i
!
|

e e e

Extaroep Series—Vor, V1]

TORONTO, JANUARY 14, 1887, {No, 2

THE LITTLE PEOPLE.

| DREARY place would be this
earth,
Were there no little people
init;
(he song of life would lose
its mirth,
Were there no children to
begin it.
No little forms, like buds to
grow,
And make the admiring
heart surrender;
No little hands on breast ard
brow,
To keep the thrilling love-
chords tender.

The sterner souls would get
more stern,
Unfeeling nature more in-
human,
And man to stoic coldmess
turn,
And woman would be less
than woman.

For in that clime toward
which we rea.h
Through time's mysterious
dim unfolding,
The little ones with cherub
smile
Are still our Father's face
beholding.

8o said his voice in whom
we trust,
When, in Judea's realm a preacher,
He made a child confront the proud,
And be in simple guisc their teacher.

Life’s song indeed wounld lose its charm,
Were there no babies to begin it

4 doleful place this world would be,
Were there no little peopie in it
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anyone to disturb or bither
hun.  Rat the funuy thiug
ahout the o' hurse wia that
every morntng after grizing
awhile he would wtar o a
tramp, going round and ronnd
i a circle just as he had been
accustomed t) do f.or so many
years.  He wonld keep it up
for hours ; and people would
often stop to look awl won.
der what had got iuto the
head of the venerblr anumnal
to make him walk ar wel in
such /& solemu way when
there was noe earthly neel
of it.

It was the force of hdq
And the buy who furms 'l
or good hubits in s youth
will be led by them wheu b
becomes old, and will he
miserable or happy arecord
ingly—~ Christiun Oh.errer,
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WHY SHE WAS DIS.
SATISFIED,

“1 THINK the rain i3 very
proveking ' said B s - lgoh-
ing out uf the window with
an angry frown upon bLer
brow. *Italwaysrein- wvhen
I doun't want it. It is pil-
ing the slides, ansd there won't
. . be an iuch of ice lefr in an
RSN - P b i28  hour to skate ou.  New,

Tre LiTTLE PropLE where's my funthisafteruo n,
1 should like to know 1"
HABIT. © *You can stay st home and sew,” said

THPRE was once a horee, thst used to { her aunt.
pull around a sweep which lifted dirt from «1 waut to skate,” said Bessie. “This
the depths of tie carth. He was kept at . rain is very yprovoking.”
the-business nearly twenty years, until be ©  *The provoking is all in your own heart,
became old, blind, 2nd too stiff in the joints | Bessie said her brother. “If yon auly
1 be of further use. So be was turved into ' had blue tky inside, you would not mind
1 & pasture, and leit 10 crop the grass watbouy , therain cutside.'—Jundey-Shool U rsenger




