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AT NIGHT I WILL PRAY

Whoa ell the world Is wrepped 1b eolemn peace, 
And darksome ehedee Wpek the day's rrieeee, 
While all around eeeeeebathed te balmy sleep; 
Thee, ere the rosy god my senses steep,
In sweet oblivion, soul forgetting mass,—
To the good God so penial, I wiD raise,

'My heart’s tell strength In eager prayers for all 
And pray that in the night no harm befall ;
That through the day in goodness He will guide 
All those, who trust in Him whate'er betide ;

renly ray 
their we:to lightFrom the son of _ „

Thus, for friends both dear and tree, I will pray,

Oh 1 for hxVofae like many song tell birds.
To wing its flight to Heaven to take my words, 
And lay them at the golden throne on high, 
Where a loving God deigns to hoar each ory.
Bet U my hpe should ever silent be,
Hy suel oan pray for friends most oonoeioosly, 
For by the link that binds me So my friends, 
Suggests to me their need, —A subtly blonde 
Their thoughts with mine, in some mysterious wi 
The! urges me to prey and think by day,

A.G.B.

THIRTEEN WAYS OF BEING HAPPY,

Happy is the
Whoso trueteth in the Lord, happy m he.
Ha that hath messy on the poor, happy is he.

Behold
Happy is that psopls
Happy is he that hath the God of Jaeoh far hie

of Christ, happy |
are ye.

Happy is he that eondemneth not himself in that
thing which he nllowoth.

Happy is the man whom God eonoeieth, for he

Happy is the man that flndeth wisdom, and the

If jo know the* things, happy an ye if ye do

have the moot reason to guard yourself? Your] 
looking-glass will give you a fair likenew of his 
fa*.— [Whately.

A holy life, spent in the servi* of God, and in 
communion with him, is without doubt the moat 
pleasant and comfortable life that any man ean 
live in this world.—[Mehmethon.

The Lord’s prayer is not, * some fancy, the]

DOMINION CHURCHMAN. I July a,

you have vainly sought for comfort try this : help 
some man who has treated yon desperately mean.

I Do him good service in his distress. It will give 
I much mon satisfaction than helping some one who] 
has helped yon.

dbiUimu’ Department

A PARABLE.

Quoth e little brown seed, " I do not know 
Why it is I most struggle and grow :
When the earth is so warm, and dark, and still, 
I would never leave it, had I my will.
Bnt something urges me still sway :
I most strive and struggle ; I cannot stay : 
Though what awaits me above up there,
I do not know, and I do not care."

But ah t when the seed to bloeeom grew, <- 
Booked by the sephvte and ted by Um dew,
And gently unfolded to light ana eon 
Its delicate flowers, oae by one—
It softly song to eeoh laughing broom,

■ no blossoms were ever like them I 
of sunshine is life indeed 
r have dreamed of, when but a seed.

And what are we, in this life of ours,
Bot seeds of God's future blooming flowers ?
Shall we murmur and grieve that we do not know
For what He would have us struggle and grow f
Nay ! we will patiently work His will
Mid earth’s mysterious gloom, until
Beneath His sunshine, and in His lend
Out souls shell blossom—and understand 1 s

^ [F. if. 8., in Faith and Wmrkt.

HYMN.
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God of God, the One begotten,
Ere the worlds were hang in spam ;

Light of light, who dost illumine 
All who come to Thee for grace ;

One with Father and with Spirit.
One in mystic Trinity ;

Maker, Holer of creation,
Lord of all, we worship Thee.

Born of woman (wondrous story,)
God as man was manifest.

Suffering, toiling, weeping, waiting, 
Watching for the promised rest ;

Man of sorrows heavy laden,
Pressed with woe and misery—

Hnmbly loving, meekly kneeling,
Son of Man, we learn of Thee.

God, who efferent salvation,
Man, who dids’t salvation bring,

Unto Thee be glory given,
Ever Prophet, Priest and King,

Let the tongues of men and angels 
Swell the song of jubilee ;

God of God, the Ooe begotten,
Lord of all, we worship Thee.

Port Dover, Ont.

TIMB DOVE.

One day, when little Tim Ray was picking 
in a field, he found a dove with a broken 
He carried it home, and bound the wing closefaS 
dove’s rids with a linen band. Boon tbs 
as well as ever, and the dove could fly sgafa^ y 
it did not want to fly away from Tim, for it had 
grown vary lame. Tim was glad to hare it fe. 
for he had no toys or pete. ”

When he went to pick berries, the dove would» 
too, perched on hie should*. Tim named it Fain 
and taught it to come at hie call and to «al fc* 
hie hand. At night the dove would roost ce tka 
head of Tim’s bed.

Tim’s moth* was taken very sick. The* *, 
no one to nor* h* but Tim ; and when ahssarii 
not eat, and began to grow worn, Tim went fera 
doctor.

‘ She will got well if she has good food," mi 
the doctor. “ She must have chicken « anri 
broth.”

Tun had no money to buy meat ; but, all at «aw 
he thought ol his dove. He knew it woeld 
good broth, but he could not be* to kill 

He saw a neighbor going by tbs 
went ont and pal the dove in h* hands, 
kill my dove and make my moth* some 
he said, “ she is eo sick.” • §bgm

Then he ran into the boom, and triad ml fe 
think of hie poor little dove. He did not want In 
moth* to ew him cry, for she would have mid that 
the dove should not be killed.

In about an ho* the neighbor brought awn 
good hot broth ; and when Tuna mother attirés 
mid she felt almost well again.

" You shall have some more to-morrow,* nil 
the woman. “ I will make broth for you evmyàg 
until yon are well again.”

Tim followed the woman to the door le aha wet 
ont, and said, * that hie mother should net km, 
that he had no more doves and did not know kef 
to get meat for more broth.

Before the neighbor could speak, there was» 
little rustle of wines, and Fairy flew in and 
ed on Tun’s should*.

“ Goo t eoo I ” she said, peeking at hie 
“You see I did not kill yo* 

woman. “ I made the broth from a 
have plenty more at home. You were 
to be willing to have you pat dove 
broth for you moth*.”

How happy Tim was. He loved hie 
than ever, now that he had it back 
moth* did not know, until she was 
ne* she had come to eating poor 
M*ud.

. _ , . .. , _ I —God is a kind Father, He seta ns all in places!■hodafrt .ffMteg «a, dfmhrng from one d. j to wbw, H. wiehe. u. to be .mplojed ; Md th.t em- 
he u starved end destroyed. Iployment it truly “oar Fethere baeinese." He 

L v—-T* i- 1L nai. ^ IL m A, chooses work for every creature which will be de- 
of 1° JÎ!LWÜi„b***‘: Î* eo"aS«,,5on lighUol to him il he dost it simply end hnmbly.
,‘6 *”**.wlU oo^whendl the bin- He gi.ee ne nlwnys strength enongh, end sense
tarnnd the dry wood uooneumed ; enongh ,h.t He wont. n. to do ; ifwe tire onr.
— ■ ■g - ■ W or pneele onm.lv... it i, onr own knit, nod
Mtored carelowdy yentatdny or this morning.- [F.lw, meywlwftye be rare, whatever Ire me doing,
>• B. mtti^oibZe^Æ1^”8 Him i,W‘ “ - H

the son. The brightness of our life is gone, ehad-1
owe of the evening fall behind us, and the world -------------°-
e*me but a dim «flection of itself—a brand* she «n,* v-_* 4ll- . „• _____ . , . i
dow. We look forward into the lonely night: the neaa. *_ . ® t forgive
soul withdraws itself. Then stare ariaeTand the

A’ t—a deference ; to yo* mother, did net that will make
| her proud of you ; to yourself, respect ; to aU men,

to be happy to-day. In our efforts to enjoy life we 
forget that we cannot ' 
month, next ye*—we ean 
Th*efore make the most of to-day,

be happy to-morrow, next 
an only be happy to-day. 
ost of to-day. Visit your _(

-3fr$. Balfour.

A LITTLE PRAYBR.

Teach me, O God, to do Thy will 
Regard le* of my own ;

That I may seek my truest pea*
In pleasing Thee alone.

What s'* my wants or wish* be,
Should they conflict with Thine,

Help me, O God, to lay them down,
And every wish resign.

When days are dark, and nights are sed 
When life seems all unblest,

Teach me to say—what e'er betide—
My Father must know bwt.

And when at last, weak and alone,
In Death’s dim vale I stand, *

Help me to feel amid the dark—
My Father holds my hand.

COMFORTING NEWS.—What a comfortwj 
how very convenient to be able to have a (MP4 
indoors, it being neith* offensive nor unhealthy»

inereiore make toe most of to day. Visit your —God makes the clow-worm as certainly as the “ Heap’s Patent ” Dry Earth or Ash* Glossies* tends, “^.^em to enjoy yo* hospitality, play ster ; the light in loth is divine. If mtee be an I perfectly inodorous. m*rnrnod* with urin. 
with yo* chil ten, lighten the cares of yo* wife,Larth-st* to gladden the wayside, I must cultivate eep*ators, can be kept in a bedroom, and •* 
a ^pjoicingly its green earth-glow, and invaluable in any hou* during the winter siJJP
niest man is thTone wïo hJnnv bl*n°b ^e whiteness of the stars or in oa* of sickness ; they are a weU flniab^
piest m the one who mak* others happy. I-1 that lie in the fields of blue.—Fnay*. pie* of furniture. Factory, Owen Bound, QÔ*1


