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GOOD-NIGRHT.

A fair litte girl sat under a lree,
Sewing as long as her eyes could ose;
Thon smoothed her work, and folded iA righl,
Ând said, "lDear work, good-night, goodnight."

Suci a number of rooks came over lier head,
Crying, 11Caw, oaw," on their way to lied ;
She said, as she watched their curions fighl,
"«Little black things, good-night, good-night."

The horses neighed, and the oxeri lowed,
The sheeps I"Bleat, bleat," came over the road,
Ail seeming te say, with a quiet deliglit,
IlGoodl litle girl, good-night, good-night."

Blie did not say te the sun, IlGood-nighl,"
Thugji she saw him there, 111e a bail of lighl;

knew hoe lad God's lime té* keep
Âlei, the world, and nover could sleep.

mhe tl pink fox-glovo bowed hie. head,
The violet curtesied, and went 10 lied ;
And good 11111e Lucy lied up lier hair,
And sad, on lier knees, lier favourile prayer.

And whlie on lier pillow she softly lay,
She knew nothing more tliigain il was day-
And al l hings said le Ithe beauliful sun,
"Good.morning, good-morning ; our work is begun."

-Lord Boughton.

LAZ Y ANNIE.

If there was one thing Annie disliked more
than another it was to get up early in the
morning. The littie birds would sing their
sweet songs in ber window, and ber pet pigeons
would coax her with their soft, cooing voice,
but Annie would not stir. She said one day:
«IMamma, I don't see wby you always make
me go to bed when I arn not sieepy, and get
up when I arn;" for next to getting up Annie
disliked going to bed.

This fault of Annie's worried mamma a
great deal, for it was very trying every even-
ing to say, "CCorne, Annie, it is time for you
to go up stairs; corne, no more playing or
reading to-night," and to hear Annie say fret-
fuily,"« xmma! can't I stay up just a
littiee 1 ~er?' Why must I go nowV
etc. I v~ed mamma very much, and she
wondered '% she could do to cure ber little
girl of this evil habit.

One day she took ber to see'a lady who had
been an invalid for years, unable to lie down
or sit up witli any cornfort on account of the
great pain which she endured. During the
course of the conversation she said to Annie,
"Oh, my dear littie girl, if I were, only like

you what would I give! I look back 110W and
think how I used to complain every night
when my dear mother wanted me to go t'O
lied, and grumbled every morning about get-
ting up. I would lie thankful enough now if
I could only go to bed now as I did then, in-
stead of being obliged to sit up ail niglit in
this chair; and glad enough would I be were
I able to get up at sunrise and take a wallk in
the early morning when the birds are singing
ini ail the tree.s and everything is glistening

were on their homeward way, then she asked,

"Mamma, did you tell Mrs. Gray about me
ccNo, my dear," said mamma. 0
That niglit Annie went clieerfully to bed,

and in the morning every one was astonished
to see lier walking about the garden long
before breakfast. Some said, '«Wliatever bas
got over Annie to take sucli a turn ? It ;Von't

last, bowever." But it did last, and Annie
became a lealthier and happier little girl, and
gave pleasure to ahl around ber. The first
thing lier eyes rested upon every morning was
this text, beautifully illuminated, wbicli hung
upon the wall opposite lier, "«Not slotliful in

business, fervent in spirit, serving the Lord."

~SCHOOL COMPOSITIONS.

Few tasks in scliool-lif e are more appalling
to boys and girls than the weekly "«composi-
tion " whidh tley are required to land their

teaclers. As a rule, even advanced seliolars
wouid ratIer grapple with a dozen pages o!

Livy or Legendre, than with one pocr blank
sheet, whidli tley must cover witl tlieir own
facts and fancies.

A weIl known American editor lately visited
the scliool whicli le lad left as a boy tbirty
years before. "'It was 'composition day,'"
lie writes, "'and as one essay after another was
read, I could lardly persuade myself that a
day liad passed, and that these were not my
own classmates.

" The boys read tlie same stilted periods on
'The faîl of Rome,' ' The Î.riumphs of Genius,'
«'Liberty,' and 'The Future of America ;' and

the girls overflowed witli precisely thje sarne
sentiments about violets, and fairy- delîs,
crimson sunsets, and the lost Pleiad."

rc4Now, "' whispered the old dominie to tlie
editor, " you shaîl hear the clever boy of the
scliool. I anticipate a great career for this
lad."

The composition was on the Indian or Free
Trade, or some other profound subject, on
whidli it was impossible that a boy of thirteen
or fourteen could have a tlieory or argument'
te, advance, except tliose which lie lad leard
from otliers. These were produced witli a
flood o! high-sounding, irrelevant words.
«cThe career," said the editor, «'I would pro-
plesy for sudh a boy would be that of an

imitator, wlio will make bis trade on the
brain capital of other men."

After this a boy, a quiet, round-faced lad
stepped on the platform and read a descrip-
tion of chickens. The lad lad a poultry-yard
o! lis own, and gave lis observations on the
habits, food and marketable value o! the
breeds le knew. The littie paper was full of

useful facts, and showed a keen capacity for
observation, and a dry humour.

««There is the lad wlolias stuff in him te
make a man o! weiglit,' I sad to the dominie."

The poorest essay of this kinid will eall into

action the original power of their brains as no
other mental effort can do.

PEA R ANYD BRA VER Y.

It is said that the Emperor Cliarles the
Fifth, reading an epitaph, "IHere lies one whO
neyer knew fear," remarked, '«Then he never
snuffed a candle with bis fingers." It is cer-
tainly a somewbat absurd, thougli a favourite,
dlaim for a popular liert~, that "lie neyer kne'w
fear." No one possessing human nerves and
buman brain can say this with truth. That a
brave man neyer yields to the emotion maY
be true enougli; but to say that at no0 period
of bis life lie experienced fear, is simply iin-
possible. Tliere is a story of a young recruit
in the tliirty years war going into action for
tlie first time in his life in tlie ligliest spirits.
"'Look at Joliann," said one of bis comrades,
as the troops were drawn up ready to charge.
«« He is full of jokes; liow brave lie is." The
veteran addressed replied, " Not at all, lie
knows notbing of wbat is coming. You and
I, oid comrade, are far braver, we sit on ou~r
liorses thougli we are terribly afraid." Fear
is certainly one of the most irrational of pas-
sions. It is not always excited by tbe pres';
ence of danger. Men wlio can always be cool
and collected in cases of real peril wîll tremble
at some fanciful alarm. Thie Duke of Sclin
berg could face an enemy with ready courage,
but fled frorn a room if lie saw a cat in it. A
very brave Frendch oficer fainted at thie siglit

of a mouse. Tbe autlior of thie,"Turkish

Spy"» states that bad lie a sword ini bis hand
lie would ratlier encouilter a lion in the desed
tlian be alone in a roorn witli a spider. ManY
people liave sirnilar fanciful antipathies, which
excite their fears in a manner real dange
would be powerless to do. Fear of infectiOf'
is a dread wliicli embitters the lives of maI31
sensible people. There is a legend of an ea8t'
ern dervisli wbo, kn 'owing tbat a plague W9OO

about to visit a cartain city, bargaîned Wieh
tlie disease that oniy a specified numnber Of
victims sliould fail. Wlien twioe tlie numbl-
perisled -the plague explained its appare"le
breacli of contract by asserting, " Fear kille'
tlie rest." In ail times of epidernics doctOto
can tell the saine.

A NEGRO'S PRA TER.

A teadlier in one of the coloured schooll i1

the Southi was about to go away for a seaBO1 '
and an old negro poured out for lier the fl
lowing fervent petitions. '«I give you tJb
words," said tlie writer, "but tliey convel jno

idea of the pathos and earnestness of Oe
prayer." "Go afore lier as a léadin' iglit
behind lier as a protectin' angel. Roughi5h"'d

lier feet vid the preparation of de gose
peace. Nail lier ears to de gospel, pole.
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