
THE CHILDREN'S PRESBYTERIAN.

1 rcadily aqsented, bunt k'wpt thecui lwtl
for a little wvbile ta r'%y'iîtli. Unifortuni-
ntely . I lost one, f111( lnun1tel 'Cli rooi
over, but cJdl iiot lind it. \Vitb tear-
ful cyes 1 toil iny iuotlîcî, whlo quictly
remnarked, ''Wcll, Walter', wbicb penny
is lost, yours or tbe ini.qsionuarty pn
1 tbouglit the inatter over a nionmeut. and
told lier tbat I tlioiglt it muait bo tbc
rnîssiaîîary, for I jiad mine lcft- Il a few
moments mnotber saiîi that it was time for
mse ta go ta bcd, but Aie wantcd Ile ta
tbiukc..oycr- tbis uiatter about tho pennies,
and1 let bier kuow in the miorning wbicli
peniiyýwas lost? I tbougbit it over, and
before'l sent ta sleep, dccided tlîat it was
rn-y penny that was lost, and the is;sion-
ary left, wbicbh I would put ii-to tbe con -
tribution box (several of wbicb svere fast-
cned up iu aur hans8e). Early iu the
inorng 1 bouinded out of bd: :aad told
mny mether xnyl decision. She s ssilcd
and saîd, "'Tbat's Iiigbt, Waltcr. It was
yan-r penny that svas lest, but alter yon
wcut tobed I found it under tbe lounge,
here it is."

NO FEAR, NO HiorE.
Mr. Robert Owen once visited a gentle-

mns wbo was a believer. Iii salking eut
thcy cameto the gentleman's fnuîily grave.
Owen, addrcssiug iuîî, said " There is anc
advantaee I bave over Obristians :I ani
net afraid ta die ; but if son-e of rny bus-
iness were 8ettled, I should be perfrctly
willia.g to die at any mioment."
Baid bis compassion, "1you Bay yon<ýj11Ve
ne fear cf deatls-bave you any hopâ 'in
deat ? " Alter a solemn pause, lie re-
plied, "No! «, "Then,"1 replicd the gen-
tlemnan, poiatiug to an ex standing near,
"yen are on a level -witb tbat brute ; lie
bas fed till he is satisfied, and stands in
ia tbe sbade, whiskiug off the flics, and
bas neithor boe uer -fear. "-Sword and
?7rowel.

HIS PRAYER.
Ia aIl the literature of sacred experi-

ence tbat bas growa around that cbild's
j>rayer o! the Christian wvorld, " Now 1
lay me clown to sleep,', etc., we have accus

few narratives more affectiug tbaa this.
Itwaa told by tbe pastor of St. John's
Church, New York. Part of tbe wall of
a burat bouse, lie said, bad fallen on a six
or seven-ycar.old boy, and terribly mnan-

g led bim. Living in the neiglibou-hood,
Iwa s called in te sec the stricken hanse-

hold.

1IThe littie -iullèîcr i% as il, i1ntoise agoîîy.
jMost of blis rl- uvre br ,ken, bis breabt-
bane .-ru 1-1 ni ue 0. bi., liîuibï frac-
tnred ini tiwo Rat~ -is breatbiug wvas
shîort and diflioîîli. Fie was cv i(dutly
1%.11g.

I spoke a fe î ords to hiu of Chr1i3t,
the and-r-rî aul recious lerieud of
caiIltcu, and then. v.ith bis niother andc
au ololer xi.ster, kîjeit hcfoi-e bis bed. Shlort
alld simiple was oar prayer. Holding~ the
laîl's bjaud iu mine, I repeated the c si-
drecu's Gospel : - uffer the little cbjîdren
to corne unto Me, and forbid thoîn not, for
of rn-ch is the kingdlom of lieavenl." Ho
discngaged bis band frorn mine, anud fold-
cdl bis. \Ve rose f romi our hnces. His
iiiiind began to ivauder. Hec callcd hie
mnother.

"V lin sleepy, mnainuna, and want to say
my prayers."

" Do P'o, xssy darling," replied thse soùb-
ing mother.
Mow I lay me-down--to, Bleep;
I pray Thec, Lord, ny soul-to keep -
If I-sbiould-die.-

And then lie was beyoud the river of
deatb. On thse wings of tbst simple pray.
er, tbat bad borne so macny of tbe larnb8
iuta the Good Sbepberd's bosom, lis soul
had sped to Hlm tbat; gave it. I can sèe
bis littie figure, with claspcd hand and
closcd eyes, like a sleeping angel, before
me this moment, thougbl more than nine
years bave passeci since the accident.

RER :PÂTHER'S BIBLE.

A father dicd after a long illness, a
clergyxnaa, leaviug several childi-en, al
quite young ;but on bi8 death-bed putt-
ing into the baud of bis little girl, Mary,
hie Bible. It was well used, and had
been bis companion in many a wcary bour.

After a few years, Mary, tlhen about
fteen, f eh ill of the saine liugering dis-

case bier papa bad gane tbrougbi. 0She
w- very reserved, neyer saying one word
tbat svas in heysr mind to strangers ;aud
one day a friend wbo livedl near was asked
by Mfary's widow'ed mlother ta go and Seo
bier littie girl, wbo would blave ta lic a
long time on lier bcd of 8ufferiing, for ab-
8cesses were forming on lier body, and
spinal disease would preveut bier moving.

But wben this friend wvent, poor littie
Mary svas sa nervous and reserved, it
was a long wbile before slie could tell
svbetber sbe liked bier going at ail. But
God gave a ke7j whil,1 ualocked Mary's
beart. Her friead saw a Bible under
Marys pillow, or lying rieur, and nsked


