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1101'.ING PRtAYER.
DzAn littlo May Mfavkin hai met with

tho grcstest los any littIe girl can meet
in this world. She bas lost ber leving,
rnothur. Bi~t lier mothor taugbt lier to
pray, and ts sbe ]ay upan ber dying bol
siJd, "Dat liur. do net forget to pray to
Gozi avery day." And in ber utter lonoli-
no-s and sorrow tho child lovas to kneol
by lier little bcd. aud pour out ber sout
to Cd). And lu that boty heur sho seems
te ll c',nmunuion oncs more wili bier
dear dosd niother. I hope none of te
young readers of the IlArpi' DÂ,ys ever forget
te priy. Aik Gad'sasingoei youryeung
fives every day. It vri. make your dayàs
happier aîsd your sleop mora swcot te feel
that God eve'r cases for ycu and WatChe3
over yîts, and if you 8hould die, would
tiko0 you te hirnself. I hopa You îl
ie.ra the fullowing swect rnornog prayer
from, taài new Hlymu Book:

Tko merni-ig briglit with rosy liglit
Ras waktd me frm m y slcep;

Father, I own thy love atone
Tby littlo eue doth keep.

AUl thrzu-h tbe d8y, I humbly pray

Di thon my gnasd and guide;
1%fy sins fc rbive, and ltt mec live,

Laid Jesu', near thy aide.

O make thy rest witbin my brenat,
GrIat Spiiit of all graca I

Miko tue liko tbee, then shall I ho
Prepared W sec thy face.

Is thero a word lu tho Fuili lengugge
ths~t contains ail the voxels ? There is,
isnqucst.ionably.1

CARED FOII, IN THE STORtMS.
"BURnY, Kittyl iiurry, lfay " said

JanEt t bier iitte sisier and hier cousin.
"But it F ii s se hardi1" said Zfay, peep-

ing out of the schoothouse door.
NdLIývor mind; wo will hurry sang, anil

8oon b3 home."
The tbreo littie girls ga!hcrod close under

tise umbrelis and set out ou tîteir long ivilk
ovEr the prai-le.

Oh hew the wvind roared and beat eg-tnst
thora! and bew tIse snow 1,iew loto thoir
acos! And bs'lore long it graw dnrk, se

that tboy could not see wbiuh way to go.
"I don't ba. i ve we h Il 1 ever Let borne,"

ied May. .And poor lu tie Kstty cshzd
*hi terly as aiie bý citme ct-Id and lired.

But Janet was a brivo litr.le girl: te
knew they wcr, ln rosi danger, for she hand
heard many sid atonies of li.tie eues beiuig

1 test in thse suowv.
"Don't cry, deans," ise etil I beeiily

Gcd wiii take cire c f us. «%Vo shail sec
Lte light in the îvindow sion. Mo'lier ii
watclsing for us, and 'what a good supptr
she wiil give us!"

B3 A even Janet'a hocart was almost faiiing
whe, icty stopped and cried, IlWatIc
that 2'I

Through the noire of te storin tliey c,)uld
heur a voico call2g, IJanet 1 May ! ]Zttty !"

Il les father!1 '.tther 1"I they cricd ln j )y.
"And tbere ho cornes wih his laniern."

And iu a few minutes the por littie things
wore by the warma lire.

When we are in trouble and sorrow let us
liiten to the vo:cq ot our loviog Father,
wbo c.Ila us te oxar hcavenly borne and wili
guide us through ail the storms and dark-
nesa of the way.

O is IN IIEAIVE'.
Go£) le lu lbruven! C.ID bc hoar

A littie pîîîyer like maine?
yes. tbougb,&ful cli!c. thoun îxed-st not leart

le listens unto tLine.

Ged le ln iteaven! Can lie soo
Wben I sin doivg wrong 1

Y".' that hoe cau i lie loaks a. theo
.Il day and ail nigki long.

Ged la iu beaven 1 Wouid he kunow
If I sbould tell a lie?

Yel, though tbou siidst it voty 1w,
Iu'd hear iL in tho cky.

God la lu heavo'n 1 Doas ho care,
Or ii ho good te me 7

Yes, ail thou hast tae at or wvear
'Tis God that gives it, thea.

Ccd la in heaven 1 Cati I go
To thank him for h;js care i

N<,t 5tt, but lova him, bero below,
.And b6owili s2o ittr ru.

Godilain beaven! M'iy Ipray
Te go there wlien 1 die 1

Yes. ae-ok bis grato, and then one day
110,11 Cali tbee te the 'L-y.

TIIE ClUNŽAMIAN.
IIERE le a alory of piace.makin'. One

day a Orijeaman had set downl bis
bascket to ies:. himseli at the corner of a
street in Sain Frducisco. Wh 1 ha lisas
waiting theoc, thieo vdli-dressed boyp,
agied Iroul twelve Ie fitteen yeens, came
alorg, c n their way ta i chool. Trjey eacli
stole soma tommaeos frorn the C tisaman's
basket. Tbey thon rauoffra shu t distance,
and thcni turned round anl ptt:ed tise poor
reliow with the vegotatles tbey h.d sto:en,
besmeariog bis uice, cleaii dresi.

A gentleman was passin-v, aud saw wbat
hisd taken place. ILs wvut up ta Lte
Cojicamn an d saiJ : 4« Why do 3o ai ttaud
etffl and ailow thora rascaily boys b tret
you cE saierullyl W %hy don t you ihrow
soma stoncs at theca, nui puni.li theni as
thoy deservo ? I

.And notice the reply of what we should
bave cal!ed that I eatheu Caitiee." It
ans this: "lMe 11o punishee them now.
Bym by we alea go up thera (painting to
beaven). 001 puuiShEC thew farine, aea
saine.'

The gentleman was astoniahed. "Wàera
did you leara that, my friend ?" hol asked.

IOh, me go te Sunday-rchelo and mission
Echool. Good tca-hcrrman L:how me how 1
makes gond man." That Chuiaman va3
helping te spiead pence on earth ,bybis


