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A Little Boy’s Prayer
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Hear me now, a little child,
Who kneels qnq

begs One who is mild;
If T have sinned

at all today,
I ask forgiveness if I may.

I pulleq the cat’
And bushed 1itt],
And stole some
But truly, I co

$ tail, that I know,

e Betsy in the snow,
jam from off the shelf,
uldn’t help myself.

Pll never say that word, I hope,
I still can taste that awful sm'lp’lease,
But, Lord, I wished not to dm;
And nmow I hope I may appease.

Cat too,
Bless Mother and Father—and the cal

lease YOU-
And make me learn to always Plf iy
The good things you have d:ne
Let me repay by loving Thee.
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O, thank you, Lord, for all yowv
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Help me, Father, to see the ’”gt t};,e night.
And bless me, Father, throughou
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