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Methes, ¥vs watchednhe closing diy,
'Xghm tf}g,Wes;]udicd-a\,vq SR
ndwhen J covld pot ace the.sun,
‘s1gys cdmeé peeping one by one, ‘
Taebed thein gentle, twidkling !i%‘ht,
Ta guide paox travelles an.hy night,
The cowsn gre milked and oge to rest
Upon'the eadgw’eve?dat'sﬁ reast’s
And sl S‘mtlgnc%m.palip and inll.
 the ligle cippli
ey, Defie Ibg;g-lﬁo%?e‘?é, :
1 mdet oy sonil o kedy s

3 fmk@ybdf & o X
n my sinsfor Jesag' \
1ard my bod .'lf wek
ﬁ:irﬁlt motbgr,b d;g'n‘})f ém‘), ©
g‘mnstnkforgi'{;neaa wngn. g
0% wﬂ.r.ngue y. wond.to-day.
Ybu{(e.h);ar your little d,nrling 2py ;
Forgivé, dear motHer; and believe,
14l:trya0 more yourlave to grieve.

RPN . T
ALL CAN DO SOMETHING.

A hittle boy, brim full of fun,
Ruynning as hard as he could run,
Plungedin a pond, head over heels,
Among the fishes and silver ecls.

His elder brother caught hie hand,
And brought him safe%y back to land ;
The second fish’ed hie flonting cups
His siater cried at his mishag: >
Aund all divectly homeward camne,
Dreading to hear their father's blame.
Hia kindness laid their fears at rest,
They told the truth,~and®ruth4s beat,

s

He heard their talk: then, smiling, said,
{ Patting the first upen the head.)
¢ Your. colz;)‘age saved your drowsing
rother,

Receive this book : and aow waather
1 give the second.for his aid .
But what tor you, my hittle mnid 7
You nothiug did—yoy only cried :
And ?:et, your right is not denied :
You little did, but that was good—
Yauz lite was just what goie conld ¢
T'o you an equal gift is shared,
Your kind degire% now reward,”*
Thag, Christiaus, help poor dying sounls
With all the means yous powsr controls:
Sereteh fo.th the hand, some harden t ear,
Or ratse vour heartin ferveat praver :
The Lord ot wen, the God mast g,
Approves you if youonly cry.

Rugged Schori opatine.
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Butihe is ganey, and abexﬁgot&
“The lonely, widoy’s chnd.

.

They }’n.zve 10 cottage by-the ril},
With jesatninpirsgud the-derfs

And wild flowers scatter’d everywhese,
tik?' stibe whom we call poor.
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Bnt ip the crowded city street,
PShS and her mother Xwe]l‘: ‘
Theirlittle noom, so dark and damp. .
1t makes.me sogk to tell.

Bhe sees the rich man’s costly dame,
Where wealth and power abide,

And in the street hia children pass
Her by with looks of pride.

..

Beeause her frock is old and worn,
Her bonnett faded too :

Alaa! %is hard to suffer want

~ With plenty in our view.

But Anna is a happy o‘:‘hild,
Kar happier, itmayhe,

Them sm?xg who wear the jewell’d robe
'Mid scenes of revelry.

For in the Sabbath achool she learns
That Jeaue blest the poor,

Andthat, far more than glitrering gold,
He loves the heart ih%tfs pure.

And to ghe shares her mather’s tail |
From eartv morn till even.

Cheerful and happy. for ehe knows
That she shall rest in beaven.

And whrn 2t night sha lays her dowa, ©
Upon her litde bed.

She thinks that Jesus had no home,
No.place o lay his head.

Chlidren, amid your happinesa.
\Where love and pleaty dwell,
Cote, Ionrn to laye vour Savieus's axme,
Like hitle Auna Fell.



