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frarry DAYS.

A MORNING PRAYER.
BY EMILY SEYANT LORD.
I'lem by whem the birds are fed,
Give to me my daily bread;
And thy ”..}‘\' .‘pern give,
Without which | cannot live

Make me, Lord, obedient, mild,
A= levornes a EXY?;' -'h”li;

All dav long, in every way,
Teach me what to do and sayv.

Muke me, Lord, in work and play,
Thine more truly every day;

And when thou at last shall come,
[ake me to thy heavenly home.
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TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 14, 1991

ON MAY'S INVITATION.
i"retty soom after elia Cope came to
live the minster called on the fam
idv. He invited them all to Church and
: I¥.ia’s mother thanked
him. and asked Lim to come again, and he
did often. Then, "?i']l‘\, whenever he
saw 'elia on the stroet he shook hands with
her and <aid: = We haven’t had you at Sun-

B A R e |
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: vet. When are vou coming 7
And Delia would hang her head and sav:
“1 don’t know, sir: pretty soon, | muese™
But she Jdid not oo,

A niev old lady, whe lived at the end of

the sireel, went over one '!u) to the (‘,,!..\
i a i srw this !f”]v L";fi o 1o da‘w
wipwel,” <he sand. © with all the other elnl
dren. It 1 don’t see her g0 to Sundav-

How is that

“Well, T haven’t got her started vet,”
caid Mrs. Cope.  “ She ought to go, 1
know.”

But the weeks passed by, and still Delia

spent her Sundays at home.

Them

sehoo] with

The pretty voung lady who taught a
class of small girls at Sundav-school tried
twer or three times to coax Delia to come:
el every iime Delia thought that she
really wonld start, but she didn’'t.  When
the sup rintendent invited her she acted
the same wav.

One Sunday afterncon, when May Ho
lart was on her way home, she saw Delia
«winging on the gate. “1 wonder,” said
\ay to herself, ** why she doesn’t come to
Sundav school. T just believe I'll go and
ask her.”

“ Why don't you come to our Sunday-
school on Sundav?” she asked Delia.
“ It's lovely there ; you'd like it.”

“ I'm going some time.” said Delia, just
as she always said.

“ When 77

“ (), pretty soon.”

But May was not satisfied. * We sing
beautiful hymns,” she said: and we learn

| verses, and our teacher tells us the nicest

stories you ever heard.”

Delia was beginning to be interested.

“ All of us girls just love her,” May |
went on.  “ Wonldn't vou like to come ¥’

“ 1 guess 80.”

“ Conldn’t you eome next Sunday if vou
wani to "

“1 suppose 1 could.™

“Well, then, T'll stop for vou at two
ocloek, and von mnst be sure io be ready.”

elia was ready, and now she never
misses a Sunday when she can possibly
help an.

The minister could not do it, nor the
Sundav-school teacher. nor the superin-
tendent, nor the dear old lady neighbour:
tut it was done by a very little girl.

VARGERY'S CUSHION.

*I'm like a pin-cushion,” said Margery
the ather day.

“ Indeal, | think yvou are like some kind
of eushion.” laughed mother, locking at
the rolv-poly little figure.

“ Oh. 1 don’t mean that!™ said Margery.
“But when 1 showed grandmother the new
cushion 1 made for father 1 asked her for
pins to put in it—bright, straight, good
pins that he could use, 1 told her.  She
<aid she hoped 1'd be careful of my life
as 1 was of my eushion, and put good,
useful things into it, and nothing spoiled
or (':'.lk"‘l_..

MOTHER BUNNY'S NEST.

Did yon ever see an old coat and hat
lng uwp on a pole in a cornfield?  The
farmers call such things *“ searecrows,”
snd put them ap to keep the crows away
from the eorn.

Onee in the springtime a farmer weni
out to a field where he had left one stand
ing. and what do vou think he found?
The body of the scarecrow was an old bag
filled with straw, and inside were five tiny
rabbits. Some old mother bunny thoaght
she had found a beautiful nest for her

babies.

PATTY AND FIDO.

BY SYDNEY DAYRE,

(G andfather was sitting in his big chai
| ide came up to him and grandfathe
patted him.

" Patty eame, too, but with an angr
“ 1 want vou te whip Fid
“ Here 1s v

little face.
orandfuther.” she said
cane. Whip kim hard.”

“Why do vou want Fido whippe
Jear 0 asked grandfather.

“ He's been digging a great hole in m
garden. My garden’s been so beautifu
von know, and now Fido's seratched an i
<ratched, and spoiled my pansies.”

“ Poor Fide,” said grandfather, strol
ine his head again, “ he doesn’t know an:
lwtter. Can’t vou forgive him, Patty*”

“ Not till he's whipped for it.” sail
Patty, stouly. “That will teach hin
better.”

“ Fido loves vou, and I thought vou
loved him.”

“Well, so T do.” said Patty, slowl..
“ e alwavs wags his tail and jumps abo
when T come, and looks at me just as f
ke wanted to say, ‘ I'm glad to see you.” "

“ A long time ago,” said grandfathe-,
“ as mueh as three or four yvears, [ thir
there was & wee baby girl plaving abos
here. Fido was very fond of her, and
when she took hold of his long hair and
teddled at his side, be walked slowly, -
that her little feet should not slip. S
used to play with him as he lay asleep. and
he never got angry when she pulled -
cars or his tail.

Y Une
with Aunt Awmy.
yun an ! befors b
she fell off the bank into the water.

Vv s remmed, bt there was no one ne
to help.  Then Fido came with a rush a
iumped into the vater.  He took hold
the li"lv' one s dress and l-r--u:hl I
r<hore. If it hadnt lwen for him 1t
Jdear baby would have leen drowned.”

“ Oh, what a dear dogmie!™ said Pat
“ Whe was the baby, grandfather 7

“ 1t was a little girl we call Patty.”

She took a swift it
r annt eonld eatch b

Patty put her arms round Fida's shag: 8

neck. “ Yon shant be whippsd. Fi

Not if vou shonld dig up all my garden’
“ Nao" said grandfather, patting b

aarly heads.  * God has not made Fido

that he knows when he does a Tittle wo- §

chief. But he knows enough to love
and to lwh- nus when he can. Now, if AR
want him whipped vou must do it your
«lf. for 1 cannot forget that he saved
Iife verv ]»ﬂ‘l‘in'-li to me.”

“Oh” said Patty. putting away tl
cane, <1 wouldn't do it for the worl!
grandiather.”

“That is right,”

said grandfath

“ After this, when be seratehes up voor
posies, vou must remember that he does: <8
know when he is doing a nanghty thin-§
as mv Patty does, and that if it had n

Iwen for Fido grandfather wonld have »
little eurly-haired girl.”

dav she was down by the river

Aunt §
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