Milton's Prayer for Patience

1 AN old and bliud !

Mon point at me as shtten by Jad's frown
Afilicted and deserted of my kind,

Yet am | not cast down,

1 ami weank, yet strong,

I murmur not that I no longer see

Poor, ol1, and helpless, 1 the more belong,
Father supreme ! to Thee.

All-merciful One!

Thy cheriot 1 hear.

Thy glorious face

1s leaning towards me, and ita holy light
Shines in upon my lonely dwelling-place—
And there 1s 110 more night.

Oun my bended knees,
I recognize Thy purpose, clearly shown ;

Thyself—Thyself alone.

1 have nought to fear;
Thix darkness is the shadow of thy wing ;
Beneath it I am almost sacred —here,
Can come no evil thing.

Oh ! 1 seem to stand

Which eye hath never seen.
Visions come and go,

From angel lips 1 seem to hear the flow
Of soft and holy song. .

It is nothing now,

When airs from *‘ Pai
 That earth in darkness lies.

In a purer clime,

My being ﬁB

Roll in upon my spirit—atraina sublime
Break over me unsought.

Give me now my lyre!
1 feel the stirrings of a gift divine,
Within my hosom glows unearthly fire,
Lit by no skill of mine.
— e

The Young Gardener.

Gardener.”

to the following :—

and gets up early.

and water. He is none of

If the contents of his barrow is

opposite
wcribes,

fisld of the slothfal . . and lo

It had been well di

od, and the hoe not been allowed

When men are farthest, then art Thou most

near,
When friends pass by, my weaknesses to shun,

My vision Thou hast dimmed that 1 may see

Trembling, whero foot of mortal ne'er hath

n,
Wrapped in that radiance from the sinless land

Shapes of res{mlendent beautyround me throng,

When heaven is open::f on my sightless eyes,
ise ' refresh my brow,

s with rapture—waves of thought

PerHAPS there was a garden plot
known as his, which, aided by a sug-
gestion or two from his father, he
carefully cultivated. Any father would
be proud of such a son as “ The Young
The faithful, affectionate
dog, gambolling by his young master's
side, seems to take in the whole situa-
tion, and rejoices in his master'’s joy.
‘Woe be to any one who shall dare to
interrupt him, or take anything off his
barrow. Look at it again, and if you
see, as your Editor sees, you will then

1st. It in suggestive of healthfulneas.
That boy is the picture of health. You
may besure that he goes to bed early,
He don’t chew nor
smoke tobacco, nor use intoxicating
drinks ; none of your home-made cider
or wine for him, his noss would be
offended if you put whisky near it.
He eats his share of porridge and other
wholesome food, and drinks plenty of
good wilk and water, and keeps his
skin clean by the use of plenty of soap
your poor,
thin little boys the wind mustn’t blow
upon ; but s real healthful little fellow.

2nd. It is suggestive of industry.

specimen of his crop, then you may be
certain tbat his garden is the very

of what King Solomon de-
when he says: “I went by the

was ali grown over with thorns, and
nettles had covered the face thereof.”
, carefully plant-

got rusty, sad where sad when he

could not well use l.« hoe, then he
hand-pulled the weeds. It would be
i | quite a delight to look on it. See how
he has filled his barrow ; notice the
way he has taken hold of the handler,
gee the way he steps. Off jucket and
vest, roll up his shirt sleeves, and at it
with a will. What pleasure to see &
man or boy work after that fashion.
Doubtless he can swim as well as the
pext, at the proper time, and with
suitable companions ; but he don’t be-
lieve in aii play.

3rd. Itis suggestive of cheerfulness.
Some boys and girls have the untortu-
nate babit of looking rather sour when
they are at work ; just as though they
‘hated it. They are cross and don't
half do it, unless they are watched all
the time. Our Young Gardener looks
to be real happy. Perhaps he is
little proud of his crop, and as he
hastens to the door, he is thinking
what his mamma will say when he calle
her to look at what his barrow con-
tains, Or it may be that is what he
calls the minister's portion, and his
young heart is so happy it shines out
all over his face while he thinks of the
surprise he'll give the minister. How-
ever that may be, he looks very cheer-
ful.

Healthful, industrious, cheerful ;
these, with true religion in his heart,
make him just such & boy as the world
needs. If he lives to manhood he'll
help to make the world the better for
his abode in it ; and in the judgment of
the great day,the Lord Jesus Christ will
say unto him, * Well done.”— Ensgn.

—od@o-
The Borrowed Baby,

« PLEASE, ma’'am, I've come to bor-
row the baby.” The speaker was a
rosy-cheeked girl who lived with the
family over the way. It wasas regular
nuisance, this lending the baby all the
time. She did not seem to belong to
us any more at all. T suppose we were
all a little jealous, because she loved
the nsw people 8o much, and they took
so much pains with her, teaching her
little cunning ways and pretty sayings ;
and I must say they were most judi-
cious, never giving her sweet things to
make her sick, or letting her take cold.
8o, for the bundredth time I rolled
Jittle Dudu up, and, kising her good-
bye, sent her off to act the part of &
borrowed baby. When John came
home to dinner, and found the baby
gone again, he was just as angry as he
oould “Why cau't they go over
to the ssylum and take their pick of
babies.” ¢ But not like ours, John,”
I said, quickly. * Well, no, of coarse
not, but I don't propose to have

strangers going halves with our baby.
Besides, I won't have them teaching

that ohild any more religious nonsense,
and they may as well know it ; when
they bring her back this time you may
as well settle it onca for all.”

1 forgot to say that John and I were
Free Thinkers, aud did not go to church,
or subscribe to any of the religions
beliefs to which we had been eduocated.
We had both graduated in a brillisnt,
intellectual school, utterly devoid of the
foolish superstitions of auy religious
faith, and we intended to bring up our
child in the same severely moral atmos-
phere. It did not once occur to us that
ours was the strength of youth and pre-
sutaption, or that our ignoranoe could
not pull down in & day what knowledge
had been a thousand years building.
We felt that we were sufficient for our-
selves and our child. The baby came

it

to

HOME AND

SCHOOL.

Mary ; her papa and 1 both think it
isn't a good }lun, and we cannot pos-
gibly do withsat her ; the housa is too
lonely. Tell your mistress so with my
complimenta.”

“1’'m sorry, ma'am,” waid the girl,
«hecause we all love little Dudu so
much and she’s really sweet. She can
sing ¢ Jesus juves me’ all through, and
not miss a word.”

“Buperstition 1” I exclaimed angrily.
# Tell your mistrees for me that 1 do not
wish my child to learn those senseless
hymns. I do not believe in them, nor
do I intend that she shall.”

« Not b-e-l i-e-v-e them | ” gasped the
gitl. “Why you ain't a heathen, be
you?” I dismissed her curtly, and when
John came home told him of the mes-
suge I had sent.

“ That is right, my little woman. 1
guess we know enough to take care of
this little blossom. lley, wee Willie
Wiakie, don't wel”

Somehow just then an old forgotten
text flashed into my mind—* My grace
in sutficient for thee,” and it ran up and
down the garret of my thought all the
evening. When I put Dudu to bed 1
noticed that her hands were bot and her
eyes scemed heavy. There was lots of
diphtheria in the place, but she had not
been exposed to it in any possible man-
ner, our neighbours who had borrowed
the baby being as afraid of it as we
were, for that was why no baby was at
their home,

Oh, that dreadful time! 1 cannot
recall it now—the days—hardly more
than a day—of anguish; the awful
suffering and the end, the parched lips
and the fever-bright eyes—the awful
realm of death and nof one of hope, one
word of comfort, only thegruel, dreary,
unlighted grave that yawned for our
darling! Just at the last there way a
moment’s peace, It was not on us that
her last look fell. We turned to see
who or what she saw, and there stood
our neighbour over the way, whom she,
at least, sweet darling, had loved as
herself, and then she liited the weary
little hands, and a glad look of recog-
nition was in the wan face, and we all
heard the last broken words as they
fell in awful distinctness from the
baby lips:

¢ Desus loves mo—di.l 1 know.”

. And it was all over, and only the
memory remained of wo much beauty
and sweetness ; and as our hearts were
going back to the dust of unbelief, our
good neighbour came like an evangelist,
and giving us of her own brave strength,
gained at the foot of the cross, said
.wisely : *“Be content. God has only
\lb,orrowod the baby 1"—Detroit Fres
ress.

————

Ir you stand & quarter of & mile off
from your father, you will be sore puz.
zled to know what he says or what he
means ; but if you go within five feet
of him, everything will be plain. 8o,
my Christian brother, if you stand off
and away from God, your Heavenly
Father, in the midst of earthly absorp-
tions, you will undoubtedly be much at

a loss to know what is His will; but P
'if you live near to Him, walking with

God (ss the Soripture expression so
sigoificantly gives it), you will have

no difficulty of this wort.—ZHoward

Lrosby.

home. She was nearly three years old,

but after all, only # baby, and ax 1 took |
her from the girl 1 swmd: We won't | two girls, respectively ten, seven,
he able to lend the baby any more,

forshead and in the aye ; and the heart
is written in the ocountenanoe,
soul reveals iteelf in the voice only.—

Three Little Pilgrims.

Turer small children, & boy ani
eour
) . N Aug sty
four years old, arrived in St. Louix 4

fow woeks ago, having trav lled thithe
all the way from Kulm, m Gormany,
without any escort or protection lu
slieir innocence and helplessness. Thei;
parents, who had emigiated last your
from the Fatherland and mettled u
Sedalia, Missouri, had left thewm
charge of an aunt, to whom in due
time thoy forwarded & sum of mouey,
suficient to pay the pussage and other
expenses of the little ones to their nes
home across the ocewn. As they spoke
not a word of any language mave their
own, in all probability they would
never have arrived at their destination
hud not the relative in question pro-’
vided them with a passport, not, truly,
addressed to any earthly authority,
but to Christian mankind at large
Before taking leave of them she gave
the eldest girl & New Testament, iv-
structing her to show it to every person
who might accost her during her long
voyage, and in particular, to call atten-
tion to the first leaf in the book. Upon
that leaf the wise and good woman had :
inscribed the names of the three chili:
ren, their birthplace and several ages,
and a plein, unvarnished statement to
the effect thut ““their futher and mother
in Amerioa were anxiously awaiting’
their arrival at Sedalia, Missouri,
followed by the irresistible appesl,
their guide, safeguard, and interpreter
throughout a journey of over four:
thousand miles: *Verily I say unto,
you, forasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these, ye have done
it unto Me.” ‘
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‘“Now I Lay Me Down to Sleep.”

By virtue of its age and value and
previous associations this little prayer
has become & clussic. It must be very
ancient, for who can tell when or by
whom it was written? Thousands,
from the silver-haired pilgrim to the
lisping infant, sink to nightly slumber
murmuring the simple petition. 1t has
trembled on the lips of the dying.
One instance was that of an old saint
of eisht.y-six years whose mind had 5o
failed that he could not recognise his
own daughter. * Very touching,”
says the relator, ‘ was the soene one.
night after retiring, as he called his
daughter, as if she were his mother,
saying, like & little child, ¢ Mother,
come here by my bed und hear me |
say my prayers before 1 go to sleep.’ |
She came rear, He clasped his white, '
withered hands, and reverently suid:

And

Anc

¢ Now I lay me down to sleep, i
1 pray Thes, Lord, my soul to keep; |
1f [ should die before | wake, ;
I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take ;"

then quietly fell asleep and woke in
heaven.” |

A distinguished judge, who many
years ago C.ied in New York in extrem®
old age, said that his mother had
taught the stanza to him in infancy
and that he never omitted it at night.
John Quincy Adsms made a similar
assertion, and un old sea captain de
clared that, even before ho became #
decided Christian, he never forgot it oo
turning in a% night.—Anon.

—

Tax intellect sits enthroned on the
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Longfellow.




