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aloud, and many fell prostrate, like of a powerful revival, & Bé%b!t!
oad men, on the floor. Truly the what a great matter a little Kyé
place was sweet and awful on ac- kindleth I

oount of the Divine presence. In O, had we more faith and intre.
‘bWto. the dance was turned into pidity, what good we might do'?
8 religious meeting, from which How glorious to attack and drivé
mzny dated their conviction and the devil from his own strong holds.
®aaversion, and the commencement

.

POETRY.

EXILD'S PRAVER ON SABBATH MORNING,  Hismighty power iskdown;
o~ No mortal canitnbr angéls trace
Father [ 2ok thy blessing now The wonders of his throne,
On this thy holy day = B
elp'me to think of Thee and heaven, ~ But though he is so great and wise,
And not of school or play. And I but weak and poor,
His kind compasston never dies—

Go with me, Holy Father, His promise is secure,
To the blessed house of prayer,
&nd let no vain foolish thoughts And every morning, when the soa
Disturb my worship there. Shall bid my slumber cease,
. ‘Tl bow the knee before his throne,
Oh ! when I read thy sacred Word, And ask his saving grace.
Fill me with holy light,
That I may understand thy will,
And live as in thy sight. TO MY LITTLE CHILD.

Little boy. with laughing eye,
Bricht and blue as yonder eky 3
Come, and 1 will teach you, love,

May I learn something good to-day
To guide me all the week :

De{‘r Saviour, thou hast kindly #aid, Who is it tlat fives above.
. 'hat they shall find who seek. Itis God who made the earth,
Go with e to the Sabbath-school, Godl who gave you, dearest, birth ;-
Bless my kind teacher’s care : God wiio sees each spacrow falf;
Bake me attentive, gentle, meek, God who reigns great King of al.

To the instructions there. God who sends the pleasant breeze,
Blowing sweet through flowers and tisssy
And Father, when thou call’st thy child God wiho gives you every joy,

From thoge dear scenes  love, God.who loves you, little boy.
Oh, tt‘ake me to thy glorious home He is beautiful and bright,
Of joy and peace above. Livin in eternal ight;
Youth’s Penny Gazette. tWould not you, my little fove,
Like to live with him above §
Ask Him, then, to show yeu how
HYMN FOR A CHILD. ;

You may please Him lere below 3
Ask Him grace and help to send,

b 1t
Rty e eyes can never reach Ask, through Christ, your kindeat friend,

Beyond the distant star,

But God my father’s eye can stretch You must learn to read and look.
A thousand times as far. Qften in his holy book;

. Tlere, my darling. you will find,

And maze thau that—through endless space Gud s very goud aud kind.



