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THE LITTLE FOLK.

Eventide.

Evening's shadows gather o'er us,
Ouce again wo bond tho kneo ;

Askiog that the hours before us,
From sll danger may bo frec,

Spent with labour, worn and weery,
Now we lay us down to rest ;

Giant, lord, thro' the nl%lu-timo droary,
Wo with slumbor may bo blest.

Many are our sins, O Father {
Yot, lot not Thy judgment {all,

Bat for Jesus' Cruss do rather
Pity and forgive them all.

Loved ones, wo to ‘Theo commend thum,
Geant thom blessod slcop to.night,

In all need do thou befriend them,
Send them overy blessing bright.

All tho sick and all the suli’ring
Father comfort, soothe, and bless ;
All tho sinful, all the erring
\V1n them back to righteonancese.

Guard all eaflors on the billows,
Mako for themn the storm a calm

Stand beside tho dying pillow
Breathiog theto Thy tioly balm,

Fathor, grant our poor petitions ;
Scal them with Thine answer bright ;
Till wo reach the Lamb-lit mansions,
\Whsre thero shoall be ** uo more night 1”
Etry LovELL

The Death of Rags.

DY IZORA CITANDLER.

Rags bolonged to a zawyer who ono day got caught in the
machinory of the sawmill, and mog his death kefore any one counld
reach him. Rags saw tho cruel teeth coming ncarer and oearer,
but could not drag his master away, though hs tried with all his
loving might.

Thess two had lived their simple lives together, and when tho
sawycr was lafd under the churchyard daisies, Rags was left alonc
to wander back and forth botween the low, quiet mound and the
nolsy old mill

Tho next man at tho mill did not care for dogs, but ho nover
drovo the goutlo creature away, and if anything was left at lunch
time, he scldom forgot to tosa it to Rags. But henever thoughtto
toss a pleasant word or a gay whistlo along with it to cheeor tho
dog 8 heart, as woll as his stomach, ond the hours often camo to
poor Rags whun his heart was oven hungrier than his stomach.

Ho tried to make friends with truant boys who lounged about
tho o!d pond. He gnarded thoir clothes whilo they wero swimming,
fetchod the aticks they tosscd upon tho water, and almost every
time brought back the marked stones thoy had thrown as [ar as
thoy could.

Aad this ia the way they repaid such gentle behaviour,

Ooe autumn day, when it wasso cold that one could bo com.
fortable only in the sunshine, tho boys began throwing sticks into
the water and sending Rage out after them. Ho plunged in once,
twice, and camo out stiivertog, but glad to be of interest to anyono.
A nobody a dog is quite conscious ot the fact that he {s nobody's
dog. Ho may appear very gay sometimes, but it is only becauso
hils loving heart is trying to coax some one to como into jtand make
§t happy. A third atick and a fourth wore thrown. The chilled,
reluctant creature brought them back, But at the fifth he whinod
and wagged his tail, and did his very dog's best to mako them
understand how hard a thing this was that they were asking of
him,

Betl cho sun shone warmly vpon their own shoulders. Thoy
muat havo spore.  The biggest bully of them all throw a atove
with such perfect aim that poor Rage gavo a sharp yelp of pain,
and pluoged again into the chilling wator. He was long in reach-
ing the floating atick. Even tuen ho passed it once—for ho
appearcd to bo & littlo dazed— and when at last ho was ready to
awim ashore ho sscmed not to koow in which direction it lay.

Qac of the loungers gave a carcless taugh. Rags heard him,
turzed slowly, and swam towards them for a momnent, then sank
out of sight. * llc is drowniog 1" cried a distressed voice; and
the little  ighter of the new wtill-owaer camo springing from log
tolog unts 3o reached ttooroe noarcst theshora. Thon sholeaned
{ar forward to look for poor Rags.

Tho loangers scrambled to their foet. Tho hoad of Rage
wppoared sgaln. The little girl criod out encouragement. One of

the arousod idlers gave o whistlo to cheor him onward, But after
a faint atruggle ho went down again with the cruel stick between
his falthful tooth,

Then Turnor Robbins throw oft hir coat and boots, and boloro
the othors realized what he was doing, he had brought tho dog
ashore, and was kneoling beside him upon tho yellow sawdust,
squocezing tho water from his long, thick fur.

The litelo 2irl knelt too, Sho smoothod the poor, wot head aud
crled over a bruiso that the hoavy stone had mado.

Tho words sho murmured wero so kind that Rags opened his
oyos as wido .s ho could. Ho tried to prick up his cars that had
grown 80 hoavy ; and when ho saw the gontlo faco bonding over
him, ho scem really to koow that tho tears wero for him, and
litting one of his paws a little ho tried to reach it toward hoer in o
friondly greoting. One fluttoring sigh esoaped him, and the trocbles
ot poor, gontle-hearted Rags wero ovor. .

Thon tho littlo daughter of the now mill.ownor sprang to her
feot.

“You arc murderors?” she cried ; everyoncofyou!”’ Aund,
as shoe turned her shining oyes uponthom, they foll backward,
ono by ono, and triod to get bohind each other.

** Nothin' but a dog," said oov of them surlily. ** Th’ ain’t no
sonso in making such a fues,”

¢+ God mado dogs just as well as ho made mon,” said the little
acousor. **Apd X'd rather be a dog than to be such o man as you
are Roing to be.” )

Turnor Robbins looked up into her face. Ho was still knecling
besido poor Regs, and hio was drenched and cold. Ho sald some-
thing, ho hardly knew what, but {t meant that ho was ashamed of
his share in tho bad businezs, and that he meant to be a difforent
boy from tbat moment.

Alfter that, ono of them slipped away and found a broken shovel,
and a gravo was mado on tho sunny slope behind the old mill.
But before *ho Iast bit of turf had beon relaid, cach boy, in his
rough, honert fashion, had given tho mill-owner's little daughter to
understand that he was sorry and ashamed; and that, with the
going out of the innocent life of poor Rags, there had entered into
his own heart a now fceling of mercy and kindness for every
creature that can suffer and dle. —Our 4nimal Friends.

Praying for Papa.

A few night ago & woll.known citizen, who has been walking
for somo time in the downward patb, came out of his home and
started down town for a night of carousal with some old companions
ho had promised to meet. His young wifo had bosoaght him with
imploring oyes to spend tho ovening with her, add had reminded
him of the past when evenings passed in her company wore all too
short, His littlo dasughter had clung aboat his knees and coaxed
in her grotty, willul way for ““papa ' to tell her some bed-time
stories, but habit was stronger than lovo for wite and child, and he
oluded their tendor questioning, by tho special sophistrics, the
fatbor of ovil advances at such times for bis credit tund, and went
his way. Rut when he was blocks distant from his home he found
that in changing his coat ho had forgotten to remove his wallot,
and ho could not go out on & drinkiog bout without money, sven
though he kpow that bis family npecedod it, snd his wife was
aconomixing every day moro and moro in order to make up his de-
ficire, and ho hurried back and crept softly past tho windows of tho
littlo hame, in order that ho might steal in and obtain it without
running the gauntlet of citber gnestions or carcsscs. Rat some-
thing stayed his feet ; thero was a fire in tho grate within—for the
night was chill—and it lit up the little parlor and brought out i1n
atartling effects the pictures on the wall. But theso wero nothing
to the pictures on the hearth. There, in the soft gloom of tho fire-
light, knolt his little child at Ler mother's feet, her amall hands
clasped 1n prayer, hor fair head bowed, and as her rosy lips
whispored cach word with childish distinctncess, the father listened,
spo)lgzund to tha spot.

Now 1 Jay mo down to sleep,

I pray the Lord my soul to keop s
If I should die beforo I wako,

1 pray the Lord my soul to take.

Swootpatition! The man himsalf, who atood there with bearded
lips shut tightly together, hud said that prayer once at his mother’s
koco, Where was that mother now? 1ho sunect gates had loog
ago unbarred to let hor through. Bat the child had not
finished ; bo heard her ** God bless mamma, papa, and my own sclf,’
then there was a pauso, and she lifted troubled bluo eyes to her
mother’s face.

* God bleas papa,’ prompted the mothor, seftly.

** God bloas papa, lisped the little one.”

‘¢ And—plcase send him homo sobor,”—ho could not hear the
mother as she rald thiz, but the child followed ic & clesr, inspired
tone,

**God—bless papa—and please~send bim—homg—~eobor, Amen.”
Mother and child sprang to their fest in alarm when thedooropaned
a0 suddenly, but thoy wero not afraid when they aaw who it was,
rotorned 2o zoon ; but that night, whon little Mamis was being
tucked up in bed, attorsuch & romp with paps, sho said in the
slocplost and most contented of voicoss .

**Mamms, God answers most as gquickly as the telephone,
dossn's he?”
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