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THE STORKRS OF DELFT.

Tho bells clanged dread in overy epire,

Tho watobman cried : “Firel fire! fire] firo!

Ho! men of Delft, the oity flarnes,

Ran from your labours and your games.

Ho! rich and poor, haste for your lives,

Snateh your doar children and your wives,

Tho bedrid, aged, siok, and blind, .

Tho idiot and insaue of wind,

Then think o‘houachold goods and gear,

Rich tapostrics and flegons dear,

And plate wherewith your town makes cheer.

Dun, burghers, for the flames aro rod ;

‘They hiss and cracklo overhead,

And high abovo each lano and streot

Hangs our brave city's winding-shoeet,”

Aud thus it chanced in Delft of Tame

Lived many storke, that went and came,

Freo from all harm, protected, blessed,

Becauso they cleared the city’s pest—

Toads, {rogs, and noisomo creatures foul.

So wise a bird some gave a soul,

Aud scarco a wman but reared a thatch

Whercon the little storks might hatch.

Now, on that #atal third of May,

When lurid cdouds obscured thw day,

With nestling birds just out of ehell,

A strange aud piteous thing befel.

Soft, downy, formless wing and head

They lay within the natal bed.

The parent birds quick saw their doom,

'Afid stifling smoke and sullen boom

Of falling roof and splintering wall,

And groan, and ocurse, and anguish call,

’Mid swaying crowds and rushing feet,

Aund furunce-blasts of withering heat,

And flying sparks like living things,

That bors destruction on their wings.

And first they sougut in haste to bear

Their nurclings through tho heated air.

But no, their strensth may not suflico ;

Thoy struggle, but they cannot nse,

And, panting back upon the nest,

Thoy bide their young with wing and breast,

And calmly wait the fiery wave

To lay them in a common grave.

Tho flying erowds with wonder saw

A sight to 6l the soul with awe,

Those birds that choso ot life, but death,

To shield their young with latest breath;

Mourting in love a funeral.pyro

They gave their bosome to the fire,

And thus perchaunco the storks that day

Taught some poor craven heart tho way

To stay bis feet for those in need,

To help tho woak, the sick to heed,

Remombering thoso old words, how writ:

«¢Who saves his lifo shall forfeit it.”

Amid the recorde of the town

This tale is traly written down.

In letters of the purost gold

Such noble story well were told,

Of birds heroic in their death

Toaching Christ’s truth with failing breath,

Ana glazing oye, and flutteriog wing—

Thoso storks of Dellft whereof I sing.
—Augusta Larned.

“WHERE SHALL I GET WINGS?"

ITTLE Julia bad listencd with great in-
terest to her mother’s deseription of the
glories of heaven.  And her thoughts ran for-
ward to the time when she hoped she would
herself be among the redeemed.

But her eye just then fell upon o beautiful
picture hanging on the wall, in which an
angel was represented hovering over the carth
with outspread wings. And a doubt flitted
through her mind whether <he should be able
to fly to do the will of her dear Saviour, for
the wings were waunting. She had hands,
and feet, and a tongue, all ready and willing
every day to do all they eould to please Jesus,
as her. parents and brothers and sisters had
learned full well front the many gentle words
_and kind acts of this=sweet little daughter
and sister; but these could not help her in

flying, and Julia asked her mother anxiously,
“ Where shall I get wings?”

It is not tho first time, perhaps, that a lit-
tlo heart has been troubled for the same
reason.

Dear child, if you really love Jesus, who
loves you'so well; if you beliove His words
and have asked Him to keep you, aud guido
you through this world home to Himself,
making you His faithful servant here, and
preparing you for His presence in the better
world ; and if you do this overy day, do not
let your heart be troubled concerrning the
wings. You will not need to “got” them
anywhere, Taith, hope, and love in your
heart are preparing them for you. The same
dear Friend who has made ready the harp
and the crown and the bright mansion for
every dear child of His, knows all about the
wings that you will want as you hasten to
ohey Him, and therefore you need have no
anxiety on this account.

I hope your prayer every day will be, *“ Dear
Jesus, make me to love to do Thy will, as the
angels do in heaven.”

THE ROAD TO SLUMBER-LAND,

What is the road to slumber-land? and when does the
baby go?

Tho road lies straight through mother's arms when the
sun js sinking low.

He goes by tho drowsy ‘‘land of nod* to the music of
“Jullaby,”

When all weo lambs aro safo in tho fold, under the oven.
ing sky. )

A soft little night-gown, clean and white ; a faco washed
sweoet and fair;

A mother brashing tho tanglos out of the silken, golden
hair ;

Two little tired, satiny feet, from the shoe and tho stock-
ing {reo;

Two littlo palms together clasped at the mother’s pationt
knze ;

Some baby-words that are drowsily lisped to the tendor
Shepherd's ear;

And a kiss that only a mother ean place on the brow of
hier baby dear ;

A little round head which nostles at last closo to tho
mother’s breast,
And tho lullaby soft and low, singing the song of rest.

Ard closo and closer tho blue-veined Jids are hiding the
baby-oyes,

As sver the road to slamber.land the dear little traveller
hies. -

For this is tho way, through mother's arms, all little
babies go,

To tho beautiful city of slumber-land when the san js
einking low.

THE CHILDREN’S CHURCH.

T was recently our privilege to spend a few
days in a family where there were five
sweet children. One of the days passed in
this pleasant houschold was the Sabbath, At
the breakfast table one of the little boys said :
“ Ruth, May and I cannot go to church to-
day, Lecause we are not well.”
*“ What will you do at home ?” was asked.
* 0, we shall have a service; we always do
when we cannot go to churcls with papa and
mamma.”
“ Have a service!” was echoed.
you do?”
“1t 18 just like real church,” snswered the

“What do

littlo fellow. “ To-day I shall be the preacher,

and my two sisters will be the customers,’
meaning tho audionco. “ We shall have a toxt,
ropeat tho Lord's Prayer in concert, sing
hymns, read in the ‘ Peep of Day,’ and take
up & collection.”

When wo returned from church the youth
ful preacher of the church in the house con-
fided to us that the service had been intorest-
ing, and that the collection had amounted to
oloven cents, adding, “ Don't you think that
was protty good ¢”

“Yes, little man, good indeed from your
small audience.”

“Wo always have church at home when we
cannot go to real church,” continued the little
fellow. “Last fall, when we had measles, we
stayed at home for six weeks, but we hpd
church every Sabbath, and always took up a
collection. When we gut well, and could go
again with papa and mamms, we sent our
money away to help to build a church in the
west; and we got a receipt for it. Shall 1
shew it to you?” and the dear boy's eyes
shone with pleasure.

I have written this account of the way in*
which one family of children spend the Sab-
bath when unable to attend church with their
parents, in the hope that others may follow
their example. I am sure that you will en-
Jjoy it, children. It will help to make the
Sabbath hours pass pleasantly; and do not
forget the collection. Think how delightful
it would be to help to build a church, to edu-
cate a child in somne heathen land, or to print
the Bible in some of the languages of India,
or China, or Japan, or send a missionary to
Africa.

WHAT DID THE CLOCE SAY?

THE clock upon the tower of a neighbour-
ing church tolled forth, slowly and
solemnly, the knell of the departed hour.

As the last sound died away, Willie, who
was sitting on the carpet at his mother'’s feet,
lifted his head, and looking earnestly in her
face, asked :

“ Mother, what did the clock say 2”

“To me," said his mother, sadly, “ it seemed
to say, ‘ Gone—gone—gone—gone!’”

“ What, mother ? what has gone 2"

“ Another hour, my son.

“What is an hour, mother 2”

* A white-winged messenger from our Fa-
ther in heaven, sent by him to inquirc of you
—of me, what we are doing, what weare say-
ing, what we are tbiuking and feeling.”

“ Where is it gone, mother?”

“Back to Him who sent it, bearing on its
wings, that were so pure and white when it
came, a record of al) our thoughts, weords, and
deeds while it was with us. Were they all
such as our Father could receive with a smile
of approbation ?”

Reader. what record are the hours, as they
cume and go, bearing up on high of you?

A MuRE glorious victory cannot be gained
over another than this—that when the injury
began on his part, the kindness begin on ours.

Gob can make you happy in the world,
with the world, ar without the world; but
never expect that anything, or any one, can
weke you happy but the Lord,



