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O~UR OUNG !OLKS.
A TINY SER.D.

One blay morning two, green leav'es
Peepiag troin th e graund,

Patty and ber brother WVili
In their garden (ound.

Tbey a seed had î>lantcd there
Just ten da>ys ago.

Only batl(leviaag that
It woulr ever graw.

"Oh. it's grawed t1 »I's growed 1" they criedo
1 And it soon will bc,"

Vil proclainied, naw full ai taiîh,
IlLike a little tree:

Then whillady.sIipers camne,
And heyll al eours.

Oh. how gaod Gad is ta turn~
Brown seeds inta flowers 1

-farp'r' Y.jus Foi».

BAB Y «EVA'S J'RA YER.

Darling baby Eva,
Kneeling b>' sny chair,

in the summer twiiight
Lisping out her prayer.

Small bands clasi-,.d together,
Bawed the golden head .

Blue cycs cloeed. laps parted;
.. 0Cur Father." fàintly said.

Then, whdei the becad bowed lower
Upn my dariing's breast,

.saiîd,> 'Eva scep>'. manima,
And Dad knaws ail tihe rest."

I tok my sleeping cbîld
Witb ail a mothez's love,

And 1:'.«d ber down ta rest,
Then knecled t0 God abôve.

And, 'wbile the eveniaîg sbadows
Were fa.ting silentiy.

I askcd for ber a blessing
There an nly bended incac.

One hait ny yecarnine hearn,
My words have ne er exprcssed,

But still, 1 ledl, with her,
That God jznaws ail the test. -F. S. ..

IN GOD'S GAR-.

O NF, night, wben Mr'. Hansen, a rich Swo-
dish ierchant, was visitimg Pomerania

m-ith bis son, lie toek lodgings at a. neat look-
ing i, iwhere many years bofore hoe bad
passed three days. It biad beon I)1Oemft
weather thon, but new the wind ragred fiercely,
and the son. lashod itself into fury. The
hardicst of nien had abanidoned tho coast,
and, sbivering with the cold, liad returned
te their homles. Edmnund, the son of the muer-
chant Hansen, went eut te look about itui,
wrapped in a groat wvoon dock, but soon
came in, and said to, the white hairod land-
lady:

«lWhat fearful weatbor, Mother Martens!
No une in lus sensos would venture un te sua
just newv."

"Tht i tue nogh, yoting mnan; ne geod
NVUuld cumc, uf it," repliu.d thae uld wunian.

"'You couid vory maily wcathcr sucb a
storin,"said Edmuind, smniling,«. "Sueimavoy-
age as you once inade is net takon v'cry oftun.
My fathor bas told nie about iL Yeu are
sbielded from wind aund -%ave."

IlHusm l" said theo oid wonîcn, Il %e are everv-
-%lhere under the oye cf Qed. Thuse whum
Ho keeps are weil kept."

IlThat is truc, Mothor MarLons," observod
tho murebant. IlYeu ]lave liad proof of the
divine power and goodness. Tiho %terni is
stili raging, lot us close the ýshuttors, and hear
the story frein Lihe beginning to, the end. Ed-
mund -wili bo'ýeploased te ]cnew ail about iL."

"lI dcq net Jike te speak of mxyslf," said the
woman; "e.ue sheuld leave that to ethora.
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llowover, yen are nighit, sir; this narration
znay ho usoful te the youing gonitleinan, and,
as thorc is uothing tnore te bc donc outside, I
wvill tell yen hetv (ld gave tue preof of Hie
watchful cire."

At titese wordi te good old w.oumvai cliiaod
the shutttora, put Lime kettie on the lire, and
wltn, te -%vator was itot, atd the toua sorvod,
aime bogan:

" Yeu sec, sir, 1 att amm oid woxncn. I bave
livod jnanmy lonmg years in titis 8trange coun-
try; but te day 1 lofL mmmy owmt lamtd is as dis-
Lixtet inin my mnexnory as if it wore yosterday.
The cabiu of mmmy parents w'as sitmntod omn te
seacoast inu Lie seutitern part of Swcden. I
]lave nover posscssed riches. Our greatest
treasure wvas a cow, spotted black and white.
Wo licd rcised lier, and site wvas precieus te us.
IL %vas ttmy business te iead lier every day Le
pnsturc. lu sumimor it wvas very pleasant, but
net se in %winter. My fathor wvas a fi8ieriian,
and when the snow eu% erod the country, anid
the sua %va. fruzomm uv or, Nu sufiMred nmuchi.
Once we ighet bave died of liungrer if iL bcd
net been for Lime cow. The peor croature -%as
Lime objeet of ail our cane.

"QOne Lime te winter -%as mnore sovere than
usuai, the sneiv wvas pilod up in limaps ail
areund eux' cottage,; and 1, scarccly sixteen
years old, lezmged for LIme spring as a bird fer
te sun. At last, one 'cold, foiggy, mmisty day>

Lte &un drew mue Le the deor, and I led our
ce"' aleng Lime Shore, whiero, boere and there, at
time foot of Lime ' dunes' (batiks of sand), were
soute tufts of grass. Thue cew bounded with
jey, and I wvas Lruly happy. Suddeniy sile
man teward te son., wvhieh was coeored witit
Lîick ice Limat cnacked amnd broke as sbo nioved
over iL. Site reacmed a large cake ef ice, and,
standing on iL, attetnpted te drink. 1 ]tad
gene w~itm lier. I kept close Le bier side, and
:a'v in te distance great blecks of ice carried
aw!ay by te Lido. Iaimediately 1 feit the ice
xnder us niove. I celled te Lime cow and tried
te, drive ier Le Ltme shore, but sho liad net
drank enetigît and wouid net stir; I criod
aloud; I seized Lime cow and drewv ber with ail
nr.y streugtm, and, I sîtudder te Lhink of iL, the
ice on wlticlm we were separated frem the
shore, and begam te drift eut toward Lime open
sea!

«ITo ighlt and loft, before anmd bobind, the
ice was carried a-ivay. 1 "kŽ around. I
wvas going fartber and farther fron Lthe ]and.
I1a numb NviLiî fear. The icù coilected in
litads as iL mtoved siowly or lmaeyiy aiong;
anid thiat uni vvlaci wu 'vure flrrsted a-i a sinal
boat The cow slmeok with coid. The swif t
tide pressed on us and <Irove us ahead. Dark-
xess canie on. The sun bcd sot long ago, anid
now iL was black nighit. Thetwaves broke on
our ice-cake--I fe1 en my knoes-I prayed.
The cow lied iain dewvn. I stretcbed mnysolf
cluse tu ber, tià ivarmed me. Then I tbeugbv
of mmy fetImr-my mother-wîto wouid look
fer mue se anxiouslY. I "%vas lhlled wvith grief,
and I slept, cxhauated fm'om fatigue.

"-In the middle of the niglit I awokc, sbiv-
ering, and mny teetb cltattering. Oih, wliat a
spectacle %vas bofore mue? On ail sides, wvero
mmty eycs rested moting but thme water, nothing
buttLie dreadfui son. The atories about water
cives or fainies that I lmad board Lold by msil
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ors came te my niind; I soomiod to Seo mon-
stars and phantemas coule frein the bobtoin of
the abyss. I fancied I sawv 8trange figures
fioating like clouds towards me. Thbon I ahut
iny oycs and prayed again. WVhou I openod
thom 1 saw a briglit star alicad. I 'ookcd
again. It wns a Iighit, and it suroly xnoved.
À. boat with mon is comng towvards us. Oih,
Naiumtto Il I criod, 'éitand up.' It sonod to
tue site ougit to about for joy i but thme poor
shivorig ceaturo did net inovo.

IlMy fingers woro nunib and stfn; but I tore
off xtty apron and wavcd iL in the air, thon-
thon- "

'< Thon," intorrupt-ed Edinund, with glewing
cagornoss, " tliy reachoed yen and took you
honmo-you and Nantiette ? "

I do net know Imew it wa.t4," said the old
ivoman, whvlose e,'es wore fmflld with Lears. " I
romnomaber eiy voicos, anmd thon finding nxy-
soif on a big ship, and thon boing houle agalit
in Lte duar oid cottage, and fathor thanking
thu 'blubued Gud and rubbing Nanliotte; and
then Lihe happiest mnomeont whcen fathor spid,
'Oh i my daugliter, I feit sure you %vould pray,
and Ged would hoar You.' My young friond,
wvith Ged te ]molp me, I wvas as safe on that
open sos. as I in now by this bright, warui
firo."

"lAy, ay!" I said the mnrchant, quietly; and
the son, Ieoking intcnsoly at the dancing
blazo, said: IlI thank you, Madame Martens.
You have Laught nme a lesson, that I slhall ro-
inember for nany a day."

"Haw, O Lord, abail we follow Theot"
I heard one sndly say;

WVbitber Thon goost wo cannat tee;
Haw eani WC know the %way?"

I arn the Way," the Shephord saud;
"lHo that dw.oUoth in love

Dwetlotb in mie. minà ah a toed
Safo to the fld abovo."'

THE OLD FARM-HÛ USE.

"NI TlIE, tell mue once more, please; thon
INuI wili shut my eyes and try to sleop."
Se nurse Lold the good news again. Next

day tlmey wereail toge tegrndpa's. "«Wbere
the ducks are?" cried Mollie.

--Ycs, the, ducks, the brook, and the old
farm-heuse, the herse and carrnage, and cows,
and ever se mnany other .good thna"said
nurse.

"lWill niamina lot me wade in the brook?
I mnust lisk bier bofore I can get a wimk of
sIeep.",

3lamma was busy packing. Silo brushed
away senle tocars whien Bihe heard the littie foot
aleng the b.aiL lMollie forgot thef£un inma
mement: "Mamna is thinking about little
Allie in beaven-how silo is not bore te go to
grandpa's."ý

Thon Mollie dlapped her handa and cried:
"Let us takc e l amne girl ler mother bas

ne moey to sond bier te the oountry. Would
net titis please Allie if ille could look down? "

Se Lime poor littie lame girl imad a. good ie
at te Latin.

Though Mlie miit net knew, we are sure
Jeans .v&q pleaacd with love 8hown to oïte of
IJis doar cildren.-swnbSanL

JusT as soon as a. boy losany place
botter than home, bho la on the way te ruin.


