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MUSIC'S CALL.

Conie, wlietî sad and %veary',
Litèe seeiuto lte anI dlreury,

Cheerfiul uiifiie bring;
Wliie itssuinit breatliing,
Chiaritis thy soul are mri»atling,

Mien siuxg, 0! fondly sing.

Suig. tîxoligli darkly dreanîing,
Siui, tîtoigli teins anc strcaruiig,

Mor; w'ili 84)o1i le glctuiiingy,
Brli-(itly 01n lî1 ' 1ug

houxiv y 5ttliues
'1l'~shaI 1 turai Io gladnesas:
Thet i ang, 0! gladley Siuug.

Conte, wlien liopes are brightcst,
Auid thiy lieant la lidlitest,

Breailie tily joys un Song.
I itliv voice la Swellingt

Atigaelq pitre are dwelling
Inx thy lîcant a ttirong.

Tîtere foneven singing,
.Jovs celest ai unît iu]Lig,
I..iv( tlicv, foudly ierigiug

To iltetr luonue of souig.
Tinta. forever clieeng,
Alwavs brixzlut appettriflg,

1'hcy tlty lteart make stronfr.

Whcn swect utiorn is lireaking
I3rigixî n'en iiy wakiuig,

'Thàxnkfiui praisessing.
XVU'li, nt (ve netiring9,
Peacftil rest desiring,

Praverini miusic liring.

Fleetîoig soirnows neyer
Front tue soneshould sever,-
Music lives forever

In etenal mn.,
Thîlîler thont art ten'iling
W hile xlîy lucant is blend ing,

Wîîh uhy voice 10 Sinig.

A4 CH-ILD'S EVENING THOUGFITS
Ail the littie fiowers 1 see,

Tîteir tinv eyes are closing:
The birds aie roosting on1 the tree;

'rTe îan-bkins are rcp)osinlg.
The sui), where titat duli streak of red

Is faintly glimmering still,
The say lias gone to seeklhisbcd

iehind the purpie hli.
Ani 1, throughi ail the quiet night,

Must sleep the hours away,-
That 1 may waken freshi and bright,

To live another day.
And well 1 know whose lips will smile,

And pray for me, and bless me;
And who wvill taik to me, the while

lier'gentle handa undress mie.
She'l1 tell me there la One above,

Upon a gloriauq thronc,
Who loves mie withia tcnder love,

More tender than her own.
And we shall live with Ihlm in heaven;

For lie lias sent his Son
To die, that ive may be forgiven

The sins that we have deone.
HIIe'l make mny heart grow, like hie own*

Ail loving, good, and mild;
For he "'ilI aend his Spirit down,

And take nie for his child. E. S. R.

THE ANT.
Sec the simatI ant,
Who, while the sun
Shines so brighit and strong,
In work goes on, C
And iays up in store
For the cold hour,
When winds may blow,
And raine may pour.
These say to nin,
" Waste not in slolh
Thy life's short spa;.
But-do Hie wil who, gave it."1
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