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The ]Poor Man to bis Son. in a short, decided rnanner, a manner pe-.
- culiar to these- neglected, littie ones, i-eared,

BY EIZA OOR.in the very hot-bed of sin and strife-

Work, wok yby e o fad Ah! that was jus-t like mze! That's
work myboy benotafrid, gool, say it agail. A great wav off!

1Look labour boldly in the face; Znt vrs a- Aaaa-iem

Takeup he amuer o th spdewith the devil ? That must be far fromn
And blush not for your humble place. God and the Lamib 1"

After a pause, to moisten ber poor
Earth was first conquered by the power black, parchod lips, she conti nued, ' Yes, 1

0f. daily sweat and peasant toil, was a great way off. But the father saw

Anid where would king(s have found their hini before hoe saw the, father-î bat's liko
dower, me again! Why did hie flot dlean hituscilf

If poor mnen had not trod the soil? a little before hoe went homoe? 1 would.
Oh! I forgot 1" she added quickly, and in

IbIod up your brow la hlonest pride, a tone of deep satlness, IlVou. said we

ThoughI rougli aud swarth your your could imot muLe ourselves dlea. I wish

bauds rnay be; we could! I should like to show Jesus
Sncbhans ae sp-vens hatproide that I wvant to be gYood."1
Stic hans ar sapvein tha proide I tricd to make lier nnderstand tbat bier

Trhe life-blood of a Natiun's tree. heavenly Fatiier saw bier desire to bc a

Tltere's lionour la the toïîing part, good chil, mil had put away the ltihi-
riha fai. s i te urowdZn ed ness of sin froin lier for Ibis sake, i0ho had

It starinPs a -creit upon the heart ' 101frler hlseiigth aopr
Woî-t morethanail yur qurtardail holy ln Rbis 1trecious llood; that this

sVieldmoes. nalyorqaree kind Father, wbio bade nie invite bier to go
shields.to Hirn, hiad 1'rovided lier with a dlean

Tl'bere's glory in lte sIiiftlcý'rs song- heu-t, Nvithout which nù onie ean see God,
c C IlOh! how good ! hlow kind ! Buit,"

There's trimnphl in the arn- ils stroL-e; -she hesitated, and covered hier lace with
Tlr,-,'s menit ini the brave and strong, lier Ion-, Ibmin oras býer tars ilowed

W-ho dig' the minle or ibil the Oak. fiin, and i7ob after sob alînost chokied ber
uternc-1 aiii ifraid I hiave beel

Worlz, work, my boy, arnd ninutr nol, wvorse than tham badl soni. I have told
The lustian garb lbefrays no sh.inie ; lo m otsi ourcti ne h

Th'le grimne of fore-soot leaves no bMot, beautirtil homo. I hâve Used Lad words,
And labour gilds the meuauieý, naie. iawful bad words-worse than vou kniow

of, and God said no one sh itake 1113
(~dgrant thec but a due reward, naine in vain. I bave lhad a bad Loi 4:-, 100),-

A1 guerdoa portion fair and just; foul of wicked songs, and 1 have suin4
Andf thon iieer think tby station bard, tlîem, anîl-don't ituri away your 1100(,

But work, my boy, work-hope and 1 have stolenl, too. 1 thioughçt of <îll this
tr-ust ! w-hon 1I cIlne bIom% aui f)r CL longc lime

------ fêlt frigrhtoned to go to Goul; but, ail at
The Little Rag Sorter once I roi-loml)reil about the thief, thP'4t

-- poor thiof w~ho dieil with Jesuis. ymm knowv;
I took myV Place L)V ber bed, and w-cnt auJ) as sooa a-s everybodv was fast asleep

(on to rerpent to lier, ln a low voice, the Pa- ini Our room, I gai 111 very softlV, I wCfil
i abe of the prodigal son-Lmke xv. 11- over int tho corner t]irire by the fi-re, I toak
w iici at oui- fiîsît meeting lad so deceply my sangf book and tore it int litle piecO5v
ilipress'ed bier. lTme ltte higor-pinched red cover and ail, though I once thoupht
faee Itecamno calmari d composed, and the il mo pretty. 1 struck a mnatchi, I burnit it,
(Li.streeSsiug excitenent gave place to enger, every morsel te tner ihe J 5i(l
and profound( attention. Al. that touiching ' Dear Josu-! I want very mnuch bo love yOI

1 ,
asge "Whe i he Nv-s yet a r-at w-ny off; I warft te gel awvay from the devil, pleo5p

blis ftther saw hlmi," &c., she exclaimed, help me!1 Taka away inmy nalight y
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