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NOW'I, LAY IME DOWN TO SLEEP,
Gorbex head 8o lowly bending
Littlo feot 5o whito and bare ;
Dowy eyes, half shut, half opened—
Lisping out her evening prayer.

Woll she knows when she is eaying,
“ Now I lay me down to sleep,”

'Tis to God that she s praying,
Praying him her soul to keep.

Half asleep, and murmuring faintly,
It I should dle before I wake''—
Tiny fingers clasped so salntly—
“1 pray the Lord my soul to take.”

O the rapture, sweet, uubroken,

Of the goul who wrote that prayer !
Children's myriad voices floating

Up to heaven, record it there,

I of all that has been written,
{ could choose what might be mine,
It sbould ba that child's petition,
Rising to the throne divine.
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Sunheam,

GIVE THE LITTILE ONE A LIGHT.

Ir a child wants a light to go tc sleep
by, give it one. The sort of Spa‘tan firm-
ness which walks off and takes away the
candle and shuts all the doors between the
household cheer and the warmth and pleas-
ant stir of-evening mirth, and leaves a littls
son or daughter to hide its head under the
bed-clothes and get to sleep as best it can,
is not at all admirable. Not that the dear
wother means to ba cruel when she tries
this or that hardening process, and treats
bhuman nature as if it were clay, to bs
molded Into any shape she may please
Very likely she has no ides whatever of
the Injury and suffering she causes, or

perhapsgher hoars aches, but sho perseveres,
thinking she is dolng right.

Children aro very often obliged to endure
a great deal of unnecessary hardshlp by
belng subjected to absurd meshods of discl-
pline which every good mother cught to
avoid, Many a dellcate, nervous child has
sufferod through life from the effects of
such treatment. Try to dispel thele fear of
the darkness by reasoning with them, but
do not compel them to remain in the dark
against their will,

-
LITTLE ALIOCE'S PRAYER,

I poN'T want to say my prayer,” sald
little Alice. “I'm tired of saylng my
prayer, mamma,”

And a dear little girl, in a white night-
dress, with eoft, golden curls, and such a
bright, chubby face, stood up by her
mother's side, instead of kneeling down,
and looked very mischievous ag she watched
the loving eyes that were bent upon her,

Mrs. Macy sighed, and scarcely lmow
what was best to do with her little daugh-
ter, whom she had given to God as soon as
ghe was born, and had prayed Him daily
to make her His own child. Aund now she
was tired of saylng her prayers! But she
was only four years old, and the mother
asked gently:

“ And doas my Httle Allce feel willing to
go to bed without thanking her heavenly
Father for taking care of her all day ?”

Alice laughed and kissed hor mother on
both cheeks and then on her mouth, This
she called “a French kiss,” Then she went
to her auntie who was lylng sick “on the
sofa; and auntie whispered:

“Who will take care of little Alice to-
pight, when it is all dark in the house?”

Alice dearly loved to be whispered to,
and she answered in the same tone:

«“ Mamma will take care of me.”

“No,” ssid auntis, “Mamme will be
aslesp.”

«Paps, then,” persevered the littlo one,

“Papa will bs aslesp, too.”

“Then auntie will,” sald Alice, trium-
phantly.

“But auntie will bs upstalrs, and per-
haps aslesp, too,” was the reply, for the
invalid could not feel at all sure that sleep
wouid come to her. “God never sleeps,
though. His kind, watchful eye is over us
all the time, and He takes especial care of
little children.”

* Will He take care of me ?” asked Alics,
in an awe-stzicken tone,

“You have not dsked Him to,” replied
auntie; “ and e has told us to ask Him for
what woe want."

Alice’s bright eyos looked steadily at her
aunt for a moment; and then sho kissed her
and danced off to bed. She was asleop
nlraost as soon as her head touched the
pillow,

But in an hour or two thore was a dis.
mal wall for “ Mamma!” and Mrs, Macy
hastened into the littlo room opening from
her own, where Alica’s crlb stood,

«“ Mamma, mamma!"” sobbed the little
one, “I want to be taken care of.”

Then auntio had to explain what this
meant; and Alice knelt in the orib, and
repeated the childish prayer taught her as
soon a3 she could speak. Then she went
to sleep agaln, with a smile on her lips;
and the Invalid thought of the beautiful

| promise:

«“ He that dwelleth in the secret placa
of the Most High shall abide under the
shadow of the Almighty.”

And she felt in the wakeful watches of
the night that she was “taken care of’ teo,

A BROTHER'S CHARGE.

Onz day a little boy asked his mother to
let himn lead his little sister out on the
green grass, She had just begun to run
along, and could not step over anything
that lay in the way. His mother told him
that he might lead out the little girl, bat
charged him not to iet her fall I found
them at play, very happy iu the field,

I sald, “ You seem very happy, Gaorge.
Is this your slster 2"

“Yeg, olr,” answered the little fellow,

“Can she walk alone ?”

“Yes, sir, on smooth ground,”

“ And how did she get over these stones
which lie between us and the house 2"

“Mother charged me to be carefol that
she did not fall; and so I put my hands
under her arms and lifted her when she
came to a stone, so that she need not hit
her listle foot against it."

“That is right, Georgs; and I want to tell
vou one thing. You see now how to under-
stand the beautifal text, < For He shall give
his angels charge over thee, to keep thes in
all thy ways, They shall bear thee up in
their hands, lest thon dash thy foot agalnst
a stone’ (od cherges his angels to lead
and lift his people over difficulties, juss as
you have lifted little Annie over these
stones, Do you understand it now?"

“Oh, yes, eir; and I shall not forget it
while I live."

Can one child thus take care of another,
and can not God take cara of thoss who
trus Him? Surely he cau. There is not
a child who may read this story over whom he
1 not ready to give his holy angels charge.




