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AN ELVENING IlIYMN.

Father, breatha an evening blassing
O'er Thy childran resting boe;

F111 our hearts 'vitli peaceand gladness
Banish from us every fear.

Give us faith to trust Thae fully,
In the dark- as in the light;

Resting bore in sweet assurance,
Ileading not the stormy night:

For a Fathar's love encirclas
Ail the paths thro' lif0 weatrend,

Gniiding, gnarding, keeping evar,
Noting ail the tears 've shed.

When the darkaest clonds are hiding
All the azure f rom our sky-

farma buildings, aud haro 1 usadl to spend niost of tha
day, aftar 1 hiad riddan my pony iu from school.
The farm-yard was sucli a scana of busy life-doge,
poultry, horses and cows. i took an interest in ail,
but my chief interast lay with my dovas. 1Ihad doves
of ail colours aud kinds, and lately bail baan given
some1 pure white oues, for which I hiad fashionad a
dovecote (very neatly, as 1 thought), that they mniglit
have a saparate homo.

"lBeautiful it is, indea, Master Harry," said Joe,
the stable-boy, when I showed him my work; "but,
it wants one thang.'-"

"Wants what ?" I asked anxiously.
"Paint the roof, sir, and it'Il stand the rain."
"You ara rîight, Joe."

vynen our ucareas frienus lorsake us, IJoa was a favourite of mina, lio was so kind sud
Jesus, thon be very nigli. willing. Ho nover seemed to maka a trouble of any-

When fromn sorrow's cup were drink-ing. thing, and was 11k-ad by al! the mon on the farm.
Whou our cross is liard to bear, Nazt aftarnoon 1 set to work to pttint the roof lesd-

%Vlen our strength is fast decliniug, color ini-tepn fmthcrerfte
Christ vill ai our burdons share. or rnigtepitfo h onro h

rnayfloor, where two or threa pots of out-door
Life and death to us are nothing, paint altvavs stood ready. I ramoaibered that I had

With Jehovali at our sida; taken a capital paint brush to tha loft aboya, some
In the dark-ness, in the sunlight,wesbfoe ufrotnittrasoienupt

Hie vill e'er with us abide. wesbfradfr-te ttee oIwn pt
fetch it. The loft was quite clark, so instead of open-

Thon, in perfect poaco and safety, in..., as I onghit to hlava clone, ona of tha sliding panais,
\Ve 'vill fold our bands to rest Iwbich let in lighit and air, I twistad Up a wisp of hay,

Fearing nothing, trusting fully,
As ',va lean on Jesus' breasi anid lit it with a Match fromn my pocket, found my

.7u! ,- 1SS. Ms. .1. B. HILL. ibrusi, thirew clown mv wisp, stamped the sparks out,
______________ and weut to ray paiutingl work bolow, in an unused

M1Y JÎIRST UNTRUTH, .1-YD IVHA T CA31E stable.
O1<12' tIt must have been about twelvo o'cloclk that nig-ht

whpn a noise ontside my window awýoke me. A
I ws lvin wth y ucl au axnt t 111 Parm stranga aningled sort of noise it was, when I hud

wliere I had beau brouglit Uip by thlem froni a ellnld, 'w'kcned flly nul o itn eakig
and was fourteen years old at tise time of 1113 telling hasntapigsr fsnd a otewuo

titis,~~~~~~~~~ -n fi!ourt. huIsv"frtutuh king into the squara of firm buildings. The
1 do not mlean von to infer that I n-as up to Lisi tainlA vrd seeined 1h11 of sanoke, sud at that instant a rad

perfectly truthful in word, sct and look, for (as those tongitle of flaiina darted from one of tha windows, or
whio know anythiug tif the deceitflness of tîxaîr ow rahr"ps"îhog hc rssso a Dr

herswiltosai oue)tisprec rtafl0s lift#.d into the loft, where I had found My paint brush.
as a rae a itis bautful bu t~as ws m fist:Cl aug! 'vent the bell used for calling- our men to dia-

'vilftul, deliberate falsehood, and, I aiu thankful o u-cag cl> g The ahUc Dsok u
say, v î~.added the noise of tiaci:r barking.

Bill Farm was a chartuing old place., Tho old I knew instantly whose work the fire was, and
farm-house was built of red bricks.. stained by tiane aIl leaned for a moment halplesýsly agaiust the window-
inanner of warin colours, aud iLs red-tiled roof ivas fraîna, witli a sick. hialf-giddy sort of foelng I had
haif lost 'below the rici 'grcen and le-acen-coloured :neyer had befuire. Men soon camne tranxping into the
anlosses Pnd lichens wlaich covared iL. The tail oaks éyard-aIl our 1. hourers, and mnen from the village. I
aud elans that clustered round hid it from siglit ave couid sea My uncle, Joe Douais the ploughiman,
to tae high stack of chimnneys iii the Middle of tha every oua 1 knew; ail the figures wére bro-ight ont
roof, tiI vota caille tbrough Lue garden-door, opening's0 clearly in that t-ivid red liglht,
into the long straight w-alk, bordered at aither side IHissing, roa-riug, leapiig! now seeminglyswallowed
with rose bashes, hollyhocks, snnfiowors, great up in volumes of black smoke, now darting ont hike
patches of heart's-e.,se, riclh-smelling thyma, white tcoils of fiary serpents, the flamas won masrterv. All
pinlis, and clove. Bebiud the house was a square of along the north sidle of tise square the fire-spirit hadl
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