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Thino, doar Saviouir, I ivould be;
Always geuitie; always kcind

Makze mc, Jesus, just likoe Tie,
Ji nîy lioart, and in xny mind.

But a littia, child 1 amn,
Yet, swvcet Jesuls, I do kinowv,

1 rnay bc a littie lainb,
In thy shcýýpfold bore bolow.

Koci' me, Josus, while I live;
Tako nie, Jesus, Nvhoen I die;

And !nY litHoe spirit givo
A happy homo wvith Theo on bigli.

1'rola llustrattd Songs and Ilyints for- the Little Oit's."

TOUCI{IJNG SCENE.

Some gentlemen passing tiiiroiiîgh the beautifîi village of
Renton, in thec vale of Leven, Dumbartonshire, abolit nine
o'clock atuiglit, afew weeksago, hall their attention direct-
cd to a dark object iii the Chu~rchyard. On going in to as-
certain ivbat it was, thîey foitnd a boy oi' tender years lying
fiat on his face and apj.arently swind asleep over a recently
made grave.

Tbinking this not a vcry safe bcd for him, they shook him
up and askcd how hoe carne to ho thoere? Ho said ho was
afraid to go borne, as bis relative witb wbhom lie resided, l2ad
tbrcntened te beat bbn.

"And wbchre do you lira?" asked oaa of the party.
In l Duimbarton," wvas the answer.
Ina Durnharton-ncarly four miles off; and how camne you

to «waader se far away front borne? "
IlI just caa'" sobbed the poor littie fellow, Ilbecause my

ntiihcr'.s grave ivas liera,"
!lis mother liad heen buried tbere a short time hofore, and

bis seeking a refuge at ber grava iii bis sorrow, ivas a beau-
tifuI touch of nature in a thild, vh( could. scarcely hava yet
learaed to realisa the truc eharacter of' thiat separation which
knows of no reiiutien on eartb. Thitbor liad lio instinetively
waadared te soU out bis sorreovs, and te moiston wvitb tears
th-> grave of one wbo bad hitherto been bis natural protector,
ho bad uvidentlý cried izasoîf asleep. MIay God bless thec
rnotherless ehildl
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