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3UR IlT4UNG OLK9.
FIlE STORI<S OF DELFT.

* Tho bells caugtïd drtad in overy itpiro,
Tho %vatobunu oritýà: "Fîre i lira I ire fil
Ul men of Délit, the oity fla'nes,
Rtun from your labours anai your gains.
Hlo 1 riclu and poor, lineto for your lives.
Siuteli your dont chiltiren asti yeur -wivop,

* Tho bodrid, agtid, sick, atnd bliutl,
Tho idiot andi Insana of Mmnd,
Thon thinlk ?IhouachloId goo'le andi gear,
Riob tapostriés anud flggona dent,

* Asti plate %vicýrowith your town msakes cheor.
Pitu, burgbier:,, for th laugeaint ar d;
Tbo'y hitca andi craclo ove'rhead,
Andi bigi abovo eneli ligne atnd itreet
flmwqa our brave city'e,%vinding.>;Iioet."
Ai thus it chauced in Delit of fauge
Lived niany storkit, that wvcnt andl canie,
Froa trom ail barra, protecteti, blesacti,
flacausao they cleared tige city's Pest-

* Toatin, frogs, anti noisonie creatureag foui.
*So wiso a bird some gavo a soul,

Anti acarco a man bjut reareti a thatch
'horou the littho tiorlta might hatch.

Now, on that fatal third ci May,
'%«hen luriti cloutia obscureati hu day,
Wih nestliug birds jui-t out o! Faid.
A strageo aud pit-ous thimg bedal-
Soit, downy, formia iviug anti b(ad
Tbey lay withis the natal bed.
The parent birdyt quick saw ticir doom,
'Midi etifling emolca and sullc.n boom
0f faling roof anti eplintering wall,
Anti gren,. -a corso, andi nngnieh eall,
'Midi awaying crowtis anti rusbing foot,
Asnd furncablasts of withc.ring beat,
Anti flying sparks liko living thinge;,
That bore dtstructios on thtir wings.
Andi firâi tltoy sougut in ha8te to bear
Tliùir nureliugé; throueu tho hcated air.
But no, their streusctl inay sut anfica;
They stroggle, but thoy cannot risc,
Andi, panting back upon the nst,
They bido ther yonng with wing anti bresat,
Anti calmly wai the liery wvave
To lay thcm in a common grava.
Tho flying crowtia with cronter saw
A siglit ta f111 the seul wctb acre.
Those birda that chose uot lita, but death,

* To aiiad thair young with latest breati;
Mour.ting in lova a ftineral.pyre
They Cava theïr bosogne te tige fire.
And tion percianca the storks that day
Taught some poor craven heart the way
To atay is foet for those in met.
To halp the, woa1c tho 8iek to becti,
Bemembering thos olti wordét, iow wrii.
- Who swres bgs Rfo sinll forfeit it."
AmidtheLi records5 of the town
Thia tala is truly writtcn tiown.
Ia letters af the pureat Colti
gnch noble atory wdll cere tutti,
Of birds heroic in t1icr death
Toaching Christ'is truth -mth failing brcath,
Andi glazing oye, anti flu ttring wing-
Thaso storka of Delf t whereof 1 bing.

-A-U',n:fa Larn.-d.

"WHERE S~HALL 1 E'lVX,~

L ITTLE Julia hiad istened witlî greýat in-
, J.-terest tû hier Motllc-r'à description of the

~[glories of beaven. And lier thoughts rau for-
ward te thre time whirs sire hopeel she -,ould
herseif Jxe ameng tire redcenied.

B3ut bier oye- juît thon fel upon a beautiful
picture hauging on the waii, in -%vhich an
ange1 wus rcpret'rtu-il nveriirg c-'er thre earth
with ouut.spread wiings-. And a doubt ifittedItirrough ie rr inn wlietllrr Lii .vuld bc able
te fy~ tx do the %vill uf lier dear Z-avriour, for

7thre. %ing"S %vere wva1timz.ý She had bands,
and feet, and a tongue. al] rêadly and] w'iling
every day te rio ail they could to plumse Jesus,
as ber. parenti and brotheri and sisters had
learned full welI froid' tire xnany gentit' words
and kind acts o!' thibsSWet little daugirter

Sand sister;. but these could not heip lier ini

flying, and Julia asked lier mothor anxiously,
" lhrc sluaii r ge 1vinqîs i"

It is net tire first tinie, porbaps, thint a lit-
tle hcart bas been troubled for tire saine
reason.

Dear child, if yeu really love Je8us, whio
loves yen 'so wveB; if Yeu boliove Bis -%vords
and have asked Hlmi te kcep you, aud guide
Yeu tirrougir tiis -%vorld borne1 te Himself,
making you His faithiftl servant here, and
prt'paring yen for Bis presence in the botter
world; and if yen de tis every day, do net
lot your heart ho troublcd cenceriting, the
w'ings. Yen will net need te " get" theun
anywhere. Fiaithl, hope, and love in your
heart are prcparing theuu for yeu. The saine
dear Friond who has made ready thre ]rarp
and the crowvn and thre brigbit inansion for
every dear cirild of Bis, kuovs all about the
w'higs that yot wvill want as yen hasten te
obey lii, and therefore you need. have nu
anxiety on tis account.

I hope your prayer overy day wiil ire,"I Dear
Jesus, inalze ne te love to de Thy wiil, as tire
atiguls do iu heaven."

771E RO.4.D TO SL.UMBER-LAND.

Whist la tho rond to alumber.lanti? anai whan doos the
baby go?

Tho roadi lies atraigit tirough mother's arma whan the
sun is ainking low.

Hae goea by the drowsy Ilianti of noa," to tho rnio et
-- luUby,"

W«hon all weo lambs are sale in the folia, untior the aven.
ing sky.

A sait littia night.gown, cloa anti whita; a face wasbed
aveat an?. fair;

A anothar brushing the tangles out of tia ailken, golden
hair;

Two lile tirati, aatiny feot, frais tie eo andtihei stock-
ing fro0;

Two littao pairea togetiar claapod. ai the mailaer's patient
kneo ;

Somo baby.words tint ara tirowsily lispe t thfe tender
Sheph Urd'a ear;

Anti a kisa that enly a mother cas place on tho brow of
ber babyde=r;

A littie round bond which nesiea ai lasi close to tho
mùther's breasi,

Anti the lsllsby sofit anti low, ainging tha song of rosi.

Anti close anai coser tho blue.veinod lias are hiding tbe
baby.ecyce,

As Dver the rondi to almbr.ana the dent litila traveller
hies.

For thia is tia way, throngh xnothe' arma, all littao
babies go,

To the beautifiti city of alunibcr.lanti wien tia aon s
sinkxng low.

T'HE ('HILDR1E'NS CHURCH.

T wsrccently our privilege te spcnd a fowIday s in a farnily wvhere thero wure five
sweet childre-n. One of tho days passcd in
ti's plcasant housebold was tire Sabiratir. At
thre 'breakfast table une cf the littie beys said

IlRuth, May and 1 cannet go te cirurchi te-
day, because wve are net welI."

«W"Mbat vill you do at homo ? " Nvas askcd.
" 0, we shahl have a service;- we always do

wben '«oe cannot go te churcl, with papa anîd
nuamma."

"H Iave a service! was celioed. IlWhat do
yen do? "

"«It 13 just like real church," answered tire
littie fcllo%. "'To-day 1 shail- ire the preaerr

and my two sisters wvill be the custointrs,'
mneaning the audience. II We shiah have a text,
repent the Lord's Prayer ia concert, eing
hynins, read in the 'iPeep of Day,' and tako
up a collection."

Wlhcn wve roturned frein church the youth-
fui preacher of the church in the bouse con-
fidcd to us that the service liad been intvrest-
ing, and tiat the collection hiad ainountcd to
coven cents, adding. " 1)on't yoii think titat
'vas pretty good"

Il<Yes, littie inan, good indeed frein your
snîall audience."

" Wo always have church at horne whien wve
cannot go to real church," contitiued the littie
fellow. " Last Lall, when we had mecasies, wo
stayed at homze for six veeks, but we h(td
churcli every Sabbath, and always took up a
collection. WVhen wvo got well, and could go
again with papa and inamnma, we sont onv
nioney away te hielp te build a churelh in the
,%ve4t; and we got a receipt for it. Shial I
s'how it te ye ? " and the dear boy's oytis
shone ivith pleasure.

I have wvritten this acceunt of the way ieX
whieh euei family of children spend the Sab-
bath wlien unable te attend church, %vith their
parents, in the hope that othoers may foIlow
their oxainple. I amn sure that yeu wvi11 en-
joy it, childrcn. It will help te inake the
Sabbath, heurs pass pleasantly; and do not
forget the collection. Think how delightf'uI
it would be to hclp te build a church, te edu-
cnte a child in soine heathen land, or te print
the Bible in soine ef the languages of India,
or China, or Japan, or send a iissionazy te
.Urica _ __ _

IVHA T DI D THIE ('LOCX SA Y?

TJ'HE clock upen the tower of a neighbour-
J. ing church telled forth, slowly and

seleînnly, the kcueli of the departcd heur.
As the las£ sound died away, Willie, whe

was sitting on the carpet at lus mother's foot,
lifted bis bead, and leeking earnestly ini ber
face, asked:

IlMother, what did the dlock say ?"
lTo Me,,, said his znoth or, sadly, "it semond

to say, «'Gone-ono----gene-<gone!"
" What, inotier ? 'what bas gene?
" Anether heur, my son.
" What is an heur, mother ?

*A white-wingcd messenger from our Fa-
ther in heaven, sent by him te inquirc of yon
--of me, wvbat wuv are doing, what we are say-
ing, ivbat ve are ihiuking, and feeling."

MW'hure is it gene, inother ?
"'Back tû Hlm whe sent it, bearing on its

wiug,-, that were se pure and w'hite wiren it
camne, a record of al] our thoughts, words, and
deeds vwhile it wvas wvitlî us. Were thcy ail
such as our Fiathu'-r could receive -with a sinile
of approbation.? "

BRader. what rec'ird are thre huurs, ai they
corne and -go, bearing up on hrgh of yen ?

A Niultb giorious victoryý cannot bc- gained
over anetirur than this-that whien the injury
begant on his part, the lzindness, bogin on ours.

GOD can inake yeu happy ini thre world,
with thre worlil, <'r without thre worid ' but
never expert that anything, or any one, cau
niake you happy but thre Lord.

[JANUARY 20th, 1882.


