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Mik'sPrayer.
The autho of this pathetic poem is Mrs. Hubert Bland,

el LoSdot, England, better known as 'L Nesbit, poet a~nd
movellet. Her first volume of poems, entitled ILays and
LqMDnds.. appeared in s886, and contained the poem here
tramribed.-3lfo,,îr ta ir.

'Twas Ch ris tmas eve in the cÎty, the shops were ail bright
and gay,

WiLb zany a wreath of holly, and many a mistttoe spray;
And clustertd round ecdi ndow stood groups of children

bright ,
Gazing at tops and swettmeats, witb wonder and deligbt.
Twoïlttît. lads re passing, hungry and wtt, and lamne.
Bor-n ini a Slus-4 wrttched, living 'midst sin and shame;
Slowly they walk through t city, on down the busy

Street,
Thtn up a narrow alley, tramping witb weary feet.
No omt ta soothe or pity, no ont to cart or love;
Father a drunkard--and mother, safe in yon heaven above.
Now they ane reachuxu tht attic, desolate, bart and chûlt
Poor little friendiesa sufferers, poor littie Mike and Bih.
Mûrkei was only seven; BiU blas just turned four,
Singiet in street for a living, beuiëiTrou door to door.

ristnm hadi comt wtth its presents, greetings for young
and old;

Thousands ntxt moru would be singing of angels and
h affe of gold.

liua" a Papsiered favourite, widi presents enougli go spart,
But UmetWho knew of the garret and tht two hiteut-chin*9

them
"Mike," whispered Bill, with a shiver, *"who is that cove

Sauta Glane
That coume and brings presents ut Gliristnas ? 1 gums

.he'e a rich chap, because
Hie never comme down to our alley, but brings, lem to folks

sp in towu;
TheY' saY as Ie' sgot long, white whiskers and a big rtd

ms.gown-
If 1 oily knew how to, find hlmi, I'd tell hlm 'bout you and

me,
AMd thn., if lie wasn't too stingy, he'd send us soute

bredad u metea"
'l don't think lie lives down litre, BlL," said the tiny

boy of Sevén,
-1I fancies Saut a Clans God, wlio lives up above in

"But that. can't be true,» says BilIy, "for teacher says,
-yer see,

That God loves ail of His childrtn, and that means. of
oeurse, you agd me.

AMd if Ht vierc Sauta Clauise Mke. He'd know as we lived
uphemre,

For mother 'tnd sure remtind Humi. she wouldn't forget,
don't fear.

But if youre quite sure about it lets ask Hum, Mike, and
try;

TheY saY He's allers litenin', thougli far- above tht sky."

* Thcti 'wo litk tcyr, 1liked hcsvenward. and tNo ij"
hctrs in praer

:Asccuil o the vlildretts Saviour front out that gul«o

A\s Niskr. il, à Ilml'pmg reble, hi$ story samply tl,
Knvictliig b> Ml i the aahic. hungry and wet, and cond,
Ikar Jesus, King of Glory, look down from besyto sud

Two itthir boyb in thl4 garrel. BiIIy an %Ik--tha&es me;,
Faili!r. he kicks and britisus.-mohes wftb ySo p dier.

%r.c egrd alilday in the city. nobody muM to Ur&.
PIie don'g forgri the number, but tend Santa Clams

Ibis way
V:hpresens for me and Billy. tomorrow-dmat'l, Christ-

mas Day,
We don', want no sweets or playthingt, but only su

bread <o rat ;
Amndi s-onle hots and a pair of socks for poor littie BiWy'

feet."
Thet two hit î ired laddies tank down on te lb 1or-»

bare
While amgels f rom heaven descemded ta answer the simple

prayer.

Soon dawned tiie Christmnas monüng, the churche we
bright and gay.1

WVth tbousands of joyom chikiren, gathered ta False
and puay;

The Sun shoot mb dithegarret and into the. shvingebats;
It lit Up te poor pincbed faces of two littie urchime th=n;
But their bodies were cold and lifeleme, lot two litte souk

.had led
ro a heaven of warmth a"dcomfot.tea ag sof living

bread,
And safe in the arms of Jesu'a. to lfttltsidrieg.es,
Frce f rom ail care and sorrow, happy and safe MWd Meut.
And on tiat brigWi Chrisgmae moruing Nwo litti. angele

fair
Are thanking the chldren's jeas, who anewered Mikes

- li deprayer.

NevwYears Reolutioi.
Do it better 1
Letting welI enough alone neyer raised a aryo

secured a better position.
Aid what was weIl enough yesterday is poor

enough today--do it beüter.
Rescue that daily task from the maw of duil

routine-do it better.
Seek out that automatic act of habit--do it better.
Put another hour on the task weII don-ud do

it better.
Strive flot to equal yesterday's work-s4trivè ta

surpass it.
Do it better !-Timely, Tofpie.

"Ail men ntst die" reads cvcry way and makes
good sense.
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