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(D ur 1)oung3 jfoths,
GOZNG TO SLEEP.

How dees the lily go te sleep
In its silver cradie smooth and deep ?

Clouds of purpie, crim-sen, gold,
Meit in azure, fold- on fold;
Stars look down, se mild and clear;
Sweet winds wisper "By le, dear!1

So the lily gees te sleep
In its silver cradle, smooth and deep.

Hew does the robin go te sleep
In his leafy cradle, sot t and deep?

Fainter shines the daisied hill ;
One by ene the songs grow still;
On the tree-tep safe and high,
Leaves are lisping : " Rock-a-bye!',

Sa~ the robin gees te sleep
In its leafy craffle, soft and deep.

How dees the baby go te sleep
In its downy cradle, warmn and deep ?

Pearly eyelids gently close,
As the leaflets of the rose;
Mother fondly watches nigb,
Softly singing: Lullaby!1

Se the baby gees te sleep
In its dewny cradle, warm ani deep.

Who is it watcbes wbile tbey sleep
In their nigbtly cradles, càlm and deep?

O, the Father's loving care
For His cbildren everywhere 1
Baby, lily, robin rest
Safely on His boundless breasti1

Se He watches while tbey sleep,
In their nigbtly cradles, calai and deep 1

GOLDEN GRAIN BIBLE READINGS.

BY REV. 1. A. R. DIcKsoN, B.D., GALT.

HUMAN INFLUENCE.

Or nne of us liveth te bimself," ~. Rom. xiv. 7.ýOClatnation befere tbe battle, Deut. xx. 8.
U4 

i'Sam. xv. 24.,0fthian Christians, 2 Cor. ix. 2,
au »s Coversoni Tim. i. 12-16.

onverion i Kings xiv. 16.
ý'6trePhes,3Jon9

«IISO these references te this fact : Pro. i. 10 ; 2
16 le .'; jas. v. 19-20 ; Heb. iii. 14-

A BIT 0F MA NNERS.
Wa s net because bie was handsome that I felI in
e itlh bim. For tbe little fellow was net band-
as the phrase gees. But bie bad clear, honest

.$'Stha loked friendly into yours, and a moutb that
lCor crially if sbyly, as my friend touched bis
IIt'Plittî e band wbich rested on tbe back of the car

lihe. was witb bis mother. She was plainly cladW'3h.She bad a thougbtful face, perbaps a lit-
f~5anmied te was alone in the world ; that

treasure. He bad a protecting air, as if be. were
0 OlY champion and defender. But be could net

b Cen more than five years eld.
earvdat our station and Ieft the car. We

Or ~ t4ie long train te pass. As the car in
'Orlittle friend was seated came up, be was atOwîn He caugbt sight of us, and with the in-

ct f establisbed courteous habit bis band went
kte Ilis cap, and the cap was lifted. A briglit smile

te onny face and be was gene.
b' 1ot a comment oni the manners of ninety-nine

tat tbis îittle five-year eld fellow is the "ene inUnrdthat we remember?

VOI O UR UNDERSTANDJNGS.

" be eard a successful business man, the bead
~ age coacern, declare that he neyer engaged a

or0,who presented bimself with unclean
Shabby clotbing may be a misfortune," be4 I'but muddy boots are a fault." The same

on is "b'l,Ibv entlbytepicpl

A LAMB AT SCHOOL.

Most of our young readers will be surprised to bear
tbat tbe well-known nursery song of "lMary had a
littie lamb," is a true story, and that "lMary " is stili
living. About seventy years ago she was a littie
girl, the daughter of a farmer in Worcester County,
Massachusetts. She was very fond of going with her
father into the fields to see the sheep,and one day they
found a baby-lamb wbich was thougbt to be dead.
Kind-hearted littie Mary, however, lifted it Up in her
arms, and as it seemed to breathe sbe carried it
home, made it a warm bed near the stove, and nursed
it tenderly. Great was ber deligbt wben, after weeks
of careful feeding and watching, ber littie patient
began to grow well and strong, and soon after it was,
able to run about. It knew its young mistress per-
fectly, always came at ber cal!, and was happy only
when at ber side. One day it followed ber to the vil-
lage scheol, and not knowing what else to do with it,
sbe put it under ber desk and covered it with ber
sbawl. There it stayed until Mary was called up to
tbe teacher's desk to say ber lesson, and tben the
lamb walked quietly after ber, and the other children
burst out laugbing. So the teacher had te shut the
little girl's pet in the wood-shed until school was eut.
Soon after this a young student, named John Roll-
stone, wrote a littie poem about Mary and ber lamb,
and presented it to ber. Tbe lamb grew to be a
sbeep, and lived for many years, and when at last it
died Mary grieved so much for it tbat ber mother
took some of its wool, which was Ilwhite as snow,"
and knitted ber a pair of stockings for ber to wear
in remembrance of ber darling. Some years after the
lamb's death, Mrs. Sarah Hall, a celebrated woman
wbo wrote books, composed some verses about Mary's
lamb, and added tbem to these written by John Roll-
stone, making tbe complete poem as we know it.
Mary took sucb good care of the stockings made of
ber lamb's fleece that when she was a grown-up wo-
man sbe gave one of tbem to a church fair in Boston.
As soon as it became known that the stocking was
made from tbe fleece of "Mary's littie lamb," every
one wanted a piece of it; se tbe stocking was ravelled
out, and the yarn cut into short pieces. Eacb piece
was tied to a card on wbicb "lMary " wrote ber ful
name, and tbese cards sold se well tbat they brought
the large sum of $140 to tbe Old South Cburcb.

THE MINISTER'S APPLES.

This is one of Mr. Puddefeet's stories. He told
to me, and I will tell it to you. 1 wish I could tell it
to you just as be told it to me, but nebody can tel
stories just like Mr. Puddefoot, you know. I will do
the best I cun.

An old minister bas been visiting Mr. Puddefoot
tately, and be told bim this story in the first place.

Wben this old minister was a little boy, bis mother
always gave bim a big, red a,pple on bis birthday.
She neyer failèd to do this. At last there came a day
wben tbe old minister w3s a grown-up man and bad a
family of bis own, when bis dear old mother had gone
to beaven, and tbere was no accustomed gift from ber
as tbe birthdays came. Then the minister's wife took
up tbe custom, and always wben bis birtbday came
sbe gave bim the big red apple. After a wbile tbe
minister and bis family moved to tbe new State of
Wisconsin. There were no orcbards, and of course
no fruit. Se when bis birtbday came, there was no
ne big red apple. It made the minister feel very sad,
for he tbeugbt of the dear mether and ail tbe days
tbat were gone, and it was the flrst time in all bis life
the littie gift was missing. By and by be said to bis
wife that be would go and visit such a family, men-
tioning their name, wbo lived three or four miles
away. So be went there and made friendly call.
Wben be rose to come away the man said,

IlHere, wait a minute. I was over to the settle-
mena Nfew d-Ays-ago,-nd Iaw a ma_ with- baske

ther west, and as be walked along in the trail of the
waggons, aIl at once be saw lying in the road a large,
nice, red apple, just like those bis mother used to give
bim. He took it and went home, feeling again that
it was really sent to bim, and be thanked God for it.
Since then bis apples bave neyer been absent on bis
birtbday, but he says those two days made bim real-
ize more fully tbe loving care of our Father ini heaven
than anytbing that has ever bappened to him.

IF I WERE A BO Y.

If I were a boy again I would look on tbe cheerful
side of every tbing, for almost every thing bas à
cheerful side. Life is very much like a mirror ; if you
smile upon it, it smiles back again on you, but if you
frown and look doubtful upon it, you will be sure to
get a similar look in return. I once heard it said of
a grumbling, untbankful person, " He would bave
made an uncommonly fine sour apple if be bad bap.
pened to be born in that station of life!1"I Inner
sunshine warms not only the beart of the owner, but
ail who corne in contact with it. Indifference begets
indifférence. " Who sbuts love eut, in turn shail be
sbut out from love.'>

If I were a boy again I would scbool myself te,
say " No"I oftener. I mnight write pages on the im-
portance of Iearning very early in life to gain that
point wbere a man can stand erect and decline doing
an unworthy thing because it is unworthy.

If I were a boy again I would demand of myself
more courtesy toward my companiens and friends.
Indeed, I would rigorously exact it of myself teward
strangers as well. The smallest courtesies, inter-
spersed along the rough roads of life~ are like the little
English sparrows now singing to us ahl winter long,
and making tbat season of ice and snow more endur-
able te everybody.

But I have talked long enough, and this shal l e
my parting paragrapb. Instead of trying se bard as
some of us do te be happy, as if tbat were the sole
purpose cf lite, I would, if I were a boy again, try still
harder te deserve happiness.

CHARLE Y AND THE PARCEL.

One day a father was walking homeward from a
certain tewn with bis little boy. Like. a gaod many
other boys, this little fellow was very self-willed; tbat
is, be liked very much to bave bis own way'. He
tbougbt he could do almost anything he wanted te
do. His fatber was carrying a parcel in bis band.
Charlie, the little boy, asked bis father te let bim carry
the parcel.

"iOh, -ne, you are not strong enough,"l said the
father.

" I can carry it very well, I'm sure," said Charlie,
eager te show wbat a man he was.

" My dear cbild, I tell you it's tee large and beavy
fer yeu."l

" No, ne, father ; please let me have it."
" Very well ; if you will bave it, you may. Tbe par.

cel is ne burden te me, but I tel! you again, it is tee
large and heavy fer you. But if you resolve te have
it, here it is."

The little boy took it, and at first got on witk it
pretty well. But soon it bègan te fée very heavy.
He turned it ever te the other arm. His father
seemed te take ne notice of it. He went on talking
te bis son about the weather, about their home, and
about different tbings tbey were passing alÔng the
read. The little boy kept turning ever the heavy
burden from one arm tethe ether. But still bis father
didn't appear te notice it. At last the littie felew
said :

"Father, what a beavy parcel this is!"
1I told you se before you took it," said bis father.

"It's very heavy, indeed."
SI teld you it was tee heavy, and yet you weuld'
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