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SA CHFILD'S BEA IJT[FLJL FAITII.

IiRDIE wvas only four ye-irs oldl, but
- she liad already beexi tatight that

God loved lier, and1 always took c ire,
-ofhler. One day there wa

a very heavy thunder-
4 storm, and Birditi's sistei; àkia

.and niamma even laid hy their se'v-
in-, and dIrew their chairs into the e7
middle of the rooui, pale, and trem-
ling witli fear; but Birdie stood
close by the windov, wvatching the ~!/~~
stormL with briglit eves.

shie cîieed, clappirig lier bands with
deliglit, as a vivid flash of lightning

baist from the black clotids, and tlue
thunder pe 'led and rattled over their -

heads.
"It is God's v'oice, Birdie, said

Inamma ; arnd lier own voic3 treibled.
"H1e talks very loud, doti't HP

mamma ? 'S'pose it's s0 as deaif
Betsey cant hear, and the other dezif
folks?".

11011, Birdie, dear, -corne straigylit
away froni that window," said one
of lier sister.q, whose cheeks ;vere
blanched with fear.

WXhat for?" asked Birdie.
"Oh! " because the làitning, is soýý
shrand it tlîunders s0 1011(1."

[OOL GUARDIAN.

Buit Birdie shook lier litad, and lookingy ovn-r
bier shiotîlder, wvith a happy smile on lier f£tce,
Iisped out:

"lIf it finîders, ]et it funder! Tis God
nlHkp.5 it ftunder, limii RI'l take caî'e of nie.
I afiâ' a bit afraid to hear God talk, Mýaizy."

MY FATHER'S BOUSE.
DIY SA 11A1 GOU7LD.

In my Fat'ier's bouse thera are inny mansions: . 1. go to
preparc a p>1 %ce for you -John 14 : 2.

4~OD, we bless thee for tîcis token,
-r'Ere to Heaven thou didst depai t,-

Sweetest wvord wvas ever spoken,
To the sorowvingr, lonely heart.
Where ouir sainted ones adore thee,
Is the Father's hotise above,
And a dwelling-fflace before thee,
0f eternal peace and love.
If so sweet, Lord, is commutnion,
While atar froin Heaven we roam,
Whiat will be the perfect union
0f thy children at their home!
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