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OUR HOME CIRCLE.
WK SHALL KSOW.

When the mists Lav.* r -i in splendor 
Kl «/ill t i;<* t><* -ut x uî t oe i: il I 

And thf -ii:j'ii.i.e, w/iv.u i>ii ! tender,
Fa ' 1 ' l i i.. x- ü ! ; I*- 

We hi iv re.tii I jvl ' hlr.r.mg letter 
ill the ia.ii Kivv of tlie 'p ay ;

We «-hail ki • iv. raui otln-i Int 1er 
Wl: n tii .ui-t- iiav -• civ tied away.

We «-hall know e;»« it ax we are known, 
Never umietu Walk alone.

In the daw mi-g * t the morning,
\N hvn tin uii-t- have cleared away.

Jf we ever e.r in human 1 En lue**,
And forg-1 that vve are dust,

If we mibx tlm law of itiidng^g,
When w. -t: U jzh; t<i le- .

Snowy xvin/.s ot peace -hail cover 
All the pain that cloud* our day.

When the v.v;cy v atch »<* over,
And 1 lie m>tx have cl* a red a wav.

We all.ill know as we are known, 
Never •■jore t • walk alone,

In the dawning i,f the morning,
W hen tlie mi* ta* have tleaied away.

When the silvery mists have veiled uk 
From the faces of our ow n.

Oft we deem their love has tailed ns,
And *e tread our path al "ie ;

We should Me tlmm near and truly,
We should iru-t them day hy day. 

Neither love nor Maine unduly,
If the mists have cleared away.

We shall know a- we a-t* known. 
Never move to walk alone.

In the dawning of the morning,
W hen the mists have cleared away.

When the mi-ts have arisen above us,
As our Father kn«.ws his own,

Face to face with those that levé us 
We shall know as we are known ;

Love beyond tin orient m« admvs 
Floats the golden fringe of day,

Heait to heat t w- bide the »ha<l <ws.
Till the mi-ls have cleared away.

We shall know as we are kno \ n, 
Never more to walk a*one.

When the day of light is dawning,
And the mists have cleared away.

—J non y mous,

frla-I-
,-hail
that

SING IT YOURSELF.
31 y future will not copy fair 

my past, on any leaf but Hea
ven’s.” Maggie murmured the 
word# over, half unconsciously, 
as she sat in the tirelight, listen
ing to the sound of the rain on 
the roof, and the click of Aunt 
Margaret's knitting needles, on 
the other side ol tlie tire, 
you want any more you must 
sing it yourself,” sa d Aunt Mar
garet, suddenly.

Maggie started. She had not 
meant to speak aloud. Two pairs 
of brown eyes met lor a moment 
in tlie firelight, the one bright 
and resolute, the other wonderin'' ! <-Oine in contact;

They shall obtain jov and 
ness,and sorrow and sighing 
live away.’ J tou t you see 
the singing is all along the way, 
not just at the end? It’s ea-'v 
enough to see that joy and glad
ness come hum the Lord, and 
sorrow and sighing from some 
one else.” ‘‘Bat g.xxi people are 
unhappy, sometimes.” “ Yes, 
but they needn’t be. Don’t think 
I’m hard, my dear ; I'm very sor
ry for you, and 1 love you dearly, 
but I have lived long enough and 
seen enough of som-w to know 
that God’s earth is full of glad 
music, that will come to us fast 
enough, if we don’t shut it out. 
It is perfectly true that our lives 
may, and ought to be, one grand, 
sweet song. And if we know 
that God wants us to make them 
so, we know that we can do it. 
Ho never lots one song come to 
an end without putting the score 
of a new one into our hands. Uf 
course we can’t sing it perfectly’ 
at once ; we must learn it note 
by note, and perhaps it may nev
er come quite easily, until it 
changes into the new song of hea
ven. Still, there are always some 
happy notes that we can sing, 
even here, and you know, ‘ the 
joy ot the Lord is your strength.’” 
Tnero wore tears in Maggie’s 
eyes, now, that were not ell of 
sorrow. “ What i* the joy of 
the Lord, Auntie ?” she said, 
softly-.

“ I think it is just the joy He 
gives you,” said Aunt Margaret. 
*’ All pure and innocent gladness 
comes from Him—the Lord’s jov 
—and it is our duty to search it 
out and gather it in, and let it 
spring up in our lives, a blessing 
to ourselves and all about us. It 
may be hard at first, until you 
have formed the habit of happi
ness, but keep on, Maggie. Drive 
ihe sad thoughts away with hap- 

[f'| py onos, even if they are not s > 
dignified. Learn poetry and re- | 
peat it to yourself when you feel j 
gloomy ; take fancy’ work that is j 
difficult enough to keep your mind I 
busy as well as yoar lingers ; be 
interested in the pleasures and ; 
troubles of all with whom you 

and, above all, 
never miss an o|>]k>i tunity of do. 
ing any one a kindness. There is 
nothing like that for warming 
the heart, you know. I know 
you’ll come out all right in the 
end, dear, only I want you to be
gin now when the song of your 
life seems ending, ind sing it 
yourself. Itemeinbcr the child’s 
poem,

and half-defiant ; then Maggie’s 
dropped. “ I don’t understand 
you, Aunt Margaret,” she said, 
with flushing cheeks. How can 
,1 sing it my-elf ?” (

Aunt Margaret laid down her 
work and drew her chair close to 
the girl’s own before she answer
ed. “ Look here, Maggie,” she 
said, gravely, “ I’ve been watch
ing you and thinking about you 
«ver since I came here, and now 
that I’m going away to-morrow 
morning 1 shan’t feel comfortable 
without telling you that I think 
you are beginning your life wrong.
No—now don’t be htfrt, dear”—
Aunt Margaret’s firm, soft hand 
came over to Maggie’s trembling 
one as sbe went on—“ I know 
your days have been pretty dark 
lately. It isn’t a light thing for 
a girl like you to have trouble 
come over her that secerns to 
take all the light and music out 
of her life ; and to be broken in 
health witli it, too, as you arc, so 
that your whole life must be dif
ferent from what you had plann
ed. And you’ve been patient,
Maggie—very patient for a girl 
like you, but anybody who loves 
you van see that you arc unhap
py inside. And if I were you.
Mairie, 1 wouldn’t have it so—I I 1,010 ln tllti hfo song that was-^o

Sing, l.ijti though you sing through your 
tear*.

Ami keep mm’ o’ the wools that I #ay,
A htrung, stout heart, «ml a sturdy steep, 

Win o'er the longest way.
There, 1 didn’t mean to preach a 
sermon. “ But Maggie’s whole 
face was glowing with a new 
light of thought and resolve.

Djar Aunt Margaret,! do thank 
you,” she whispered, as a hand was 
heard at the door, and the sound 
of laughing voices announced that 
the children were coming in from 
the garden.

“ I've really tried to be patient, 
but 1 never thought of trying to 
be happy, too. 1 know you are 
right, though, and I mean to do 
just as you tell me about it. I’ll 
begin just now by helping Jack 
with his arithmetic lesson ; 1 am 
sure that ought to till up mind, 
tor I always was stupid at it.”

So Maggie learned her first
rats

wouldn’t stand it !” 
Margaret !” cried

O Aunt 1 
the girl, with , 

a quick sob, “ bow can ,1 help it ? ! 
If it is the Lord s will”— “ Mag
gie Dunning !” said Aunt Mar
garet, solemnly, “ do you suppose 
that it is the will of Christ that 1 
you should be unhappy—that j 
your life sliouid lie sjjoiled ? Ii i 
you do, lean tell you straight ! 
out that it isn’t so. The Lord 
never wanted a living soul to be | 
unhappy,and what's more, l don't 
believe anybody ever came nearer 
to him by being so.” “ The old 
saints didn’t think so,” said Mag
gie, doubtfully.

“ Well, I don't mean any dis
respect to the old saints,” said

grow into a glorious anthem of 
praise and blessing to the God of 
all comfort. And when Aunt 
Margaret kissed her namesake 
good-by the next morning, she I 
thought that she already saw, in ! 
the soit brown eyes, the dawning ; 
fulfillment of tlie Father’s pro j 
mise, “ Weeping may endure 
lor a night, but joy cometli in the i

TRUE PRAYER.
The late Dr. James Hamilton 

had a capital illustration of how 
general prayers and “ oblique ser- I 
mous” fail to satisfy the soul in the 
emergencies of life. A Scotchman 
who had but one prayer was asked 

Aunt Margaret,^ “ but my own i by his wife to pray at the bedside
of their dying child. The good 
man struck out on the old track, 
and soon came to the usual peti
tion tor the Jews. As lie went on 
with the time-honored quotation,
“ D™"'1, turn again the captivity 
of Zion, etc., his wile broke in, 
saying: “ Kh ! man, you’re avo 

_ .... drawn out for iliac Jews ; but it's
God wants, all through the Bible, ; our buirn that's a deein .” Then 
‘ The entrance of thy Word giv- clasping her hands, s|ie cried’ 
eth light,’ not darkness ! ‘In 
thy presence is lui incss of jov.’
Do x ou support that means hea
ven alone, when xve know that we 
have llis presence hcic, too?
Then tlic u is that verse in Isaiah,
‘ The redeemed ot the Loid shall’ 
return and come with singing un
to Zion, and songs and evcrlast- 
ing joy shall be upon their heads.

opinion is that they have found 
out their mistake by this time, 
and that if they ever sigh at all 
in heaven,it is to think how much 
time they wasted on the earth in 
training themselves to be gloomv 
for a place where no gloom will 
ever come as long as eternity 
lasts. Why, you can see what

*• L.v.u, help us ! O give us back 
our darling if it be thy holy will ; 
and it he is to be taken, *0 lake 
him t<> thyself. That woman 
knew how to pray, which was 
more ’ban her husband did. An 
"oblique rennon” is not prayer.

/Telling the Lord a hundred things 
he knows l citer than we do is not 
prayer. If j et sons who lead others

in prayer had as vivid a concep
tion ot what they want, and as 

I earnest a desire to get it as this 
poor woman, would there be as 
many complaint* shout long pray
ers as we hear ?—Nas/aille A<lo.

0XE TEXTII FOR GOD.
! “ One-tenth !” Not even tlie
solemnity ot the conclusion could 

I arrest the imbvundcti astonish
ment in his voice. “ Why, Gallic, 
dear, have you thought what you 

i are saying? That would be sixty 
dollars? How could we possibly 
spare it from our income and live? j 
We must live you know."

*• 1 know, it, Warren, and the 
Lord knows it, too ; and yet I be
lieve if we should start out with 
that determination, and adhere to 
it closely, He would own and bless 
the offering.”

“I don’t know, dear; I don’t 
think 1 have your faith ; it seems 
to mo that l ought to provide for 
my’ own household first ; isn't 
there something about a man bc- 

| ing worse than a heathen who 
neglects to do that ?/

“ Oh, Warren ! I don't feel in 
any danger ol starvation ; and I 
do want to try this way ; it lies 
very near my heart. 1 believe it 

: is the right way’ to do. That one 
verse has lingered in my mind 
ever since we were married—ever 
since we plannel this littio home 
and thought of all the delight it 
would be. I thinly we can do it; 
your estimate of clothing, 1 be
lieve, was larger than necessary ;
I know how to be very economi
cal in my dress.”

“ What’s the ver.-e ?"
“Oh the verse—it was Jacob’s 

vow : ‘ And of all that Thou shall 
give me, I will surely give the 
unto Thee.’”

“Jacob! well, if I remember 
the circumstances, he was not a 
very’ reputable party to imitate ;
I never approve 1 of bis proceed
ings about that time, nor for years 
afterward.”

“ Oh, hut Warren, you remem
ber how the Lord blessed and 
prospered him. I believe that 
one thing that Jacob did xvas 
right; and it is that I want to im
itate. not the other part of his 
conduct. Warren, I’ll tell you, I 
don’t want to influence you un
duly in this thing. I should like 
it very much, and I believe it is 
tb« right way, and tli5t we could 
accomplish it; of course we could, 
you know, it it is the right thing 
for us to do; but I won’t urge it 
any further. I'll just ask you to 
kneel down now, while we set up 
our family altar, and make it a 
s|>ecial subject ot prayer ; ask the 
Lord Jesus if He would like to 
have us give that sixty dollars 
back to Him.”

It scorned to the young husband 
a very startling way to put it ; he 
could have argued somewhat lon
ger, on logical grounds, but to 
ask the Loi d Jesus what Ho 
thought about it was making the 
thing a tremendously earnest one ; 
sort of obliging a man to abide by 
the reply’ xvhieli should bo receiv
ed. Nevertheless, ho felt unwil
ling to say that ho was not ready to 
pray over it ; so th ey bowed down 
before the Lord for the first time in 
their new home. It was an ear
nest prayer that followed. A lis
tener would have felt sure that 
the young man who prayed was 
very sincere and would certainly 
abide by the decision wh.ch should 
be reached, and the tone of the 
prayer changed gradually from 
that ot enquiry to something very 
like assurance, so that Gallic was 
not surprised to hear him say as 
soon as they arose:

“ We will try it, Gallic, and see 
whether wo can pull through.”

“ But she promptly shook her 
head at this.”

“ Don't put it in that way, War
ren, as it we were willing to try 
the Lord for a little while and see 
whether He would do as He said ;
I know you don’t mean that, but 
perhaps it sounds like it to Hint ; 
lot us take Jacob lor our model, 
for litis time at least. ‘I will sure
ly give tlie tenth unto Thee.” Let 
us say it with the ‘surely’ very 
prominent.”

“ But, Carrie, dear, that is very 
serious busines.*,—an absolute pro
mise, you know ; it is of the na
ture ot an oath, and I am afraid 
—we arc poor.” To this his wife 
made no sort of answer, only 
stood xx'ith hands clasping his 
arms, looking up into his face with 
very grave eyes. A moment of 
silence, then be laughed.

“ * *eu precisely how that 
sounds, Gallic—as though I was 
willing to make a trial of the 
Lord’s service, but unwilling to 
swing off entirely, without a rope 
to cling. Come, now, I swing off: 
le.s repeat it, Gallic, trusting in 
the strength of Him to make it 
g<Mj'i. And seizing her hands he j 
clasped them in his own, and rais- | 
cd them in the attitude of prayer,

both voices repeated the
words : “ And ot' all that Thou 
shall give me, I will give the tenth 
unto Thee. — From the Prelect 
Matsu'* by Pansy.

THE EDGE OF THE CATA
RACT.

Manj- years since a steamboat 
was accustomed to make daily 
trips between Buffalo and Niagara 
Falls. Tlie nearest point at which 
she could approach the mighty 
cataract was Ghipewa Greek, about 
ten miles distant on the Canada 
side. One day there was a plea
sure excursion, and several hun
dred men, xx’omen and children 
went down from Buffalo.

Alter spending the day in all 
sorts of amusements, in looking 
upon the falls, admiring the rain
bow, passing under table rock be
hind the falling water, they ga
thered tliemscives on board the 
boat towards night, to return to 
their homes. By some miscalcula
tion of the engineer, sufficient 
steam bad not been generated, and 
when, aller passing out of the 
Greek, tbe boat met the strong, 
rapid current of the river, instead 
of going forward, she was slowly 
borne backwards toward the dread
ful cataract.

Tbe people on board, as may 
well be imagined, became instant
ly alarmed. The color fled from 
their cheeks ; they stood in speech
less horror; the roar of the cata
ract sounded distinct in their ears, 
as slowly, slowly they were still 
borne back toward it.

At length the engineer be
thought him of the oil with xvhieli 
he lubricated tbe machinery. He 
threw it into the furnace—the 
flames burst up intensely—steam, 
was generated more rapidly—the 
wheel moved round with increased 
velocity—there was a pause as the 
Titan forces were contending for 
the mastery. A moment more and 
there was an upward movement.

Now slowly the boat made head
way against the current. In a short ' 
time tlie point of danger was pass
ed, and a long heavy sigh of relief 
broke from the bosom ot every one 
on board.

A venerable, grey-haired man 
was there among them. lie lifted 
his hat and said, in a voice tremb
ling with emotion :

“ The Lord hath delivered us. 
Great is the name of the Lord. 
Lot us pray.”

A ltd down upon the deck kneel
ed the multitude, while the heart
felt offering of thanksgiving went 
up to God, who had wrought for 
them so great a salvation. "But it 
did not end here. The teeling that 
bad been awakened by the near 
approach of death did not, with all 
pass away when the danger was 
over, as is very often the case. 
Even ther# on the brink of that 
awful precipice, many found their 
Saviour. A revival followed in 
the church to which many of them 
belonged (it was a Sundaj'-school 
excursion) and many found pcaco 
in believing. One, a man of great 
wealth, dedicated much to God in 
the building ot a church, as a me
morial of his gratitude lor being 
snatched from uesti uclion, both in 
this tile And the life to come.

It is thus that tlie gate of hea
ven seems often hard by the gate 
ot hell. God takes the heedle*.* 
sinner and shakes him over the 
mouth ot the pit; he trembles all 
over ; ho secs sin ; lie sees righ
teousness ; he sees wrath ; ho sees 
grace ; he sees judgment, he sees 
love. He looks up and calls tlie 
name of the Lord. The Lord saves, 
and the delivered soul praises him 
forever. A new song is put into 
his mouth. Ho rejoices in the 
Lord.—Christian Treasury.

----- »—•----- --
AN ASTONISHED CONDUC

TOR.
“Get aboard old limpy,” said a 

pert conductor to an aged, plain
ly dressed lame man, standing on 
the platform, waiting for the sig
nal to depart ; “get aboard, old 
limpy, or you'll be left. ”

At the signal the old gentleman 
quietly stepped aboard and look 
a seat by himself. When the con-

“Sit down here, young man. I 
do not wish to harm you. But we 
run this road tor profit, and to ac
commodate the public; and xve 
make it an invariable rule to treat 
every person with perfect civility, 
whatever garb he xvears, or what
ever infirmity he suffers. This 
rule is imperious upon every one 
of our employees. I shall not re
move you for what you have done 
but it must not be repeated.”

That conductor afterward nex'er 
saxv among his passengers another 
“old limpy.”—Set.

JTLUXG CAL LI !,s 
TOOTH.

“ That tooth must o r.u* out ” 
said mamma. Bwaii.-v. v<,u * 
it xvas loose, and there xva* ,.vxv 
tooth pushing right aim,g 1 :nilq

said Calii, .with“ It'll hu-urt ! 
a dole!ul quiver.

"Not much I guess,” ;ui*w, i,.q 
mamma, cheerfully, •• Open v<>m- 
moutb dear," and sbe managed to 
tie a strong linen thread around 
the tooth before Gallic shut her 
mouth tight.

" 1 ca-an’t have it pulled !" said 
she.

“ ^ cry well, said mamma, vex
ed a little, “you must keen the

GOOD ENOUGH WEATHER.
If a long season of “Inclement 

weather is not sufficient excuse 
lor my failing to plant more than 
four Sunday-schools during the 
past month, then I can offer no 
other, xv rites a Southern mission 
ary. “No complaints, however, 
about the weather,” he adds, “for 
I shall not soon forget a littio re
buke I received a short time ago Ô m 'VCV ,,while stopping to warm and take ril|M - ^ C-L'^mll lt now- sau* 
shelter from a storm in a freed- , Ca.'n ‘ Count ten mamma.”

Une, two, three, four, five, sjx> 
seven, eight, nine, t-on, counted

string around it until you can.'
Then Gallic's trials began. pa. 

pa xvas going over to tbe village, 
and he said Gallic might go with 
him. . But how could she with 
that awful string hanging out of 
her mouth.

shelter from a storm in a freed 
man’s humble home.”

“What a dreadful day this is ! ” 
escaped my lips as I greeted old 
Aunt Judy on entering her cabin- 
door.

“ Brcss do Lord, hone)’, ” said 
she ; “ dou’t eberything come 
from de Lord ? Den, if ye is a i 
Christon de xvedder is good 'nuff 
lor ye ; and if ye ain’t noGhriston 
de xvedder is mote’n too good for 
ye.”

“The harder it rained the loud- 
ei did Aunt Judy sing, ‘T ank do 
Lord for oberyting.'

“After awhile the storm ceased 
and, with thanks tor bet kindness 
1 put a fexv dimes into the hand 
of the pious old woman to help her

mamma with long pauses.
“ Oh, I can’t,” cried Gallic.
And she didn’t; and papa wont 

to the village without her.
It was almost Fourth of July, 

and there was to be a picnic in thé 
grove, and Nellie Slater said her 
mother was going to make currant 
pics. Gallic likctj^ currant pies 
above everything else to eat.

But you can t go to the picnic 
with that string,” said mamma 

So one day, Gallic went out on 
the door-stop and sat down to 
think it ox’er. Joe was splitting 
wood in the yard. Joe xvas papa’s 
chore-coy.

vi niv uiuiio uivi nuuian iu nciu net i t* i m i * i ? 1 , ..get a pair of winter shoes : -Good ! .1 tdI how to pull ,t„’
|L A ..... ....I,................... ............................. «aid lie.by. Aunt Judy; your short sermon 
is xve 11 worth a collection.’ Soot, 
the cabin-door was out of sight, 
but my pathway seemed to grow 
bl ighter, and ‘de xvedder has been 
good miff' ever since.”—My Pa- 
j*r.

ductor, in taking up the tickets, 
came to him and demanded his 
tare, he replied :

“I do not pay fare on this road.”
“Then I will put you off at the 

next station. ”
The conductor passed on ; and 

a passenger, who had seen the 
transaction, said to him :

“Do you know that old gentle
man ?”

“No, I do not.”
“ Well, i.t is Mr______ , the

president of this road. ”
The conductor changed color 

and bit his lips, but went on and 
finished taking up his tickets. As 
soon as he had done he returned 
to "old limpy” and said :

“Sir, I resign my station as con
ductor.”

“How ? asked Gallic.
“ Hitch it to the door-knob am! 

then open the door,” said Joe. 
“ If you’re fraid ’twill hurt, you 
needn’t open it but a little.

“ W cl I, I will,” said Gallic; and 
she tied one end of her “ tooth
string” to the door-knob. But it 
wasn't a mite of use, for when she 
opened the door she xvalked right 
in aftet it.

Joe’s eyes began to laugh.
“ I guess I must get a drink of 

water,” said he. Ho went in, and 
pretty soon he xvanted to come out 
again.

“ Go e asy ! o-h !” screamed 
Gallic.

But Joe didn’t go u bit easy. He 
banged the door so quick that 
Cal lie couldn’t keep up with it. 
And there hung her tooth on the 
door-knob.

“ What made you !” she de
manded, and she sat down to cry 
about it. But when she found it 
didn’t bleed the least mite, nor 
hurt any, she begun to laugh in-

FEEBLE SAINTS.
It was an amusing distortion of 

a good hymn, hut there was not a 
little sound philosophy in it, when 
the old negro preacher said—

“ Judge not tbe Lord bjr feeble taint»."
And yet this is precisely what the 
great majority of unconverted 
men are doing all the time. They 
will not go to the Bible and give 
heed to what God himself says.
They have no ear for His voice of 
mercy that offer# them salvation 
for the taking. They do not pay 
any attention to the solemn warn
ings that the Scripture# utter.
They Judge the Lord by “ feeble 
saints.” They attempt to feed 
their starving soul# on the imper
fections of Christians—poor food 
enough they find it! Because God’# «lead, 
people are not all that they ought I “Anyway, now I can go to
to be, therefore these caviller# will , fbo picnic and have some cur- 
keep aloof from the religion which ra,,f P'e»” she said, aud that's one 
they profess. Because God’s be- comfort.
lieving follower# are not perfect j _ _ _ _ m m_ _ _ _
—they do not claim to be—there
fore, say these unbelievers, there DOING GOD'S ERRANDS. 
i# no power in religion. Chris-! Hester was a little girl who wax 
Hans cannot claim exemption from trying to love and serve Jesu* 
criticism. They do not expect it. And she showed her love tor 
They know that the eyes ot the Jesus by seeking to please Him ii, 
world are upon them. But they all she did. She loved to do 
say to the unbelievers—“ If you j errands for her mother, and to 
xvould know the truth, go to the i have her mother say she was a
Word; go to Him who is the truth; I faithful servant when she did
‘judge not the Lord by feeble \ them well.

One day she had been talking 
with her mother about God. As 
they got through, she looked uj> 
with a bright thought beaming in 
her eyes and said ; 

j “Why, mother, then God is 
sending us on errands all the 
time t Oh ! it is so nice to think 

I that I am God’s little errand-girl.”
1 “Yes, dear,” said her mother.
| “God has given us all errands to 
do for Him, and plenty of time to 
do them in, and a book full of di
rections to show us how to do 
them. Every day xve can a-k 
Him to help its. And when he 
call# us home to Himself, we shall 
have - great joy in telling Him 
xx'juft we have been trying to do 
for Him.

“I like that.” said Hester. “It 
is very pleasant to be allowed to 
do errands for God.”

“One of my errands," said her 
mother, “ is to take care of you. ' 

“And one of mine, dear mother, 
is to honor and obey y«»u. I think 
God gives us very pleasant er
rands to do.”

“You know that nothing mukes 
us more happy than to d<> any
thing for a person that xve really 
lox-e. This is what Jesus meant- 
when he said, ‘My yoke is easy 
and my burden is light.”

This i# what the apostle John 
meant xvhen he said that “llis 
commandments arc not grievous.” 
His people serve Him 1 rum -1,

saints.’ "—III. Ch. Weekly.

OUR YOUNO FOLKS.
SOW I LAY UK DOWS TO SI.EKP.
Gobi, n hf-scl mj «lowly bendmir, 

l ittle feet, no white xml bxrs ;
Dewy eye», half «but, ball evened—

Li-ping out lier evening pray-r.
Well «lie kiln»» wheu «lie i» «eying,

" Now 1 'ay me down to sleep,”
'Tie to God that -lie i* prayi g.

Praying Him her tout to keep.
Half a-leep, and murmuring faintly,

“ If I should die before I wake—”
Ti">' fingers cla-ped so iaintly—

“ 1 pray the Lord my aoul to take."
Oh tbe rapture, sweet unbroken.

Of the «out who wrote that prayer ?
Children'» myriad voices H alting 

Up to heaven, record it there.
If. of all that has I wen written,

I could choose what might he mine,
It should lie that child's petition, 

tiinug to tbe th roue divine.
—Central C. A.

J LITTLE CHILD'S UYMS.
1 bou that once, on mother’s knee, 
W ert a little one like me,
Wheu 1 wake or go to bed 
Lay thy bauds about my brad;
Let me feel thee very near,
Jesus Christ, our Saviour dear.
He beside lue in the light.
Close hy me through all the night ; 
Make me gentle, kind aud true,
Do what mother bids me do;
Help and cheer me when 1 fret,
And forgive when I forget.
Once wert thou in cradle laid.
Baby bright in manger shade,
With the oxen and the cows,
And the lambs outside the house ; 
No» thou art above the sky :
Caust thou hear a baby cry ?
Tuou art nearer when we pray, 
Since thou art so tar away ;
J hou my little hymn wilt bear, 
Je-Us Christ, our Saviour deur,
Thou that once, on mother's knee 
Wert a little ou« like me. ’
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