musing,
And soon flew out of sght.

How oft in the great city,
Does many a brother fafl,
Stunned lilce the littie grey bird
That dashed against the vall.
And waunded bird and man must die,
%Ve wefl can understand, th
if same ane out of loving heart f
Reach nat farth loving band.
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