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PLEASAXNT HOURS.

' Tho Poor House ** Bock me to Sleep.”
Py by of a owendthy Eastern pandy

et Cstiangement, ofe ber hone
Misfortune awl il

t, tren h
t ol aent tothe Weat,

Y st away her little all, amd in her
! e <l fonnd a hona i the poor-house,
p e cveneng shoitly utter she was found sit-
1z by et e, tewdin g the poemy, ¢ Rock
VoM e Sloep, Mather,” wud weepin. I'hat
’ ught thee death angel cane, wod the tied
i teetiestal on ¢ the echoless shote.”)

ik me to sleep, mother rock tne to

| aleep,”

Why ol s the reader panre?
MYRN ll

Withere U the quivering lips, head bowing
Jow g

Care worn the wiinkled face whore the tears
flow 3

b1t from hor childlicod home, old and alone,

: Nu une, and nothing, tod dmas hiet own g

i1 Fortune ant foiends all ue lostin the past,

Clouwd, in her ol uge, the pour house at

Why docs she

lust.
“Rock me to slecp, tmothier, rock me to
eleep,”
Ticmbles the voice, for the mem'ties that
sweep i
Far from the sunny land when she was |
yeung,
' ushed o'er her heart as » barp long un.
) sttutug,
" Music th it once has chatmed, chords lost so
. Joneg,
i Love's sweetest harmonies, juy's happy
o2,

i Come from the siloyee 8o oy d 8o deep—
e Rock me to slp, tother, 10k e to
sleep.”

“Ruck me to sleep, mother, rock me to
alecp,”

Just ag when weary of playing ©“ Bo-peep ”

g, Yenng ago, shewould turu to ber breast,

Yeaniu: fnr Love worle and Kicwsand rest,

‘Furua she 1o night, a <hild now cnce more;

s Mather, come bak from the echoless
shore! "

What do bicr dim cyes see, what does she
hear? .

Why does she linger where tear follows
tear?

Over and over in xohe low and diep—

bk me to slocp, mother, 1k mo to
sleep.”

Morn came, the <an tilkea fond mother’s
fave

Waked carth with « Liss from night's still
embiace s

Hushed wete those iy » i shat peaceful re.

‘ L

© Only the friendlescufio finds it o'er knows,

Mesthier had conwe from ** the ¢ -holess ahore,”

© Clangwad brer again in ber atins as of yore;

Open the buok by teside the Jone dead,

Tear-marked the lites o'er aud o'er shie hail
revd,

Nevermote here e'er to wake o to weep --

“Rock me to sleep, mother, vk we to
aleep.”

“ Reck me to sleep, mother, rook me to
aleep,™

Oh? when the niht shadows round the
hoant erep,

Whan all the strife ant dhe tailily are
detre,

© Fapty and prizeless the fame we have won 5

: Fucmils whin we lned passed away from

: wut sght,

o Hopeswe havechierished all butivd in night.

] hvn Iy we tuen to our childiond azain,

"L nging for love and carenses, ac then ;

! Umf mome the wanks faom the wery heart
'tap—-

Rk we to sleep wother, ok wie to
slecp.”

e i ican et - ——— = —

4

“of the compound,
[ e to fuil her, for she had never

“1 WANT TO GO TO JEAUS"

I AM going to tell you ubout a little
«ir] who is 1n one of the missionsschools
in India, whom wo will call Lachue
She was only ubout six years old when
1t happened,

The teacher of her school was a kind
ludy who had left her home to go out
to Indin und te]l the children there
about Jesns Christ.  She was very
fond of httde Lachme, who loved the
tescher desaly, Little gitls in India
are very quick in finding out if the
wissionaries who come to teach them
really love them or not; aad if they
tind they du, they Jove them very much
in return,

Little Lachme had been in school
about & year when her kind friend and
teacher was taken ill.  She was very
unhappy, and T have no doubt prayed
to God o mnke her well, But for
some good reason God did not sce fit
ta restore her to health,

When the t-acher knew she was
dying, she called little Lachune to her.

“ My child,” she said in a very weak
voice, “ T aw going to Jesus,”

The litte givl looked at her o end’s
fuce in astonishment.  Could it be
that she was going away frotn them
allt That would Le very dreadful,

Seeinyg she did not speak the teacher
said again :

“I amn going to the good Jesus 1
have told you ahout. You must learn
to love him and ccne too, Lachme.”

The child threw bLersclf on the bed,
and Lursting into tears, cried:

“Oh! take e with you now; 1
will be so good, Miss Sahiba.”

The teachier was too weak to say
any more, so little Lachne was taken
away. ller hear: seemed buriting.
Every one was 80 occupicd, no one
thought espeenally of her. She was
one amonyg many. Soon afterwards
came the news that the kind friend
and teacher was dead. Many were
the heavy héarts and weeping eyes, but
little Lachime secined to have lost ber
very best friend.  Who would ever be
so0 kind to her again?

Presently a sudden thought struck
hier~why should she not go to Jesus
too?!  Had wot her teacher told her to
come?  She had been too il to under-
stand what she meant when she had
asked to 2o with her. Tt was too late
for that, but she would zo by herself.

Drying her eyes, she got a clean,
white chuddar {the large piece of cloth
the girls in Indin wear instead of a
hat) and started off upon her journey.

Nobody saw ber, and so she got
safely ont of the school-room and out
Now her heart

wen outiide the schonl ates alone
bLefore, but she drew her chuddar
tightly amonnd her and stuted o for

the railway station.  Of course she

must zo in a train.  Everylody did
that i they wished to go anywhere,

fand of course ahe wust go to the
Lawor is proferable to idleness, as  starion first,

xl}almghtm s~ s to rust. i
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When she came to the station she

found & trajn just going off. There
wero o lot of people coming and going,
She got pushed on the pintform, and
then she shrank awny into a corner.
She saw the train move off and won.
deved if that was the right one for her
to go in. 1t didn’t matter much ; she
would b sure to get to the right place
sume time or other.

By and by the station beeame empty,
and us the station-mnster came up the
platform, he cnught sight ot a little,
white-veiled figure standing all alone.

“Who is this 1” he asked in surprise,
for in ludia it is very strange for little
native girls to be scen at railway
stations, especially alone.

Lachwe began to feel very much
frightened, the geutleman spoke in
such a big voice. However, she gath-
cred up her courage and raised her
dark eyes to the station-waster’s face.
Perhaps he did not look very severe,
for she found voice to say iu very meek
tones :

“Ilense, I want to go to Jesus.”

“Where?” the station-master asked
in surprise.

“To Jesus,” snid the child, her eyes
fast filling with big tears, and her
little chest heaving with sobs. “The
Miss Sakiba has gone and she said 1
wight go, but she badn't time to take
e

Then the pot ill's courage gave
way. 1don't think the etation-master's
ayes were quite dry as he tried to com-
fort the child; I only know that he
soon found out uhcu she came from,
and sent a messnge to the achool (wher
she had already been missed), and poor
little Tachme, to her great disappoint-
ment, found that she sould not go to
her friend who wae with Jesus, after
all, not until Jesus called ber himself.

She could not understand this at
first, but other kind Christian teachers
at the wission-achool are teaching bher
wove about Jesus every day. Let us
hope she will grow up to. be & good
Christisn worker, and that belore she
receives her own call to go to Jenws,
she may have tald the wonderful story
of Christ’s Jove to many of the wcmen
and girls in Tudia, and have Jed them
to him for their Saviour.—Indien
Female Evangelist.
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FRED AND THE MICR.

Fred was a little five-yearold boy.
Everybody loved him, for he was a
contented and happy child. He
thought himself a little hero, and
often, armed with a stick, made war
on the chickens and the geese. Al
though Fred "hougat bimeel¥ so brave,
there was one animud of which be was
much afraid. What do you think it
was! Well, it was s wmouse. Secha
little animal could wmake our young
hero trenible and cry.

1u the evening when Fred weat to
bed he was obliged to go through sa
unused room where the sfics seemed
to hold possession. When he saw them
running over the foor or beard them

-

gnawing, he would cry in & cowardly '}
way for his mammn to come to him.

One evening his mamta was ek,
and his nurse was away from le
There was no one there hut his jopa,
who was in the sitting-room rews! ny
his paper. He told Fred it was time
for him to g to bed.

“Oh, papa, will you not take me to
bed? I do not like to go through thut
room alone,'t

“What do you fear?” asked his
father.

“T am afraid of the mice, nud { be.
lieve there are rats tno.”

“1f that is all,” answered his father, |
“I can soon help you.” i

He tcok pen, ink and paper, und |
yuickly wrote the following: “Ta «il
the rats and sice in this hous:: I
herchy command you to let my littde
son go through all the rooms of this
house unmolested. Any mat or moune |
that does not obey will Le dealt with
according to law.™

The father sigined and then read the
paper to his son. Fred todk it, thanked !
Irirn, said “ Good night” very prettily,
and went to bed. He was 10 longer |
afraid. He had often seen bis father |
give passes to people who wished to
make & railroad journey, 80 he had a
bigh opinion of passes written by his
fathar,

When he came to the door of the
room he stopped and said in a Joud
voice, “Rats and mice, you canvot
hurt me, for here is my pass.® And
50 be did every night afterward until
e became a large boy and was no
longer afraid of rats and mice.

Cannot our little readers have faith
in their heavenly Father as this Jittle
Loy had in his father ¥—From (e
German.
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THR WHITR ELEPHANT,
81aM is sometivmes called the. “land
of the white elephant,” because that
animal is Jooked upon with o much
reverencs by the people; even their
fiag has a picture of one of these
snimalsupon it. They t+ ‘call white
animals purer and better than others,
but & “chang phoomk,” . or white
elephant, is particularly sacred. These
clephants are net really white, Lut of

his domain, he commands that prayers
bo sends cut an expodition of bunters

of lhlumm‘hwh
builds for thess are almost like palaces. 411




