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' CoxE to me, O yo children |
Apd whisper in my car
What the birde and the winds ara singing
In your sunny stmesphere.

For what are all oar contrivings,
And ths wisdem of onr books,
When grmpered with yonr caressea,

And the gladness of your looks ?

Te are better than A1l the ballads
That ever werd suhy or said ;
For y& ata lving jeoemes,
And all the rast are dead.”






@he Woice of Chilohosd.

FIGHTEEN hundred years ago the Saviour set & little
child in the midet of his hearers, and fold them fo be
like 1t if they wished to rench the Kingdom of Heaven..
Little children | innocent, pretty, lovenble, artless, *prat-
tling, up a'top of a proud mother's knee," the light of home,
adormed with sweet charities, with eimple wonder, with
clinging love, with honest sympathies, with natural graces.
Dear enchanters ! Enitting still closer the soul of father and
mother, and binding them with the golden eords of afection;
bright, living sunbeams, that cheer the lome widow's heart
when the bread-winner hes gone away for ever.

* Gop blesa the Litile ehildren,
Weo meat them everywhon ;
We hear their voleos round our hearth,
Their footetens on outr stair;
Thair kindly hearte zre swelling o'ar
With mirthfulness snd glea;
* (Grod bless tha litdle ahildremn,
Wheraver they may ba.



L1 . THE VOIGE OF CHILDEOOD.

“We meet them In the Iordly hall,

Their siately father's prids ;

We meet them in the poor man's cot—
He hath no wealth beslde ;

Along the aity's crowded strect
They harl the heop or hall 4

Wo find them *neath the panpers roof—
The saddest sight of all.

* For there they win no father’s love,

Ho mother's tender carg,

Thelr only Iiead the God abova,
VWho hears the orphan's prayer.

EBaut, dreseed in stk or draped in yage,
In childish griat oz gles,

Grod bless the littls hildren,
Wheravey they may he”

THINE OF THEIE INFLUENCE !

Have you never kmown a little child reach up to the heart
of the tallest man? Temuyson, in ** Lockslsy Hall," mekes
* Baby fingers, waxen touches,” stronger than & etrong man's
love, Bo a moderm anthor tells we that, in the days of
prophet and patrisreh, heevenly messenpers came down, and
sometimes led men from the cities of destruction to the
plains of safety. There ave no angels to be scen now; but
very often men are led from brooding thoughts of despair,
and from the haunts of Death and destruction, to a land of
light, and life, aud liberty; and the hand that leads them is

hand of & little child.
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I don’t wonder that the drunken man turned from the
tavern door, snd went home to live a better life because a
little girl, with s sweet, ohildish voice, said, * Oh, sir, please
dov't go in; if I were you, sir, I wouldn't go in.”

I read the other day that there was a boy who drew
the likenesa of & baby in & credle years ago, and when he
showed it to his mother, she kissed him, and called it
passing fair; ‘' and that " said the artist, in the day of his
fame, when atl England celled him preat, *thet made me a
painter.” .

Ol, ladies and gentlemen, it may seem a simple thing in
these days of innomerable “isme' and * ologies,” but,
perhaps, it is good and noble work to guide and encourage a
Little ehild. .

Bmiles often make, s frown may mar, **Tell that child
some simple story, or sing it some gentle song, or teach it
aome little prayer, and yom go away and forget it on the
morrow, but thet little one hes many thonghts, and you do
not know what you have dome, or what your prayer or story
may grow to.”' Many yoats ago, before I had any dear little
children of my own, a wery young nephew was staying with
me. We ealled him * Freddy,” He was s very little boy,
and he had heerd me resd & grest many times, and knew
that I was & lecturar, eo at last, nothing wonld smit him but
to lerrn an sddress, and getting on a chair, and putting out
his childish hand, this was the speech he made ;—* Ladies
and gentlomen, I am a very little boy, bal it says in the
Bible, ‘ Let no man despise thy youth,' 1 haven't geot much
to say, but I think it's very wrong to hurt dumb animals,
or tell stories. I hopa I shall be a good boy—be very
kind to my grand'pa—love my dear mother—mever cheat
at play—always say my prayers—and, because the land



