HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS.

Five brothers and sisters,
Busy all the day ;

Light goes, night comes,
Slespy now are they.

Say the prayer softly,
Close the tired eyes:

“May our heavenly Father
Watch us till we rise!”

Happy, happy children,
Ifast asleep are you.

Drop the head ! go to hed!
We are sleopy too!

Lavka E, Rivnanps,

CHILIYS PRAYER.

Heavenny Pather, day is done,

And the quiet night begun ;

Thou hast kept me through the day,
Keep me through the night, 1 pray.

And, dear Father, while I share
In thy tender love and care,
Help me every day to be
An obedient child to thee.
Henigrra R Erion®

? The following lines are suggested by Mrs, Eliot ns an alter-
native to firsl stanzo of this peem
Now I lay me down to sleep:
Heavenly Father, wilt thou keep
Me and those | lave all night.
Far with thee "tis nlways ﬁghL

4

Die Beidyoifier obne Harm.
Sileb bler b Befdebfior cbue Harm,

Ste finten cinanter fanit Wem b Wem ;

Slnk miite vou tod Tagh Oefbliie,
Wisk selen fammeln nese Srdfie.
Ded cbe fir nin fdlafen dn,

Qbr Peben iz befeblen frin,

Dem Bebendgeber gany allzin,

Toer Bater lvnen unt Shap miy' Rin;

Dann fllafen R cin ln guter Rub,
Tor fir alle wadd,
Dot nun auf fle W,

) S4tict ibsen rann fanil tie Weugleln

i

Wen, Kinkden Tt meiin, rin Glclded
aed tha,

Uins fllafe, fblafe in figer Rud.




THE CHILDREN ON THE TOWER,
Two hands and eight little fingers, 12 Y Vb fapen L urten |
And two little Grandmothers Thumb, i A 2 iow e 445 el v 4}
"Tis long since they met, but they never forget, B o Min o itin, o R
50 a-visiting now they come. _ J T Diumden fgen @ir i (P
“How do you do ?" and “ How do youdo 7" AEERY e fcben lieber (e Rirdens (F
With nods and bows they say. = () ieHapechen teigen ten Thurm
“How do you do ?" and “ How do you do ? $ J A 3 I“i':::_lr tawm mody feben gl
And what is the news to-day ?” v | Femi
They tell of their making buskets ;
They tell of eggs in the nest;
They tell the loves of the soft white doves
That flutter and sink to rest;
They tell of the little fishes
That wriggle their little tails
They tell of the baker, the pat-a-cake maker,
Whose kindness never fails;
They tell of the vane on the steeple,
How this way and that it goes;
Of Peter the mower, who hour by hour,
The grass and the c¢lover-top mows.
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