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place where the child was =„W
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it was worse now than it had b|i( Phil0christus, Christ A HYMN COMPOSED IN A
ever been before. . because for love of Me STAGE COACH.

But while he was grieving oxer > trodden the pathway —
it, his old friend suddenly appear- th ^ h^ crimson stain. Thou The well known hymn “ I think 
ed and asked what was the mat wa,k with Me in white, for when 1 read that sweet story of
ter, and why he was so ca art worthy, and so 1 bid 0id>” was composed in a stage
down ? , ... .1,.,,, welcome home.”—Children's coach, somewhere between BathThe boy pointed despairingly welcon ' d ^ristol, in the year .841. hs
to his bespattered dress. But the tmua._____ writer, Miss Jemima Thompson
old man only looked at him with nun v STRANGER — daughter of Mr. Thomas
the strange smile once more, and , THE LONE _ Thompson, of Poundsford Park,
drawing out the magic spectacles gi«„ ,h«R.v ntar Taunton, a great friend of
said, ” Look at yourself again . children in his day-had been ac-

5 what you really are _ customed, like many other young
Vhilantos did so, and ° th xiv. 8 Ru.h i. .6 .8.) people, to write little poems and

great yellow stripe of selfishness Js „„ er among9t UI c.me Uays before she was thirteen
was paler, and actually the rol A 4 land of dea.h and mourning, years old. After this she became
looked cleaner than it had ever ^ wa|ked in a pathway of sorrow and r Sunday-school teacher in the
dTnStr.M -id.'' Ne,=, Æ. -d

be afraid to follow where the A man of sorrows, of toils and tears, to hear the music of a song
footmarks lead ; nothing you meet An man and a lonely : Greek air,by which name the tune
with on that way ever leaves a Yct Ik looked on me, and through endless kA0wn—which took hold
stain.” . Hin/mus* I love-Him only. 0f |,er fancy ; she could not help
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crimson footmarks lead. His hand vet made—she thought, I must

Now, as time went on, the hoy Had le(t mc broken-hearted. teach this air to the children at
changed into an aged man and „„ Him as He turned His Poundsford." But to what words?
his dress grew travel-stained and And 1^ as she sat in the coach, the
old. And one day, when he was Frnnl lhe ,and that was mine no longer - . ’ seemed to grow in her 
verv tired, he sat down and said Thc jand 1 had loved in the anc eni days > r, jtself to the music ;
to himself, "Alas ! the king’s pal- E'er 1 fe.Uhe love , hat was stronger. J mind-to fished home she
ace is still very far away, and my ( would al)ide where He abode, readv to write it down ; only
dress instead of growing white, And follow Ilis steps for ever ; ^ at first, afterwards the

into rags ; what shall H^my veopU. H, Hod my Cod, two ve.es

1 *But again his old friend drew And where He died would I also die i their”loving*teacher is sung all
near and asked the reason of h» Far dearer a g-ve b«,de Him me their ^ peakin(, WOrld.
grief, and Philantos said, “ Oh ! ‘ ^n^kmgly^-a ^ ^
sir, look, it is so old, so unclean,
^TheVpectacles were used once HOW TO BE MISERABLE. Would it not be well to culti-
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words-pride, sloth, self-were o self ^""SfeTson who, happen to be obscure Th» 

le,‘ bS? is ragged," he said. to our mind, must be^of all others po^^to^say _P cac lihent

• ags =o long as they are the rags want what you like wha respec f M people. But why it
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the royal palace 
the king, the old travel worn gar-


