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Jlssed Saviotr, hoar nme now;
Lowly nt Thy fot I bow;.
Lot Thy watohtul caro this nigbt
Keop me siifO til i norning*iglit.

lelss, O Lord, my parents dcar;
xcop thom in Thy holy caro;
B~Ilesa my brothrate8istors too,
And Our orillicharts renow.

Illoas the sick on bodeot pain;
Saviour, give thoin hoslh again;
Or prepare thoin, shouild thOY diO,
For Thy mangions in the OkY.

Blesa the poor vitb noedful 8ood,
Clotho and give thoin dailY fcd ;
Thou who mialcst c'en birds Thy caro,

icas Thy orcaturos cvcrywhcre.

Lord, iestow a grateful henrt
lFor the gftt Thou dost impart
To a little chilà liko me,

AUiMlniys, O Lotd, forcivo:
Fit me with Thyscif te live
lu that.glorous.lhome above,
Purchascd by.Tlîy dyingllove.

IlTEARS AND HýISSES."

A writcr in thle Sii.day-Scliool 2incs tells
a pathetic story of that language efsignis whichi
is comnnion ail over the Nworld Two littie
Italians accomipanicd a man witli a liarp out
of the ity along thc country roads skirted by
fields and woods, and bore and there was a
farm-bouse by the way.

"He played and they sang at evory door.
Thir voices were sweet, anîd the words in an

un-ýiwn onue

IlNot knowinig how to make thinselves un-
derstood, tic littie children, Nvien thiey liad
flnislied singin-, sbyly bid out their littie
brown hand or thcir aprons to get anytbing
thiat. nigit be given to thein, and take it to
the dark nan out at the gate, Nvlio stood ready
to receive it.

IlOne day the dark, harpist wcnt to sleep,
and the littie boy and grirl, bocoîing tired of
waiting, for bita, went off to a cottagre under
the hill, and hegan to sing under the winido-%.

"Tley sang as swcetly as the VoCces of birds,
Presenitiy the blinds were opeiied wide, and
they saw by the window a fair lady on asiek-
bed regarding theni.

"Rer cyes siione with a. feverisbi light, and
the colour of lier checks was like a beautiful
peacli.

Shie smiied and askoed thein if thecir feot were
not tircd. They said a fow words ini their
own torine.

"She said, 'Are the green fields not btter
tiîan your city?

'Tlhey shook thecir bonuds.
"Sie askzed theni, «Hav'e you a mothr?'

They looked porplexed.
"lShe said, ' Wbat do you think while yen

waik aiong the country roadsV
Thoy thougit sho asked for aiiothoer.ongy,

se cager wvas the face, and they sang nt once a
sang full of swcettuoss and pity, se swcet that
the tears camne into lier eyes.

«Titud was> a languagoe thcy liad learned. so
thoy sang onc sweeter stili.

"At this she kissed bier hand and iwavcd it

te thoin. Their beautiftil faîces kindled, and
liko a flasli the thnid hands waved back a kiss.

IlSito pointcd upwards te ttho sky and sent
a k-iss thitîtor.

"<At titis they sank uipon thecir kces and
aIso J)inted thither, as mucit as asking, ' Do
you aiso know tho good God V

"A lady leaning by t. e window said, 'So
tears ani kisses beit the earth, and miake the
w'bolo world kin.' And the sick one added
'.And Cod is ovet' ail."'

A HAPIPY 4NRII' VEAR.

I ttislà you a happy eow Yoar,
Doar bright-oyud girls and boya;

May ail its days and hours ha
FiIIod flli of %vhoIoscnao joya.

1 wlh you a happy Ncw bar,
Wth belth and truc sticoCs.

And the bot of ail good fortun-
The power ta aid and blosa.

11011' QUARRELS BEGIN.

I wisb that pony was miine," said a littie boy
wbo ivas sitting at a ivindow, and looking
down the road.

IlW'hat would yen do with Miîn" asked
his brother.

'Ride bita; that's wlhat I'd do."
"Ail day long? "
"Yes, froin morning tilliigblt."
"You'd blave to lot me ride biin soinetimes."
Why %vould I ? You'd have no rigblt te

hiîn if lie was mine"
IlFather wouid illake yen lot ie ]have hilli

a part of the time."
No, lie Nvouid't!"
My ebilîdrtn," sinid the mother, who now

sawv that they were beginning te gret angry
iwith eaeh other,"IIlotinie tell you of a quar-
roi between' two boys no bigger nor older
than you are. They were groing along aroad,
tplking in a pleasant wvay, Nvhen one of thein
said :

-I wish 1 had ail the pasture-iand in the
-%orld.' I

"'And 1 wish I bad ail the cattie in the
world' said the other. 'What wouid you do
thenV? asl<ed ]lis friend. 'WThy, I would
turn theni into your pastture.land.' ' No, you
-wouldn't,' was the ropiy. ' yes, 1 would.'
'But 1 wouldn't lot you. You shoulýn't do

it.' 1'1 sbauld.' ' Yen shani't.' I will.' And
%with that thoy seized and potimded eaciî other
liko twe siily, wvickcd boys as they wero."

The ebjîdren laighed, bait. their niother
said:- IlYou soc in w'hat trilles quarrels often
bogin." ________

SWVEET. POISON.

A little boy, whcn lbis inothor Nvas ont,
got a chair ani climbcd up to the shoWf
in the press, to sec if there was anything
ilice. H1e saw a sinail white paper parce].
It was filiod Nvitiî soino whiite powder. The
boy tasted it, and found it sweet; ho took,
seme more, and thon put it uip again. His
inother came back. The boy soon feIt il],
and complained to ]bis niother. She asked
whlat ho had enten. Ho toid lier ho had
-t.ast.ed soine of thiat sweot sugar in the

press." «O0h, my boy, it is poison! it wil
kili you!" she exciaiîned. The doctor wvas

sont for and the boy's lifo vas saved. But
lie noer forgot tliat what is swvcet inay ho
poison. So with sin. Soinething wo like
inuch may bc wreng; but if it is wrong, it is
sin-it is dcath!1

A 0CHILD IFEROINE.

Site ias only a little girl, dressed in si
bioinely garb, but withi a face that bespokeo
innocence, conifidence, anîd love. A mtiniaturo
mnaiden, yonnig in years,%-buit te other day site
perforrted an aut of valour ilitat places lier on
a level with Joan of Arc, Florence Niglitin.
gale, and other lieroines whoso dccds have
been eniblazoned on the acroîl of faine.

As the Jefferson City passenger train on
the Missouri Pacifie iras rushing at full speed
tiirough tthe cut on the road h)etwvecn Olendalo
and Webster Statins, the eligincer xioticed a.
littie girl standing on the track waving lier
apron ivildly, and inaking, otiier gestures si-

.mifying that the train shouid stop. Tho
engincer iras tîndeci<lcd for a mnomcent, believ-
tiîat the elîild ivas at play. He looked again,
and sawî the littie inaid stilil holdinîg lier posi-
tien, zud still m'aving alef t the signal of dis-
tres.s. The oengine -%vas reversod and the
steain brakes applied, tie train coming to a
liait ahinost ini the middle of the curî'o. Look-
ing down tlhe rend a littie distance, the train
mon wvereo orrified te sec the Wasbingrton
express eoring doivn upon it, and tlîe littie
one stili on the track waving lier apron.
Tlhe engineer of the incoming train saw the
child's signal, and the engine iras stoppcd 100
feet of the Jefferson City train. Both trains
were on the saine track, and according to the
best înatlîerratieiaiîs, could net possibly pass
ecdi other, anîd lad it not been for the girl's
action a terrible accident îvou]d have eccurred,
cntailing a great loss of life. Thme girl dis-
appeared as soon as the dangrer, itas over, and
bot naine and residetîco could net bc loarnied.
The railroad ceînpany %vill sec tîtat site is
suitabiy rewardcd.

A LIE STICKS.

A littie newsboy, to soit his paper, told a
lie. The inatter canie up in Sabbath seheol
the following %veek.

"Would Yeu tel a lie for a peu îay" asked
a teacher of ance ofbertboys. q

IlNo, x-n:aa," ansîvered Diek, very deci-
dedly.

"For sixp once?
"No mnia'ax."
"For a shilling?"
"No, ina'arn."
"For a thutusand ?

Dick w'asstaggered. A thousaîîd shillings
IDA-cd big. Oh11 VOIldn't it buy lots of
things 1 Whiie lie Nvas thinkiiig, another boy
callcd out: IlNo, ma'am," behind bita.

"WIy net ?" askcd the teaclier.
"Bocause, when the tiîonsand shillings are

all geon, and alte tltings they've got witli
them are gene, toothe lie is there ail tho
saine," ants'mTvd t1ie' boy. Rt is se. A. lie
sticks. Everytliing cisc niay be gene. but
this is left; and yon will have te carry it
with you, whether yen ivili or net. A hard,
lîeavy load it is!
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