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MORNING PRAYER.

Dear little May Mavykin hay met with
the greatest loss any little girl can meet
in this world. She has lost her loving
mother,  But her mother taught her to
pray, and es8 she lay upon her dying bed
831, *“ Darling, do not forget to pray to
God every day.” And in ber utter loneli-
ness and sorrow the child loves to kneol
by bher little bed, and pour out her soul
to G>d. And in that holy hour she seems
to holl communion ones more with her
dear doad mother. I hope nons of the
young readers of tha Harry Davs ever forgot
to prsy. Ask God's bles ing on your young
lives every day. It wi.l make your days
bappier and your sleep mora sweot to feel
that God ever cares for you and watches
over you, and if you should die, would
tike you to himself. I hope you will
le.rn the following sweet morning prayer
frop2 ihr new Hymu Book : —

Tto morniug bright with rosy light
Has waked me from my sleep;
Fatner, I own thy love alone
Thy littlo one doth keep.

All thrsugh the day, I humbly pray,
Bs thou my guaid and guide;

My sins fcrgive, atd lct melive,
Loid Jesus, near thy side.

O make thy rest within my breast,
Great Spiiit of all graca!

Make me like thes, then shall I be
Prepared to sce thy face,

—

Is there a word in the English lsngusge
that contains all the vowels? There is,
urquestionably.

CARED FOL IN THE STORMS,

“Bunny, Kitty! hurry, May!” said
Janet to her little sister and her cousin,

“ But it +nows so hard!” said May, peep-
ing out of the schoolbouse door.

“ Never mind; we will hurry slovg, and
soon b3 home."

The threo little girla gathered close under
the umbrella and set out on their long walk
(over the prai-ie.

Oh how the wind roared and beat sgainst
them! and how the snow blaw iato their
facss! And bafore long i: grow datk, so
that they could not ses which way to go.

“] don't ba.iave we thill ever get bome,”
sizhed May. And poor little Kstty ciizd
hi terly as sire b- cume ccld and tired.

But Janet was a brave little gixl: ehe

koew they wera in real daunger, for she had
heard many sid stories of li:tle ones beirg
| lost in the snow.
I “Don't cry, dears,” the zeil cheaily;
“ God will take cire ¢f us. We shall see
the light in the window 8son. Morher is
watching for us, and what a good supper
she will give us!”

D1t even Janet's hoart was almost failing
when Kitty stopped and cried, ** What's
that 2"

Through the noite of the storm they could
hear a voico calliag,“ Janet! May ! Kuty!”

“Jt's father ! “ather!” they cried in joy.
“And there he comes with his laniern.”
And in a few minutes the poor little things
were by the warm fire,

When we are in trouble and sorrow let us
listen to the voica of ourloving TFather,
who calls usto our heavenly home and will
guide us through all the storms and dark-
ness of the way.

GOD 18 IN HEAVEN,
Gop is in hesven! Can he hear
A little pinyer hike wino?
Yes, thoughuful ctild, thou need’st not fear
~ Ho listens unto tkine.

God is in heaven! Can ho seo
When I amn doiog wreng

Yes, that he can; he looks at theo
All day and all night long,

God is in heaven! Would he know
If I should tell a lio ?

Yes, though thou saidst it very [w,
He'd hear it in the gky.

God is in heaven! Does he care,
Or i3 he good to me 7

Yes, all thou hast to eat or wear
*Tis God that gives it thee,

God is in heaven! Can Igo
To thank Lim for his care 7

Not yet, but love him hers below,
And he will see it there,

God i3 in heaven! Myl pray
To go there when Ldiet

Yes, seek his grato, and then one day
Ho'll cali thee to the sky.
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THE CIH{NAMAN,

HERE is 2 story of prace-makinz. One
day a Coinaman had set down his
basket to 1ess himseit at the cornmer of a
street in Ssn Francicco. Whls hy was
waiting the'e, thiee well-dressed boys,
aged from twelve o fiteen years, came
alorg, <n their way to school. Tuey each
stole some tomatoes from the Crivamau’s
basket. They then ran off-a shmt distance,
and then turned round and pelied the puor
fellow with the vegetatles they h.d s:olen,
besmeariog bis nice, clean dress.

A genleman was passing, and saw what
had taken placs. II3 weut up to the
C.ivaman and saild: “ Why do jou stand
«t1)l and allow those rascally boys to trect
you ¢o shawelully? ‘Why dont you throw
some stones at them, and puni:ht them as
they deserve 1"

And notice the reply of what we should
bave called that “hLeatben Caines.” It
w3 this: “Me no puaishee them now.
Bym by we alea go up there (vointing to
heaven). God puunishes them for me, ales
same,"”

The gentleman was astonished. “Waera
did you learn that, my friend 7" he asked.

“Oh, me go to Sunday-school and mission
gchool. Good teath¢rman thow me how I
makes good map.” That Chinawan wa3
helping to spread peace on earth by_his
scts,



