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er cried bier lamb %vos lost A few
moments sootbing pacified bier, and
a man dkspatche'I for the straggler,
who soon returned, carring the little
lover in his arms. Atter Annie's
transports lind subsided, Mrs. Lee
drev bier aside, and in simple but
beautifully touching language, told
bier of the Saviour catting Ettle
children, His lost tarnbs to corne to
Him, to leave the tborny path of the
%vorld, and rest in the sheltering
rare of the good shepherd. Annie
]ost not a word, like an unsullied
iniirror,hler fair young face portrayed
the deep wvorkings ofbler little beart,
and forgetting hier lamb, ber grief nt
ils loss, hem joy at its recovery, she
sobbed, 'MNarna, I do love that good
Sav jour.'
That niglit we wvere hurriedty
aroused (rom stumber. Annie had
been seized witb the croup, that dis-
ease ivbicb causes rnany a niotber's
beart te qu'ver with agonizing fear.
The efforts offrieads, medical skitl,
the earnest prayers that the band of
the destroyer niiglit be stayed, were
alike powerless, and as the brighit
sua davned, il, %vas sadly evident its
setting rays weuld notsee our Annie
witti us. Iler mother clung to bier,
pouring the bitter tears wvbicb none
but a mother who bias wvarched civer
a fading flower, feeling ibat, in bier
heart flwied a spring, of love powver-
fat enougb to quench the fever lires
of dcaiîh-can knov, Nvhen Annie
sumrnoned bier failing strengîh, and
clasping ber arms about bier mohe'
fleck, nimrnured, 'Marna dear, the
Good Shepherd cails bis Uitile larnb,
mray not 1 go V' The faint wvords were
like a message froin beaven to that
strieken rnother, she relaxed bier
agonizing grasp, ani an angelic
srnile rested on the lip, and a holy
light on the brow of tbe cherisbed
one, as bier genîle sprit. passed te

the fold or Ilim whose gracious
utterance was,"b suifer Uie children
te corne tinte me, and furdid them.
flot." R.

A SAD CONTRAST.
A painter once met with a beauti-

fuil cliild. So enraptured %vas lie with
itk;counten!lnce and its expjression of
loveliness that hie resolved to paint
it. [le did se ; and hung his favorite
picture in bis study. fle made it
h;às guardian ange]. In sorrov and
passion, bie sought relief and tran-
quility in gazing upon that charm-
ing countenance. Hie purposed, if
hie ever sawv its contrast, to paint
that also. But years passed awny
before hie found a face so infernally
ugly as te satisfy bis idea of a perfect
contrast te his darling plcture. It
%vas that of a wretcb, 15,ing in des-
pair, upon the floor of his ceil. H1e
painted that terrible countenance.
But what must have been bis emo-
tic>n, when hie learned that it wvas the
very sarne person hie had paintecl
before? The first was the face of the
inincent child; the last that of the
rcckless ruined youth. 'lhle best
thiags preverted become the worst.
'l'lie sweetest juices changed pro-
dluce the sharpest acids. Tliat litile
angel likeness had been metarnor-
phosed int the reality of a fiend.

A NOBLE BOY.
"A boy came to me Iast witrý

says a Michigan colporter, "for
temperance tracts. 0f this noble
spirited boy 1 afterwards iearned
the following fact :A relative of
bis in a grocery had poured eut a
drarn of liquer to drink. The boy
stepped forvard, and put a temper-
ance tract over the moutît of the
tumbler. The man took it up, and
looked at it, and the first wvords
he cast his eyes upon tvere, & No
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