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OUR FATHER'S CARE.

Yuur hocaveiy Falther kuuoweth that yo have necd of all thcew tiiug8."

The Eo1den light8 of the summer
.on the lauglîing land;

The voice of song Ï8 borne along
By the breezes on every hand.

The flowers spread out their b2auty
Above the vivid green;

And the wator's ruush, and the forest's liush,
Mako tenider the glwigscole..i

But the cooiing ki8s of the Burniiir air,
And the joy and beanty everywliere,
Are proofs of Alnighty, loving care.

For our huavcnly Fatijer kîaowctii
Wu have ueud of ail thusoe thiiiîas.

There are sounda of a gatheriig tenupe.4t,
And the cloude are as black as iiight;

Ver the earth ia epreadl a eliade of dread,
And ail things aigli for light;

The leaves of the green woods quiver,
Anti a silence fallu around,

Till over the hilla withi a haste tlat thrills,
Tho thunider peuls resotnd,

Auci angry fallu the pulting rain,
And snHilnly roara the rnighty main,
And the heart growa ad with a fear of pain.

But our hocaveiily Fatiaur knocwethi
NV'e have need. of all these tlîings.

The daylighit calls te labor,
And the work we have to, do

Clamazs ail our î>owers for tho ttying hours,
Ani we nîuest each task pursue.

Alitoug we are ofteu weary,
And the aching bands hanig down,

There ia inuch te, be done ere the rest bu wou,
And'we wear the viotor's crown.

But the toil that cornes to us by day,
And even the troubles that throii& our way,
More proofs of the love of Cod dîsplay.

For Our beauenly Fathier knoweth
We have need of ail these thiugs.

Yeu, nueci of the lighit and sadow,
Need of tho luas and gain,

Need of thu reat and the labor,
Need o! the eaue and pain;

For aoinu great uaeful leason
la tauglit by ail that falsu

On our spirits here, tiil the re8t bu iear.
And ithe voico of the angel calla.

Praise unto Coed! Hiý lovo ahall pujde
To the ahieltered pIac by the Savuour'a aide,
And ail is gcodl w iate'cr betide:

For our heavcnly Fathor kiiioetlh
We have need of ail these thinga.


