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Open; the Bools of God,
" And rend.s portion there, -
That it may hallow all thy thoughts,
- ~And-swebton’ 4l thy care.
,. o throuzh the day With God,
. ... Whate'er thy work may be; ;

. Whero'er thou axt—at. home, abroad,

- Hegtill is neaxr to thee.
' Coriverse in rind withi God ;
. .. Thy spjrit héavenward raise;
Aclmowledge every good bestowed,

And offer grateful praise.

Conclude the day with God;
. . Thy sirls to Him confes ;
. . Trdstin the Lord's atoning blood,
__ And plead His righteousness,
Lijy down atnight with God,
Who gives His servants sleep .
And when thou #read’st the valo of death,
He will thee guard and keep. -

THE HANDSOME SOUL.

One day last winter, a-little boy
from the South, who was on @ visit to
the city, was taking his first lesson in
« sliding down hill,” when he sudden-
lyfound his feet in rather too close
contact with  lady’s rich, silk dress.
Surprised, mortified and confused, he
sprang from his sled, and, cap in
hand, coramenced an earnest apology.

T beg your pardon, ma'am ; Iam
vety sorry.” -

ef_y‘Néver 10ind,” exclaimed thelady ¢
“-there i3 o great harm dons, and
you feel vorse about it then I'do)” -

«Buf, dear madam,” said the boy,
ag his &yes filled with tesrs, ® your
Jresgis ruined. I 'thought you woald
be very angry with me for biing so
careéless.” e '

«0, no,” replied the lady ; *“betier
hive a stiled-dress than & rufed terac
Pper.”

« 0, isn't she a beauty 2"’ exclaimed .
the lad, as the lady passed on. |

“ Who ?—that lgdy 2” returned his
comrade. ¢ If you oall her a beanty,
you shan’t choose for me. Why, she
is more than thirty yeors old, and
her face is yellow and wrinkled.”

«T don't care if her face is wrinkl-
ed,” zeplied the little hero; “ ker soul
is handsome any how.”

~ BLUE SKY INSIDE.
«I think the rain is very provok--

ing,” said Bessie Jones, looking out
of the window with an angry frown
upon her brow. “If is very provok-
ing. It clways rains when I don’t
wantit. If is spoiling the slides, and

.| in en howr thare Yron't be an-inch of

ice loft to skats on, Now, vhers's
my fun this efierncon, I should lik»
to know 2V



