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A BAD SAVING OF TIME. 

OU will recall the old story. 

Jonathan had wrought a great 

deed and deliverance in Israel. 

The Philistines were marshalled 

in full force and courage on 

one ridge. There was a deep, 

wide valley between. And on the opposite 

ridge, called Michmash, the Hebrews were 

gathered, but hesitant and discouraged. But 

one morning Jonathan and his armor-bearer 

saying to themselves, ‘‘God can save as well 

by few as by many,” have gone across the 

valley and climbed the rocks on the top of 

which the Philistines are encamped, and have 

laid about them so lustily that the Philistines 

are smitten with a vast fear. And then King 

Saul, looking across the valley and seeing what 

is happening to the Philistines, and how they 
are fleeing, commands immediate pursuit; and 

the whole army of the Hebrews dashing across 

the valley, fall upon the fleeing Philistines, 

rout them utterly, follow their scattered frag- 

ments for many miles, and a glorious victory 

is won by Israel. But the beginning and the 

credit of the victory are due to the brave 

  

Jonathan and the armor-bearer, who so nobly 

stood by Jonathan. 

Meanwhile, Saul the king has done a very 

foolish thing. In order that the Israelites 

might not cease in the least in their pursuit 

of the fleeing Philistines, Saul the king has 

commanded that the people shall not eat any- 

thing all that day. They must not wait to eat; 

they must keep on pursuing. But that was 

the unwisest sort of a command. For the peo- 

ple having had no breakfast or dinner become 

so faint they can pursue no longer. And so 

Saul, who sought to save time by refusing to 

let the people wait even a little to eat and 

refresh themselves really lost time, for the 

people as the evening fell had become so ex- 

hausted they could not take another step or 

strike another stroke. He was a very fool- 

ish king in many respects— that King Saul. 

Wanting to save time he did it in such an un- 

wise way he really lost time, and hindered 

himself from the full accomplishment of his 

object. I think it must be plain enough to 

anybody; this refusing the people time for 

eating that they might swiftly pursue, and so 

saving time from needed refreshment that they 

might pursue, was really a bad and pernicious 

saving of time; was a hindrance rather than 

a help. For, through lack of food, the peo- 

ple had become so worn out they could not 

pursue. It had been vastly wiser and better to 

give the people time for eating, so that with re- 

freshed strength they might the farther pursue. 

I think the old story has a very real relation 

to ourselves. I think there is now a great deal



A BAD 

of this bad saving of time illustrated thus by 

the unwise King Saul. 

Well, how frequently young people make 

such bad saving of time when they refuse 

themselves the food of preparation for future 

service, by using the time of their youth in 

too great devotion to other and less valuable 

things. Young people so often say, ‘¢I want 

to have a good time and I am bound to take 

time to have a good time.” Well, within cer- 

tain bounds and at certain seasons, that is all 

right. I think young people ought to have 

good times, and that they ought to take time 

to have them. But if they think only of a 

present good time, and are quite careless about 

the getting ready for the strong and noble 

service the future time will demand of them, it 

seems to me they are saving time for what they 

call their good time in most sad and serious 

fashion. Mr. Gladstone, speaking to the 

young, once said: ‘‘ Thrift of time will repay 

you in after life with a usury of profit beyond 

your most sanguine dreams.” But, ah, me! 

If there be not such thrift of time; if there be 

this bad saving of it in order to use it just for 

the fun of what young people call good times 

now! They wanted once to set Michael Angelo 

to carving a statue in snow. ‘Think of it; the 

great artist sedulously at work at something 

which a few hot breaths of the sun would dis- 

solve to water. What a bad saving of time 

for such a sculptor to put his time to a use like 

that. But, I fear me, there are multitudes of 

young people doing a thing as sad and silly. 

Forgetting the time to come and the getting 

ready for the high, strong service appropriate 

to it, they are seeking only to save out what 

they call a good time from the swiftly passing 

present. They slouch their studies; they 

dodge their practicing; they forget their En- 

deavor pledge; they do little reading, except a 

flashy novel now and then; they fuss and frit- 

ter and fizzle all the time. They are having 

their good time, but what an awfully bad sav- 

ing of time they make in having it. 

Also, how frequently young people make 

such bad saving of time when, like Saul refus- 

ing to let the people take time for eating, they 

refuse to take time for their duty next them, 

SAVING OF TIME. 

and use that time in doing or in dreaming 

about the duty third or twentieth or fortieth 

to them. So life gets into a pell-mell distrac- 

tion and order. The undone duty next them 

clamors for its doing, but they have used the 

time for its doing in trying to do or in dream- 

ing about doing the duty far ahead, and so 

they are pressed and bewildered and exhausted, 

as were these Israelites whom Saul would not 

let do the duty next them— the refreshing 

themselves with food, that after that they 

might effectually pursue. 

«‘Whene’er a duty waits for thee, 

With sober judgment view it. 

And do not vainly wish it done, 

Begin at once and do it. 

For sloth says idly, ‘ Bye and bye 

Will be as well to do it ;’ 

But present strength is surest strength; 

Begin at once and do it.”’ 

Ah, my young friend! it is the philosophy 

of life, the weal of it and the joy of it as well, 

to refuse to make a bad saving of time such as 

the old king made. Be gladly thankful for 

your youth, and make it as pleasant as you 

may, but remember the service of the coming 

years and see to it that you get ready for it. 

Save time in right true fashion by steadily 

doing the duty next you; refuse to save it 

for wishing and idly dreaming, or even for 

attempting to do now what you have got to do 

a year ahead. Let the duties of each day, 

nobly done, fit you for the duty a year ahead. 

So save time wisely. 

A sun-dial in an old churchyard at Stirling 

has written round it this impressive legend : 

“‘T am a shadow, 

So art thou ; 

I mark time ; 

Dost thou ? ”’ 

Wayianp Hoyt, D. D. - 

N his furrowed fields around us, 

God has work for all who will: 

Those who may not scatter broadcast, 

Yet may plant it hill by hill. 

Shall we find these hills, and plant them? 

Shall we scatter when we may? 

Or with idle hands stand waiting 

Till the seed time pass away ! —Selected.
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ATHLETICS. 

AN yourun? It is one of the 

| most common of exercises. 

{ You will always have need of 

} it, no matter how old you get. 

i After you feel too old to run 

! for fun, you will need to run 

sometimes to catch trains, it may be, or to stop 

a runaway horse, or get away from a mad dog, 

or save some one’s life. So you see it is not 

like some of the sports that people are fond of 

and urge you to learn, it is not useless. You 

ought to learn how to run as well as how to 

read, or write, or chop wood, or sew a seam. 

But you think running is a simple matter 

which people can do without learning. Can 

they? Did you ever watch a lot of boys and 

girls, or men and women, running? Did you 

not see a difference in the running? Some 

throw their bodies into all sorts of shapes. 

They stick out their heads, saw their elbows 

back and forth, pound their heels into the 

ground, and stretch their backs as far ahead 

of them as they can. Some wiggle along, some 

women and girls mince and squirm, and might 

better walk, as far as getting on faster is con- 

cerned, and come puffing and panting up after 

everything is over, while a few skim over the 

air like birds flying, heads erect, body all 

springs, and are not one bit tired or out of 

breath when the goal is reached. Isn’t there a 

difference between running, and running well? 

ss What’s the difference, if you get there all 

    

' the same?” said a boy, in reply to this question. 

Well, there is a difference. In the first place, 

if you run badly you are likely to injure some 

of the delicate organs of your body by the jar- 

ring, when you pound your heels into the side- 

walk. You lose the benefit of the fresh air in 

your lungs when you press your head down and 

forward, and you pull your body all out of 

shape. People will laugh at you, and call you 

awkward, too; and, what the boys and some 

of the girls will care a great deal more for than 

any of these reasons, you cannot get there so 

rapidly, nor do half so much running in a day 

if you run poorly as if you ran well. 

If you don’t know how, teach yourself. 

Stand erect, with your head up, chest well out, 

hips thrown back, arms hanging at the sides, 

the elbows slightly bent, the fingers partly 

closed, to conserve all your force. Then sway 

the body forward till all your weight is on the 

balls of your feet, rise up on the toes, then in 

that position raise the left foot till the knee is 

at a right angle, and spring lightly with the 

right foot back to the left, and so on, practic- 

ing stationary running at first, then going on 

forward. Get some friend to play a rapid 

march for you, and keep time to it. This will 

help you to run evenly, besides making the ex- 

ercise much pleasanter. If you keep the rules 

in mind while running it will become a most 

delightful exercise to you, and nothing will 

please you better, or make you feel more ex- 

hilarated, than flying through the air over the 

ground. Grace Livineston Hitt.



SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

NO. I. 

What new thing shall we begin for Jesus? 

(Mark iv. 26-82.) 

How can I tell, not knowing what you have 

already begun to do? Have you not begun to 

follow Jesus; pray to him, speak for him? 

Now is the time. But perhaps we can all be- 

gin to be a great deal more in earnest in work 

for the Master — in prayer, in trying to learn 

just what he wants us to do, and in trying to 

be unselfish. 

There are two points to remember: 

1. Begin right. 

2. Keep at it. 

When the ancients said that a work well be- 

gun was half-done, they meant that we ought 

to take the utmost pains in every undertaking 

to make a good beginning. 

Po.yBius. 

Queen Victoria was aroused at night and in- 

formed that she was queen of England. She 

asked the one who brought the news to pray; 

so right there they prayed for her that she 

might have God’s help in her great work. 

Let me add just this: Do not begin anything 

upon which you cannot ask God’s blessing. 

NO. II. 

What are our temptations, and how can we 

conquer them? 

Jesus fought the tempter with the sword of 

the Spirit (Eph. vi. 17), and conquered every 

time. He is our example. When he saw how 

Peter was to be tempted he told him to watch 

and pray (Matt. xxvi. 41), and the same pre- 

scription is good for us. His experiences were 

like ours (Heb. iv. 15), so he is able to help 

us (Heb. ii. 18). See the story of the tempta- 

tion (Matt. iv). ‘‘If,” says Satan (v. iii.) — 

a suggestion of doubt as to his being the Son 

of God. So he was tempted through his appe- 

tite. Inv. 6 he was tempted to run a great 

risk and astonish the people, to gratify pride. 

In vs. 8 and 9 Satan tried to win Jesus by an 

appeal to his supposed ambition. Did you 

ever hear of a student who was tempted to 

cheat, in order to win the prize? Would over- 

eating, or drinking, smoking, or over-dressing 

come under any of these heads? 

The Devil tempts us not —’tis we tempt him, 

Beckoning his skill with opportunity. 

GrorGE Enior. 

Some temptations come to the industrious, 

but all temptations attack the idle. 

SPURGEON. 

No. III. 

Harming and helping. 

How do we harm, and how can we help each 

other? 

Every human heart is a magnet, drawing 

some other heart after it. 

Some one follows, turn we to the right hand 

or to the left. 

To help: 1. Love. 2. Love to a purpose. 

3. Love wisely, so as to purpose well. After 

all, it depends much upon the degree. Notice 

that locomotive. Its fire has just been kindled, 

the water is only ‘‘lukewarm.” There is no 

‘‘oo” to it now. Wait till the steam is well 

up, and then it must be set in motion, or the 

steam be permitted to escape. So if the heart 

is fired up something is going to be done, and 

some way found by which to do it. ‘* Where 

there’s a will there’s a way.” 

Words are weighty things, in whichever side 

of the scale you place them. Smiles are more 

useful than frowns, and much more winning. 

We know not what we do 

When we speak words. 

SHELLEY. 

One pupil in the class may help greatly 

toward making the teacher’s work a success or 

a failure. 

NO. IV. 

Bible promises. What are some of them, 

and which is your favorite?



THANKFULNESS.—‘EVEN 

Suppose God had never given any promises? 

Suppose he was not to be trusted? Suppose 

the condition was money, or education, or skill? 

What is the condition? What a wonderful 

thought that a little child, by conforming to 

the condition, can bind the King of kings to do. 

An old ragged Indian, with a bright string 

about his neck, upon which was hung a dirty 

pouch, was begging for bread. He said the 

bag contained a charm given him when he was 

young, and opening it displayed a faded, greasy 

paper. It proved to be a regular discharge 

from the Federal army, and was signed by Gen- 

eral Washington himself. Here was a name 

which would have been honored almost any- 

where, and a paper which would have insured 

him support for the remainder of his days, yet 

he wandered about hungry, helpless and for- 

lorn, begging. Are you treating God’s prom- 

ses thus? 

THANKFULNESS. 

66 HERE are some directions in the Bible 
that you can’t follow.” Andrew Dun- 

lap closed his Bible as he spoke, and looked 

about him in a resolute manner, as though he 

expected to be challenged; but his cousin only 

smiled as she said: 

‘“«That is a remarkable admission for an 

Endeavorer to make.” 

‘¢ Well, it’s so, all the same. Look at that 

verse we have for our meeting: ‘Giving thanks 

always for all things.’ How is a fellow going 

to do it? I can think of a dozen things for 

which I can’t be thankful, and so can you. 
Think of Phil Morrison on his back this minute 
with a broken leg, and the prospect of hobbling 

about on crutches when he does get up; and he 
expected to be in Chicago tramping over the 
Fair ground by this time. How is he going to 
work to be thankful?” 

Professor Welldon was standing by the south 
window catching the fading gleams of daylight 
on his paper, and was not supposed to be lis- 
tening; but he turned at this, and said with a 
smile : 

‘You are too fast, Andy. I can look back 

AS GOD—FORGAVE YOU.” 

to a broken leg, and there is nothing I recall 
for which I feel more thankful.” 

He laughed at Andy’s astonished look, and 

continued: ‘*‘ Father and mother and my one 

sister were going abroad; I was to wait to see 

them off, and then go back to school with my 

cousins. The morning of the day on which 

they were to sail I fell from a great height, 

and broke my leg in two places, and was deli- 

rious all day. Father and mother would not 

leave me, and the steamer sailed without them. 

But it never reached port. Not asoulon board 

was ever seen again. How do you suppose I 

felt about my broken leg when I heard of that?” 

‘QO, well!” said Andrew, ‘‘that is different, 

of course. You saw how it had helped. A 

fellow can be thankful for a thing when he 

knows it has helped him, of course. But I am 

talking about other things.” 

The look on the professor’s face was pleasant 

to see, as he said gently: ‘‘ My boy, cannot 

you imagine a father so good that his boy can 

be sure that everything he does is right, whether 

he sees how it will help him, or not? especially 

if that father has assured him that all things 

shall be planned for his good?”’ 

‘sWell,” said Andrew, after a thoughtful 

pause, ‘‘perhaps so. I suppose that is what 

it means; but at first it seemed queer.” 

“EVEN AS GOD—FORGAVE YOU.” 

66 HAT is a lie, young man, and you know 
it.” The speaker was a middle-aged 

man, who had lived long enough to know better 

than to get into such a passion as he evidently 

was. His eyes glared, and his face was red 

with rage. Three boys stood before him in 

the hall. 

‘¢I did not touch the door, sir,” the younger 

of the three had said, speaking firmly but re- 

spectfully ; ‘‘there came a rush of wind just 

then and slammed it; I had not thought of 

doing it.” 

Then the angry man said the words with 

which this account began: ‘‘That is a lie, 

young man, and you know it. There isn’t a 

breath of wind, and I saw you reach out your



“WHERE ART THOU, LORD?”—FLOWER SALUTE. 

hand toward the door; you young scamp, to 
make a commotion like this in the schoolroom. 
You deserve a thrashing.” Then he actually 
reached forth his hand and gave the boy a slap 
on his cheek. 

The blood rushed into the young fellow’s 
face. He was well-built and strong, and the 
angry teacher was a small, weak-bodied man. 
There was a terrible temptation to knock him 

He knew the other boys would help if 
he led the way, and had he not been insulted? 
Only a moment he stood glaring, then dropped 
his half-raised arm, and said quietly: ‘+I for- 
give you, sir,” and walked across the room to 
his seat. 

‘¢T don’t know how you could do it, Hal,” 
the boys said at recess, clustering about him. 
‘¢T should have knocked him down in a minute 
if he had told me what he did you. And it 

must have been especially hard for you, such a 
stickler for truth as you are. How did you 
manage it?” 

Hal pointed to the tiny badge he wore on his 

necktie: C. E. <‘*That helped,” he said, smil- 

ing. ‘I caught the flash of it in the sunlight 

just as my arm came up. Do you remember 

our verses for next Sunday — ‘Even as God 

also in Christ forgave you’? When I thought 

of the ‘C. E.’ and the pattern, [ knew I must 

endeavor.” 

down. 

EstHer FIeLDING. 

‘WHERE ART THOU, LORD?” 

HE Rev. F. D. Power, in a Christian En- 

deavor address on ‘‘ How to Reach Peo- 

ple,” quoted the following verses, which are in 

themselves a sermon, hinting plainly that we 

must be like brothers and sisters to the people 
whom we would help. 

“The parish priest of austerity 

Climbed up in a high church steeple 
To be nearer God, 

So that he might hand 
His word down to his people, 

And in sermon script 

He daily wrote 

What he thought was sent from Heaven, 
And he dropt this down 

On his people’s heads, 

Two times one day in seven. 
In his age God said: 

‘Come down and die.’ 
And he called from out the steeple: 

‘Where art thou, Lord?’ 
And the Lord replied, 

‘Down here among my people.’ ”” 

FLOWER SALUTE. 

ERE is a pretty thing for the ‘‘ Juniors ” 
which we find in the ‘‘Golden Rule.” 

The children stand facing the audience, with 

small bouquets in right hand and handkerchiefs 

in left. 

The signals are given by the piano, and 

are the ordinary four chords of any key, and 
the octave chord. 

The salute is as follows: 

First chord: Flowers to lips. 

Second chord: Flowers extended in right 

hand as if kiss thrown, at the same time step 

forward on right foot. 

Third chord: Handkerchiefs waved briskly 
with left hand, flowers and position same as 

preceding. 

Fourth chord: Resume erect position, flowers 

and handkerchief at side. 

Octave chord: All seated. 

This salute was given by the Juniors at the 

New Jersey State Convention not long ago, 

and the effect was said to be beautiful. The 

‘“¢Golden Rule” suggests that it be universally 

adopted by the Juniors, and adds that of course 

the flowers could be used afterwards by the 

flower committees. 

REFORMED ENDEAVORERS. — Queer title, isn’t 

it? You did not think they needed reforming. 

This item applies to the church which wears that 

denominational name. An effort is being made 

among them to support a Christian Endeavor 

missionary in Japan. The ‘‘Golden Rule” 

says that ‘‘if each Reformed Endeavor Society 

should give ten dollars, enough money would 

be raised.” What an army of them there 

must be.



  
GEORGE AND HARMON SET THEIR TRAP.
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GETTING CAUGHT. 

T was Pinkie’s work from be- 

ginning to end. If she had 

not been sitting out there 

that frosty morning watching 

George and Harmon set their 

trap, and if she had not fallen 

in love with the dear little, neat little, cosey 

little house which they left behind, and come 

closer and closer to look at it, she would not 

have been caught; and if she had not been 

caught, why, then— But I must not begin my 

story in the middle. Pinkie was a rabbit; this 

much you ought to know. She was named 

Pinkie, not so much on account of her pretty 

pink eyes, as because it suited the taste of her 

mistress to dress her in a wide band of pink 

satin ribbon. 

Now, to go away back, at least a month be- 

fore New Year’s Day the Hendersons came to 

the country to live. Yes, in midwinter, to the 

great grief of Emmeline, and not a little to the 

annoyance of her father and elder sister, though 

they said less about it. You see it was this 

way. They had a chance to sell their house in 

town if they could give immediate possession. 

They had not thought of doing this, though 

they were very anxious to sell. Mr. Hender- 

son was a clerk in an oflice, and was far from 

well. His physician had told him if he could 

get into the country, and spend his leisure mo- 

ments digging in the ground, it might help him 

very much. After that Mrs. Henderson and 

the grown-up daughter, Laura, were eager to 

go. They did not say much about their reasons 

to Emmeline, because they said she was too 

young to be worried over father; so they let 

her worry over leaving school in the middle of 

a term, and going to the country where she 

knew no one, and dreaded the thought of en- 

tering a strange school after the holidays. It 

was all settled in a hurry. Mrs. Henderson 

and Laura had spent a day at Laurelton once 

last summer, when Laura had a day off — for 

she was also an office clerk — and had fallen in 

love with the beauty of hill, and wood, and 

fern. There was a lovely rambling old house 

for rent very cheap, because it had fallen a 
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good deal out of repair, and because the owner 

did not care to spend much money on improve- 

ments. They told Mr. Henderson much about 

it when they came home; for as early as last 

summer these two had begun to be anxious 

about ‘‘ father.” 

He was interested in their story; he said he 

could tinker up the place if he had it; that he 

used to be very handy with tools, and liked 

nothing better than working with them. After 

awhile it began to be generally understood that 

sometime in the early spring he and ‘‘ mother” 

would go to Laurelton and look about them, 

and possibly rent the old place. 

listened to the plans in an interested way, 

and quite liked saying to the girls that they 

“thought of going to the country for the sum- 

mer.” 

Emmeline 

But going to the country for the winter 

When Mr. Parker made 

his offer for the house, and added that he had 

the refusal of another, but liked this best, pro- 

vided he could have it in ten days’ time, the 

family agreed that such an opportunity was not 

to be lost, that they must board, or something, 

And greatly to Emme- 

line’s dismay, the ‘‘something” had proved to 

be Laurelton. 

Here she had been for three dismal weeks, 

‘in a great bare-treed, snow-covered, sullen- 

looking stretch of country.” So she wrote to 

one of the girls, and was so homesick while she 

did so that the sheet was blistered in two or 

three places with tears. It really was harder 

for Emmeline than for the others. Laura and 

her father took the eight o’clock train every 

morning for the city, and Mrs. Henderson and 

‘¢ Almiry Jane,” as she called herself, were as 

busy as bees all day long getting the old house 

in order, and Emmeline had not a great deal to 

occupy either body or mind. She was not very 

strong, and her mother would not let her lift 

much, or stay in the cold, or tire herself greatly 

in any way. And she would not, no, not for 

anything in the world, she said, ailow Emme- 

line the desire of her heart— to go into town 

on the train to school. 

‘¢Wait until you are fifteen,” she said; ‘that 

will be ampie time to begin daily trips, if we 

are in the country then. Meantime, the school 

was another matter. 

and let the house go. 

2



GETTING 

here is excellent; I inquired about it particu- 

larly. You need not begin until after the holi- 

days, and by that time you will be a little 

acquainted with the young people.” 

But the holidays were upon them, almost 

over, indeed —for it was New Year’s Day — 

and Emmeline was not in the least acquainted 

with anybody, and in five days school would 

open. All things considered, it was a very 

gloomy little girl who came downstairs on the 

snowy New Year’s morning and hunted high 

and low for her one pet, who had come from 

the city with her—dear Pinkie. 

called, and set out tempting bits for Pinkie’s 

In vain she 

breakfast, and wandered through the snowy ° 

paths in search of her; Pinkie was nowhere to 

be found. 

Perhaps it is no wonder that Emmeline came 

in, after an hour’s fruitless search, and throw- 

ing herself on the wide old couch in the dining- 

room, burst into a passion of tears. Between 

the sobs she managed to get out something 

like this: 

‘‘They’ve got her, I know they have, those 

great horrid boys who go by here almost every 

morning with their dead rabbits — mean, cruel, 

ugly wretches! They are great rough fellows, 

and they would just as soon kill Pinkie as not. 

Oh! what shall I do? I cannot live here in 

this dreadful place without my darling Pinkie.” 

Mrs. Henderson was as comforting as she 

could be, and Laura said she was almost cer- 

tain she could find Pinkie; she would go out 

with her sister in a very little while and see. 

And Mr. Henderson said that he did not be- 

lieve any boys would snare a tame rabbit; that 

the woods about were full of wild rabbits, and 

he thought probably some of the boys earned 

their school-books by snaring them for the city 

trade. But Emmeline refused to be comforted. 

She told Laura that she was not going out 

again, there was no use in it; she had looked 

everywhere for Pinkie, and was sure she should 

never see her again. And she assured her 

father that if he had seen those great rough 

boys as often as she had, he would know that 

they were hateful enough for anything. She 

didn’t care if they did earn school-books by 

killing them; she would go without school- 

CAUGHT. 

books until she was an old woman without any 

teeth, before she would kill dear, darling little 

white rabbits to get them with. 

‘¢ Emmeline, hush!” said Mrs. Henderson, 

at last, and she spoke quite sternly; ‘‘I am 

ashamed of you. We are all sorry if Pinkie is 

really lost, which we hope she isn’t; but you 

should not make our New Year’s Day miserable 

on that account; at least we are none of us to 

blame. Bring your self-control to bear upon 

it, daughter, and make the best of this, as well 

as any other trouble.” 

After this, though Emmeline murmured that 

there wasn’t any ‘‘ best” to it, and told ‘‘ Almiry 

Jane” in confidence that she thought it was a 

perfectly horrid place, and that she was glad 

she did not know any of the young people, be- 

cause she was sure she should dislike them all, 

she shed no more tears, and made an effort to 

help put the house in order for a gay family 

dinner. She had just finished laying the knives 

and forks on the dining table as she liked to 

see them, and was bemoaning to ‘‘ Almiry 

Jane” the contrast between that New Year’s 

Day and the last one, when there came a knock 

at the dining-room door. 

‘¢For the land!” said Almiry Jane, looking 

in from the kitchen. ‘You open the door, 

won’t you, Emmie? my hands is all in the 

suds.” And Emmeline, who had a slight con- 

tempt for Almiry Jane, in company with all 

other country things and people, went forward _ 

and opened the door. There stood two of the 

‘“‘great rough boys,” their faces aglow with 

the frosty air, and in the arms of one of them 

Pinkie herself? 

‘¢Good-morning,” said her caller, and he 

lifted his cap as though he had not been a 

country boy. ‘‘Is this your rabbit? She got 

caught in our snare; we are ever so sorry. 

We did not know there were any tame rabbits 

around. She isn’t hurt a bit, but she is dread- 

fully scared, and we are afraid you have been 

worried about her.” 

‘¢T was dreadfully worried,” said Emmeline, 

and she could not help saying it a little stiffly. 

She held out her hands and Pinkie sprang into 

them, extremely glad to get away from the cun- 

ning house which she had run away to examine.



GETTING 

‘It is too awfully bad,” said Harmon Welch, 

‘‘George and I wouldn’t have had it happen for 

anything. You see our snare is set as much as 

half a mile from here, and we did not know of 

your tame rabbit, any way. But of course we 

wouldn’t have killed her for anything.” 

“¢T should not think you would like to kill 

any kind of rabbits,” said Emmeline; ‘‘ they are 

such dear little innocent things. Haven’t they 

as good a right to live as anybody has?” 

‘¢ Well, as to that,” said George, who had 

not yet spoken, ‘‘ I don’t suppose they have any 

better right than chickens, and lambs, and New 

Year’s turkeys. You eat all such things, don’t 

you? Rabbits are used for food, and their skins 

are valuable. ‘Then they are so thick about 

here that if we did not kill some of them I don’t 

know but the farmers would have to give up.” 

‘* Just forgive us this time,” put in Harmon. 

merrily. ‘It is a dreadful way to get intro- 

duced, but we are glad we know you at last. 

We've been wanting to ever since you came. 

We wanted you to come to our frolic to-night, 

but I don’t know as we should have gotten up 

courage to ask you if we hadn’t had to come to 

bring yeur rabbit home. We're going to havea 

candy pull, and lots of fun. Our sister Hannah 

is only a little older than you, I guess, and she 

is first-rate at entertaining folks. If you will 

CAUGHT. 

come George or I will call for you at seven 

o’clock, and father is going to take all the girls 

and boys home in the wood sleigh at ten o’ clock.” 

Imagine how Emmeline felt, in view of all 

she had said about the boys. But ‘‘ mother” 

and the rest helped her to get ready for a New 

Year’s gathering in the country, and kept her 

courage up by reminding her that George and 

Harmon Welch lived in one of the pleasantest 

houses in Laurelton, and that ‘‘ Almiry Jane” 

said they were ‘‘ tip-top folks, and no mistake.” 

‘¢They were real truly splendid, every one 

of them,” declared Emmeline the next day. ‘I 

never had a nicer time in my life. And mother, 

they all go to school. They use the same books 

we did in town, and George Welch — he’s the 

smartest one—is in my class in history. I 

mean, I know I will be in his class, and he is 

just as nice as he can be. I sha’n’t mind going 

to school, now that I know him and the others.” 

‘¢ What, those great rough boys?” said Mr. 

Henderson, with a twinkle in his eyes. ‘I 

should not think you would like to have any- 

thing to do with them; they are hateful enough 

for anything, and” — 

‘«Now, father,” said Emmeline, and she 

moved Pinkie from her arms to her shoulder, 

and rushing over to him stopped his mouth 

with kisses. Pansy. 

   



MONTH OF MAY.—THE HEART OF THE TREE. 

MONTH OF MAY. In tremulous showers the apple-tree shed 

Its pink and white blossoms on his head ; 

ERE I am, and how do you do? The gay sun shone, and, like jubilant words, 

H I’ve come afar to visit you. He heard the gay song of a thousand birds. 

Little children, glad and free, ‘¢ All the others can sing,” he dolefully said — 

Are you ready now for me? — ‘¢ All the others can sing,” he said. 

I’m the month of May! 
So he sat and he drooped. Butas far and wide 

The music was born on the air’s warm tide, 

Laid away with greatest care — A sudden thought came to the sad little bird, 

Days of sunshine, song and flowers, And he lifted his head as within him it stirred : 
Earth made into fairy bowers ! — «If I cannot sing, I can listen,” he cried. 

I’m the month of May! ‘Ho! ho! Iean listen!” he cried ; 
Juuia C. R. Dorr, in Harper’s Young People. 

I’ve a store of treasures rare 

In my loaded trunk I bring 

Bees to buzz, and birds to sing! 

Flowers to fill the balmy air, THE HEART OF THE TREE. 

Violets are hiding there ! — 

I’m the month of May! AN ARBOR DAY SONG. 

— Selected. 
HAT does he plant who plants a tree? 

He plants a friend of sun and sky ; 

He plants the flag of breezes free ; 

The shaft of beauty, towering high; 

He plants a home to heaven anigh 

For song and mother-croon of bird 

In hushed and happy twilight heard — 

The treble of heaven’s harmony — 

These things he plants who plants a tree. 

  

    

What does he plant who plants a tree? 

He plants cool shade and tender rain, 

And seed and bud of days to be, 

And years that fade and flush again ; 

He plants the glory of the plain; 

He plants the forest’s heritage ; 

The harvest of a coming age; 

The joy that unborn eyes shall see — 

These things he plants who plants a tree. 

  

What does he plant who plants a tree? 

A LISTENING BIRD. He plants, in sap and leaf and wood, 

In love of home and loyalty 

LITTLE bird sat on an apple-tree, And far-cast thought of civic good — 

And he wasas hoarse as hoarse could be : His blessings on the neighborhood 

He preened and he prinked, and he ruffled his Who in the hollow of His hand 

throat, Holds all the growth of all our land — 

But from it there floated no silvery note. A nation’s growth from sea to sea 

‘¢ Not a song can I sing,” sighed he — Stirs in his heart who plants a tree. 

‘¢ Not a song can IJ sing,” sighed he. H. C. Bunner, in The Century.



  

      
   



OUR PICTURE GALLERY. 

OUR PICTURE GALLERY. 
  

i O you know what poet it was who wrote 

the lines — 

‘Oh! wad some power the giftie gie us 

Te see ourselves as ithers see us. 

It wad frae mony a blinder free us, 

An’ foolish notion.” 

There has scarcely anything truer ever been 

written. Years ago there was an English 

woman named Jane Taylor who wrote much 

for children, and older people, in prose and 

verse. I do not know that many of her rhymes 

have a right to be called poetry, but there was 

a great deal of truth in them. I came across 

an old one, written perhaps ninety years ago; 

but so far as the description of the two girls, 

‘Eliza” and ‘‘ Jane,” are concerned, the rhyme 

might have been written yesterday. I know 

both of those girls, do not you? 

Do you think it may be possible that there 

are ‘‘ithers” who would see any of us in the 

description? A ‘‘ Picture Gallery” which will 

show us our own photographs may be profitable. 

Study the old poem, and see what you think: 

JANE AND ELIZA. 

There were two little girls, neither handsome nor plain; 

One’s name was Eliza, the other’s was Jane. 

They were both of one height, as I’ve heard people say; 

They were both of one age, I believe, to a day. 

*Twas fancied by some, who but slightly had seen them, 

That scarcely a difference was there between them; 

But no one for long in this notion persisted, 

So great a distinction there really existed. 

Eliza knew well that she could not be pleasing 

While fretting and fuming, while sulky or teasing, 
And therefore in company artfully tried, 

Not to break her bad habits, but only to hide. 

So when she was out, with much labor and pain, 

She contrived to look almost as pleasant as Jane; 

But then, you might see that in forcing a smile 

Her mouth was uneasy, and ached all the while. 

And in spite of her care, it would sometimes befall 

That some cross event happened to ruin it all; 

And because it might chance that her share was the worst, 
Her temper broke loose, and her dimples dispersed. 

But Jane, who had nothing she wanted to hide, 

And therefore these troublesome arts never tried, 

Had none of the care and fatigue of concealing, 

But her face always showed what her good heart was feeling, 

At home or abroad there was peace in her smile, 
A cheerful good nature that needed no guile. 
And Eliza worked hard, but could never obtain 
The affection that freely was given to Jane. 

GENTLEMAN CHARLIE. 

E and papa and mamma were taking a 

long ride on the horse-car. The car 

was crowded. In avery short time papa arose, 

plumped Charlie on his mother’s knee, and 

lifted his hat to a lady who had just come in, 

as he said, ‘‘ Take my seat, madam.” 

Soon afterward several people left the car, 

and papa had his seat again, and took Charlie 

on his knee. But no sooner were they arranged 

than in came another company of ladies, and 

again papa transferred Charlie to mamma’s 

care, and said: ‘‘ Take my seat, madam.” 

Charlie, who was four and a half years old, 

looked on with the deepest interest. He ad- 

mired his papa, and watched to see just how 

he lifted his hat. By and by they reached 

papa’s office, and he kissed Charlie, and lifted 

his hat to mamma, and left the two to go further 

down town. Charlie sat very still and thought. 

A very large thought was in his mind; he was 

going to be a gentleman just like papa; it was 

surely time for him to begin; in fact, mamma 

often said to him, ‘‘ Charlie must be a little 

gentleman; papa wouldn’t do so.” 

He watched the people getting off and on the 

car. By and by they came to the Eighth Street 

junction, and half a dozen ladies crowded into 

the car. Now was Charlie’s opportunity. In 

an instant he slipped from his mother’s knee, 

and while he tugged vigorously at the elastic 

which held his cap, said with grave politeness 

to the pretty lady who stood nearest them, 
‘¢Take my seat, madam.” 

And to this hour Charlie cannot imagine why 

all the people in that car laughed. He knows 

they didn’t laugh at papa.



BABY’S CORNER. 

  

BABY’S CORNER. 

oe HEE, chee, chee,” way up in the tree Begging for their supper just behind the 

Sits mamma bird, with her five birdies wall. 

wee. 
¢¢ Quack, quack, quack ” 

    

—‘*T must bathe my 

feet,” 

Says the little duckling, 

‘‘for I must be 

neat.” 

“Bow, wow, wow! 

we, too, must be 

fed; 

When we’ve had our sup-   
per, then we’ll go to 

bed.” 

  

‘“Mamma, mamma, mamma,” cries our baby 

by; 
‘¢ Cock-a-doodle-doo”” — ‘‘ Now I’ve gone to Now she goes to s’eepin’s, shuts her little 

bed,” eye. 

i i f igh up in the shed. Cries the little rooster high up in the she Sock day my darling. downs acoww n.d owen 

‘¢ Peep, peep, peep,” the chickens run and creep t-o s-l-e-e-p, 

Under mamma’s wing. 

Now they’re fast 

asleep. 

6c Baa, baa, baa,” see 

the lambies playing. 

‘¢ Please give me some 

supper’’; that’s 

  

what they’re saying. 

‘¢Oughwee, oughwee, oughwee,” hear the pig- Praying the good Shepherd my dear lamb to 

gies call, Keep.



ROUND 

    girls and boys do nothing but 

play games around the family 

lamp. It was my privilege to 

be admitted to a family sitting- 

room where the young people 

were enjoying themselves. They were every 

one at work making picture-frames. How? I 

asked that question, and they gave me careful 

answer. 

To be sure I had the help of my eyes, for I 

could see what they were doing; but they got 

their knowledge from a book. Let us see if 

you can. 

They had taken pieces of pasteboard, and 

cut from the center ovals, or squares, the size 

of the pictures which they wished to frame. 

These pasteboards they had covered neatly, 

some with silk, others with velvet, others with 

handsome dark cloth. Then they sewed com- 

mon brass rings — little curtain rings, you know 

—all over the cloth-covered boards. Each 

worker exercised his, or rather her, taste (for 

they made the girls do the sewing) as to the 

position of the rings. Some formed diamonds, 

others irregular shell-like shapes, and others 

carefully exact squares. 

Then came very pretty work with oil paints 

and artist’s brushes. The rings were filled up 

with paints of different colors, a good deal of 

paint being used, laid on in ridges, or perhaps 

piled up. When finished they looked like raised 

THE FAMILY LAMF. 

circles of colored glass. Then the rings were 

touched with gold paint, and so were the lines 

which connected the rings. That is, you know, 

lines were made from ring to ring, and touched 

with the paint, until they looked like threads 

of gold. 

painted to suit the taste. 

I do not think you can judge from my de- 

scription how very pretty the work was. The 

young people who were doing it had a port- 

folio full of pictures, photographs, engravings, 

and the like, which they had long wanted to 

have framed. <‘‘ Father always says he cannot 

afford it this year,” explained one of the girls, 

‘¢so we thought we would afford it ourselves. 

We learned how out of a book Will brought 

from the public library, ‘Boys’ Useful Pas- 

times.’ We have made some changes 

We make them just as we 

Each frame was to have a border 

  a good 

many, in fact. 

please now; but we took the first hints from 

that book. We have had some pleasant even- 

ings together making them, and we are going 

to make some for our society fair. 

think they will sell?” 

I assured her that I thought they would, and 

immediately ordered a dozen of various sizes. 

Then I came home to tell you about them. 

Maria SINGLETON. 

Don’t you 

BUZZ. 

(A game to play at home.) 

per number of persons can play this 

game. They seat themselves in a cir- 

cle, and the one appointed to lead says, ‘‘ One,” 

the next says ‘‘two,” and so on around the 

But the number ‘‘seven” must not be 

spoken, nor must any number with that sound 

in it; as, for instance, ‘‘ seventeen” or 

“seventy.” 

The person to whom such a number comes 

should say ‘‘ Buzz” instead. If he fails to do 

so promptly he is at once counted out of the 

circle. Then the counting begins again. The 

one who is left alone in the circle wins the 

game. 

ring. 

MILire ROWELL.
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OUR MISSION 

DINAH’S LESSON. 

HE dining-room was strewn 

with coats, dresses, trousers, 

under-garments, and second- 

} best shoes. They were trying 

to plan what should go into 

+ the box which was to be packed 
at the chapel for the missionary’s family in the 

far West. Dinah, with one hand on her side, 

and the other on the door-knob, waited to see 

what would be done. Dinah knew about the 

box; she belonged to the same church. 

‘’Spect Missis will send her ole gray dress 

that she can’t wear no mo’, and Miss Carrie 

will send the hat that got its feathers -scoched, 

and the shoes that 

got a hole cut into 

the side, and sech 

things. Dinah ain’t 

got nothin’ to send. 

I takes care of my 

things, I does, and 

don’ let ’em get 

scoched and cut, and 

streaks of paint on 

’em. Hi!” 

The exclamation 

was caused by a 
word from her mis- 

tress. 

“JT think, Carrie, I will put in this black 
cashmere.” 1 

‘‘ Why, mamma, can you spare that?” 

‘“‘I think so. The other black one is in good 
order, and I can get along without two second- 
best black dresses, when there are people who 
have none. . It looks very nice since I sponged 
and pressed it, and the woman is so exactly 
my size that it seems like a Providence.” 

Miss Carrie laughed. ‘+ Then, mamma, ac- 
cording to that reasoning, I ought to send my 
gray coat; it will fit that ‘Maria’ they wrote 
about as well as though it was made for her. 
I thought I should like it to wear to school, but 
my other will answer every purpose; and it 
seems, aS you say, a pity to keep two second- 
best, when other people are cold. Tl send it, 
mamma.” 

    

BULLETIN. 

‘C All right, dear,” the mother said, with a 

smile. Then Dinah went out and shut the door 
hard. She did some hard thinking while she 
was paring the turnips for dinner. ‘Jest to 
think of Missis sendin’ off that black dress jes’ 
as good as new, and Miss Carrie givin’ her gray 
coat that she said she liked so much, and that 

she looks as pretty as a picture in; and the ole 
dress I thought would go ain’t no ’count, it 
seems. Reckon Dinah better find somethin’ to 
sen’ if she b’long to dis yere fam’ly.” 

When Dinah went in to set the table for din- 
ner she had a bundle under her arm. ‘‘ Here, 
Mis’ Webber,” she said, ‘I done foun’ dis 
yere for de barr’].” 

‘* Why, Dinah, are you going to send your 
new calico dress?” 

‘‘Yas’m; reckon I kin spare it for dat are 
brak woman the letter tole about. J don’t need 
three; I got two good second-han’ ones, and I 
kin wash ’em week about, and let her have 
this one.” 

‘‘Dinah has taught us a lesson,” said her 
mistress, as the door closed after the cook. 
But Dinah knew it was just the other way. 

THEODORA BEACH. 

le there were not so many young people 
springing up all over the country who are 

going to take hold of this mission work with 
vigor, there would be room for discouragement. 
So many fields are opening, and the people 
begging for teachers, who have to be refused 
because there is no money to support the 
teachers. Twenty-five dollars will buy a 
scholarship in the schools of New Mexico, and 
make one young learner happy. I suppose 
there are Pansy Societies which could easily 
earn the twenty-five dollars a year, if their 
hearts were set upon helping. Who will try? 
Of course each member of the society will pay 
his or her mission money in through the Board 
of the church to which he belongs; but the Lord 
Jesus, for whose sake we work, will know just 
how much each member gives. 

We would like to report all the mission work 
of this kind which is done in the name of our 
society.



BEST THINGS. 

BEST THINGS. 
  

(Dae. with this first month of the 

year it is the aim of the Editors to give 

our Pansies as often as possible a grand poem 

from some strong writer, either of the past or 

the present — a poem which it will help one to 

read and study. We hope that thousands of 

the young people will commit them to memory, 

and thus store them up for future use. 

In all the long line of poets and poems, 

though we have been reading and considering 

for hours, we could find nothing which suited 

us so well as this one, ‘‘ Forecast,” by Joseph 

Cook. It seems peculiarly fitted to the begin- 

ning of the year. Some of it will be hard for 

you to understand without study; this we hope 

Some of it is a prayer, which 

Some of it 
you will give. 

we hope you can make your own. 

is a prophecy concerning your life and ours: 

“¢God will remember me; 

To him I go.” 

Some of it is an exulting statement of facts; 

and we pray that it may tell the story of all 

our hearts : 

“‘My Sun and Moon and Sky 

And Sea and Land 

And Home eternally, 

Is God’s Right Hand.” 

  

FORECAST. 

OD only changeth not; 

The sun and moon, 

And earth’s dim wheeling dot, 

I shall leave soon ; 

Nor sky, nor land, nor sea, 

Abides with fleeting me; 

I shall forgotten be 

Beneath the moon. 

God will remember me; 

To him I go. 

Which ghall I choose to be, 

His friend or foe? 

Behind death’s open gate, 

What destinies await 

My final love or hate, 

I soon shall know. 

Faith, Hope and Love abide. 

God’s perfect Whole 

Is mine, though heavens wide 

Together roll. 

His Face I cannot flee. 

Complete Thy work in me; 

Enrapture Thine with Thee, 

Soul of my soul! 

My Sun and Moon and Sky 

And Sea and Land 

And Home eternally 

Is God’s Right Hand. 

From it all blessings fall, 

And better He than all, 

And rapture is the thrall 

Of His command. 

Joserpu Coon, in Union Signal. 

FENCES. 

(Snowed under.) 

— HE boys and girls of the South 

will hardly be able to appreci- 

ate the term ‘‘snowed under” 

as much as those of New Eng- 

land and Canada. 

But most of you know about 

fences; some will remember what we said about 

the stone wall. Well, there was a time of year 

when I was a boy, and lived ‘*away down 

East,” that we could hardly see the fences. 

You might look out over fields and pastures, 

from one farm to another, and you could hardly 

tell where one field ended and another began, 

or where the field ended and the pasture be- 

gan, or where one farm ended and another 

began. Sometimes the snow would become so 

hard on the top, by reason of recent rains and 

  



BEST THINGS. 

frost, that people would drive over the tops of 

fences, and we could run our hand-sleds down 

the hill without fear of breaking them or our 

heads against a rail or post. 

1 do not know how it is now, for I have not 

been in that cold part of the country in win- 

ter for many years. (Some of the boys and 

girls write, and let me know if it is still so 

sometimes. ) 

You can see that when this state of things 

existed the fences did little good, though they 

were there, just the same as in summer. 

You know fences are to keep creatures in 

their places, and from doing mischief, and to 

show where the ‘‘line” is between lots or 

farms. 

What liberty we boys had in ‘‘sliding,” as 

we called it (they call it ‘‘ coasting,” I believe, 

now). We could go where we pleased —so 

could the cattle and sheep; but when the win- 

ter clouds had gone, and the warm spring sun- 

shine came back, then away went the piles of 

snow, and the fences would appear again, just 

where they were in the fall, before the snow 

fell in such quantities. 

Do you know, I was thinking that those 

fences reminded me of God’s laws? He marked 

them out, and made them so people would know 

the ‘‘lines” between right and wrong, and to 

restrain us, as a good fence restrains the cattle, 

and keeps them from doing mischief. 

There are many fences of this kind, but I 

cannot think of any that were not made for 

some good purpose, and which are not really 

best for us. See those cattle snuffing the corn- 

field, when the corn is growing so beautifully, 

and would taste so sweet; they think, ‘‘ This 

is a mean old fence to keep us from having a 

good feast over there. I wish we could break 

it down.” But when the cold winter comes, 

and they feast on the sweet ‘‘ fodder,” and now 

and then get a taste of some of the beautiful 

ears of corn, all of which they would have made 

impossible if they could only have gotten rid 

of the fence in the summer, then, if they could 

reason, they would be glad they couldn’t have 

their own way. 

There is the Sabbath fence, which says, 

‘¢ Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy.” 

2 

How many there are who would like to ‘‘ snow 

that under,” or break it down, and let in upon 

this quiet day, calculated for our present and 

future good, all the wild beasts—in human 

form — who are longing for liberty to do evil. 

Then there is the fence made of the ‘‘ Golden 

Rule,” which tells us ‘‘ Whatsoever ye would 

that men should do unto you, do ye even so to 

them.” How many would like to ‘‘ snow that 

under,” with their selfishness. Of all God’s 

fences I do not know which one we could spare. 

So remember, that though the custom of Sab- 

bath desecration, and other forms of evil grow- 

ing out of selfishness, should sometimes seem 

to cover up the law of God, so that men do 

not heed it, or feel the obligation to obey it, 

Jesus hath said, ‘‘ Till Heaven and earth pass, 

one jot or tittle shall in no wise pass from the 

law, till all be fulfilled.” 

No, the law can in no wise be disposed of. 

When God’s spirit shines in upon the heart and 

mind, like the sunshine of spring, we will see 

it written there, standing sure; then if we re- 

pent and turn unto God, we will be able to say 

from the heart, with one of old, ‘‘Oh! how 

love I thy law.” Pastor ROSSENBERG. 

MUSICAL TOPS. 

SUPPOSE many of the Pansies are familiar 

with the pretty humming things, and have 

perhaps bought them for little brothers and sis- 

ters. Did it ever occur to you to wonder how 

many of them are made? An exchange says 

that one single firm sold a million of them a 

year, for three years. Wouldn’t you like to 

have been the inventor of that top? 

Which remark reminds me of another toy — 

the ‘‘return ball.” This is so simple an affair 

that any of us might have invented it, if we 

had only thought of it. It is just a small 

wooden ball, with a bit of elastic tape attached. 

The play is, to fasten the elastic to the finger, 

then throw out the ball; of course it comes 

back when it has gone as far as the elastic will 

let it. Simple as it is, this ball is said to be 

earning about fifty thousand dollars a year for 

its inventor.



ALONE 

ALONE. 

ERE is a scene far away from your sunny 

home — possibly five thousand miles 

northward. 

Look it over. There is not a house in sight; 

no church, store, barn, railroad station or school- 

house. No apple-trees, strawberry patch or 

green grass; no grasshoppers, toads or robins. 

Nothing but great blocks of ice and dreadful 

stillness. 

How that man got there, and what he ex- 

-—MORE ABOUT OUR CHINESE FRIENDS. 

MORE ABOUT OUR CHINESE FRIENDS. 

Y DEAR PANSIES: 

I want to tell you how the 

Chinese in California put away 

their dead, to wait the five 

years which the law says must 

elapse before they can be re- 

turned to their native land, and how they finally 

disinter the bones, and sort and arrange them 

for the homeward trip. 

Every once in a while the Chinese have a day 

   

  

            
  

                                    

                                  
      
  

        
  

                                                      

                    
    

  
  

                                                    
    
      
  
  

  
      
        
  

                    
  
                    
    

  
  

                              
                    

    
      
  

                                                    
    

    
      
              
            
            
  
                
      
  

        
    

      
        
  
      
    
  

    
  
                            
        
                      
      
  

        
        
                      
  
          
  

  
  

            
  

                                                                                                                                
  

  
        

  
                      

  

                                                                                                                                    
                      

      
  
  
  

                                              
              
      
        
    

        
  

  
      
    
  

        
              
  
  
  
  

              
      

  
  

      
            

        
      

    
  

      

                                                        
                

    
                

                    
  
    
                  
    
  

  
  

                              
          
  

              
  
                        
    
    
  
              
              
    
      
  
  
            
                                                        
  

    
              
  

                                                
  

                  
        
  

        
          
  
        
  
  
  

        

                                                    
            

        
      
    

            
              
    

        
  

        
      
              
  

          
  
      
          

          
  
  
    

  
  

            
    
  
      
        
                      

FAR AWAY FROM HOME. 

pected to do, he knows better than I. I would 

not like to be in his shoes. 

However, he may be out a-fishing. His home 

may be a mile off. He really seems to be well 

clothed and fed. Perhaps he and his family 

are contented in that desolate country, but I 

prefer the United States, and my church and 

Sunday-school. L. 

Submission is the footprint of faith in the 

pathway of sorrow. 

for feeding their dead. I have not noticed just 

how often it occurs, but probably two or three 

times a year. I always know when the time 

has arrived, for I see the Chinamen going to 

and fro between the cemetery and Chinatown 

carrying huge parcels, or with baskets on their 

arms covered with white cloth; and if on one 

of these occasions you could go out to the 

cemetery with me, and sit where we could 

watch them, you would see what would appear 

to you a very strange performance. But the 

Chinamen all look solemn and earnest, as
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though they were performing an important 

duty. They have a furnace built of brick near 

their parcel of ground in the cemetery, which 

looks like a chimney set on the ground. In this 

furnace they burn letters, books and papers 

which they wish to send to their departed 

friends. Then they have an altar on which 

they cook the food which they give to these 

same dear departed ones. 

The Chinamen go to the cemetery in parties, 

or companies, to attend to this business, and 

as soon as one lot has completed its work 

another is ready to take its place. 

It is quite easy to distinguish between the 

‘¢well-to-do” parties and the poor ones. Those 

who can afford it sometimes roast a whole hog 

on the altar, besides cooking poultry, making 

nice biscuits and tea, and bringing out fruit. 

When everything is ready, each man takes 

a pair of chopsticks, a cup of tea, and such 

other things as he may wish (according to the 

taste of the dead, I suppose), and solemnly 

places them at the head of his friend’s grave. 

I say each man, for the women have very little 

to do with this work; and, indeed, compara- 

tively speaking, there are very few Chinese 

women in this country, so the men attend to 

this business. 

Perhaps the next company will roast only a 

small piece of meat, and make some nice bis- 

cuits for their dear departed ones. Some of 

them carry the food out in baskets, already 
cooked, and place it at the head of the graves. 

How these poor people can delude themselves 

with the idea that they are benefiting the dead 
in any way, I cannot imagine, for the fruit 
sometimes lies there for months, while the 

victuals that the Digger Indians do not carry 
away the dogs devour; and at the end of the 
five years, when the graves are opened, the 
bones are all bare, in spite of the feeding. 

When I see a certain hideous Chinaman, with 

a rice-straw sack on his back, pacing back and 
forth, I know that some happy bones are get- 
ting ready to go back to their native land. 

They do not always take up a body as soon 
as the five years have elapsed, for they gene- 
rally like to take up quite a number at the same 

time. When a number of graves are to be 

opened the acting Chinaman opens them all 

before he removes any bones. Then he begins 

with the first, and takes out the bones and 

lays them on the ground in the sun, and 

proceeds in this way until all the graves are 

empty. Then he goes back to the first one 

again, and cleans and scrapes all the bones. 

When a body has lain in the grave so long 

that the bones are crumbled they sometimes 

save the dirt, so particular are they about find- 

ing every particle and sending it back to China, 

for it is said to be a part of the Chinese reli- 

gion that every one who expects to be saved 

must be buried in China. 

The superintendent of the cemetery once ex- 
plained to me how the bones are arranged for 

shipping. The skull is first wrapped up in a 

white cloth, and labelled ‘‘ skull,” in the Chi- 

nese language. Then the backbone and ribs 

are wrapped together in a similar manner, and 

made into a separate parcel. Every bone in 

the skeleton has its proper place, and after all 

are sorted, cleaned and wrapped up, they are 

made into one large bundle, enveloped in a 

white cloth, and marked with the man’s name. 

Then they are placed in a sack, and eventually 

carried to Chinatown, where they are packed in 

a zinc-lined box and sent to San Francisco, 

and from there to China. 

The cemetery sexton told me of a circum- 

stance that occurred once when the Chinese 

were removing some of their dead. 

‘cA grave was opened,” said he, ‘¢in which 

no remains could be found —no coffin, no 

bones, not even a long cue to show that a 

Chinaman had once been buried there. Some 

friends of the missing dead man were standing 

by, and I, too, was noticing the strange work. 

How they ki-yied and pow-wowed around, but 

all of no avail; they could find nothing even 

with a sieve, which they carefully used. Finally 

one of them came over to me and said: ‘He 

all go; no can find him. You see one white 

man ketch him?’ 

‘¢But I knew nothing about the matter. I 
hadn’t the slightest idea what had happened; 

so there was one poor Chinaman who never got 

back. to his native land.” 

Exiza Buckuart.
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AVE you ever thought of the 

similarity between bones and 

clay? When a beautiful form 
Se has been molded in clay by an 

3 artist, with what jealous care 

it is watched that it may be 

protected from al! that would tend to mar its 

beauty while it is drying. 

The bones of young folks are as pliable and 
soft as clay, so that one can make of them what 

one wills. It is not until the age of twenty- 
five or thirty that they are really ‘‘ ossified,” or 
hardened. There is not one of us who, if he 

stops to think of the matter, would want any- 

thing but the very best shaped body that he 
could have. How we all admire soldiers, and 

delight to see them. Why is it? Because they 
hold themselves so erect, and carry themselves 
so well. There is no reason why each one of 

us should not stand and walk as well as the 

soldier does. 

One of the greatest helps to a good carriage 

is to keep the chest well arched. How familiar 

is the sound of, ‘*Put your shoulders back, and 

stand up straight.” We have grown weary of 

executing the command, because the shoulders 

never ‘‘stay put.” Let me tell you something 

new to think of which will bring about the same 

result. Elevate the chest, and think nothing 

about the shoulders; they will take care of 

themselves. 

If our chests are well raised, our lungs and 

hearts can do the great work which is required 

of them. If we cramp our lungs by rounding 

our shoulders and letting the head fall forward, 
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we are beginning to destroy the beauty of the 

body which God has given us to serve as a 

shrine for the soul. He has said, ‘‘ Know ye 
not that your bodies are the temples of the 
Holy Ghost?” If we are to be fit homes for 

the Spirit of God to dwell in, shall we not do 

all we can to make our bodies healthful, pure 

and clean? 

In standing, the weight should be over the 

balls of the feet, the hips well back, the arms 

at the sides, the chest well arched, and the 

head erect, with the chin in. Some one has 

said, ‘* In walking or standing you should feel 

that you are trying to touch the sky with your 

head.” If you do not think you do stand or 
walk well, just test yourself by placing a book 

or a basket on your head; advance a few steps ; 

if you can walk easily and gracefully, and if the 
object which you are balancing retains its posi- 

tion, then you may consider yourself one of the 

few who know how to carry themselves. 

The women of Italy, and especially of Capri, 

are very graceful, and they daily carry baskets 

or jars upon their heads. It is a most inter- 

esting sight to watch the little Italian children 

jump rope or run with their queer little wooden 

sabots on. They always walk on the balls of 

their feet, for their shoes are pieces of wood 

with just a little strap across the toes to hold 

them on, and nothing to fasten them about the 

ankles. They run and play as nimbly as most 

children, and grow into very graceful and erect 

men and women. 

Martua E. Maccarry. 

Instructor Temple College Gymnasium, Philadelphia-
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BABY’S CORNER. 

THE CAT FAMILY. 

R. CAT and Mrs. Cat 

Were walking out one day; 

They had two little baby cats 

In their arms at play. 

  

MR. CAT. 

Mr. Cat and Mrs. Cat 

Went out a-moonlight walking ; 

They only had their nightgowns on, 

Yet still they were a-talking. 

    

Mr. Cat and Mrs. Cat 

Were sitting by a tree 

By a pleasant river, 

Happy as can be. 

  

ONE OF THE CAT BABIES, 

Mr. Cat and Mrs. Cat’s 

Babies fell a-crying ; 

Mr. Cat and Mrs. Cat 

Then went home a-sighing. 

Doris Ricu (jive years old). 

  

THE OTHER CAT BABY.



  

    

                
  
                            
  
  

    
    
      

        

          
      
  
          
            
  
  
          
      
  

            
    
  
                
      
      
                    
  
  

                                                
      
                              
  
  
  

  
  
            
              
                                          
  
      
                  
  
                      
  
                

                      
  
                      

    
                                              
  

  

  

      
        
    
                

            
        
                                          
    
    
  

                                
    
  

  

    
  
    

  
        

        
    

                                          
                        
                    
  

  

    
  
  

        
  
  

          
      

  
  
      
                                      
        

                
  
  
    
                                                    
  
  

                                                
  
  

  
  
      
  
  

                                                                              
    
          
      
  

          
    
    
  

    

                                      
  
    
      

      
        

  
    

    
  
  
  
  

            
    
                                        
                                
  

                        
  

          
  
  
          
  

  
                                                  
                        
        

                
  
  
                          
  

            
  

    

                              

                        
          
  
      
  

                    
  

                                                      
    
                          
      

  

      

                          
    

  
  

    

    
  

                  
  
                  
  

    
                      

  
                                            
  
      

  
  

      
                                                    

                                                                                      
          
      
  

            
              
  

          
      

    
  

              
  

      
            

  

    
                  

                
    

    

                            

  
              
    

                                  
  

    

    
    
      

                                

    
                                        
        
                                        
    

        
  

      
    
                      
        
  

          
  

  
    

                        
            
        

                
  

                  
  
      

        

  
  

      
  

    

  

    
                                
  
        

  
    

                
                                          
        
        
  

    
  

                                
          
  

  
  

                        
                      
      
  
  
    
  
      

                                  
THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS.



HEARING RIGHT, 

HEARING RIGHT, AND DOING 

WRONG. 

DON’T see how anybody can 
have patience with such fools,” 

said Rufus, tossing down the 

| paper which told the story 

| of another victim to alcohol. 

‘¢ Mother, don’t you think a 

talked about their being ‘vic- 

tims,’ and all that? They are just weak- 

minded idiots; they know what is right, and 
they don’t choose to do it. Haven’t they 

heard, like the rest of us, ever since they were 
born, about the danger there is in the first 

drop? Why do they ever begin?” 

Mrs. Martin opened her lips to reply, but 

Rob and Stella were both ahead of her. «0, 

ho!” said Rob, ‘¢a ‘weak-minded idiot.’ Did 
you ever hear of a strong-minded one?” 

‘“‘But, Rufus,” said Stella’s gentler voice, 

‘they get begun before they know it. They 
think they will just taste, to be like other boys, 
and they don’t realize that it will do any harm 

until it is too late.” 

‘Well, they ought to realize it. Do you 
suppose I would ever taste the stuff, if every 
other boy in town did?” 

‘‘There is something in bringing up, my 
son,” said the mother. 

The argument was continued for some time, 
Rufus protesting that he had no patience with 
drunkards, and there was no sense in their be- 
ginning, and Stella trying to speak a word for 
them, until her cousin got out of patience with 
her also, and called her a ‘+ molly coddle.” 

Three days afterward Rufus and Stella, who 
had gone into town with Stella’s father, were 
left at Judge Potter’s to wait until the father 
attended to some business. During their stay 
lunch was served, and of course they were in- 
vited to join the family at table. A very deli- 
eate dish of what Rufus afterward said looked 
like silver jelly sprinkled with rubies, was set 
before each place, and a lovely crimson liquid 
was passed to be poured over it. 

Before either Stella or Rufus had tasted 
theirs, Mrs. Potter remarked that Sally’s wine 
sauce was not so good as usual, for some 

  

lot of stuff is 

AND DOING WRONG. 

reason, and questioned the judge about the 
quality of the wine. Rufus and Stella ex- 
changed glances, and Stella gave her pretty 
dish a very tiny push away from her. What 
was her surprise, a moment later, to see Rufus 
taking dainty mouthfuls of his. Had he not 
understood that it was served with wine sauce? 
She tried to give him a warning glance, but he 
only shook his head at her and frowned. 

‘*Do you not like your jelly, my dear?” 
asked Mrs. Potter presently, seeing Stella’s 
still untasted. ‘+ Why, you haven’t tried it yet, 
have you? John, give Miss Stella one of the 
smaller spoons; they are better for jelly. Try 
it, dear; it is quite refreshing on a day like 
this, especially when one is tired.” 

There was a pretty glow of color on Stella’s 
cheeks, but she answered without hesitation: 
“‘sIf you please, I would rather not taste it.” 

‘*Why not, my dear?” asked Mrs. Potter, 
smiling. ‘*Do you not like to try new things?” 

Rufus was frowning harder than before, but 
Stella turned her troubled eyes away from him, 
and answered firmly: ‘*O, yes, ma’am! it isn’t 
that; but you see I cannot take wine sauce, 
because I do not believe in even the first drop.” 

Whereupon Mrs. Potter seemed much amused 
and Stella had to endure several merry little 
speeches made at her expense. In fact, they 
laughed and talked about it more than good 
taste admitted. Nor was this all. No sooner 
had the street door closed after them than 
Rufus began: ‘Stella Adams, I’m ashamed 
of you. What right have you to go to people’s 
houses and tell them what they shall eat? ” 

“T didn’t,” said Stella, her cheeks ablaze ; 
‘* I only said I couldn’t eat it myself.” 

‘* Well, that is just as bad. Folks ought to 
eat what is given them at such a grand table 
as that, and you will find that mother says so.” 

‘¢But, Rufus, how could I? Don’t you know 
what we were talking about the other day, and 
you said folks that knew the right and did not 
choose to do it were weak-minded idiots? And 
you called me a ‘molly coddle’ because I said 
maybe they couldn’t help drinking liquor; and 
you said you wouldn’t touch a drop of it even 
if every boy in town did.” 

Said Rufus, ‘* That’s a different thing.”



APRIL’S AFIELD.—HOUSE-CLEANING. 

APRIL’S AFIELD. 

PRIL’S afield, April’s in the air! 

Almost you may see each hour 

Willows that at dawn were bare, 

Meadows that were brown, 

On which the lengthening mellow day has 

burned, 

Creep into green before the sun goes down, 

And some black bough, while mortal backs 

were turned, 

Swift stolen into flower. 

April’s afield, April’s in the air! 

Fleeting over earth’s slow dust, 

Leaving us behind here, where 

Pass and pass the years. 

Soulless as Echo, she can never know 

Our kisses that she hastens, nor our tears. 

Not for us watchers do her blossoms biow; 

Their day is come; they must. 

April’s afield, April’s in the air! 

Heavy Winter turns his feet 

Northward with his load of care ; 

And on April’s wings 

Unreasoning our human hearts upsoar, 

As hearts have done since they were human 

things, 

As human hearts shall do forevermore 

When ours forget to beat. 

— Selected. 

HOUSE-CLEANING. 

66 DEAR!” murmured old Mother Earth, 

‘¢ how annoying ! 

The winter has ended and spring has begun ; 

There’s all my spring house-cleaning waiting 

before me, 

And not a thing done. 

‘¢ There'll be sweeping and scouring in every 

odd corner ; 

I must lift my brown carpets and put down 

the green, 

Clear my ceilings of cobwebs, and wash all my 

woodwork, 

Till everything’s clean. 

‘¢*My servants are willing enough, but so 
plodding ; 

My daughters are idle; I have but one sun, 

And he looks as if he considered my trouble 

Just nothing but fun. 

‘¢ There are garments to make; yes, there’s the 

spring sewing, 

Great heaps upon heaps, and I almost despair, 

With the spinning and weaving, and no one to 

help me 

Or lighten my care. 

‘¢*Then think of the guests I am_ hourly 

expecting. 

What bevies! 

prepare ; 

Whole families of birds, flocking in all together, 

No trouble will spare. 

and every one’s room to 

‘“¢T must worry and work in the kitchen pre- 

paring 

A separate dish for each separate guest ; 

For their tastes always differ; what one fails 

to relish 

The other likes best.” 

But the south wind brought water, and all the 

winds helped her, 

Even her sun kindly proffered his aid ; 

Till, at last, every parlor and chamber made 

ready, 

She proudly displayed. 

Then the bluebirds, the blackbirds, the robins 

and thrushes, 

Came hurrying past in a chattering throng. 

They greeted her warmly, and uttered her 

praises 

In cheeriest song. 

The crickets, the frogs, and the ants, and the 

lizards, 

The bees and the butterflies, ev’ry gray moth, 

Found his place ready waiting, his dinner to 

suit him, 

Whether bread, meat or broth. 

— Selected.



DAISY’S THANKSGIVING TURKEY. 

DAISY’S THANKSGIVING TURKEY. 

LL, the child has good lungs; 

we shall never need to worry 

| lest she come to grief in that 

direction.” Jt was Grandpa 

Westlake who said this, and 

his handsome face expressed 

both amusement and annoyance. He was not 

used to yells. Daisy was in the farmyard. 

She, on her part, was not used to farmyards. 

Her father had gone to Heaven but a few 

months before, and she had been only a few 

days at her grandfather’s country home. It 

was such a beautiful home that the Westlakes 

staid just as late as they could; often until 

after the holidays, and had the children all 

home to enjoy a Christmas dinner in the coun- 

try. But Daisy’s father and mother had been 

too far away to come; and now the father had 

gone too far away ever to come back. On this 

bright November morning, which was so sunny 

and like September instead of November that 

Daisy in her sunbonnet had gone out to view 

the country, she had met the enemy. A great 

turkey gobbler with his tail spread had come to 

interview her. At first Daisy was interested, 

for she was not inclined to be afraid of things. 

She watched the turkey in amazement, but had 
not thought of screaming until suddenly he 

stepped quite close to her, even put out his 

curious mouth as if to take a bite out of her 

plump hand. Then Daisy yelled, and called 

forth from her grandfather the exclamation I 
have given you. Hannah left the eggs she was 
beating to go back to liquid if they would, and 

ran to Daisy’s rescue. Hannah was the cook, 

but Nurse Marie was away upstairs in the back 
room, and did not hear Daisy. 

‘¢He did not even think of such a thing as 

hurting you,” Hannah explained, as she took 

the trembling little girl by the hand and led her 

back to safety. 

‘‘Then what made him put his tail out at me 
and make such a naughty noise?” asked Daisy, 
her lip still quivering; and at the dreadful 

memory she cuddled closer to Hannah. 
‘¢Why, he was just talking,” said Hannah, 

in soothing tones; ‘that is the way turkeys 

  

talk, you see; you don’t understand their lan- 

guage, but he was trying to tell you something 

interesting.” 

‘* What was he saying?” Now Hannah had 

by no means intended to explain what the tur- 

key was saying, but Daisy was so evidently 

pleased with the thought that it seemed neces- 

sary to try. 

‘¢ Well,” she said, ‘‘ Thanksgiving is coming, 

you know, and the turkey is getting ready to 
celebrate; and I guess he thought about some 

people who don’t have any turkeys to eat, not 

even on Thanksgiving Day, and he was telling 

you that if he was you, with such a rich grand- 

father as you have got, he would help some of 

them folks.” 

‘¢Do turkeys like to be eated?” was Daisy’s 

next question, put in tremulous tones, and the 

‘lips were actually quivering again, this time not 

with terror, but with pity for the turkey; it 

seemed dreadful to be eaten. Hannah saw that 

she must make some definite statements. 

“©Q, yes! of course they like to be eaten; 

that is what they were made for, so that people 

could have good things, and grow strong and 

do lots of work, you know. Of course turkeys 

like to do the thing they are made for.” 

Daisy considered this for a few minutes in 

silence, and it comforted her. 

‘¢Who needs a turkey for Thanksgiving?” 

This was her next startling question. 

“Oh! lots and lots of folks,” said Hannah. 

“My! you needn’t think all little girls are like 

you, and have turkeys, and pies, and everything 

they want. I guess they wouldn’t know them- 
selves if they had.” 

Daisy made a little impatient gesture; she 

liked direct answers to questions. ‘‘ But, 

Hannah, I don’t know ‘lots and lots’ of 

folks; I only know just a few. Who is there 

that I know who won’t have any turkey on 

Thanksgiving?” 

Hannah considered; this was certainly get- 

ting deeper than she had planned when she 

commenced. ‘‘Well,” she said meditatively, 

‘let me think. Do you remember that little 

white house just at the edge of the village?” 

‘¢ Where there is such a cunning little gray 

kitty with a white foot? And the little girl has



DAISY’S THANKSGIVING TURKEY. 

curly hair anda pink dress? Yes, Ido. Hasn’t 

she any turkeys to her house?” 

‘‘Not a turkey,” said Hannah, with assur- 

ance; ‘¢they ain’t poor, you know —not low- 

down poor; but there’s a mean old mortgage 

on the house that eats up everything they can 

rake and scrape; and times has been unusual 

hard this year, and you can take my word for 

it they won’t see no Thanksgiving turkey there. 

enough, but it stays alive in spite of ’em. 

Now, here we are at the house, and J must run 

in to my eggs this minute, or you won’t get any 

pumpkin pie this week.” 

Hannah had not the least idea what she had 

done. The thought of no Thanksgiving turkey 

in the little white house took such hold of 

Daisy’s imagination that she talked about it 

during the days, and dreamed of it nights, un- 

        
’ AT FIRST DAISY WAS INTERESTED, 

If they have a chicken it will be as much as 

they can do, and even chickens is high about 

Thanksgiving time.” ’ 

‘¢ Hannah, what is a mortgage?” 

‘“©O, my!” said Hannah, and she wished she 

were back beating her eggs. ‘‘ A mortgage is 

a mean, horrid old thing that makes folks lots 

of trouble.” 

‘©Why don’t they kill it?” 

Hannah shook her sides with laughter. 

*¢They can’t do it, child; they try hard 

til her grandfather said if anybody knew a way 

to present the Johnsons with a turkey it would 

be a great comfort to him. They were by no 

means objects of charity, nor were they his 

friends, to whom he could make presents. To 

drive up to their door and offer them a Thanks- 

giving turkey would in his opinion be an insult. 

Daisy did not see it in that light, and she per- 

sisted in her desires until Grandfather West- 

lake, who hated to have her disappointed about 

anything, actually halted his handsome carriage



KINDLINGS. 

one November afternoon, and hailed Mr. John- 

son just as he was driving his meek little market 

wagon into the yard. 

‘¢How do you do, sir?” asked Mr. West- 

lake, to the much astonished man. ‘‘ You 

don’t keep poultry, I believe? ” 

Mr. Johnson explained that he raised vege- 

tables and flowers for the early market, and that 

poultry interfered too much with his garden. 

‘¢So I supposed. Well, the fact is I have a 

singular favor to ask of you. My little girl, 

my son’s child, you know —all we have left of 

him — has taken a great fancy to your little 

daughter; she has seen her playing with her 

kitty as she passed, and she wants to give her a 

Thanksgiving turkey. She has one of her own 

to do with as she chooses, and she has chosen 

that. -If your daughter will accept it from our 

Daisy you will be doing me a great favor.” 

What could Mr. Johnson say? He was not 

used to gifts from strangers, and he had few 

friends who were able to make any; but being 

a gentleman he thanked his rich neighbor, and 

said his little Mary certainly ought and no 

doubt would be very grateful to ber stranger 

friend. It ended in the largest turkey on the 

well-stocked farm —in fact the very one who 

frightened Daisy — being sent, with Daisy 

Westlake’s love to Mary Johnson and her kitty 

for Thanksgiving. 

‘¢Now that we have a turkey,” said Mr. 

Johnson to his wife, after they had talked the 

singular present over, and told each other how 

plump he was, and how many pounds he must 

weigh, ‘‘ what would you say to having a 

party?” 

When Mrs. Johnson exclaimed in dismay he 

laughed, and explained that he only meant a 

party of one. There was young Webster who 

worked in the printing-office in the village; he 

was far away from home and very lonely, and 

a trifle homesick; how would she like to invite 

him to help eat the turkey ? 

And Mrs. Johnson, who had a son who was 

far away from home, felt the tears coming into 

her eyes, as she said she should like it very 

much, and she hoped somebody would do the 

same for their Jamie. 

So young Webster received with great sur- 

  

  

prise his invitation to a Thanksgiving dinner, 

and wrote home to his mother about it. The 

letter pleased her so much that she read it 

aloud when Fannie Foster was there, visiting 

her Bessie. And Fannie said: ‘‘ What a lovely 

thing to do; and it is real easy, too. JI wonder 

if John doesn’t know some homesick boys whom 

he could invite to our dinner?” 

John was her brother, and he knew four boys 

whom he was glad to invite. And the Thanks- 

giving dinner grew and grew, until actually 

sixty-five people were fed because of the story 

which the turkey told Daisy Westlake that 

November morning. And the events which 

grew out of those invitations would make a 

book, and some day I am going to write it 

for you. Pansy. 

KINDLINGS. — I. 

WANT to tell you a little story 

about one of my Loyal Legion 

boys. We used to have a 

| meeting every Saturday after- 

noon, and Harry—that was 

my boy’s name —was gener- 

ally present, and apparently very much inter- 

ested in the lesson, but he would not put his 

name to our triple pledge. Nearly every other 

boy who attended regularly wore the pin of the 

Loyal Legion, and had his name in my tem- 

perance autograph album, but every Saturday 

Harry politely yet decidedly refused my invi- 

tation. JI was puzzled and troubled. Harry 

was a handsome boy, with a fine-shaped head 

and large brown eyes, and was so gentlemanly 

and refined that he was a great favorite among 

the little girls. He belonged to one of the 

choice families in town, and had been very 

carefully taught. I knew he had a great deal 

of influence, and felt that his example about 

signing, or rather not signing the pledge, would 

keep back certain other boys whom we were 

trying to reach. Besides, how could I be sure 

that Harry himself was not in danger of the 

enemy we were fighting, since he was not will- 

ing to take a pledge to have nothing to do 

with him?
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As often as I had an opportunity I used to 

try to have a little talk with Harry in pri- 

vate, to see if I could learn what the trouble 

was. ; 

‘¢It cannot be tobacco that you object to in 

the pledge?” I said one day. 

““O, no, ma’am!” said Harry, lifting his 

handsome eyebrows at me as though he was 

astonished at the question; ‘‘I never intend to 

smoke. Mamma thinks it is a disgusting habit, 

and I am sure I agree with her.” 

‘¢And you don’t take wine, I hope?” I 

hesitated a little over this question, for his 

mother was a fashionable lady, and I did not 

know but they served it, on great occasions, to 

their guests. 

‘“‘O, no, ma’am!” said Harry again, as 

promptly as before. ‘*We never have wine 

at our house. Mamma does not approve 

of it.” 

I was relieved, but still puzzled. Why 

should a boy whose mother did not approve of 

serving wine, and thought the use of tobacco 

‘‘a disgusting habit,” hesitate about signing 

our triple pledge? Of course I could not for a 

moment think that the third pledge about pro- 

fanity was the objection, for so far from ever 

speaking a profane word, Harry was careful 

not to use one in the slightest degree coarse or 

rough. In fact he had everywhere, and among 

children as well as among grown people, earned 

the name of ‘‘ gentleman.” 

After trying in vain to discover what lay in 

his way, I said one day: 

‘¢ Harry, I wish you would tell me frankly 

why you will not let me have your name in 

my autograph album. I cannot imagine any 

reason.” 

He laughed a little, and blushed a good deal, 

and looked as though he would much rather be 

excused; but at last le said: 

‘¢ Well, ma’am, to tell you the truth, it is 

that part about cider which I don’t like. ¢ In- 

cluding wine, beer and cider,’ you know. I 

am quite willing to pledge against the wine and 

beer; but we go to my grandfather's every 

autumn, and he makes a great many barrels of 

cider, and always counts upon us children hav- 

ing such fun sucking it through a straw, you 

know, and all that sort of thing; I would not 

like to pledge myself against a thing which 

gives my grandfather pleasure; besides, I like 

the taste of cider myself. Of course if I really 

believed that it did any harm to drink it, why, 

I wouldn’t touch it; but I think, and my father 

and mother think, it is a very harmless and re- 

freshing drink; and my grandfather, who is 

one of the best of men, would not make it if 

he did not know it to be harmless.” 

What was to be said to a boy like Harry? 

He was an intelligent little fellow, and could 

talk well about many things; and like a great 

many other boys — and girls, too—of my ac- 

quaintance, thought he knew a great deal more 

than he did. Besides, when a boy quotes his 

mother and father and grandfather as on his 

side, it is rather hard to argue with him, with- 

out seeming to be disrespectful to them. I 

decided not to try to say any more to Harry 

directly for awhile, but to teach in the class as 

many lessons about cider as I could crowd in. 

Soon after that we had in the Sabbath-school a 

lesson about Goliath, the giant, and David with 

his sling and stones. So in our Loyal Legion 

meeting the next Saturday we had a picture of 

a giant, drawn on paper with colored crayons. 

The helmet on his great head was marked 

‘<brandy,” his breastplate said ‘‘ beer,” the 

shoulder pieces were marked ‘‘milk punch” 

and ‘‘ whisky,” and the great brass wristlets 

had ‘‘ wine” on one, ‘‘cider” on the other. 

Then we selected the stones with which we 

would fight this giant. Five smooth ones, all 

marked in blue letters. One was ‘‘I will not,” 

which was the stone we were to throw with firm 

hand whenever we were asked to taste any of 

the trimmings of this giant’s robe. One was 

‘¢ Sign,” which was what we promised to do 

whenever a pledge against this foe was pre- 

sented to us. One was ‘Please do not,” which 

stone we were going to try to use with any of 

our friends who played with the giant, or 

touched the bracelets on his arm. The Legion 

arose almost to a boy with every vote, pledging 

themselves to fight bravely with each stone as 

they had opportunity; all but Harry, and two 

boys who were copying him. 

Frances A. Powers. 

 



LEARNING TO READ.—THE 

LEARNING TO READ. 

HEARD Miss Dox, a teacher in New 

Mexico, give an interesting account of 

her first lesson to pupils who did not understand 

one word of English, while their teacher did 

not understand one word of Spanish. Miss 

Dox hung an illustrated chart on the mud walls, 

and pointed to the picture of a cat. Then she 

pointed to the word in English, and pronounced 

it. They took the hint and said it after her: 

‘eat.’ Then they all laughed to think that 

an English word had been spoken. After that, 

by various motions she made them understand 

that she would like to learn Spanish, so they 

gave her the cat’s name in Spanish, and she 

pronounced it. Then they shouted with de- 

light; and this was the first lesson. 

    

THE THREE CLASSES. 

66 PS and downs” in the world 

U There surely must be. 

‘¢ Classes,” we call them, 

One, two and three. 

The ‘‘ upper class”’ borne, 

As we find, by the others, 

Thus proving their claim 

Of relations — as brothers. 

While the great ‘+ backbone class,” 

Which we find in the middle, 

Makes the music for all, 

Like the strings of a fiddle. 

The ‘lower class” stands, 

Its feet on the earth, 

Result of misfortune, 

Of habits, or birth ; 

  

It bends to its task 

With face looking down, 

Regardless alike 

Of smile or of frown. 

Tf its cup runneth o’er 

Tis dripping with sorrow, 

Little pleasure to-day, 

Less hope for the morrow. 

Oh! you who are kept 

From the dust and the mire 

  

THREE CLASSES. 

By those who but crumbs 

Receive for their hire, 

As brothers come down, 

And stand side by side ; 

Let all go on foot, 

Or together all ride. 

The helping hand lend, 

The cheery word utter, 

None climbing too high, 

None dragging the gutter. 

All fighting together 

The battles of life, 

All crowned alike 

At the end of the strife. 

Dorothy Tennant 

TOGETHER ALL RIDE. 

Of ‘‘ dust” were all made, 

Both master and slave ; 

God gives each his breath, 

The earth each his grave, 

And if faithful in time 

To the Lord of the sky, 

We'll live there together 

In ‘‘ mansions” on high. 

THE SorIBE.



    

    
                

    

                

      
    

    

  

  

    
    
  
  
  

                  
    

                        
  
    

            

                  
                    
  

  

  
    

                      

    
  

          
      

  

  

      
    
  
  

  

          
  

  
      

        
  
  

  
    
  

    

  

        

    
            
  

  
  
            

  

  
  
    
      

  
      

    

    
  

  
    

        

  

  

                  
  
  

      

    

  

  
                  
  

    

  

  
  

                
  

  
  
  

  

    

  

        

                                               



TO A PANSY.—‘SWEET 

   

    

   

      

   

THOUGHTS.” 

TO A PANSY. 
  

LOVE thee for thy winsome bloom, 

The velvet of thy cheek ; 

But love thee mostly for the thoughts 

Thou silently dost speak. 

> Thou tell’st me of my many friends 

Far, far across the sea, 

For when I gaze at thy bright eye 

I feel they think of me. 

An angel’s mission thine, and thou 

Dost well fulfill thy part, 

Casting thy sweetness all around — 

By easing many a heart. 

Nora LAUGHER. 

  

“SWEET THOUGHTS.” 

HAT do the pansies say ? 

Making faces 

With sweet graces, 

Opening eyes at peep of day, 

Fainting not when sun’s last ray 

Sinks slow to rest 

In crimson West. 

Who dipped his brush in gold 

Or sunshine rare 

To paint so fair 

Beauties yellow ? Black eyes bold, 

Brown eyes. mild, to us have told 

Secrets so dear, 

Sweethearts seem near. 

Fresh from skies did come 

This one in white — 

Since of the light 

Whispers it of that fair home 

Pure ones reach, no more to roam, 

Where all is bloom — 

No night — no gloom! 

Blossoms the blue of sky 

And bluer blue 

Bid us be true. 

Standing firm since God on high 

Maketh rule, we, by and by, 

Shall see love’s day — 

The pansies say. 

And some in somber hue 

Are black as night, 

Yet always bright. 

Lifting face to catch the dew 

Heaven sends, that maketh new 

Little faces, 

With sweet graces. 

‘¢ Sweet thoughts,” too short your stay! 

When we are sad 

You make us glad; 

Perfume sweet and saucy ways 

Chase the clouds these summer days. 

Ah! pansies say, 

‘« Be glad to-day!” — Selected.



 
 

THE STAR—BEARER.



WHY 

WHY THE CHIMES RANG. 

(A Christmas Wonder Story.) 

HERE was once, in a far- 

away country where few people 

have ever traveled, a wonder- 

yi fulchurch. It stood on a high 

hill in the midst of a great city, 

and every Sunday, and on 

sacred days like Christmas, thousands of peo- 

ple climbed the hill to its great archways, look- 

ing like lines of ants all moving in the same 

  

direction. 

When you came to the building itself you 

found stone columns and dark passage-ways, 

and a grand entrance leading to the main room 

of the church. This room was so long that one 

could stand at the doorway and scarcely see to ° 
the other end, where the choir and the ministers 

sat behind the marble altar. At the furthest 

corner was the organ, which was so loud that 

when it began to play the people for miles 

around would close their shutters and prepare 

for a great thunderstorm. Altogether, there 
was no such church ever seen as this one, espe- 

cially when it was lighted up for some festival, 
and crowded with people young and old. 

But the strangest thing about the whole 
building was the wonderful chime of bells. 
There stood on one corner of the church a gray 
stone tower, with ivy growing over it as far up 
as one could see. As far as one could see, I 
said, for the tower was quite great enough to 
fit the great church, and it reached so far above 
into the sky that it was only in very fair weather 
that any one claimed to be able to see the top, 
and there were few who thought that it was 
within sight even then. Up, and up, and up 
climbed the stones and the ivy, and, as the 
men who built the church had been dead for 
hundreds of years, every one had forgotten 
how many feet high the tower was supposed 
to be. 

Now all the wise people knew that at the top 
of the tower was a chime of Christmas bells. 
They had hung there ever since the church was 
finished, and were the most beautiful bells in 
the world. Some thought it was because a 

THE CHIMES RANG. 

great musician had cast them and arranged 

them in their place, and others said it was the 

great height, reaching up to where the air was 

clear and pure; however this may be, no one 
who had heard the chimes ever denied that 
they were the sweetest in the world. Some 
described them as sounding like angels far up 
in the sky, and others like strange winds sing- 

ing through the trees. 

But the fact was no one had heard them for 
years and years. There was an old man living 

not far from the church who said that he re- 

membered that his mother had spoken of hear- 

ing them when she was a little girl, and he was 
the only one who knew as much as that. They 
were Christmas chimes, I said, and were not 

meant to be played by men. On Christmas 
Eve all the people brought to the church their 
offerings to the Christ-child, and when the 
greatest and best offering was laid on the altar 
there came sounding through the music of the 
choir the Christmas chimes far up in the tower. 
Some said the wind rang them, and others that 
they were so high that the angels could set 

them swinging. But for many long years they 
had never been heard; people had been grow- 
ing less careful of their gifts for the Christ- 
child, the ministers said, and there was no 

offering brought great enough to deserve the 

music of the chimes. Every Christmas Eve 
the rich people crowded to the altar, each one 
trying to give some better gift than any one 
else, without taking anytbing that he might 
want for himself; and the church was crowded 

with those who thought that perhaps the won- 
derful bells might be heard again; but although 
the music was always sweet, and the offerings 
plenty, only the roar of the wind could be heard 
far up in the stone tower. 

Now a number of miles from the city, in a 
little country village where nothing could be 
seen of the great church but glimpses of the 
tower when the weather was fine, lived a boy 
named Pedro, and his little brother. They 
knew very little about the Christmas chimes, 
but they had heard of the service in the church 
on Christmas Eve, and had a secret plan that 
they had often talked over when by themselves, 
to go to see the beautiful celebration. ‘‘ No-
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body can guess, Little Brother,” Pedro would 

say, ‘¢all the fine things there are to see and 

hear; and I have even heard it said that the 

Christ-child comes down to bless the meeting 

sometimes. What if we could see him?” 

The day before Christmas was bitterly cold, 

with a few lonesome snowflakes flying in the 

air, and a hard white crust on the ground. 

Sure enough, Pedro and Little Brother were 

able to slip quietly away early in the afternoon ; 

and although the walking was hard in the frosty 

air, before nightfall they had trudged so far, 

hand in hand, that they saw the lights of the 

big city just ahead of them. Indeed, they were 

about to enter one of the great gates in the wall 

that surrounded it, when they saw something 

dark on the snow near their path, and stepped 

aside to look at it. 

It was a poor woman, who had fallen just 

outside the city, too sick and tired to get in 

The soft 

snow made a sort of a pillow for her, and she 

would soon be so sound asleep, in the wintry 

air, that no one could ever waken her again. 

All this Pedro saw in a moment, and he knelt 

down beside her and tried to rouse her, even 

tugging at her arm a little, as though he would 

He turned her 

face toward him, so that he could rub some of 

the cold white snow on it, and when he had 

looked at her silently a moment he stood up 

again and said: ‘It’s no use, Little Brother, 

you will have to go on alone.” 

«¢ Alone?” cried Little Brother. 

not see the Christmas festival?” 

‘¢No,” said Pedro, and he couldn’t help the 

least bit of a choking sound in his throat. 

‘¢ See this poor woman; her face looks like the 

Madonna in the chapel window, and she will 

freeze to death if nobody cares for her. You 

can bring some one to help her when you come 

back, but both of us need not miss the celebra- 

tion, and it would better be I. You can easily 

find your way to the church; and you must see 

and hear everything twice, Little Brother — once 

for you and once for me. I am sure the Christ- 

child must know how I would love to come and 

worship him; and oh! if you get a chance, 

Little Brother, to slip up to the altar without 

where she might have found shelter. 

have tried to carry her away. 

‘¢ And you 

getting in any one’s way, take this little silver 

piece of mine and lay it down for my offering, 

when no one is looking. Don’t forget the place 

where you left me, and forgive me for not go- 

ing with you, as I would like.” 

In this way he hurried off Little Brother to 

the city, and winked very hard to keep back 

the tears as he heard the crunching footsteps 

sounding farther and farther away in the dark- 

ness. It was all so hard, to lose the music and 

splendor of the Christmas celebration that he 

had planned for so long, and spend the time 

instead in that lonesome place in the snow. 

The great church was a wonderful place that 

night. Every one said it had never looked so 

bright and beautiful before. When the organ 

played, and the thousands of people sang the 

hymn, the walls shook with the sound, and 

little Pedro, outside the wall of the city, felt 

the earth tremble all around him. Then came 

the procession to bear the offerings to the altar, 

when rich and great men marched proudly up 

to lay down their gifts to the Christ-child. 

Some brought wonderful jewels, some baskets 

of gold so heavy that they could scarcely carry 

them down the aisle; a great writer laid down 

a book that he had been making for years and 

years; and last of all walked the king of the 

country, hoping with all the rest to win for him- 

self the chime of the Christmas bells. There 

went a great murmur all through the church as 

the people saw the king take from his head the 

royal crown, all set with wonderful precious 

stones, and lay it gleaming on the altar, as his 

offering to the holy Child. <‘‘Surely,” every 

one said, ‘‘we shall hear the bells now, for 

nothing like this has ever happened before.” 

But only the cold old wind was heard in the 

stone tower, and the people shook their heads ; 

and some of them said, as they had done be- 

fore, that they never really believed the story 

of the chimes, and doubted if they ever rang 

at all. 

The procession was over, and the choir be- 

gan the closing hymn. Suddenly the organist 

stopped playing as though he had been shot, 

and every one looked at the old minister, who 

was standing at the back of the altar, and 

holding up his hand for silence. Not a sound
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could be heard from any one in the church, 

but as all the people strained their ears to lis- 

ten, there came softly but distinctly, swinging 

through the air, the sound of the bells in the 

tower. So far away, and yet so clear seemed 

the music —so much sweeter were the notes 

than anything that had been heard before, ris- 

ing and falling away up there in the sky, that 

the people in the church sat for a moment as 

still as though something held each of them by 
the shoulders, then they all stood up together 
and stared straight at the altar, to see what 

great gift had awakened the long-silent bells. 

But all that the nearest of them saw was the 
childish figure of Little Brother, who had crept 

softly down the aisle when no one was looking, 
and had laid Pedro’s little piece of silver on 
the altar. 

ELIzaABETH ABBOTT. 

KINDLINGS. — II. 

F you would leave off one of his 
bracelets,” Harry said, smil- 

{ ing, as he passed my desk, ‘+I 
q would be glad to join the army 

] and fight; but you made one 
f of wine, and one of cider, and 

I think the wine does mischief and the cider 
doesn’t, so of course I could not vote.” 

Very soon after that we bought some cider 
at a grocery store, just the kind which the chil- 
dren were sucking through straws, brought it 
to the class, and with a distilling machine drew 
off the alcohol and set fire to it, before the eyes 
of our pupils; but Harry shook his head and 
laughed. 

‘There wasn’t enough alcohol in that to hurt 
a kitten,” he said afterwards, to one of the 
boys who was copying him; ‘‘not so much as 
there is in sour bread. And besides, my grand- 
father uses his cider when it is sweet; I don’t 
like it after it gets hard.” 

One of the teachers, hearing this, made, not 
long afterwards, some sweet cider, and got 
Harry to take a swallow of it in its perfectly 
sweet and insipid stage; he made a wry face, 
and assured her that nothing more utterly un- 

  

like his grandfather’s cider than that could be 
imagined. But he smiled and looked wise when 
she told him that it was its perfect sweetness 
which made it taste so ‘‘flat,” and that nobody 
liked cider until after it had begun to form 
alcohol. It was evident that he thought she 
was mistaken, or if not, the alcohol thus 
formed was so very slight in amount that it 
could not possibly do harm. We had failed 
once more. Harry came every Saturday to the 
class, but steadily refused the pledge. 

‘*] wish I could sign it to please you,” he 
would say to me, with an apologetic smile; 
‘but I can’t, you know, so long as I think it 
does no harm.” . 

I tried to catch him in that line. ‘* Why not, 
Harry?” Iasked. ‘* Suppose you really think 
it does no harm, and suppose other people older 
‘than yourself think otherwise, and are troubled 
and disappointed because you will not promise 
not to have anything to do with it, could you 
not give it up for their sakes? It certainly 
could not be wrong to give it up?” 

‘* Yes’m,” he said, looking grave, ‘+I really 
think it would be wrong to give it up, situated 
as I am. I go to my grandfather’s, as I told 
you, and I meet a large company of country 
cousins, who think no more of drinking cider 
than they do of drinking water; and if I should 
not join them they would feel that I set myself 
above them, and especially if, when they asked 
me why I did not drink it any more, I should 
have to confess that I thought it was all right, 
only I had promised not to. They would think 
it mean in me to promise not to do a thing 
which had cut me off from some of their sports.” 

Well, the weeks went by, and we had many 
lessons which brought in cider, and, so far as 
Harry was concerned, brought it in in vain. 
He was nearly always present. 

‘I come because I like the object and black- 
board lessons, and experiments,” he would say 
to me, ‘‘and I agree with most of them, too, 
if only that one word could be left out.” 

He seemed to be very skillful in getting up 
arguments to prove that we were all mistaken 
about cider, and was so interested in the sub- 
ject, and so earnest to prove himself right, that 
one of the teachers said to me anxiously :
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‘“T am afraid Harry will be a drunkard by 
the time he is a young man. No boy would 
take such an interest in cider, and fight so hard 
for it, unless he were unnaturally fond of it.” 

I confess that I had something of the same 
feeling, and was very anxious for Harry. I 
tried to plan all my lessons with a view to 
reaching him. I remember we had a pyramid 
of blocks to show the amount of money spent 
in the United States for various articles. We 
began with one of a certain length marked 
‘“bread,” and placed on one side of it the 
number of dollars spent each year for bread. 
Then followed ‘‘clothing,” ‘‘fuel,” and the 
like, the pyramid growing smaller and smaller, 
until when we got to the block which stood for 
what we spent for missions, it was so tiny that 

. one of the children said we needed a microscope 

to examine it with. However, they agreed that 
bread and clothes were necessities, and that of 

course very large sums must be spent for them. 
Then I asked: ‘+ What about liquors?” They 
were ready to affirm that the amount used to 
buy alcohol for medicine, and for what people 
called necessary things, ought certainly to be 
much less than that required for bread, for in- 

stance, and they were overwhelmed with aston- 
ishment and actual shame for their country, 
when we produced to represent it a block so 

large that the very foundations of our pyramid 

had to be removed to make room for it, and it 

became actually the foundation block itself. 
Marked ‘‘alcohol.” Then we put in a word 
about cider. Suppose alcohol itself to be 

needed for medicine, for machinery, and the 
like, and therefore useful, to a degree, what 

about cider? How much money did the chil- 

dren think ought to be spent for cider in a 
year? They agreed that it could not certainly 
be right to waste a great deal of money on it, 
and were shocked beyond measure at the size 
of the block which came on to represent it. I 

had not expected to reach Harry by this lesson, 
and I did not. He smiled wisely, and took 
care to explain to certain of the boys who lin- 

gered after the class was dismissed, that we 

might reason in the same way about lemonade, 

und soda water, and candies; that lots more 
money was spent for these things than was for 

Bibles and missionaries. Of course, he said, 
it wasn’t right; but because people spent a lot 
of money on them did not prove that they ought 
to sign a pledge against touching them at all. 

‘‘We have taught Harry all we can,” said 
one of the teachers, soon after this. ‘‘He 
thinks he knows more than we do; I really 
wish he would not come to the class; I think 
his influence on some of the other boys is bad.” 

Then another spoke somewhat hesitatingly : 
‘What if we teachers should sign a pledge to 
pray for Harry? Not as one of the scholars, 
but single him out and pray for him by name 
every day, asking God to teach him in some 
way, which we seem unable to do.” 

‘J will take such a pledge,” I said, ‘+ with 
all my heart,” and before we went home that 
night we were banded together to pray for 
Harry. 

Several more weeks went by, and one day 
we had a lesson which deeply interested the 
class. We had been talking about how drunk- 
ards were made. I had said that men did not 
become drunkards all at once; they did not 
reel home, and whip their children and kick 
their wives the first time they took a taste of 
anything which had alcohol in it, but that little 
by little the taste grew; they wanted something 
stronger and stronger, and by and by they were 
victims to a raging appetite. ‘It is something 
like building a fire,” I said. ‘Look here.” I 
tossed a shaving, light and delicate, on the 
stone hearth, and set fire to it; it blazed up 
prettily for a minute, and was gone; it had 
done no harm; it was only a shaying. Then I 
lighted a match and tried to set fire to a pile of 
heavy and damp wood piled close together in 
the grate; it would not burn; I tried it again 
and again, to no purpose. Then I knelt down 
before it and went to work; I placed delicate 
slips of pine kindling under the heavy sticks, I 
arranged them skillfully, and placed a pile of 
shavings under the kindling wood, and finally 
selected a shaving as light as the first had been, 
and placing it close to the others set fire to it. 
In a few minutes the whole mass was in a blaze, 

and crackled and threw out its tongues of flame, 
and wrapped themselves around the large sticks 
in a way which plainly said that they would
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have them blazing, too. Then I asked the 

scholars to tell me how that fire was like the 

liquor business. What was used for kindling 

wood? and a little fellow about ten years old 

said solemnly: ‘* Boys.” You ought to have 

seen how it made the mothers shiver to hear 

his answer. A little girl who was carefully 

taught at home asked me if I did not think 

cigarettes made good kindling wood, and I 

answered yes. Then a boy announced that 

sweet cider was tip-top kindling wood, and I 

said again ‘‘ Yes.” I thought the scholars had 

made their own application better than I could 

have done it, and dismissed them without an- 

other word. For two weeks Harry failed to 

appear in class, and we thought he had deserted 

us; but those pledged to pray reminded one 

another that a pledge was a solemn thing, never 

to be broken lightly, and we prayed on. 

the third Saturday Harry was there, and when 

the usual invitation came: ‘‘If there are any 

present who would like to join our Loyal Legion 

to-day let them rise,” imagine, if you can, our 

delight when Harry was the first to be on his 

feet. He wrote a clear round hand as plain as 

print, and it looked beautiful to me in my 

autograph pledge album. 

‘©O, Harry!” I said to him after the class 

was dismissed, ‘¢I cannot tell you how glad I 

What decided you?” 

‘¢Jt was the kindlings, ma’am,” 

with a grave smile. 

“‘The kindlings? Oh! the lesson we had the 

last: time you were here? I am very glad. I 

thought you were too clear-brained a boy not 

to see the point; and I knew when you did 

you would decide for the right.” 

Harry’s face became very grave as he an- 

swered : 

‘‘No, ma’am, I didn’t. I saw the point 

plainly, but I would not believe that cider could 

do any harm; and I knew that it did, for my 

uncle told me about one man who grew to be a 

drunkard through his love for cider, but I did 

am. 

he answered, 

On 

not want to believe it; I was not willing to 

give up the cider. I made up my mind that I 

wouldn’t come to your meetings any more. It 

was little Johnny Ferris who settled it for me 

at last.” 

Now Johnny Ferris was one of our youngest 

boys; only seven, small for his years. I very 

‘seldom thought of him in giving the lesson, be- 

cause he really seemed too young to understand 

its meaning. 

‘“‘How could little Johnny help you?” I 

asked, in wonder. 

‘©Why, maam,” said Harry, ‘‘Johnny’s 

auntie brought him a birthday present one day 

last week. It was a pretty little satin-covered 

box, and had the word ‘‘cigars” painted on 

one side, and ‘‘ cigarettes” on the other; and 

it was filled with the cunningest little candy 

cigars and cigarettes that I ever saw. Very 

choice candy, too, and so natural that you 

would have thought they must be real. Johnny 

is very fond of candy, but don’t you think when 

his auntie brought the box he refused it; he 

said they were ‘kindlings,’ and he did not want 

to have anything to do with them. And his 

father and grandfather both smoke. I made 

up my mind then, if a little fellow seven years 

old could give up a box of candy made in the 

shape of cigars and cigarettes because it looked 

like kindlings, when he sees the real things 

smoked by his father and grandfather, it was 

time for me to be willing to give up the cider 

kindlings. I didn’t like to think that little 

Johnny was ahead of me, either in argument 

or principle, so I have joined.” 

And we teachers, as we walked home talking 

about it, said one to another: ‘¢‘It seems it 

was little Johnny, after all, who got hold of 

Harry.” 

‘©No,” said one; ‘it was God.” 

‘“‘Yes,” we all agreed; ‘it is God’s answer 

to our prayer; but he has let little Johnny and 

our lesson on ‘kindlings’ help. 

Frances A. Powers. 
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THE BAG OF SMILES. 

(A Wonder Story. ) 

In Two Parts. 

PART I. 

HERE was once, a great many 

years ago, a queer little town in 

a country which has now been 

almost forgotten. It lay on 

some sloping hillsides and in the 

little valleys between them, and 

was just at the edge of an immense forest, 

which was so deep and dark that few people 

had gone far into its depths. The people who 

lived in the little old houses looked very much 

like other people in most respects, and the coun- 

try around them was very much like all other 

country, with violets in the spring, and daisies in 

the summer, and golden-rod in the autumn; but 

in spite of this, there was something sadly differ- 

ent. No one who lived in this town was ever 

happy. That was the one thing which made 

the people look queer; they had not smiled for 

so long that the wrinkles which smiling makes, 

had been lost long ago; they had allgrown thin 

from never laughing, and their faces were so 

long that no ordinary yard stick could be used 

to measure them. 

The reason for all this was strange enough. 

There was a story in the town, of a wise old 

woman who had once lived there, years and 

years before anyone could remember, and who 

had learned how to be happy. Almost every 

person had some different thing to tell about 

her — how she had been the friend of everyone, 

had always nursed sick people and generally 

cured them, always had a smile and a gift for 

anyone in trouble, and best of all, had dis- 

covered the wonderful secret of how to be happy. 

One sad day she had disappeared ; her little cot- 

tage was found in perfect order, with every- 

thing in it just as she must have left it, but its 

mistress was never seen again. Some little 

boys who had been playing near the edge of 

the great forest, said that they had seen her fly 

in there at sunset, as though she had been a 

great bird; and although people did not know 

  

BAG OF SMILES. 

how true this was, it was generally thought that 
the wise old woman had gone to live in the depths 
of the forest, and was probably living there still. 

Nobody dared to try to find her, as the forest 
was so dark, and dreadful stories were told of 

those who had tried to explore it. 

But the worst of it all was that the old woman 

had not left her secret of being happy with any- 

one in the town. They had not minded this so 

long as she had been with them and was always 

ready to help anyone; and if they ever thought 

of it at all, they supposed that when she died 

or moved away, she would leave the secret in 

her will, or whisper it to someone before she left. 

When her house was found empty, they hunted in 

it for anything which might give them the secret, 

but the old woman’s drawers held nothing won- 

derful, but only the stockings which she had knit 

for the poor children, neat little packages of lav- 

ender and dried sweet-clover, and the clothes 

which they had often seen her wear. After this 

the town began to grow sadder and sadder. 

Everyone thought that the secret of being hap- 

py must be discovered over again, and so each 

person set himself in his own way to work for it. 

The farmers stopped caring for their fields, as 

they needed all the time to hunt for the secret ; 

and so the weeds began to grow where the wheat 

ought to have been, and there came near being 

The school teach- 

ers closed their schools, because it was more im- 

portant to learn how to be happy than to try to 

teach the children; and very many of the chil- 

dren themselves gave up their playing and their 

picnics, and hunted for the secret all through 

their spare time. Instead of finding anything, 

people became more and more unhappy ; 

faces began to grow long; nobody had anything 

to smile over; people no longer came to the town 

to live when they heard what an unhappy place 

it was, and things went on in the worst possible 

a famine all about the town. 

their 

way. 

Now at the time our story begins, there lived 

alone with his grandmother, in one of the houses 

nearest the forest, a boy named Hilary. He 

was a fine little fellow, with yellow hair and big 

eyes, and a mouth which, without losing its 

sweetness, seemed to say that when its owner set 

about doing anything, he was pretty certain to



THE BAG OF SMILES. 

carry it through. He was not quite so sad as 

most of the people about him, because, although 

he had not found the wonderful secret, he had 

not lost hope of succeeding; and he did not 

stop his work or play entirely, but went on 

plenty of errands for his grandmother. Often 

he had sat knitting by her side when she was 

knitting too, and had heard the story of the 

  

    
HILARY AND HIS GRANDMOTHER. 

wise old woman; he felt sure that if he could 
only be allowed to hunt for her in the forest he 
could find her and persuade her to tell him the 
secret, and some day he meant to try. 

But it was not until his grandmother died, 
that Hilary had any time to himself. When 
she was gone he was all alone in the world, and 
at first he felt sad enough. He knew nothing 

of the world except the sober people in the old 

town, and the dark leafy forest, and of the two 

he preferred the woods, with their whispering 

leaves and the little birds that sang in the 

branches; then came the thought that now he 

was free to hunt for the wise old woman, and 

perhaps to be a great blessing to the world, for 

Hilary always thought that if he could find the 
secret he would never keep it to himself, but 

give to anyone who asked. 

So it happened that, on the day after his 

grandmother’s death, without waiting for any 

of the neighbors who would come to take him 

to live with them, he went softly about the little 
house and gathered up in a handkerchief all the 

things which he wanted to take with him. There 

were some nuts and buns for luncheon, a compass 

_and a little geography to help him on his jour- 

ney, a sling to use in case he should have to 

shoot anything, and a piece of knitting with the 
needles left in it by his grandmother, to re- 
member her by. With only this bundle and 
his everyday clothes and cap, Hilary started into 
the forest without telling anyone of his plans; 

and when the neighbors came next to the little 

cottage they found the door wide open, and no 

one anywhere about. Some thought that the 
boy had run away on account of his grief for 
his grandmother, and others said that the wise 
old woman might have come out of the woods 

and taken him away, because he was left alone ; 
just what had happened they never knew. 

It would be too long a story to tell much of 
Hilary’s journey into the forest. He had not 
gone far when it began to grow so dark, from 

the thickness of the leaves, that you could not 

tell whether the sun was shining or not; and 

the squirrels and birds, who lived around the 

edge of the woods, were no longer to be seen. 

Then the sun set in the world outside, and in 

the forest one could not see the way between 
the trees. Itwaslonely enough, and sometimes 
queer noises would rise up out of the darkest 

places; so that Hilary was almost decided to 
turn back, but when he thought of the empty 
house and the solemn neighbors at home, and 
of the wise old woman whom he had started to 
find, he said, ‘* No, I will not be frightened out 

of my journey,” and he lay down at the foot of
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a tree and slept with his head on his little bundle, 

all night long. 

Next day he went miles farther on, looking 

everywhere for the wise old woman or for some 

sign of where she might have been. His lunch- 

eon was gone, and he was beginning to feel 

tired and discouraged. It was almost night 

again, and he was hurrying to find a safe spot 

where he might go to sleep, when he heard 

something say ‘‘ Cheep!” in a mournful little 

voice. He looked everywhere about, and at 

length caught sight of a bird lying just at the 

foot of a maple-tree. He had not seen a bird 

all day long; this one must have in some way, 

been led into the forest looking for food, and 

had met with an accident and broken its little 

leg. It could only lie on one side and roll its 

round eyes up to Hilary and say, ‘* Cheep!” 

as though it would ask for help. 

‘“¢Dear me!” said Hilary. ‘‘I am sorry 

for you, but I can’t stop now, it is so near night 

Perhaps your leg will be better in the 

morning.” 

«¢ Chee-weep ! ” said the little bird. 

‘¢ Dear me! ” said Hilary again. ‘‘ It is dread- 

ful to be alone in the forest with a broken leg. 

I guess I must stop and try to help you.” And 

he sat down at the foot of the tree and picked 

up a twig and tried to make a splint for the 

broken leg, as he had seen his grandmother do 

for a lame robin. He tore off a string from his 

handkerchief and tied the twig on, while all the 

time the little bird rolled its eyes and tried to 

thank him as well as it could. At last, Hilary 

had done all that he knew how, and said good- 

by to his patient and started to go; but it called 

‘¢ Chee-wee-weep!” so loud that he could not 

help turning back. The bird had started to hop 

a little way along the ground, and presently 

came around in front of him and walked ahead 

briskly, as though it wished him to follow. 

Hilary’s eyes grew bigger and bigger with sur- 

prise, but he slowly followed, wondering what 

he really ought to do. Now the bird could hop 

quite briskly, and sometimes itspread its wings 

and flew from one tree-twig to another, but 

never so far that Hilary could not easily keep 

up with it. So together they went into the 

forest, and it was so pleasant to have a com- 

again. 

panion even if it was only a bird, that Hilary 

would have been sorry to lose his new friend, 

and walked and talked with it as best he could. 

Presently it was quite dark, so that the bird 

had to call out ‘* Cheep!” to show which way 

to go. Ido not know how long they had been 

walking in this way, when Hilary thought that 

even in the darkness he could see a change in 

the forest. For one thing, he did not have to 

feel his way among such thick trees; there 

seemed to be aclearing. Yes! and in a mo- 

ment more there was a dark wall in frontof him, 

so that he stopped and could go no farther. As 

for the little bird, it hopped straight up to the 

wall, and tapped with its bill as though it were 

knocking at a door. Hilary waited, trembling 

with wonder, for what might happen. In a 

moment he saw a light shine through a keyhole ; 

another moment, and the door opened wide. 

The first thing Hilary saw was a candle, then 

he saw that some one was holding it up in the 

doorway, and then he saw that it was a queer 

little. old woman, with smile-wrinkles all about 

her face, such as he had never seen among the 

people of his town, and smooth, white hair like 

his grandmother’s, and eyes that twinkled like 

little candle-wicks. And although Hilary was 

very much frightened, he could not help clap- 

ping his hands and crying: ‘I believe I have 

found the wise old woman!” All this time the 

little bird was sitting on the old woman’s shoul- 

der, as contented as could be. 

Then the old woman beckoned Hilary to come 

inside, and he came in and told her how he had 

been hunting for her through the forest, since 

he was left all alone in the world, how he had 

stopped to mend the leg of her little bird, and 

how the bird had Jed him to her house. 

‘‘Dear me!” said the wise old woman, 

‘how lucky it is that you stopped and nursed 

his leg; for nobody can ever find the way to 

my house unless my little bird shows it, and 

if you had not stopped you would have had 

another lonesome night in the forest.” 

Then she lighted a whole row of candles that 

stood on the shelf over the fireplace, and Hilary 

could see a great old-fashioned room, with 

shelves and chests that looked like his grand- 

mother’s drawers, with knitted stockings and
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bunches of sweet-clover and all kinds of com- 

forts for poor and sick people. But best of all 

he liked to look at the face of the queer old wo- 

man, because there was almost always a smile 

on it, and that was something which he had 

scarcely seen before. Then she lighted the 

sticks in the fireplace and made some hot por- 

ridge in a kettle, and gave Hilary a warm sup- 

per after his tired and hungry day. There was 

a bed in the corner, and after supper the old 

woman showed him to it and told him to sleep 

soundly and dream pleasant dreams. It was 

so soft and comfortable, and Hilary was so 

tired and sleepy, that although he wanted to 

ask about the secret as soon as possible, he de- 

cided to wait till morning, and before the little 

bird could have taken one hop, he was sound 

asleep. 

The sun could shine into the clearing of the 

wise old woman, and it awakened her and 

Hilary and the bird early in the morning, and 

they had dewy mushrooms and porridge for 

breakfast. As soon as he could find a chance, 

Hilary asked about the lost secret of being 

happy, and told the old woman what dreadful 

times they had been having in his town since she 

had gone away. And he asked her if she liked 

living in the forest better than in town, and 

whether she had kept happy all these years that 

she had been away, and whether she would 

mind telling him the secret, so that he could re- 

turn and bring back the good times to his old 

home. 

The wise old woman looked almost sad, 

when she heard how things were going on. 

‘‘Dear me! ” she said, ‘‘ it is well that I came 

away, if all the people knew so little about the 

secret of happiness as that. If they didn’t 

find it out while I was there, I never could 

have told them. Every one must hunt it for 

himself.” 

Then Hilary looked sadly disappointed. 

‘* But they have all been hunting ever since you 

‘¢ And I have hunted as 
well as I could, and my good grandmother 

hunted, and nobody has found it. 

went away,” he said. 

Do you 

really mean that you can’t tell me the secret, 

now that I have found you?” 

‘“‘Dear me,” said the old woman again. 

‘¢Don’t look so sad about it, or you will never 

be on the right track. Yes, I meant what I 

said, that the secret cannot be told. But a 

bright boy can find it if he has a little help in 

starting right. I can give you that; but it is 

a long, long journey after the whole of the 

secret. Do you think you want to start?” 

‘¢ Yes,” said Hilary sturdily. ‘+I am alone 

in the world, and I have in my little bundle 

everything that I need to have with me. 

young and strong, and I don’t like to give up 

anything that I have started to try for. If 

you will show me the way, I will go.” 

‘¢T can’t even show you the way,” said the 

‘¢ But I will give you some 

Iam 

wise old woman. 

help, and you can start as soon as you please.” 

‘¢J will go now,” said Hilary. 

Then the old woman went to her shelf and 

took a goose-quill, and apot of ink, and a piece 

of paper, and wrote three things on the paper 

and gave itto Hilary. ‘* Here are three rules,” 

she said. ‘*Do not read the second one until 

you have finished with the first, anddo not read 

the third until you have finished with the second. 

Do your best, and you will find the secret. 

So Hilary took the paper and his bundle, 

with a new luncheon which the wise old woman 

had put up for him, and started into the forest 

again. As he was leaving the door the little 

bird said ‘* Cheep!” and began to hop after 

him. ‘*Oh!” said the old woman, ‘ my little 

bird wants to go with you. I will let you take 

him for company, if you like, and you will find 

him a faithful friend.” Then Hilary set the 

bird on his shoulder and waved his hand for 

good-by to the old woman, and trudged off with 

his one little companion. 

Now these were the rules which the wise old 

woman had written down for him: 

‘¢Find the bag of smiles. 

‘¢ Plant them in the under-garden. 

‘¢ Find what is behind the sunset.” 

R. M. Apen. 
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A *“*MEAN FELLOW.” 

=OOK at that now, will you?” 

{| said Lucas. He spoke hardly 

above a whisper, but his voice 

was hoarse with excitement 

and indignation. He touched 

a pamecden Dick’s shoulder as he spoke, 

and pointed with his other hand. 

Dick looked up from the hole in the ice 

down which he had been peering, and gave 

vent to his feelings in a low growl: ‘I call 

that meaner than dirt!” 

‘*‘ Mean?” echoed Lucas excitedly; ‘‘ why, 

that’s stealing! That’s our beaver just as 

much as though we had gone to the fur store 

and bought it. That’s our trap, and we fixed 

it there, and have been watching it for hours 

and hours. Didn’t we see the old fellow peek- 

mg around, trying to make up his mind to go 

into the trap; and haven’t we gone without 

our breakfast and most froze our ears and our 

thumbs waiting for him? And then, just as 

the trap clicked and he was a prisoner, to see 

him walked off with in that fashion, is not only 

too mean for anything, but it is stealing, into 

the bargain.” 

Dick slowly arose from his kneeling posture, 

brushed the snow from his knee, rubbed his 

benumbed hands together, and looked mourn- 

fully after a tall fellow who was making long 

strides across the snow, with a beaver trap in 

his arms. 

‘* What is to be done?” asked Lucas, after 

waiting as long as he could, for his brother to 

speak. 

‘¢ J don’t see as there is anything to be done, 

except to go home and eat our breakfast, if 

there is any to eat,” Dick said sorrowfully. 

‘¢T don’t suppose he will steal the trap. He 

will probably bring it back after the beaver is 

safe in his clutches.” 

‘“‘But, Dick Stevens, are you going to sit 

down like a molly coddle and stand it?” 

When Lucas was excited he did not mind 

how many figures of speech he mixed. Dick, 

who was slower of speech, besides being a 

better scholar than his brother, could not help 

smiling grimly, as he said: ‘‘I reckon we’ve 
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got to stand it; and for all I know, we may as 

well sit down once in awhile. You see, he is 

a great strong fellow — the strongest boy in 

school, they say, and we are nobodies, com- 

pared with him. We are new boys, and 

younger than most. of them, and there is no- 

body to take our part. I knew that fellow 

was mean, the first time I ever laid eyes on 

him.” 

‘¢Oh! mean; sodidI. Anybody with half an 

eye could tell that. But I didn’t suppose he 

would steal, and be as bold as that about it, 

too — in broad daylight. He is just the mean- 

est wretch I ever heard of! I wonder what he 

would have done if he had turned around: and 

seen us here behind the tree? I wish I had 

called out. I don’t see why I didn’t. I was 

just dumb with astonishment. I couldn’t be- 

lieve that he was going to walk off with it; 

and he did it all so quick! just as though he 

was afraid of being caught at it.” 

‘I presume he would have bullied us with 

the notion that it wasn’t our trap at all,” 

Dick answered, beginning to move slowly in 

the direction of home. ‘‘ That’s his little 

game, I suppose; he has one almost precisely 

like ours. I heard him tell the boys he had 

half a dozen different kinds. I dare say he 

keeps different kinds on purpose to bully the 

younger fellows. It is just as well you didn’t 

call out to him—we might have got into a 

fight and scared mother. Come on, Lucas; we 

may as well go home. It is too late to do any- 

thing this morning, and we haven’t any trap, 

if it wasn’t. Next time we’ll put our name in 

large letters on our trap —if we ever get it 

back — and stand close by it on guard.” 

‘There won’t be any ‘next time,’” said 

Lucas dolefully. ‘* Didn’t Mr. Barrows say 

yesterday it was getting pretty late for beavers, 

and they weren’t very plenty around here any- 

how. He said a good-sized beaver was quite 

a find nowadays. And this was such a splen- 

did-looking fellow! If he hadn’t fooled around 

so long, we could have nabbed him and gone 

home before that mean old Dexter appeared. 

I wonder how long he has been skulking around 

keeping watch? He was large enough to have 

bought us each a pair of shoes.” 

?
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Lucas mixed pronouns as well as figures of 

speech. His older brother was betrayed into a 

laugh, as he said: ‘* You don’t mean to say 

you want that fellow Dexter cut up to make 

shoes for us, do you?” 

‘¢Oh! you would joke,” said Lucas glumly, 

‘¢if we had lost our heads as well as our beaver. 

But I don’t for my part see where the joke 

comes in. If we have to leave school because 

we can’t get any decent shoes to wear, I guess 

youll laugh out of the other side of your 

mouth.” 

If you have listened to the boys I presume 

you understand nearly all that there is to tell 

about them: brothers, and schoolboys, in a 

new settlement, and poor. Times had gone 

hard with their father; so hard, indeed, that 

he had lost his home, and in a fit of something 

very like desperation had moved out to this 

wild North country where he owned a tract of 

land, and where he made up his mind to try to 

earn enough to keep his family from starving. 

If he had come in the spring instead of the fall 

it would have been better; but he was a man 

who did things on the impulse of the moment, 

so he had moved in September. It was all 

new to the boys — this kind of life. But todo 

, them justice, they had complained less than the 

other members of the family, and had taken to 

the ways of this part of the world with zest; 

even to the making for themselves a trap for 

catching beavers. They found their instruct- 

ions in an old book which had been stowed 

away in the attic at home, and had only come 

to light during the moving; and so successful 

had they been that two young beavers had 

already rewarded them. This beautiful fellow 

was the third, and they knew enough about the 

animal to be sure that his fur would be quite 

valuable. 

‘<T know it was thick and soft,” burst forth 

Lucas, on the walk home. ‘‘Mean old sneak!” 

he added. It was the fur of the beaver which 

he knew was ‘‘soft,” and the boy Dexter was 

the ‘‘ mean old sneak.” 

The outburst seemed to start both boys 

again; and they recalled everything they had 

ever seen Dexter do or appear to do which 

would confirm them in their opinion of him. 

FELLOW.” 

To be sure, this was not much; for they had 

only entered school after the holiday vacation ; 

and Dexter who was at least three years older 

than Dick, was in another department alto- 

gether. But the boys declared and repeated 

it in various forms that he was a ‘ bully,” 

and a ‘“‘sneak” and a ‘‘coward,” and they 

knew it! Hadn’t they seen his little brother 

crying bitterly as he walked along to school 

hold of Dexter’s hand? No doubt the great, 

rough, hateful fellow had pinched him, or 

kicked him, or something, else why should he 

cry? Besides, didn’t little Ted Jones say that 

he threatened to give him a ducking in the 

river if he didn’t come right straight down from 

that tree he was in? What business had he to 

order another boy out of a tree? Oh! there 

was proof enough that he was mean. All the 

small boys were afraid of him, probably; he 

was so large and strong. 

‘¢ They wouldn’t join us in punishing him,” 

said Lucas. ‘*They would be afraid to, I 

know they would. Besides, they don’t care 

for us—we are nothing but strangers. We 

must just depend on ourselves. I know a 

thing to do. He is going to set his traps out 

around the West pond to-morrow night; I 

heard him tell Joe Blakesley so. He said he 

shouldn’t wonder if that would be a tip top 

place, and he was going to try it. We would 

not steal anything from him, of course —I 

should hope we had been too well brought up 

for that — but I'll tell you what we can do. 

We can walk around the West pond and spring 

every one of his old traps; then see how much 

he will catch. That would serve him right.” 

Dick admitted that a fellow as mean 

Dexter Traverse ought to be punished; but 

he would not quite agree to the scheme pro- 

posed. He said he had not made up his mind 

that it wouldn’t be rather mean; perhaps it 

wouldn’t, though, since Dexter had got their 

beaver. He would think about it; but just now 

they must get home and have some breakfast. 

He felt about starved. 

‘¢There is a boy waiting to see you two,” 

Mr. Stevens said, meeting his sons at the 

barnyard gate. ‘*He has been there a few 

minutes. I don’t know what he wants.” 

as



JOHNNIE’S 

«¢ Who can it be?” said the boys, and they 

hurried on, dashing around to the back door in 

such haste that they almost ran into Dexter 

Traverse, who sat astride the saw horse with a 

beaver trap at his feet. 

‘¢Halloo!” he said; ‘‘don’t tip a fellow 

over. I say, I’ve got something you two boys 

will like to see. Iwas coming across lots from 

the West pond a few minutes ago, just as this 

fellow down there was stepping into your trap. 

I halted long enough to see that there was a 

kink in the door which would give him a chance 

to open it again if he was smart enough, and I 

decided that the snuggest thing to make sure 

of him for you, was to tote him along. I’ve 

tastened the door since I got here, and he is 

safe enough now, and a real beauty. I’m 

awful glad you’ve had such good luck. Vl 

venture he will bring as good a price as any 

beaver that has been caught around here in 

quite a spell; and I’m some acquainted with 

beavers.” 

Then did Dick and Lucas Stevens look at 

each other, and remain dumb, while their faces 

were red with something besides the nipping 

air. 

‘¢ We are dreadfully obliged ” — began Dick, 

at 1ast. 

ANT FARM. 

‘Oh! that’s all right,” said the great fel- 

low, good-naturedly, springing from his seat as 

he spoke. ‘‘It was just a neighborly turn 

that a fellow would have done, of course. If 

I were you I’d see Mr. Winslow down at the 

Falls, about this chap. He is the most liberal 

man to deal with in these parts, and he knows 

a good thing when he sees it, too. Good luck 

to you; I’m off.” And with his hands in his 

pockets and whistling ‘¢ Hail, Columbia,” with 

all his might the ‘+ old scamp ” that ‘* anybody 

with half an eye could tell was as mean as 

dirt,” went with long strides across the snow. 

‘“¢He has a good face,” said Mrs. Stevens 

after she had heard the story. ‘I told your 

father when he came this morning, that it was 

a face to be trusted, and that I’d venture he 

was good to little boys, and animals, and any- 

thing less strong than he.” 

‘¢T shouldn’t wonder if he was,” said Dick, 

looking thoughtfully out of the window. Then, 

after a moment, he turned to his brother: 

‘©T say, Lucas, don’t let’s do that thing 

to-night. T’ye made up my mind I won’t.” 

“¢ All right,” said Lucas, with a curious 

twinkle in his eye, ‘‘ you needn’t. I’ve decided 

I won't either.” 

Pansy. 

  

OUR WALKING CLUB. 

JOHNNIE’S ANT FARM. 

HO ever heard of an ant farm? 

Well, I think not anybody but 

Johnnie and the people who 

heard him talk about his. 

This was how it happened that 

’ be went into the business. 

He was with his papa one day, when he and 

some other gentlemen were talking of different 

kinds of queer farms. Of course there was 

nothing strange about a wheat farm, or a bar- 

ley farm; but one of the gentlemen had visited 

a wonderful ostrich farm, where they raised 

  

plumes and tips and feathers for ladies’ bon- 

nets. Another gentleman happened to know 

about a turkey farm, which did a rushing busi- 

ness at Thanksgiving and Christmas times. 

Then there were mentioned deer parks and 

cattle farms; but they all agreed that the 

strangest venture was the black cat farm up in 

Washington. 

Walking home Johnnie asked his papa what 

farming is, and papa explained that it is rais- 

ing something for profit on a large scale. It 

was not the answer in the dictionary, but 

Johnnie thought he understood. 

Next day Johnnie astonished the household



JOHNNIE’S 

by announcing that he was going into the ant 

farm business. He had decided to take charge 

of the big black ants that lived beside the car- 

riage drive. They were not wanted there, and 

a flood of water had been poured into their 

nest from the pump hose, and pitfalls in the 

shape of old tin cans had been sunk in their 

path; but all without effect. So they held 

their place beside the drive. 

‘¢ See! they made their own fence,” he ex- 

claimed, triumphantly pointing to the circular 

heap of tiny pebbles and bits of grass and 

seeds around the clean place in the center of 

which was their underground home. 

Aunt Edith tried to explain to him that 

there was no profit in that kind of a farm; 

but Johnnie had not yet learned to measure 

every gain in money, and stoutly maintained 

that he was ‘‘ making lots.” 

So day after day he watched his ants, more 

interested in them than in any game the chil- 

dren could devise. Papa said he made an 

excellent overseer, he was so careful not to 

help the little workers, and so faithful an ob- 

server of their work. He very soon learned 

that if he interfered with them they would give 

a sharp bite with their tiny pincers. 

Once he let one of them bite his. hand, just 

to see the funny way it had of doubling itself 

up to put its poison in the bite; but one or two 

observations proved enough of that sort. 

‘¢ An ant’s bite can swell up as big as an 

ant hill,” he told mamma while she bound on 

soda. 

One day he came in with great shining eyes, 

looking very pleased and surprised. 

‘*Mamma, Aunt Edith, Fred! the ants have 

all been down Broadway and got their new 

bonnets. Come and see; they all have white 

feathers in them.” 

We knew he called their path down the side 

of the drive their ‘‘ Broadway,” but we hurried 

out to see their ‘‘ new bonnets.” Sure enough ; 

the ants had been gathering dandelion seeds, 

and the white plumes made them look very 

much as though they had been indulging in a 

dainty bit of finery. 

‘¢ Mamma,” he said one day, as she hurried, 

confused and tired, from the oven full of 

ANT FARM 

cookies that would soon be baked, to tie up a 

hurt toe for Jamie, and to rescue baby Nan 

from the stairway before she should fall; 

‘“mamma, you ought to have wings like the 

mamma ants.” 

Mamma’s face smoothed out into a smile, 

as she asked, ‘¢ Do mamma ants have wings?” 

‘¢ Yes, indeed; at least I saw some red 

ants have wings, and I ’most know they are 

mammas, ’cause mammas do need wings to 

get around fast enough.” 

But the best lesson he learned from his ant 

farm was perseverance. He had so often 

watched an ant bring a dead bug many times 

its own size and weight, slowly, carefully and 

so far over the clods and under the sticks that 

lay in the path, sometimes letting it fall, but 

trying again, that he learned to say when he 

had a hard task which he was tempted to give 

up, ‘¢ That is not the way the ants do.” So 

he learned to carry through what he began, 

though it took long and hard work. 

Next winter, when he started to school at 

the kindergarten, how pleased he was to learn 

that the little white grains of which he had 

seen the ants take such good care, bringing 

them out into the sunshine and carrying them 

in again at sundown, and which he had called 

eggs, were little nests of finest silk, called 

pupa cases, where the baby ants were waiting 

for their feet to grow. Then, too, he learned 

to call their pincers mandibles, and that the 

mamma ants take off and throw away their 

wings like some old traveling dress, after they 

have set up housekeeping and have ever so 

many workers to be servants for them. He 

learned, also, that the ants are just as tidy in 

their little homes and just as careful to keep 

all the tiny rooms in order, as they are to carry 

all the broken straws and seed pods out to the 

“¢ fence.” 

How his summer farming helped him to un- 

derstand what the teacher explained of the 

habits of ants, and how he loved to go to 

school! 

Papa, mamma and Aunt Edith all agreed 

that the ant farm had been very profitable, 

indeed. 

Marie McCroup.



FOLLOWING. 

FOLLOWING. 

T must 

have 

been nice to 

have lived 

when Jesus 

was 

earth,” said 

Effie, look- 

ing up from 

the large 

Bible which 

lay on her 

knee, a wist- 

ful expression in her soft eyes. ‘+ Just think 

how it must have felt to have heard him speak, 

as Philip did, and say, ‘ Follow me.’ 

been there I would have followed him just as 

quick !” 

‘¢ You can follow Him just the same now, if 

you want to,” her older sister said, as she 

hurriedly dusted the mantel ; ‘‘ people who do as 

He tells them, are following as much as ever 

Philip or any of the rest of them were.” 

‘‘T know,” said Effie, ‘* but it doesn’t seem 

the same. I should like to hear His voice, and 

see Him going down the street; you could be 

so sure then which way to go, and sometimes 

now, you don’t know.” 

“Oh! yes, you do. Tl risk your not 

knowing which way to go if you have made up 

your mind to follow. It is very foolish to 

think it was easier in those days than now; 

more than that, it is wrong; for Jesus said he 

would make it easier for people after he went 

away than it was before.” 

Effie said not another word; she had copied 

her verses and meant to study them during the 

day, to be ready for Sunday. More than once 

that day, things happened which reminded her 

of the people who followed, or did not follow 

Jesus. In the evening, she was walking down 

Pearl Street with her sister, when they met Alice 

Wishard. 

“OQ, Kate!” said Alice, ‘‘won’t you go 

around to the Chapel and play for the Junior 

choir? They are practicing for to-morrow’s 

service; they sing in the morning, you know. 

on 

  

KATE. 

If I had 

I promised to come, but mamma has such a 

headache that I cannot leave the baby with her ; 

it is nurse’s day out.” 

‘¢T can’t, possibly,” said Kate promptly; ‘I 

am on my way to Madame Vesey’s after my 

new dress; she will have to fix some things 

after I get there, and she said I must be sure 

to come by eight; then I shall have to stay 

and wait for it.” 

‘©O, dear! Couldn’t she send it home, Kate? 

Or, must you have the dress for to-morrow?” 

‘© Yes, indeed, I must; I can’t go to church 

again without it; I have been disappointed for 

two Sundays. Let the children go without 

practicing, they sing well enough, I dare say.” 

«¢But I promised to go, or send some one,” 

said Alice, and she hurried away, looking 

troubled. 

Kate and her sister walked on in silence for 

some minutes; then Effie asked the question 

which was puzzling her. 

‘‘ Kate, that makes me think of the verse 

about following, and what you said this morn- 

ing. 

to go to Madame Vesey’s, instead of playing 

for the choir ? They will be afraid to sing in 

church to-morrow unless they practice to-night. 

And it is just an illustration of what I meant; 

I don’t see how people tell which way to go.” 

Said her sister: ‘*Don’t be silly, Effie; 

you talk altogether too much for a little girl. 

Don’t bother me now, anyway ; I’m thinking.” 

Do you suppose she was thinking about ways 

of following ? F. A. Power. 

How do you know that Jesus wants you 

FROM THE JUNIOR C. E. SOCIETY 

OF SIDNEY, OHIO. 

E have a hundred and seventeen mem- 

bers ; fifty-three of them are boys. We 

have eight committees, as follows: Lookout, 

Missionary, Temperance, Sunshine, Lend-a- 

hand, Visiting, Social, and Birthday. We 

have a scholarship for one of the Mountain 

Whites in North Carolina, for which we pay 

fifty dollars a year. We have just organized a 

Pansy Society among our Juniors. 

; Carotyn M. Witson.
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BABY’S CORNER. 

BABY’S CORNER. 
  

BABY FRANCES TO MISS FRANCES. 

Y DEAR MISS FRANCES: 

I want to write you a letter, 

on account of the package I 

got in the mail yesterday. It 

  

“| is the first mail I ever had, 

and I was very much surprised and very proud 

of it. 

pretty sunshine-colored things, and pinned one 

Mamma opened it and took out two 

BABY FRANCES. 

of them on my dress right away, and I tried to 

eat it up, but it wouldn’t come off. I try to 

eat everything, but there are very few things 

that I get swailowed. I have tried baked pota- 

toes, and newspapers, and silver dollars, and 

all kinds of things, but most generally some- 

  

body scowls and says, ‘*No, no!” and then I 

take the things out of my mouth and put my 

head on one side, so they won’t scowl any 

more. I can’t understand why everybody else 

puts so many things in their mouths, and why 

I can’t. 

But the sunshine-colored things are pretty to 

look at, even if I can’t eat them, and I thank 

you and love you very much. I will send you 

If I could 

see you I would say ‘Baa, baa, 

my picture when I have it taken. 

baa, baa, baa,” and would pull 

your hair and put my fingers in 

your eyes. ‘That is the way I pet 

people. 

I can do lots of things now. 

Literature is my favorite pursuit, 

and if you have any old news- 

papers and magazines to send me 

I should like them. 

strips, and they go ‘‘ Sssrrpsz!” 

I tear them in 

which is a very pretty sound. 

When anybody coughs anywhere 

I cough too, so that they won’t 

feel embarrassed, and then every- 

body laughs, and I cough some 

more. When I am surprised I 

can sigh, and say ‘‘My!” and I 

can also make several interesting 

noises to entertain people who call 

on me. 

This is a better place than 

where I was before. OnceI didn’t 

have anything to do but sit in my wagon and 

hear other babies cry. I don’t like to cry, and 

I never do except when I want something to eat. 

In those days the nurses didn’t pay much atten- 

tion to me, but now I’m the only baby in the 

house, and I have a nurse all to myself, and



CALLED. 

every one else attends to me whenever I want 

them to. I take two or three rides every day. 

Cora takes me down by the lake, and I wear a 

pink sunbonnet that shuts me in so that I can’t 

see much, and makes everybody that goes by 

say, ‘‘ How perfectly cute.” I go to all the band 

concerts, and shake my carriage up and down 

in time to the music, and I also go to some of 

the amphitheater concerts, and keep real still 

while people squeal like the cats in Washington, 

and while the organ rumbles the way it does 

when it gets dark and rains. Sometimes I flirt 

with nice-looking boys, but most people I won’t 

talk to at all. 

The world is a kind of a queer place. I 

don’t have to do anything but eat breakfast 

five or six times a day, and keep people busy 

Other folks 

seem to fly around and do all sorts of things, 

entertaining me between times. 

and I’m sorry for them. Sometimes they try 

to get me to walk, and to talk big ugly words 

like them; but I don’t see why any one wants 

to walk that can be carried around everywhere, 

and I’m sure I can make myself understood 

well enough with ‘‘ Baa, baa,” and a few other 

things. 

This is the first 

Come and see me as soon 

I must take a nap now. 

letter I ever wrote. 

as you can. 

Lovingly, 

FRANCES. 

    

CALLED. 

MISSIONARY in India visited at one of 

the homes and sang a hymn, the first 

line of the chorus of which was: 

“The voice of Christ is calling.” 

A little child in the home caught the words and 

remembered them. She did not know the mis- 

sionary’s name, but the next time she saw her 

coming toward their home, said: ‘+ Mother, 

‘the voice of Christ is calling’ again.” Sup- 

pose you and I pray that that missionary’s 

voice may be to that heathen mother like the 

voice of Christ, and that she will learn the way 

to him? 

  CHRISTMAS CHRYSANTHEMUMS.



INDIA.—MISSIONARY DOLLS. 

INDIA. 

OW many people are there in India? 

ite When some speaker tells us in num- 

bers we find it very hard to realize what he is 

saying, because mere figures, after they get 

above numbers with which we are very familiar, 

do not give us ideas. A writer on missions has 

tried to illustrate the multitudes for us by say- 

ing that if we could place all the people in 

India single file in a procession, allowing three 

feet of space for each person to walk in, and 

then could take our station at a given point to 

see them pass by, it would take — how long, 

do you think, for them to pass? I am certain 

you could never guess right, so I will tell you 

— forty years. 

Another of his illustrations is, that if some . 

good man made up his mind to give each 

woman in India a Bible, and wanted to hand 

it to each one himself, suppose he could, by 

working fast, give out twenty thousand a day, 

it would take him seventeen years to hand one 

to each. 

What are you and I doing for our brothers 

and sisters in India? 

CALLING FOR HELP. 

EWS comes from China that the heathen 

people of Sa Yong, a large city, have 

visited the missionaries stationed a long dis- 

tance from them, and asked them to come and 

reopen a chapel which has long been closed, 

because they have discovered that their young 

men are being ruined with gambling and opium 

smoking, and they do not know of anything 

but Christian teaching that can save them. 

MISSIONARY DOLLS. 

RETURNED missionary says that part 

of every missionary’s outfit ought to be 

several neatly-dressed dolls. She told of her 

experience in trying to get the women of China 

to come and visit her. At first they seemed 

afraid to do so; but she had been given a great 

doll by her little niece, and one day she dressed 

it neatly and set it in the window of her recep- 

tion-room. In a short time the room was filled 

with women who wanted to see that little baby, 

and ask questions about its eyes, its hair, its 

dress, and the like. Such a dollie as that they 

had never seen before. The lady said that 

after that the dollie held daily receptions for 

a long time, drawing in more of those poor 

heathen women in a few weeks than she could 

have done by months, perhaps years of effort. 

The best of it was they came again, and con- 

tinued to come, long after their curiosity about 

the doll was satisfied; and some of them are 

now earnest Christian women, at work for 

Jesus in their own land. 

MISSIONARY BOOKS AND PAPERS. 

N some mission stations where they are 

I teaching the people to speak English, the 

teachers are very glad to have copies of maga- 

zines and illustrated papers sent to them. One 

friend writes that she had a few copies of 

‘6 Wide Awake,” ‘‘ St. Nicholas,” Pansy, and 

the like, sent to her, which she kept for re- 

wards for good behavior and good lessons, and 

had gotten great help from them. Is not here 

a hint for some of you who have Pansigs, that 

you are willing to give or send to others? 

GIVING TO GOD. 

POOR woman in China, who has lately 

become a Christian, told her teacher 

that she always prayed to God, and to no one 

else; but she could not help taking a few sticks 

of incense along with her when she went to 

pray, because it seemed too mean not to give 

him anything. How glad that woman will be 

when she learns that Jesus said, ‘‘ Inasmuch as 

you have done it unto the least of these, my 

brethren, ye have done it unto me.” She can 

find so many things to do for her brothers and 

sisters, and it will be such joy to her to know 

that Jesus accepts every little act as if done 

for himself. Do you know any people in this 

Christian land who are troubled because they 

do not give anything to Jesus?



  
MARIAN LOOKED UP AT THE TREES.
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ATHLETICS. 
  

EAR YOUNG FRIENDS: 

The oldest is supposed: to be first, so 

while we are waiting for our dear friend, Pro- 

fessor Stagg, let me tell you a little of some of 

the ‘‘ athletics ” of half a century ago. 

In the first place let me say that, so far as 

developing muscle was concerned, the old 

method was quite a success. Many of the 

exercises had a further advantage for those 

whose cash account was limited; some of them 

being paid for in food and clothing, while the 

tuition was free. 

Then again, there was a sort of satisfaction 

in the feeling that we had exercised to some 

purpose, 7. e., had accomplished something. 

These exercises differed in winter from what 

they were in summer, and for all seasons there 

was a great variety. 

The gymnasium was large—much larger 

than any I have ever known to be built for any 

particular college or university in our land. 

Much of the apparatus was large, and while 

I am describing some of it, I may as well give 

you a brief account of one of the winter exer- 

cises. For example, one kind required in- 

struments, or apparatus as follows: First was 

chosen a perpendicular shaft of considerable 

height, say from thirty to a hundred feet high. 

No particular height or size was required — 

you see the rules as to form, or kind of wood 

were not at all strict. Indeed, now I think of 

it, I do not remember any two just alike, so 

there was much chance for variety; only we 

took what was provided. 

Now about the exercises. But perhaps I 

should first say, we were required to prepare 

our own ‘ horizontal bars ” — rather, bar, for 

we used but one at a time, as a rule, but 

always beginning with the perpendicular shaft. 

After exercising with that for a little while, we 

turned it into a ‘+ horizontal,” after which we 

mostly practiced upon that. 

There was another bit of apparatus which 

should be mentioned, as needful for the exer- 

cise on the shaft and upon the ‘‘ horizontal.” 

This differed in several particulars from the 

‘“‘dumb bells” or the ‘‘Indian clubs” sco 

familiar in all modern gymnasiums. This



“KEEP A SCRAP BOOK.” 

consisted of a piece of steel, which was pene- 
trated by a piece of wood, not far from three 
feet long, very smooth and shapely. Perhaps 
more strictly speaking, I should have said a 
piece of iron and steel; for this article was 
partly of iron, partly of steel; the iron part 

flat on the outer surface — that farthest from 

the steel; while the steel in its extreme part 

was very thin, being brought to a sharp angle. 

Now with this, the gymnast took his place 

by his shaft, one hand firmly grasping the 

wooden part of his instrument, at or near the 

end farthest from the head; the other hand a 

little lower down and nearer the heavy end, 

grasped not quite so firmly. Then with one 

foot a little advanced, the instrument was 

lifted high, and then made to descend quickly 

against the shaft at a point a little above the 

base. This was repeated for from three to 

ten minutes, according to the skill of the actor 

and the size of the shaft. 

Then the person would take his place upon 

the opposite side of the shaft, and repeat the 

exercise. 

By this he usually transformed his shaft 

into a ‘‘ horizontal,” and if the day was not 

too cold, he would then feel like removing his 

outer garment, or ‘‘ sweater.” 

The lad would then have an opportunity to 

exercise his eye for a few moments by spacing 

off his ‘‘ horizontal” into equal parts or dis- 

tances from the larger end. Having done 

this carefully, he was then required to stand 

upon it and repeat the exercise which he had 

while the shaft was standing, and also at each 

given point spaced. 

Of course there was considerable more than 

just this which I have described, making quite 

a goodly variety, all of which was thought to 

be very profitable. 

Now the advantages which we claim for this, 

over many other exercises, are: 

1. Pure (This is accredited to the 

gymnasium. ) 

2. It develops the lungs and chest, caus- 

ing vigorous circulation of the blood in the 

extremeties. 

3. It greatly strengthens the muscles of the 

arms and back. 

air. 

4. It enlarges the appetite. (Perhaps 
your fathers and mothers may think this an 
objection. ) 

d. It indirectly increases the comfort of 
the home, and aids in cooking the food. 

As I said, in summer the exercises changed 
greatly, affording a large variety, but were 
none the less vigorous. 

Pastor RossENBERG. 

“KEEP A SCRAP BOOK.” 

HIS is the title of a very good article 
found in the Christian Advocate. It is 

written by a wise and good man whose advice 
on most subjects is worth following. He says: 
‘‘ When I was a boy I did not have sense 
enough to keep a scrap book. I began some, 
but did not keep on with them. My memory 
was good, and I thought I did not need them; 

but I can now remember a great many things 

that I can’t remember. What I mean by that, 

is, J remember reading a very beautiful piece 
of poetry, for instance, two or three lines of 

which I can call up, but the rest is gone. In 

many cases I do not even know the name of 
the writer. I have seen many fine pictures 
in papers and magazines that would be very 
interesting to look over. Some of them I cut 

out, but they are lost. I have also lost many 
wise remarks, proverbs, charming short stories, 

and directions for doing useful and interesting 

things. So much do I feel sure that I have 

lost, that I would give fifty dollars apiece for 

the scrap books of each year, that I might have 

made from the time I was ten until I began 

really to preserve things, a few years ago. 

‘¢T know a gentleman who has kept a scrap 

book since he was eight years old. He is now 
fifty, and has been arranging his books in 

volumes with an index in the back of each. 
The older he grows the more useful his collec- 

tions become. He can go to his books, and 

get information about anything of importance 
that has happened during his life.” 

There is more to the article; but my object 
in quoting from it is to get the Pansies inter- 

ested in the suggestion which the writer makes.



  

N | AY has arrived, wearing the sweetest 

chaplet of the year, 

There spreads the oak its cool green light, and 

here 

The apple blossom flushes and the white thorn 

breathes, 

The fern sends leaflets, fresh from its downy 

sheathes, 

The woods aglow with flowers, soft drift of 

perfumed light, 

A picture of greens and browns, a smile of 

spring’s delight. 

Mackay Sutherland, in Songs of the Months. 

  

H! fragrant are the May winds, 

And fair the May-time skies, 

And tender is the gleaming, 

Whene’er a May day dies; 

Of all the months the year unfolds, 

In this our favored clime, 

None holds the loveliness we find 

In sweet May-time. 

— Selected. 

SONG OF THE PRINCESS MAY. 

ARCH and April go your way! 

You have had your fitful day, 

Wind and shower, and snow and sleet, 

Make wet walking for my feet, 

For I come unsandaled down 

From the hillsides bare and brown; 

But wherever I do tread 

There I leave a little thread 

Of bright emerald, softly set 

Like a jewel in the wet, 

And I make the peach-buds turn 

Pink and white, until they burn 

SONG OF SPRING. 

Rosy red within their cells ; 

Then I set the blooming bells 

Of the flowering alder ringing, 

And apple blossoms swinging 

In a shower of rosy snow 

As I come and as I go 

On my gay and jocund way, 

I, the merry Princess May. 

— Nora Perry, in S. S. Visitor. 

A SONG OF SPRING. 

UT in the garden, working away 

From early morn till the close of day, 

The florist coaxes the sun and dews 

’ To bring for his help their brightest hues ; 

Purple aud crimson, scarlet, gold — 

See the beauties as they unfold. 

What can there be so rich and rare 

As the colors the garden flowers wear? 

    

   

Down in the valley dark 

and deep, 

Under the grasses you 

must peep 

To spy the treasures of dainty blue 

Dear Mother Nature hides for you. 

Only a modest, smiling eye 

Gazing up at the quiet sky, 

But merry children with shout and call 

Declare the violet the best of all. 

M. H. C.



  
HURRAH FOR GARDEN !



THE BAG 

THE BAG OF SMILES. 

(A Wonder Story.) 

In Two Parts. 

PART II. 

S soon as Hilary had gone far 

enough to be out of sight of 

the wise old woman’s house, 

he sat down under a tree and 

looked at the paper which she 

— had given him, taking care to 

read only the firstrule: ‘*Find the Bag of 

Smiles.” ‘*Dear me!” he said to himself and 

the little bird. ‘‘Sbhe didn’t say where to go 

for it, or what it looks like, or who has it now. 

But there’s nothing to do but go right on and 

hunt.” And he trudged on brave as ever. 

For some days now they walked on through 

the forest without meeting anyone or finding 

anything new, but this time Hilary did not be- 

come discouraged, for he felt that he had had 

some success in finding the wise old woman, 

and that he had a wise little companion, too. 

The bird was a great help on the journey, for 

it always seemed to know where to go for nuts 

or water or a good resting-place in the forest; 

and when the dark night would come on, it was 

very comforting to hear its little ‘* Cheep!” 

just over Hilary’s head. At last Hilary said to 

it, ‘‘ To-day you shall lead the way all the time, 

little bird, and see if we do not come to some- 

thing better than we have found. Youshall go 

wherever you think best, and I will follow.” 

So the bird hopped off, and they two went 

through the forest in long straight lines until 

Then they did find something 

different from what they had seen, for the 

woods began to grow lighter, and the trees be- 

came fewer, and they saw patches of sunshine 

At last they came to the very edge of 

the forest, where the shade stopped and wide 

fields and meadows began again; and Hilary 

stood still and looked with wide eyes at a coun- 

try which he had never seen before. It was 

pleasant to be out in the sunshine again, but it 

seemed likely that the bag of smiles would be 

somewhere in the great forest, so they did not 

  

late afternoon. 

ahead. 

OF SMILES. 

leave the edge of it, but walked along in the 

grass until, near sunset, they came to some 

houses standing in the midst of grassy fields. 

There were three of these houses, and they 

were owned by three men who lived in them 

with their families. One man was very rich, 

one was very poor, and one was very great. 

The rich man was so rich that he used his silver 

and gold money to pave the driveways and 

footpaths around his yards and gardens, and 

he had moved to this quiet place near the for- 

est in order to be away from the people who 

came and asked him for money. The poor 

man was so poor that he used sand instead of 

sugar, and water instead of cream, and he had 

moved to the meadows near the forest because 

there he could have all the sand and water that 

hé wanted. The great man was so great that 

there was no grass in his yard, because it had 

been worn away by people who had come there 

to look at him; and he had moved to the quiet 

meadow so that it might not be so easy for 

strangers to find him. These men and their 

families were the only people anywhere about, 

and it was to their grounds that Hilary and the 

little bird came walking, not knowing what 

they should do. 

All three families received them very kindly, 

when they found that they had not come to get 

money, or to look at the great man, and the 

rich man’s wife was so pleased with Hilary and 

the little bird that she made them stop and visit 

her, and gave them a beautiful room to sleep 

in, and all they wanted to eat. Hilary could 

have staid there always, and have had money 

enough to buy anything that he wished, but he 

would not stop his search for the bag of smiles. 

He thought at first that he might receive some 

help from the families who lived in the meadow, 

and so he talked with the different people in 

each of them, but they had none of them heard 

of the bag of smiles, and many of them doubted 

whether there was such a thing. Then Hilary 

explained to them that he was looking for the 

secret of happiness, and asked if any of them 

knew it. The rich man said no, and told how 

he had once thought he could find it,.but bad 

long ago given up. The great man said no, 

also, and added that he had never known any-
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one who had heard of anyone who had seen 

anyone who was happy. The poor man said, 

‘¢no, indeed; I never was so foolish as to 

think that I could find the secret.” And so 

Hilary lost his hope of being helped by his new 

friends, though the rich man’s wife promised 

him enough money to buy the bag of smiles, in 

case he should find anyone who offered it forsale. 

Every day he and the little bird started into 

the forest to continue their search, and every 

night the bird would lead Hilary safely back to 

the rich man’s house. But they never found 

anything new on their journeys. At last there 

came a day when something dreadful happened. 

The rich man’s little daughter was lost. Hilary 

had never seen her, because she was kept 

always in the high tower of the great house, that 

no one might steal her in the hope of getting 

some of her father’s money. The windows of 

her room were so high that no one could climb 

to them, and the walls were so thick that no 

could get through them; and yet in some way 

the little girl Phyllis had been lost! 

There was great excitement all about, and 

when Hilary came back at night he found the 

house turned almost upside down with trouble. 

Next morning it was no better; no sign of 

Phyllis had been found. He was about to 

start on his daily journey to the forest, but was 

not sure but he ought instead to help the rich 

man’s family in their search. There was no 

telling but the little bird might help them as it 

had so often helped Hilary; yet there was the 

bag of smiles still waiting to be found! He 

tried to think what the wise old woman would 

be most likely to wish him to do, and when he 

remembered how he had found her by stopping 

to help the little bird, he decided to stop again 

to help the rich man and his little daughter. 

So they all went together on their search, 

and the little bird led the way, for everyone 

had heard of its wisdom and was willing to 

follow where it should go. But when they had 

walked all day and all night, and had seen 

nothing of the lost Phyllis, they began to 

grumble. ‘+ You would better be patient,” 

said Hilary, ‘¢ and keep right on, for the little 

bird always knows best.” But they were not 

patient, and at last they decided that it was 

OF SMILES. 

very silly to follow a foolish little bird through 

the woods; so everyone went his own way, and 

Hilary and the little bird were again left alone. 

Hilary had almost forgotten to thmk about the 

bag of smiles, he was now so eager to find the 

little Phyllis. At last, not many hours after 

he and the bird had been left by the others, he 

saw something yellow, like gold or sunshine, 

shining through the tree ahead of him. At first 

he could not think what it was, but as he came 

closer it looked more and more like long golden 

hair, and then he clasped his hands together 

and stood still as a mouse, for there was little 

Phyllis lying asleep at the foot of a tree! Her 

face was smiling as though pleasant dreams 

were floating around her, and in one hand she 

held tightly a leather bag which had a gold cord 

about its neck. 

Hilary and the bird remained very quiet 

until the little maid awakened; and it was not 

long before she had opened her eyes and smiled 

at them both. ‘I think you must be Hilary,” 

she said. ‘+I have heard of you and your 

little bird.” 

*¢ And you must be Phyllis!” said Hilary, 

and he told her how they had been searching 

everywhere for her. 

Then they sat down together, while the little 

bird hopped about and chirped for them, and 

Phyllis told how some enemies of her father 

had climbed up to her tower on a ladder which 

they had been building for years and years, 

but had only just finished. They carried her 

down and out into the forest before anyone 

knew it, and she could not guess what they 

would have done with her, for in the darkness 

she ran away from them at last, and for fear of 

never finding their way out they did not dare 

follow. Then she had been frightened and 

lonely enough, and had sat down under this 

tree to cry herself to sleep. While she was 

sleeping, she dreamed that a dear old woman. 

had come to her through the forest, had whis- 

pered to her that she must not be troubled, 

since some one was coming to find her, and had 

put a leather bag into her hand, telling her to 

give it to whoever should come. Sure enough, 

when she had awakened again, the real bag 

was there.
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Then Hilary almost cried for joy, and he 

took the bag and loosened the gold cord and 

gave italittle squeeze. As he did so he began 

to smile all over his face, for it seemed to him 

he had never been so happy before; and Phyl- 

lis was smiling just as much, and the little bird 

hopped about and chirped as though its throat 

would burst for gladness. There could be no 

doubt that this was the bag of smiles. 

After this, they started on together, Hilary 

and Phyllis hand in hand; and Hilary told all 

about his search for the secret of happiness, 

and how, oddly enough, he never seemed to 

find anything except at the time when he was 

not looking for it. Then he thought of how he 

could now read the next rule on the paper 

which the wise old woman had given him, and 

he drew it out and read it aloud: 

«Plant them in the Under-Garden.” 

This seemed even harder than the first, for 

who had any idea where the Under-Garden was? 

But Phyllis told him she would help him find it, 

and together, with the little bird’s help, they 

would surely have a beautiful time. It was very 

much quicker traveling in the forest when there 

were two who could take hold of hands and talk 

together, and almost before they knew it they had 

come to the place where they must turn out toward 

the rich man’s and the poor man’s and the great 

man’s houses. This would not be so pleasant ; 

for Phyllis did not want to go back to her 

tower, which would now be more lonely than 

ever, and they both wished to find the Under- 

Garden. They waited to see where the little 

bird would lead, but he sat on the twig of a 

tree and would not lead at all. So they talked 

about what they ought to do, and when they 

remembered the sadness of Phyllis’s father and 

mother, which must be growing deeper and 

deeper all the time, they decided that she must 

go home. And the little bird hopped down 

again and showed them the path. 

They had scarcely taken three steps before 

something strange happened. Phyllis’ foot 

slipped into a hole, and as Hilary would not let 

her hand go he slipped down with her. At 

first they thought they would fall only two or 

three feet; but instead of stopping they went 

on, down and down, and it grew dark and then 

BAG OF SMILES. 

light again, and when at last they stood still 

they were in a place far different from any that 

they had seen before. 

There was a queer light all about, more like 

moonlight than sunlight, and they could see no 

sky overhead. There were beautiful scents in 

the air, and in a moment they could see that 

these came from wonderful flower-beds which 

stretched around them in every direction. They 

hardly knew whether to be frightened or inter- 

ested in what they saw, but the bag of smiles 

was still with them so that they could not be 

unhappy, and very soon they heard a familiar 

«¢ Chirp!” that made them clap their hands for 

joy. The little bird had come down with them. 

They had not walked far before they saw a 

kind-looking man in a big gray cloak, who car- 

ried a basket in one hand and a watering-pot 

in the other. ‘‘If you please!” cried Hilary, 

‘¢can you tell us where we are and how we 

came here?” 

The man in the cloak set the basket and the 

watering-pot on the ground, and looked at the 

children for 2 moment. Then he said, ‘* This 

is the Under-Garden, and I think you must 

have fallen in through the wise eld woman’s 

passenger-hole. I told her only yesterday that 

something of this sort would happen before 

long.” 

Then Hilary and Phyllis laughed again for 

joy, for was not the Under-Garden the very 

place in the whole world (if it was in the world) 

where they wanted most to be? And they 

begged the man in the cloak to tell them what 

it was, and whether they could be allowed to 

plant anything there for themselves. 

‘*Come with me,” he said, ‘‘ and I will show 

you everything. The Under-Garden is the 

place where the flowers and bushes and trees 

come from, and you shall see me plant some 

This is not such a good season of the 

year as our busy time in the spring, of course, 

but something is being done every day. This 

morning it is just time for the golden-rod to 

begin, and I have a basketful here.” 

Then Hilary and Phyllis saw that his basket 

was full of tiny golden-rod blossoms, with little 

sticks fastened to them. The man in the cloak 

took those, one by one, and pushed them up 

now.
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into the roof of the garden, which hung just 

over his head; there they stuck fast, and he 

told the children that in the morning they would 

be growing out-of-doors up in the world. 

‘¢ And is this the way all the flowers come?” 

asked Phyllis. 

‘¢ Yes,” said the man in the cloak. ‘‘In the 

autumn we pull them down again, and every 

spring there is a violet day, and a daisy day, 

and a day for each of the early flowers, when 

we go about and send them up.” Then the 

children noticed that as far as they could see 

there were other men in gray cloaks either 

gathering tiny golden-rod blossoms from the 

great flower-beds, or carrying them about in 

baskets and putting them into the roof of the 

garden. 

At last Hilary showed their new friend the 

bag of smiles, and told him how the wise old 

woman had bidden him plant them here. ‘+ Very 

good,” said the man, ‘‘there is nothing that 

grows so well if they are only planted. Hold 

your bag up and squeeze it a little, and 

_ wherever you go the smiles will go up. There 

are several things besides flowers that we plant 

down here. If you stay long enough you can 

see some of the sigh-beds and the song-beds, 

and the thought-beds, I suppose; each different 

thing is planted where the right soil and the 

right air are found.” 

So the children went about in the greatest 

happiness, planting smiles wherever the men in 

the gray cloaks would allow them. Very soon 

Hilary asked how he might find the under- 

garden of his old home, where they needed 

smiles so much; but the men shook their heads. 

‘¢It would be no use,” they said; ‘‘ they would 

never grow there. We have tried again and 

again. The people there are all trying to plant 

them in their own gardens, and in such places 

they are never found. Since the wise old 

woman moved away no one there has thought 

to plant them in the gardens of other people.” 

As long as they dared to stay in the under- 

garden, Hilary and Phillis were kept busy in 

trying to empty their bag of smiles, but they 

could not begin to use them up. ‘‘ It will take 

— forever!” said Hilary at last. ‘¢ But it does 

not matter at all, I believe, for how could we 

be happier than we are now? There is no need 

of finding the third rule on the paper.” 

‘¢ Perhaps,” said Phyllis, ‘‘ when we are very 

old we may find out what it is. The bag of 

smiles will surely last as long as that.” 

And since the bag of smiles would surely 

last so long, what need to make this story any 

longer? No matter how far we might try to 

follow Hilary and Phyllis, we should certainly 

find them scattering the smile-seeds, and slowly 

finding the secret of happiness. I suppose that 

when they went back to the rich man’s house 

they made everything smiling there, and that 

when the rich man and his wife died they left 

their money to their two dear children. I sup- 

pose that the wise old woman and her little bird 

always remained their fast friends, while the 

swift years went on. It is quite likely that 

even in Hilary’s old home he may have been 

able at last to teach some of the people the 

secret of happiness, as far as he had found it; 

and that was far enough. It is quite likely 

that he and Phyllis never gave up their journey- 

ings together, hand in hand, even when her 

golden hair began to shine as grayly as Hilary 

remembered his grandmother’s when they had 

lived all alone in the little old cottage by the 

forest. But all these things, I say again, do 

not matter, for always the bag of smiles lasted, 

and the secret of happiness came nearer and 

nearer every day. 

R. MacponaLtp ALDEN. 

ORD, for the erring thought 

Not into evil wrought; 

Lord, for the wicked will 

Betrayed and baffled still ; 

For the heart from itself kept, 

Our thanksgiving accept. 

For ignorant hopes that were 

Broken to our blind prayer ; 

For pain, death, sorrow, sent 

Unto our chastisement ; 

For all loss of seeming good, 

Quicken our gratitude. 

— W. D. Howells.



LOCUSTS.—CROWS IN PEKING. 

LOCUSTS. 

()* course you know the grasshopper when 

Much the same is the 

locust, except the wings. Locusts fly as well 

as leap. They often seem like a dark cloud, 

as they go marching through the air like a 

mighty army. And quite as destructive are 

All at once the sun will 

you see him. 

they as some armies. 

food, destroyed by the locusts) and perhaps 

quite as many from pestilence (wide-spread 

disease, caused by the dead locusts). 

What awful havoc creatures so small can 

make, if they but get together, every one of 

them ! 

Why can’t we all work together for God? 

These locusts are mainly in Africa and Asia ; 

but drops of alcohol are everywhere; look out! 

  

                                              
  
    

                  
                                                                    
                                                                                        
    
  

        
    
  
  
  
        

    
              
  
                                                                  

                                                                                                                    
    
              
  
                                                                                                                                                                                                    
        
          

  
                    

  

            
          

                
  
  

          
  

    
  
      
  

      

  
            

                                      

                        
  

                    
        
          
  
  

                                

          
            
  
  

                      

  

          
  

          
      

  

TRYING TO FRIGHTEN THE LOCUSTS. 

be darkened, then down upon the green fields 

of grain the hosts of locusts descend, and ina . 

little while all the wheat or rye and every green 

thing are devoured. 

In vain the farmer and his family run out, 

and with every possible noise and flourish of 

flags try to frighten their ravenous enemy away. 

They will not leave till every blade is eaten. 

Then with a mighty noise of the wings they 

arise and rush away in the current of wind 

toward another green field. So on till some 

strong blast blows them into the sea where the 

waters for miles will be covered with their 

carcasses. 

Then another wind often brings back the 

sickening stench from which multitudes of 

people die. 

So, many people die of famine (want of 

CROWS IN PEKING. 

ROWS are not pretty birds, 

/ and we do not blame the far- 

mer who keeps his shot gun 

} ready to pepper them when 

they come to steal his corn 

from the cornfield. 

Perhaps not many of the Pansies have ever 

seen a crow’s nest in America, where they are 

built high up in the trees of the thick woods. 

But if any Pansy should visit Peking, away off . 

in China, where Teddy’s uncle came after he 

made them his short visit, to say good-by, he 

would see more crows’ nests than he could 

count, unless he is very good indeed at count- 

ing, and would hear the hoarse caw of his 

crowship all day long. 

 



A CURIOUS LIBRARY. 

Peking is a very large city with a high 

brick wall, so high that you cannot see over it 

from the top of the highest house; nor climb 

over it unless you had Jack’s beanstalk to 

help you. And there are trees and bushes 

growing all over the wide top of the wall. 

I should think there must be as many crows 

as people, living inside of the wall. But they 

can get out without going around to one of the 

large gates. Although there are always plenty 

of crows around all day, yet if you were in 

Peking, and should awake at the gray of early 

dawn, you would hear what would be pretty 

sure to awaken you for a good many mornings 

after you first came — the caw, caw, cawing of 

many, many crows altogether. And if you 
got up and went to the window to see what all 

this noise was about, you would see a great 

black stream of crows flying off over the tree- 

tops and over the city wall, away to the coun- 

try to get their breakfast. Then in the evening 

as the sun was just going down behind the 

hilltops away off in the west, you would see 

them coming back home. from every direction, 

- some in flocks, some in long straggling lines, 

some alone. 

There are many trees in Peking, and all the 

larger trees are homes for the crows. One day 

I counted twenty-seven nests in one tree. 

And when I tell you that each nest was a 

bundle of dry sticks as large as a pretty good- 

sized boy could carry in both arms, you may 

think the tree was well loaded. 

Yes; Ned is saying to himself, ‘* Wouldn’t 

that be jolly? Id soon be in that treetop!” 

No, my little man; not if you were a Chinese 

boy in Peking. No one there ever thinks of 

disturbing a crow, or its nest. One would 

just as soon think of tearing down his neigh- 

bor’s house, as the nest of a crow in his tree- 

top. So the crows become very neighborly in 

a way. <A few days ago, when it was very 

hot and dry, I was sitting on the edge of my 

veranda. Suddenly two large crows, with 

their beaks open, and panting with thirst, flew 

to the ground a few feet away, and walking to 

the saucer of a pot of flowers that had just 

been watered, each took a good drink. They 

then walked carelessly about for a time, then 

flew and perched on the wall a little way off, 

and finally flew away. 

Although no one disturbs them, and they do 
a great deal of good in the city by gathering 

up and eating things that would be harmful if 

left to decay, yet they also do a good deal of 
mischief. They are worse than hawks in car- 
rying off little chickens, if they are let loose 
in the court. The magpie, who is nearly as 

large, and quite as noisy as the crow, and who 

knows how to keep his rights, and the little 

sparrow that builds its nest in a hole far under 

the tiles of the house roof, or in some other 

safe corner, out of Mr. Crow’s reach, are the 

only birds that can live in his neighborhood. 

A. B. L. 
Pexine, China. 

A CURIOUS LIBRARY. 

HE great library of the Dukes of Devon- 

shire has one singular feature. The doors 

to this large room are made, when closed, to 

look like rows and rows of shelves, and are 

filled with what are called ‘* Dummy” books. 

That is, pieces of thin board shaped like books, 

and having titles printed on their backs like 

real books. Of course they are not heavy as 

real books would be, so the doors open readily, 

but when they are closed, it is said that a 

stranger left in the room, if he had not noticed 

this peculiarity, would be perfectly bewildered, 
and imagine that there was no possible way 

out of the room. Turn which way he would, 

the eye would rest on nothing but rows and 

rows of books reaching from floor to ceiling. 

HOUGHTS do not need the wings of words 
To fly to any goal. 

Like subtle lightnings, not like birds, 

They speed from soul to soul. 

Hide in your heart a bitter thought, 

Still it has power to blight. 

Think Love, although you speak it not; 

It gives the world more light. 

— Selected.
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GAMES. 

ERE is one, which though quite old never 

goes out of fashion, because it not only 

interests and amuses, but helps us to think. I 

have discovered that intelligent girls and boys 

have no objection to being helped a little, even 

by a game, if it does not destroy the fun. 

Two of the Pansies write us that they enjoy 

the ‘¢ Historic Game” at their house very much. 

They say that the one who makes a mistake is 

called upon to pay a forfeit; and ‘+ mother ” 

gives a flower or a bonbon to the one that can 

get through the alphabet without any delays or 

blunders. 

I find in an exchange the modern sugges- 

tions of how to play this old-time game. 

Suppose a party of friends to be pleasantly 

seated for an hour’s enjoyment, and to have 

voted for the ‘‘ Historic Game.” The leader 

says, ‘‘Once upon a time I took a trip to 

Chicago in company with Addison.” 

His next neighbor on the left says, ‘‘I re- 

member, Thomas Bailey Aldrich was one of 

the party.” 

The next one adds, *‘ And so was Matthew 

Arnold.” 

In this way it passes around the circle. Woe 

to the unfortunate girl or boy who cannot think 

of a celebrated person of the past or the pres- 

ent whose name begins with ‘ A.” 

sequences will be a forfeit. 

When it is again the leader’s turn, he says: 

‘¢ While in Chicago we met Elizabeth Barrett 

The con- 

Browning,” or any other person known to fame 

whose name commences with ‘* B.” 

Immediately his left-hand neighbor must be 

ready to say, ‘‘O, yes! and don’t you know 

William Cullen Bryant was talking with her 

when we called?” 

The next one adds, ‘‘ Robert Browning was 

in the back parlor at the same time.” And the 

fourth is ready with, ‘‘I was more interested 

in meeting Lord Byron; you know he was 

present that evening.” 

Of course, this is merely suggestive; any 

names commencing with ‘‘B” may be used, 

and any form of sentence used to introduce 

them. For older persons accustomed to these 

great names it will after a time become very 

amusing to think of people who lived perhaps 

hundreds of years apart, meeting in Chicago. 

By the time a company of young people have 

gone through the alphabet, they will be either 

remarkably intelligent and quick-witted, or else 

a number of forfeits will have to be paid. Of 

course the funnier these forfeits are the more 

fun. 

BOOKS. 

HAT an exchange claims to be the 

largest book store in the world is 

kept by a Mr. Cole of Melbourne. He has 

over a million books in his store, and is con- 

stantly buying. In the large salesroom he has 

easy chairs and lounges, and customers are 

invited there to rest and read. Very many of 

those who come to read go away, it is said, 

without buying a penny’s worth. Still Mr. 

Cole finds that this attention to the comforts 

of his friends is a paying business. Very 

often some one comes in to look at a book of 

reference without intending to buy it. He is 

made perfectly welcome, and served with the 

book he wants; before he leaves the store he 

has, perhaps, found two or three other books 

that he. had not thought of but wants to own, 

so he makes‘a large purchase. 

Mr. Cole began at the lowest round of the 

ladder. His first store was a wheelbarrow 

filled with books, which he set up in the Mel- 

bourne market.
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“qT was not very cold, but there 

} was an ugly wind blowing, as 

| there is apt to be in March. 

# The newsboys were out in full 

7 force with the afternoon edi- 

# tion of the large dailies, and 

as usual half a dozen of them waylaid the same 

man and besought him to buy. Three, more 

persistent than the rest, followed one man, who 

had already shaken his head at several, and 

shouted their wares in his ears. ‘*Have a 

‘daily, sir—daily? Last edition, just out. All 

about the great prize in the Broadway House.” 

‘sWhat is that?” asked the man, turning 

back after shaking his head. ‘‘ Great fires 

where? Has there been a great fire?” 

‘© Yes, sir,” said the oldest- boy promptly. 

‘¢ Great fire in New York; Lower Broadway in 

ashes; fire still raging.” 

‘“‘It is strange I haven’t heard of it,” 

the man irresolutely. ‘* Well, give me a paper. 

Here, I’ll take one of the little chap; you older 

fellows are better able to look out for your- 

selves.” And he held out a piece of money to 

the small boy who had been reaching forth his 

papers with the others. 

Instead of taking it he drew back his hand, 

and said earnestly, ‘* There ain’t been no big 

fire, sir; Joe is just chafling you. It’s all 

about the prize in overcoats at the Broadway 

House.” 

‘¢Shut up, Billy, and hand out your paper. 

What do you know about business? There’s 

always fires in New York. It may all be burned 

up by this time.” This from the big boy, who 

snatched at a paper from the little fellow’s pack, 

and tried to hand it to the customer. But Billy 

made a firm grasp after it. 

‘“‘I say I ain’t going to get no lying livin’, 

not if I starve for it,” he declared proudly. 

said I wouldn’t lie, nor steal, nor nothin’, ever, 

and I won't.” 

‘Good for you, my boy,” said the gentle- 

man, laughing. ‘You'll beat in the end, I 

believe. Tl stoke your paper now, anyhow — 

two of them.’ 

But at that moment a woman who had been 
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passing, and who had paid no attention to the 

boys until Billy spoke, and then had turned and 

stared at him, now stepped back and joined the 

group. 

‘¢ Billy who?” she asked. 

little fellow’s name?” 

‘‘ Billy Snyder, ma’am,” explained the large 

boy eagerly. ‘‘ He’s an awful little chap to be 

selling papers; and he ain’t no warm clothes 

to wear, neither, ’cause his father and mother 

is dead, and he has to support himself.” 

‘“‘Ig that true?” asked the woman, giving a 

severe look at the tall boy, and turning toward 

the little fellow for her answer. 

‘¢ Yes, ma’am; it is Gospel truth,” 

the tall boy. 

‘*Tve had a specimen of your truth,” 

the woman, regarding him with disdain; ‘I 

asked the boy who can be believed.” And she 

looked steadily at Billy. Thus appealed to, 

Billy nodded his head, his lip quivering. The 

tall boy was looking at him, too, and gravely 

added, ‘‘ His mother only died last month, and 

she left him to my care. I do the best I can 

for him, but that ain’t much.” 

‘¢ Have you had your dinner?” 

Billy nodded again, and struggling for his 

voice explained that he had a chunk of bread 

that Joe gave him. 

Meantime, the customer, having slipped his 

money into Billy’s hand— enough to pay for 

two papers—had gone away without them, 

which Billy, discovering, 

whelmed with anxiety and shame, and begged 

Joe, as being the fastest runner, to clip it after 

him and give him back his money. 

“JT ain’t goin’ to do it,” said Joe firmly. 

¢* There’s two reasons: first off, he’s got so far 

ahead of me that I couldn’t catch him in the 

crowd, and the p’licemen would nab me for try- 

ing; and the other reason is he meant you to 

have the money. You’re too green to do busi- 

ness, Billy, if you don’t see that he give it to 

you a-purpose. There ain’t no call for a fuss 

about it.” 

‘¢ Yes,” said the woman, when Billy’s eyes 

appealed to hers,,‘‘I think that is so; he slipped 

it into your hand while I was talking with you 

and walked away; but I like you the better for 

‘¢What is the 

continued 

said 
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trying to be honest clear through. It shows 

what your mother must have been, and how 

she must have felt to have left you in bad com- 

pany,” with another severe look at Joe. 

“Tl tell you what it is, little boy; you can 

go along home with me if you want to. I was 

looking for a little boy to take home and bring 

up. I meant to take a bigger one than you, it 

is true; but your voice sounded so like his, I 

had to turn around and see who you were; and 

your name is Willie, I suppose? Would you 

like to go home with me and have a good 

supper?” 

Billy looked at Joe, and that young man 

made haste to add a reassuring word. ‘A real 

prime supper, Billy, piping hot; and put on a 

plate, you know, like folks, and maybe a swal- 

low of real downright milk. Tell you what! 

wouldn’t you be sot up?” 

‘¢Could I come back to you to-night?” ques- 

tioned Billy. And Joe, seeing a decided nega- 

tive in the woman’s firm blue eyes, hurried on. 

‘¢ Not to-night, O, bless you, no! It’s goin’ 

to be downright cold after the sun goes down, 

and you know how cold it is in our cellar, Billy ? 

Well, wot would you say to a bed to sleep on, 

and like as not a blanket or somethin’ warm to 

cover you up with? O, my!” Then to the 

woman: ‘‘J hate to part with him, ma’am; he’s 

a cute little fellow, and a spry one, and all that, 

and I promised his mother to look after him; 

but I don’t believe I can do better than to coax 

him up to go with you. I can see, as well as 

the next one, that you would be good to him. 

Where do you live?” 

‘¢ You are very kind,” said the woman, with 

calm sarcasm. ‘‘If I can’t do better by him 
than to teach him to tell what is false, I shall 

be sorry. However, I suppose you really mean 
to be good to him. I live at Rosegarten, and 
I must make the four o’clock train. T’ll take 
the little boy out with me to-night if he chooses 
to go; and next Wednesday —a week from 
to-day —if you don’t see him before, you may 
come to the Arnold House and ask for Mrs. 
Traverse. Do you know where the Arnold 
House is?” 

‘*You bet I do!” said Joe, and his eyes 
danced. ‘* You go ahead, Billy, and eat sup- 
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per enough for me and you both,” was his last 

bit of advice to the shivering Billy, who, now 

that he had been standing still so long, realized 
how sharp was the March wind. 

It had all been done so suddenly that even 
Mrs. Traverse, who was used to doing things 

suddenly, was astonished. It was five months 

since her William went away — her good boy 
William, who had lived with her ever since he 

was seven, and on his fifteenth birthday had 

gone to Heaven. Such care as she had taken 
of him. It was no fault of hers, nor indeed of 

his, that the omnibus ran over him that even- 

ing, and wounded him so that in two months 
he died. It was only another crime added to 
the long list of those which are caused by 
drunken drivers. Mrs. Traverse said then, to 

_all her neighbors, that she would never take 
another boy. But they knew her well, and did 
not believe her. 

William had been a great care, and a 

She was not used to living 
alone. 

great comfort; and Bruce missed him almost 

as much as she did— Bruce was the Newfound- 
land dog. And here she was this March after- 
noon hurrying toward the station with a little 
shivering boy by her side, in a jacket much too 
thin for him, and with no mittens at all. Mrs. 

Traverse thought of William’s outgrown clothes 
packed neatly away in a trunk in the store- 
room, and was gratified. 

Exactly a week later, at three o’clock of the 
afternoon, a tall, rough-looking newsboy, with 
a red. face and a shock of red hair, and bare 

red hands, came all but breathlessly up the 
steps of the Arnold House, very much out of 

breath from walking in the March wind, for it 
was an ugly day, and was rapidly growing 
uglier. Joe had had ill luck that day; people 
were too cold or in too much haste to care for 
papers, and his dinner had been missed entirely, 

after a very scanty breakfast. The three o’clock 
train was due, and the latest edition of the 
dailies was just out; he would probably have 
his share of custom at the station if he were 
there; but Joe had waived business, and re- 
solved upon seeing little Billy, whom he missed 
as he had not supposed he could. 

‘“Pl see him, if I have to go without my 
supper, and my breakfast into the bargain,” he
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muttered, ‘‘ and if he ain’t having good times, 

and the something hot for supper, and some- 

thing warm to cover over him at night is all 

gammon, I’ll take him back to the cellar, if we 

have to both starve for it.” 

Then a side entrance door of the Arnold 

House suddenly opened, and a voice he knew 

said, ‘*Come right in, Joe.” And he found 

himself dragged into a room so bright, and, to 

his eyes so handsomely furnished, that it looked 

like another world. The boy who dragged him 

was dressed from head to foot in a handsome 

gray suit, and had on a collar, and a bit of blue 

ribbon for a neck-tie. His trousers came just 

below the knees, like what Joe called the 

‘¢ swell” boys on the street, and his long black 

stockings fitted perfectly; so did his buttoned 

boots, that shone, Joe explained when describ- 

ing him, ‘‘ like any gent’s on the Avenue.” 

Such stories as Billy had to tell. What did 

Joe think of hot breakfasts as well as suppers? 

And a mug of milk with every meal— two of 

them, if he. wanted them—and fresh eggs, and 

meat every day for dinner, and all eaten at a 

toble with a cloth on as white as snow. And 

napkins, Joe, like those things they had at that 

little boy’s house that time he got hurt and we 

helped him home.” 

‘¢ Jewhickity! ” said Joe, feeling that there 

was no other word known to him which would 

express his views. ‘‘ And don’t she never lick 

you, nor send you off to bed without any sup- 
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per? And do you have a blanket or something 

to cover you?” 

“Lick me?” repeated Billy indignantly, ‘1 

guess she don’t! She don’t lick nobody, Aunt 
Hannah doesn’t. She’s my Aunt Hannah — 

you didn’t know that, did you?) And I’ve got 

a bed all my own, as soft—oh! as soft as any- 

thing — and long white things on it, and blan- 

kets, two of ’em, big and soft, and a white 

beautiful one that looks like snow made of silk 

spread over it all, and two pillows; and sbe tucks 

me up; and one night, Joe — she kissed me.” 

Billy’s voice sank lower and lower while he 

talked, until, when he reached this astounding 

statement, it was given in an awe-struck whisper. 

‘¢ Jewhickity-Jane!” said Joe. 

“Yes,” said Billy, ‘and she says my voice 

is like her William’s that died, and that if I am 

good I shall be her Willie; she calls me Willie 

all the time; there ain’t no ‘Billy’ any more. 

She said she noticed my voice the first thing. 

That’s what made her turn around and listen to 

what I said; and she liked what I said, too. 

Then Joe, after a moment’s thoughtful silence : 

“JT say, little kid, wot if you hadn’t up and told 

the truth that day about the fire? Where would 

you have been now? ” 

But Billy’s thoughts were already elsewhere. 
‘© You are to stay to dinner,” he announced, 

with radiant face; ‘‘and we are going to have 

chicken, and pie, and lots of goodies.” 

Pansy. 

  
A MARCH BREEZE.
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CELIA STUART’S TRUST. 

HE was a pretty girl when her 
face was pleasant, but this 

| 4 tires morning it was all in a frown. 
VIE ie In vain Baby Frances made her 
\ HE prettiest attempts at speech, 

Sle Celia would not smile. Some- 
thing was the matter with one of the wheels to 
Baby Frances’ carriage, so the willow top had 
been taken off and set on the floor, with Frances 
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her Amelia Jane and go and call upon them. 
In her secret heart she believed that Amelia 
Jane was better looking and better dressed 
than any of the other dollies, but she could not 
be quite sure until she had a nearer view. It 
was very trying, just as she had Amelia Jane 
dressed in her best, and was going out of the 
door, to be called back to Frances. Celia could 
never remember feeling so thoroughly out of 
humor as she did when she slammed her dollie 
on the floor, and told her sharply to ‘lie still 

  
THE KITTENS IN BABY’S PLACE. 

in it, and Celia had been called to amuse her, 

while the wheels went to the carriage maker’s 

to be repaired. As a general thing Celia was 

ready to play with Baby Frances, but this 

morning she was not. Carrie Wheelock, her 

next-door neighbor, had company, two little 

girls with curls and dollies; they were out in 

the yard at this moment having a party for 

their dollies, and Celia had intended to take 

and behave herself!” and then sat down in a 
sullen little heap in front of Frances. She was 
half-frightened at the thoughts which floated 
through her mind. ‘I’m sick and tired of 
taking care of Frances! I just wish she had 
some wings and would fly away.” I suppose 
what made her think of this, was the fact that 

two bright-winged birds at that moment flew 
past the window and alighted on one of the
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limbs of the great oak-tree. Celia reflected 

that Frances would look very pretty in her 

white dress, seated up there among the green 

leaves. Frances, however, not being a bird, 

wanted to be amused, and puckered her lip when 

she found Celia was not going to amuse her. 

‘¢Hush up!” said that young woman, speak- 

ing sharply; ‘‘it is bad enough to have to stay 

in the house and take care of you, without 

having you cry about it.” 

Just then she heard a shout of laughter from 

the yard next door. Celia’s curiosity got the 

better of her. ‘*I’ll just run to the door and 

seé what they are laughing about,” she said, 

springing up; ‘‘ nothing can happen to Frances 

in such a little minute as that.” 

‘¢Q, Celia!” called Carrie, the minute the 

side door opened and Celia’s head appeared, 

‘do come here and see what we found in the 

china bowl in our playhouse.” 

“TI can’t,” said Celia; ‘I have Baby to take 

care of. What did you find?” and she moved 

three steps toward the next yard. She did not 

mean to do it, but they held up something for 

her to see, and she could not see it; she took 

three steps more, and at last was fairly inside 

the yard, gazing at the curious flying bug with 

great green wings, that had set up housekeep- 

ing in the china bowl. After that it could do 

no harm merely to glance at the dollies and see 

if they were in any way superior to Amelia 

Jane. 

short time indeed, then ran back as fast as she 

In her own opinion she staid a very 

could, expecting to hear Frances scream as 

she neared the sitting-room. But no sound 

reached her ears. She pushed open the door 

in breathless haste. There lay Amelia Jane on 

the floor where she had thrown her, but in the 

willow carriage top sat Frisk and Whisk, look- 

ing as full of mischief as their names suggested. 

But where was Frances? Ido not think poor 

Celia ever forgot the feeling which came over 
her as she saw the kittens in Baby’s place, and 

realized that Baby was gone. For a moment 

it seemed to her as though her heart stopped 
beating. The next, she gave a scream which 
could have been heard away out at the stables. 

‘©Q, mamma! what has become of Frances?” 

Through the house she ran, screaming louder 

TRUST. 

with every step, until Ann caught hold of her 

arm and spoke with authority. ‘‘ For pity’s 

sake, Miss Celia, stop your yelling. You will 

scare your mamma to pieces, and set the baby 

into fits. Whatever is the matter?” 

‘¢The baby!” screamed Celia. ‘‘ Somebody 

has carried her off.” 

‘“* Why, what ails the child? The baby is in 

her mamma’s arms this minute going to sleep, 

or trying to, if you don’t scare her out of it.” 

‘“©Q, Ann! are you sure mamma has her?” 

‘¢Sure? of course lam. Didn’t I just take 

her up a glass of water? Sit down, child, and 

get your breath; you are all of a tremble. 

What did you think had happened?” 

‘¢T didn’t know,” said Celia, and she dropped 

in a little heap on the floor and began to ery. 

‘¢Mamma,” said the little girl that evening, 

after several things had been explained, ‘do 

you think perhaps God had you take Frances 

out of her carriage just then, and let Frisk and 

Whisk come in her place to scare me and pun- 

ish me? He wouldn’t do that, would he, when 

he could see right into my heart, and knew I 

did not mean it at all; that I would not have 

her fly away for anything in the world?” 

her work-basket for a 

Celia’s idea some way 

Mamma bent over 

moment to hide a smile. 

sounded very odd. 

‘¢T think, dear, that God may have let Frisk 

You 

were given a trust, you know, and were not 
faithful to it. Serious things might have hap- 

pened to Frances even in that short time, which 

was not so short as it seemed to you. If the 

fright you had has taught you to be faithful 

when you are called to take a responsibility, you 

will have reason to thank the kittens for their 

share in the day’s lesson, will you not?” 

Celia smiled somewhat gravely ; but the next 

moment she shivered as she said: ‘¢O, mamma! 

wouldn’t it have been dreadful if He had given 

her wings, and she had flown up in a tree, and 

we could not get her down?” 

‘¢ Poor little girlie,” said her mother, ‘+ your 
nerves need resting. If I were you I would 

go to bed, and to sleep. 

of Frances, and you, and the birdies, and 

everybody.” ALICE ParKER BEALE. 

Presently she answered : 

and Whisk help to teach you a lesson. 

God will take care
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BABY’S CORNER. 

MY VISIT TO 

Cy night I looked out of the window to 

see if my friend the Moon was up. 

No, the sky was filled with dark clouds. 

When I had gone to bed I heard the door- 

bell ring, and mamma brought an invitation 

that invited me to take tea at the Mooun’s. 

Iwas real glad, and the next night I went. 

When I got to our door, a white cloud was 

ready to take me. 

THE MOON. 

When I got there we had tea, and after- 

wards, I looked down on the earth and saw 

When they 

ant said, ‘*‘ I beat.” 

The other, ‘I 

And so they kept on quarreling, 

two little ants playing a game. 

had got through, one little 

The other, ‘‘You did not.” 

did too.” 

and I saw a good many other things. 

When I got home, I told mamma all about it. 

Doris A. Ricn (eight years old). 
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THE SQUIRREL’S HOME. 

NE beautiful morning in May 

my brother, little daughter 

and myself left Paducah, Ky., 

where the two latter were vis- 

iting the former, at the early 

hour of 3.4. M. It is not my 

intention to describe the journey, and but one 

feature or experience at a park in Memphis, 

Tenn., which we reached at about nine o’clock. 

This park is in the heart of the city, sur- 

rounded on all sides by business houses. I 

should say it was not more than a block in size, 

with trees that were either a natural growth, or 
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had been planted so long ago that they had 

grown large and strong, and extended their 

branches in every direction, giving welcome 

shade to visitors, and affording ample room for 

hundreds of homes of squirrels. These squir- 

rels are perfectly tame, and it is of them I wish 

to write. 

It is said that years ago an old man became 

interested in the squirrels in the park — then 

many less than now—and spent most of his 

time with them. He probably being one of 

those who have a kind of magnetic attraction 

for all animals, the squirrels became very fond 

of him, and would come at his call to eat from 

his hand. 

I do not know how it came about that the 

city authorities were brought to protect these 

little animals, or how it is that in the four or 

five hours we spent there not a dog was to be 

seen, but certain it is that the squirrels were 

wholly free from fear of man, and only the 

animals that live at peace with them are allowed 

to be there. The stately peacock spreads his 

matchless tail, the shy rabbit nibbles the clover, 

and the guinea-pig burrows into its hole under 

the trees; but nothing that can disturb or an- 

noy comes near this lovely place. A fourtain 

throws vp its spray in the center, and benches 

are placed around the outside, and at infrequent 

intervals inside the park, which is without fence, 

open to the business street, accessible as a 

resting place to any weary passer-by. 

I had heard of these squirrels from my 

brother, and came to see in an exceedingly 

SQUIRREL’S HOME. 

skeptical frame of mind, but like the wonders 

of King Solomon to the Queen of Sheba, ‘+ The 

half had not been told.” 

We had provided ourselves with an abun- 

dance of peanuts, and quietly seated ourselves 

on the edge of the walks with them in our 

hands. The little creatures for a time were 

shy, seeming to know we were strangers, and 

one and another would come nearer and yet 

nearer, only to run away a little distance and 

watch us with their bright eyes, as if making a 

natural study of us. I began to feel like say- 

ing, ‘‘I told you so,’’—that the stories that 

had been told me were largely imaginative — 
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when an old gray-beard of a 

fellow came trotting up and 

took a nut I had thrown 

two or three arm’s lengths 

from me; becoming bolder, 

he came yet nearer and took 

the nuts very near my hand; a third trial, and 

he helped himself generously from my hand. 

Encouraged by his success, others came from 

all directions, taking the nuts thrown to them,
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either eating them, or with many queer antics 

carrying them with them, digging little holes in 

the ground and hiding them. One fellow, after 

hiding several nuts, came back for more, and 

as I refused to give him one, with a sly twinkle 

of his eye retreated and dug up one he had 

hidden, and as if in derision shook his head at 

me, and contentedly ate it. 

One mother squirrel in whom I had become 

much interested, who had been fed from my 

hand several times, came up for more — for 

they are veritable Oliver Twists — and I hung 

on to the nut with my thumb and finger; she 

pulled and pulled in vain; finally, bracing her- 

self on her hind legs, she put her cold front 

paws on my hand, and succeeded in drawing 

the nut from my fingers. The others had like 

experiences with myself, my little girl being 

especially fortunate, and, naturally, greatly 

delighted with her success. 

A gentleman who was near seemed to be an 

expert in gaining the little creatures’ confidence. 

He shelled his pecan nuts— which seemed to be 

a greater favorite than peanuts — and, keeping 

a quantity in his hand, the squirrels would climb 

over his knees into his lap, and remain, two or 

three of them at a time, as contentedly as little 

kittens, eating their plunder close under his 

hands. 

We had but one day to spend in the city of 

Memphis, but, yielding to the wishes of my 

little girl—I confess my brother and myself 

were not unwilling to do so—we spent the 

larger part of the day with the squirrels; and 

should any of my young friends visit the city, 

they have but to go and see for themselves that 

this is an ‘‘o’er true tale.” 

AuicE Hamiiton Ricu. 

    

A THOUGHTFUL TOAD. 

HERE was once a toad who planned an 

easy way of getting his living. He lived 

near a yard where many chickens were fed. 

The meal which they left in their saucers natu- 

rally soured very soon, and called the flies in 

large numbers. ‘‘ Here,” said the toad, look- 

ing on, ‘is my opportunity.” 

TOAD.—WISE BEN. 

Towards evening he would arrive, choose his 

saucer, climb into it, and roll over and over 

until he was covered with meal. Before long 

he was surrounded by flies, who had also come 

to supper. They buzzed about the great lump 

of meal, so busy getting their share that they 

did not seem to notice what was steadily going 

on. No sooner did one of them get within 

reach of the toad’s mouth when out went his 

tongue, and that particular fly was seen no 

more.’ 

This story is a fact, and is taken from a 

scientific journal. It says, moreover, that the 

toad planned and carried out this scheme, not 

once, nor twice, but every day for many days. 

Besides being an interesting item in natural 

history, it strikes me that there is a curious 

moral for human creatures wrapped up in it. 

Can you find it? 

WISE BEN. 

E was a dog, and he knew as much as 

some human beings, and was kinder 

hearted than some. He lived at a farmhouse. 

One very cold day, toward night, it was dis- 

covered that the hens had not come home. 

The snow was very deep, and there was no- 

body at the farm who could go in the cold and 

hunt for hens. At least, it was supposed that 

there was nobody. 

Whether they had forgotten all about Ben, 

or thought him not capable of going, the 

article from which I am taking this account 

does not state. However, Ben did not wait 

to have his duty pointed out to him. He 

presently pawed at the kitchen door, and it 

being opened, brought in, in his mouth and 

dropped in a comfortable place before the fire 

a half-frozen hen; then rushed away and 

speedily returned with another. Nor did he 

give up his humane efforts until every hen was 

lying on the hearth getting thawed out. I am 

glad to tell you that, thanks to Ben, the hens 

all recovered; though a few minutes more in 

the icy air would have finished their lives. 

The question is, who told Ben that they were 

freezing, and ought to be rescued?
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HARVEY’S EVIDENCE. 

ALLOO! you’re the thief, are 

you? It’s lucky I came around 

this way. Here, sir! Don’t 

you undertake to run; just 

march in and show yourself. 

Halloo, Vick! I’ve found your 

A good-sized apple in his mouth, 

   
thief for you. 

and two bulging out of his pockets.” 

spoke, Harvey Burroughs dragged his victim 

inside the store, for the young clerk, Vick, to 

look at. A newstore, just opened on that cor- 

ner, and for three days there had been a sus- 

picion that apples and plums and even tomatoes 

disappeared faster than they were bought. 

Vick Wilson, the boy clerk, was much distressed 

about it. While trying to keep a close watch, 

he had told his friend Harvey of his fears, not 

two hours before; and: behold, here he was 

dragging in the thief! a little bare-footed boy, 

who looked frightened enough to soften a 

harder heart than Vick’s; and who was trying 

with one doubled-up fist to brush away the 

tears which had already gathered in his eyes. 

‘¢ Now, sir,” said Harvey, holding on to his 

prisoner’s sleeve, ‘‘ what will you have done 

with him? There’s a policeman at the other 

corner; I'll hold the scamp while you run for 

him, if you want to. He’s the greenest thief I 

ever heard of; stuff his pockets full of apples, 

and then stand there and eat one right before 

the door!” 

‘¢ He doesn’t look like a thief,” said Vick. 

This seemed to give the little fellow courage. 

‘¢T ain’t no thief,” he said. ‘*The man 

down at the square gave me three apples for 

standing by his wagon while he went into the 

post-oftice.” 

‘Oh, my! ” said Harvey, ‘‘ aren’t you green, 

my lad! And sharp, as well. Look, Vick, 

they are exactly like your apples; and your 

father said this morning that he hadn’t seen 

any like them before this season. Come! I 

don’t agree to hold him all day. What do you 

want done?” . 

“¢J can’t want to do anything,” said Vick, 

looking at the boy with troubled eyes. ‘+ He 

doesn’t appear to me like a thief, somehow. I 

As he. 

wish father was here. 

little boy? 

apples?” - 

‘‘ Yes, Iam,” said the little fellow. ‘+ My 

name is Joseph Hart, and I don’t steal nothin’. 

He give me the apples for standing by his 

wagon; he knows me, he does; I usedeto live 

out in the country by his house, and he knows 

I wouldn’t steal; and I wishI lived there now.” 

The tears began to come thick and fast; and 

Vick looked anxiously at the little distressed 

face. 

‘“¢Let go of him, Harvey,” he said at last; 

‘¢he’s such a little chap; and he has a kind 

of honest face; I can’t think he took the apples. 

What is your name, 
Are you sure 2 man gave you those 

‘Anyhow, I don’t believe he will run away. 

You'll sit down, little boy, and wait, won’t you, 

until my father comes, and then he will know 

what to do.” 
6 Oh, 

‘¢ You are a green one, and no mistake; you 

better change places with the little chap; he 

would make a sharper clerk than you. ‘ Wait 

for your father,’ indeed! I think I see him 

doing it. But Dll let him go if you say so, 

and he may scud quicker than lightning; and 

after this you can look eut for your own goods ; 

I'll not help you.” 

“Yes, Ill stay,” said the little boy, the 

moment his arm was released. 

nothin’ to run for. I was on my way to school, 

but mother would think I ought to stay, I 

guess, for this.” As he spoke, he walked 

over to a stool which stood in the corner far- 

thest from the door, and sat down. 

‘“¢Oh, my land!” said Harvey, ‘‘ how good 

we are! Our wings must be starting; we. 

wouldn’t think of running away, know. Good- 

by, Vick; I can’t stay to help watch your an- 

gel; by the time I reach the street corner look 

out for him to skip. Halloo! here is your 
father, this minute. Now I'll wait and see the 

fun. Mr. Wilson, I’ve got a prisoner in bere 

for you; he’s the chap who has been stealing 

your apples.” 

“‘T didn’t steal apples!” came indignantly 

from the stool in the corner, and then Mr. Wil- 

son, with a swift glance at his basket of apples 

outside, came into the store. 

my!” said Harvey, in disgust; 

“T ain't got
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‘¢ Good-morning, my boy,” he said cheerily 

to the little fellow. ‘+ What is all this trouble 

about?” 

‘¢He says I stole apples, and I didn’t,” said 

poor Joseph. 

‘‘ Did you see this boy taking my apples, 

Harvey?” asked Mr. Wilson. 

‘¢ Yes, sir; or, why, no, sir, I didn’t exactly 

see him. I went to the door just after he had 

helped himself; but I saw them sticking out of 

  

here; and if you should see him, he would tell 

you that he gave me three apples.” 

«sT don’t need to see him,” said Mr. Wilson, 

smiling. ‘Iu the first place, I am acquainted 

with you, you know. Aren’t you the little 

boy who ran back to me with the five-cent 

piece I dropped when I was paying for my 

paper? I thought so. I have asked some 

questions about you since, and I know you are 

not the sort of boy who steals apples. Mr. 

“PVE FOUND YOUR THIEF.” 

his pockets, and he was munching one; and 

they were your apples, the kind you said you 

hadn’t seen before this year.” 

Mr. Wilson turned to his prisoner. ‘‘Jo- 

seph,” he said, ‘‘where did you get your 

apples? ” 

Joseph explained, and the next question was: 

“‘Do you know the man’s name? ” 

‘¢ Yes, sir, Ido; it was Mr. David Brewster ; 

he lives out in the country, eight miles from 

David Brewster is the man of whom I bought 

my apples this morning; and I arranged my 

baskets so I should know at a glance whenever 

they had been disturbed. You have not sold 

any of them yet, have you, Vick? I noticed 

that they had not been touched since I fixed 

them.” ' 

‘* No, sir,” said Vick. ‘Father, I did not 

think the little boy was a thief; I told Harvey 
” 

so.
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And said Harvey: ‘‘ Well, I thought myself 

that he had a pretty good face; but it looked 

very suspicious. Didn’t it, Mr. Wilson?” 

‘« Circumstantial evidence, my boy,” said 

Mr. Wilson smiling; ‘‘ and not always to be 

trusted. If you are going to be a lawyer, you 

must learn about that.” Myra Sparrorp. 

OCTOBER DAYS. 

F the narrow plain in the de- 

partment of Calias should have 

been dubbed the ‘* Field of the 

Cloth of Gold,” merely from 

the fact that some royal pup- 

pets were once brought to- 

gether at that point by a crafty old politician, 

by what name shall we know our Autumn woods 

when they have donned their Robes of State 

in honor of October? 

Here we have not only gold, but rubies, 

emeralds and sparkllng diamonds, for as yet 

the nights are warm, and the dew hangs on leaf 

and spray, and each gossamer web glistens in 

the early light under a weight of gems that 

might well arouse the envy of a queen. 

And royalty is here— King Jay, the old 

tyrant, with all his noisy retinue, Prince Black- 

bird, Lord and Lady Robin, in full court dress, 

and a host of other summer visitors to our 

Northern forests, now assembled in a great 

mass meeting to discuss the probability of an 

early winter, and to arrange for their annual 

journey to the South. Just listen tothe clatter 

of their voices—all talking at once, regard- 

less of parliamentary rules — why, it’s positively 

disgraceful! worse than a political convention 

—jin fact, almost as bad as—as a young 

ladies’ sewing society. Even the jays, loud- 

mouthed and saucy as all the world knows them 

to be, are silenced to-day by the stormy gossip 

of the blackbirds; what a racket, chuck! 

chuck! chuck! from a hundred trees, from a 

hundred throats—-even farmer Brown’s old 

gray mare pricks up her ears and hastens down 

the lane, urged to unwonted activity by the 

myriad ‘‘ chick, chack, chucks” that she imag- 

ines are hurled at her fromevery post and bush. 
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But they are not all given to idle chatter — 

here and there a pair have separated from the 

noisy throng, and moved by memories of the 

past, are practicing their spring songs; and 

very sweet and melodious they sound, here on 

the threshold of winter. What visions of early 

April days they bring — the swollen stream, 

the wide swamp, with its watery spaces inter- 

spersed with tufts of last year’s grass, among 

which the first green blades appear, bursting 

buds, early flowers, violets, ‘‘ quaker ladies,” 

the ever-present dandelion, and over all the 

uncertain April sky. Days dear to the heart 
of the school-boy whose fortune it was to tramp 

those oozy valleys and reeking fields, burderied 
by a strange array of fishing tackle, boxes of 
fruit and baskets of lunch — but with hearts 

as light as the morning. 

Come now to the groves where we walked 

last May, and behold the work of a magician; 

where are the green alcoves leading to dark, 

mysterious caverns of foliage that tempted us 

to follow — on — on — on —with their ever- 

changing vistas of beauty? 

All is changed; where lately rose walls of 
emerald we find halls of gold — in place of 
the banners of summer, the crimson drapery of 
autumn sways gently in the mild air. So great 
is the transformation we hardly recognize the 
paths made familiar by many a summer ramble. 
The very forms of the trees look strange — 
only that old oak holds out stoutly against the 
advances of the season — no touch of frost has 

tinged his leaves, and as he stands there with 

his green cloak tightly drawn about him, he 
seems to defy the power of autumn, and laughs 

at the shivering birch, who, even now half 

stripped, holds up her white arms in silent pro- 
test. 

Never mind, old boaster, before the birds 

assemble again your glossy leaves will be dry 
and crisp, turned from green to purple by the 
wet winds of November, and later, to a dull 

brown, when January’s icy blasts destroy the 
last hope of a too mild December; but even 

yet you will hold them fast in your frozen fin- 
gers, as a miser clutches his gold when all hope 
of life is past. 

See, yonder in the meadow is the same old
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stump with its drapery of vines, that we noted 
last June; then it was covered with a net-work 

of delicate green, and a bobolink made his head- 

quarters on its splintered top, from which he 

took frequent excursions over the field, all the 

while pouring forth a torrent of erratic music; 

his very heart seemed breaking with joy that 

bright morning, and we listened with delight 

to his silvery notes, now clear and strong, 

breaking on the ear like a chime of bells, now 
low and faint, like water falling over the mossy 
rocks in the glen below. Mabel compared his 

voice to her Swiss music box; but Donald de- 

clared it sounded more like dropping pebbles in 

a deep well. Both were right, I think. 

But summer is past, and the Virginia creeper 

that charmed us in June by its graceful form 

and gentle habits, is now a tangle of ruby 

flame, and Master ‘‘ Robert of Lincoln” has 

also doffed his gaudy summer coat, and comes 
out in a new fall suit of sober brown; his June 

song, too, is quite forgotten, and he chirps 

sadly to his fellows who have gathered on the 

thorn bush by the fence. Perhaps he has a 

premonition of the dangers he and his com- 

rades must encounter on their Southern trip, 

from the Pot hunters 

who esteem him for his 

delicate flavor, especially 

when he figures in a huge 

pie with a dozen com- 

panions, imprisoned be- 

neath the crisp brown 

crust, alas! 

I know an old orchard 

whose ancient trees, with 

their gnarled limbs cov- 

ered with silver-gray lich- 

ens, have never known 

the pruning-knife ; beau- 

tifully picturesque in this place, marking the 

enterprise of some old pioneer, long since 

gone to his rest. I often come to this spot 

to while away a few hours, and gain a brief 

respite from the cares of life. Particularly 

attractive I find it in the ideal month of 

October. It is situated on the eastern slope of 

a hill, and far away across the valley one gets 

delightful glimpses of wooded hills, over which 

the blue haze falls like a veil, half hiding the 
blushing maples that line the road. The old 

trees have long ceased to be profitable, the few 
apples produced being left for birds and squir- 

rels, who very amiably divide the spoils with 
the vagrant bees, wasps and yellow-jackets, 

whose taste for cider is scarcely inferior to their 

own; and of all the dreamy sounds of autumn, 

the droning of their myriad wings as they flit 

from tree to tree is‘one of the pleasantest — 

now they tarry with the old Rambo, now they 

sip the nectar that exudes from a wound on a 

golden pippin that last night’s wind brought 
down — for their especial benefit, no doubt. 

From golden pippins to golden gates is but 

a step, and here they stop, evidently having 

reached the acme of delight — how deeply they 

drink, and return and drink again, ’til their 

unsteady flight proclaims to all the fact of 

their mad revel. What kind of a reception, 

think you, will that old toper get from Madam 

Bee, when he goes reeling home? One thing 

is certain, Mrs. Yellow Jacket will not be able 

to boast of her husband’s temperance principles 

after to-day; here he comes now, his zigzag 

flight telling too plainly the story of his fall; 

  

now he rests awhile on a fallen leaf, and rubs 

his legs together in an absent-minded way, as 

though he had forgotten they were there, and 

was vainly trying to recall the circumstances 

under which they were acquired —he has to 

give it up; ‘* Too deep, too deep,” he mum- 

bles, smiles vacantly, then lifting his wings, 

hums a bar of some old drinking song, and 

resumes his uncertain flight.
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Only Sir Wasp maintains his dignity, and 

rises from this October feast with a clear head 

and a strong wing. Hist! what rustling sound 

is that? Ah! I see, another guest is here, the 

field-mouse is coming for his portion, a little 

late, perhaps, but we’ll excuse him. See how 

timidly he advances, stopping every few steps 

to listen; now he stands erect on his hind feet, 
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to get a better view of the field; how his little 

eyes twinkle from the depths of the dead grass, 

through which he makes his way with such cau- 

tion. Step up, little friend, no harm shall come 

to thee while we are here, though doubtless 

Madam Owl is prophesying iu a different line, 

as she sits half asleep in her dusky apartments 

near the top of that hollow poplar tree. 

While the writer has no desire to instill a 

spirit of boastfulness, he feels he would be 

guilty of negligence if he failed to call attention 

to the fact that this glory of autumn is peculiar 

to North America, and belongs almost exclu- 

sively to the United States, and so far as our 

boys and girls are concerned, Iam sure this love 

of country will not be lessened, or their patriot- 

ism suffer, when they are told that no other 

country approaches our own in the variety and 

sunny slope. 

brilliancy of its fall foliage, whose gorgeous 

masses of color would pale the palette of a 

Titian, and defy alike the power of words, or 

the cunning of the brush. Whatever pleasures 

the youths of other lands may find in their ru- 

ral rambles at this delightful season, American 

boys have at least one additional joy in the 

dreamy days of ‘¢ Indian summer ”’— days when 

the distant hills seem more remote, and distant 

sounds more distant still—the lowing of cat- 

tle in the far meadow, the crowing of some 

braggart cock, the barking of a dog, the muf- 

fled blows of an axe, wielded by some over- 

ambitious woodsman, the shout of the farmer as 

he urges his lagging team, the monotonous 

chant of the insect host, all come to the ear 

with a soft insinuation that half rebukes, half 

excuses the idle lounger lying at ease on this 

But boys of ten are not given to 

dreaming, and Donald is impatient to proceed. 

He finds his only pleasure in motion; onward, 

ever onward, ‘* just to the top of the hill; ”’ he 

can’t be content with the beauty at his feet, he 

must see over the hills into the valley beyond. 

After all, there is not much difference be- 

tween boy and man; both are restless, unsatis- 

fied, ever pressing forward in the vain endeavor 

to reach the horizon’s rim; ever striving after 

the unattainable — rainbow chasers, followers 

of phantoms dim and airy, that easily elude us, 

and smile at our defeat. The song of the 

cricket, the lengthing shadows, the drowsy caw- 

ing of a colony of crows, as they settle them- 

selves for the night among the highest branches 

of the oaks, all remind us that our October 

holiday has already glided into the past, and 

we must return to the crazy town with its new- 

fangled conveniences, that astonish Uncle 

Joshua and Aunt Rebecca at each annual visit, 

almost as much as the clouds of smoke and 

dust, and the never-ceasing turmoil. Yes, we 

must return to town and the prosaic duties 

of life, which we trust may be brightened by the 

memories of these hours in the autumn woods. 

ALBERT M. Moran. 

The above article was written by a gentleman for the pleas- 

ure and benefit of his ownchildren, and then sent to us. The 

Pansies will find it a charming autumn study. Watch the 

trees and flowers and birds in October, and see how well they 

match the writing.— (Eprirors oF THE PANSY.)



JUNE.—THE FAIRIES’ MISSION. 

It is all God asks of them; 

But 2 woman graceful and bright and dear — 
Fair to the eye, and sweet to the ear — 
Bringing more —a soul that is deep and true, 
And a mind enriched with the old and new 
Becometh a jewel, matched by few 
For the Master’s diadem. 

66 TUNE! June! June!” — Selected. 
: Low croon So ee eae a ae 

The brown bees in the clover; 

“¢ Sweet! Sweet! Sweet! ” 

Repeat 

The robins, nested over. 
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HEN the weary children their evening 

prayers have said, 

And their dear mamas have tucked them snug 
Avis GREY. oped 

: When the little birds have cuddled down to 
SONG for June, whose-breath is sweet ant 

. . ? 

With blossoms opening at our feet ; Safe from every harm ’neath their mama’s 
Whose voice is heard in brooks that run Gresee 

2 

Through meadows, glad with song and sun. 

Oh! happy, happy June. 

The robin in the apple-trees 

His nest among the branches sees, 

And, bubbling from his silver throat, 

What worldless songs of rapture float. 

Above the world the firmament 

Spreads out the azure of its tent; 

How blest are we, whose dwelling is 

Beneath so kind a roof as this. 

Our hearts are glad, with bird and bee, 

For what we feel, and hear, and see; 

Life seems a song to sweetest tune, 

Oh! would it were forever June. 

Keen E. Rexrorp. When the butterflies cease flitting in the sun, 

And the frog’s loud croaking with the day is 

done, 

When the twinkling stars, laughing in the sky, 

Seem to call good-night from their home so 

  

DINNA FORGET. 

(Published by request.) 

HE lily bell on its swinging spray high ; 
Hath but to be fair and sweet; 

The humming bird in his own bright way Then it is the fairies, nicely dressed in white, 

Flitteth gem-winged and fleet : Come with sweet perfume for the blossoms 

And blue-birds warble a plaintive lay bright, 

The breath of the spring to greet. Sprinkling it upon the lily and the rose, 

Mignonette and pink, and every flower that 

They are sweet to hear, blows. 

They are fair to view — Auick May Dovuetas.
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GEORGE'S VICTORY. 

—=74qT was the first copper penny the 

boys had ever seen; one of the 

j large coins we used to have, 

but now almost out of circu- 

lation. George’s uncle had 

fees civen him the penny, and natu- 

rally he valued it very highly. He spent much 

time admiring its bright and shiny designs and 

turning it over and over in his hand, lovingly. 

The boys stood on the brink of a deep gulf 

just behind the old red school-house, and 

George had been showing his penny quite 

proudly to the little circle of schoolmates. 

What wonder if all wished they had a penny 

like George’s? Was it strange that they en- 

vied him his pretty pocket-piece? He was in 

their opinion as rich as a king. 

‘« Let me see it,” said Rodney Lester, after 

most of the boys had held the coin in their 

hands and examined it. 

George trustingly handed his treasure to 

Rodney, who for a moment looked longingly at 

it, then stepping away from the group he raised 

his hand and hurled the shining thing far down 

the gulf. It cut its way through the leaves of 

the trees below and then disappeared from sight. 

Cries of *‘shame! shame!” went up from 

the boys as they realized what a mean thing 

their companion had done. George’s eyes 

flashed as he saw the penny flying out of sight, 

and felt that most likely he never would see it 

again, and he sprang madly at Rodney, who was 

much larger than himself. Quickly he drew 

back his clenched fist to strike Rodney. Then 

as suddenly he dropped his hand and ran into 

the school-house, where he cried for some time. 

That night, as soon as he reached home, he 

told Uncle John the story of his loss. 

‘“‘It was a mean thing for Rodney to do, 

George,” said his uncle, when the boy had fin- 

ished his story. ‘‘ But Rodney is a poor boy ; 

I suppose he never had seen such a thing be- 

fore, and his envy caused him to do that 

unkind act. You did a manly thing in not 

striking him when so sorely tempted; and I am 

sure you will forgive your comrade when you 

think the matter over a little.” 
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George sat by the side of his uncle for a 

long time, looking very thoughtfully into the 

fire. Then he said: 
‘‘Uncle John, can you get me another penny 

just like the other?” 

‘‘Why, I think so, George,” was the an- 

swer. And a few days afterward, Uncle John 

handed the boy another coin, just as bright and 

handsome as the first. 

‘¢Ts this mine? Can I do just what I want 

to with it?” asked George earnestly, looking 

into his uncle’s face. 

‘“¢©Yes, my boy. It certainly is yours to do 

with as you see fit.” 

At school that day, George shyly slipped 

around to Rodney Lester’s seat and placed the 

penny in his hand. 

‘¢ What’s that for?” asked Rodney, with a 

‘shamed look on his face. 

‘¢Because I want you to have it, Rodney,” 

was all George said, and away he went, leav- 

ing Rodney gazing at the coin with an expres- 

sion of pleasure mingled with humility on his 

countenance. Several times that afternoon he 

glanced over at George who returned his look 

with such a happy and friendly smile that 

Rodney felt more humbled than ever. 

Some time after that, Uncle John thought he 

would make inquiry about the penny, as George 

had been curiously silent regarding it. George 

then told his uncle what he had done, and how 

kind and good his schoolmate had been ever 

since; and not only Rodney, but every boy in 

the school, had been a better friend to him than 

ever before. 

Uncle John drew his nephew to his side and 

stroked his head lovingly, a tender light in his 

eyes. 

‘¢ You could not have put the penny to a 

better use, my boy,” he said. 

The next Christmas, when George took his 

stocking down from its place behind the 

kitchen stove, he found a bright dollar piece 

snugly tucked away in the toe. Around it 

was wrapped a paper, on which was written in 

Uncle John’s handwriting, these words: 

‘He that is slow to anger, is better than the 

mighty; and he that ruleth his spirit, than he 

that taketh a city.” E. L. Vincent.
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CHINATOWN. 

TRIP through Chinatown 1s 

not a pleasure trip by any 

means. The streets are dirty 

and there is always a smell 

of burned powder and opium. 

/ The people seem to know noth- 

ing of domestic comfort. They sit around out- 

side the doors on rude benches, or on hard- 

bottomed chairs inside. A little close room 

full of uncomfortable-looking bunks seems to 

be all the home they have. A little cook stove 

back of the shop serves to cook their rice and 

make their tea. In the matter of eating they 

are regular stoics. They feed their dead quite 

sumptuously, but are not at all indulgent to 

themselves, though some of them are excellent 

cooks, and can get up fine dinners in American 

style. Instead of using knives and forks to 

eat with, they have chopsticks. These are 

made of wood, and are slender enough to be 

placed between the fingers; they are eight or 

nine inches long. The upper part, or handle, 

has four sides, like a quadrangular prism, and 

the lower part which they eat with, is cylinder 

shaped. They hold them both in the right 

hand, placing one between the index and mid- 

dle fingers, and the other between the middle 

and third fingers; then they press them to- 

gether with the thumb and little finger. It is 

quite wonderful to see how deftly they convey 

the food from the dish to their mouths. 

The married Chinamen who come to this 

country generally leave their. wives in China; 

and what few Chinese women are here live by 

themselves. 

I notice one peculiarity about the Chinese as 

a people; no matter how dirty their surround- 

ings, they generally wear clean clothes. 

We saw two little boys and a girl playing 

merrily on the street. There is so little differ- 

ence in their dress that it is hard to distinguish 

the girls from the boys. They wear large loose 

pants flapping around their slender limbs, and 

blouses with large, loose sleeves. Over these 

the girls wear what we would call bib aprons, 

buttoned at the neck and tied around the waist. 

The boys wear a queue, which is all the differ-   

ence between them and the girls, except that 

the colors of the girls’ clothes are somewhat 

brighter than those of the boys. The little 

girl I saw wore green pants, a purple blouse, 

and a red pinafore. They had a wagon in 

which the little girl was riding, one boy acting 

as horse, the other as driver. They came rac- 

ing up the street in high glee, but stopped as 

we approached, to stare at the strangers. They 

made a very comical picture in their grotesque 

attire, gazing out of their almond-shaped eyes. 

I spoke pleasantly to them, and asked the 

oldest boy his name. He smiled back at me 

showing two rows of very white teeth, and 

answered: ‘‘ Name, Ah Sid.” The little girl’s 

name was ‘‘Toy,” and the other boy was 

‘¢Grum Dow.” 

Chinese children stay up very late, and sleep 

late in the morning; we can often hear their 

  

A CHINESE GIRL. 

voices shouting, far into the night, when every- 

where else the city is still. 

The first door into which I peeped, opened 

into a barber shop. The room was small and 

rude; the walls made of boards nailed straight 

up and down, and neither papered nor white- 

washed. One small window high up, served to 

light the room, which when the door was shut



CHINATOWN. 

must. have been very gloomy. Most of the 

Chinese houses are built after the same plan, 

and are really nothing more than shanties. 

Often several Chinamen sleep in one small 

room without any ventilation. Such close 

quarters would soon kill a white man, but 

the Chinese do not seem to be affected by it. 

In the barber’s chair sat a Chinaman with 

the most of his queue lying on a chair beside 

him. His head was well-lathered, and the 

barber was shaving a clean circle around his 

head, leaving the crown covered with black 

hair. This he soon began to braid, weaving 

in with it the movable part of the queue which 

was made of long silk thread. If the man had 

been in mourning, a blue strand would have 

been braided in with the black. 

Our next. visit was at a lottery. A couple 

of tables: were in the room, and before them 

were men arranging for a lottery drawing. 

‘When the game is ready one of the men goes 

up and down the street shouting what sounds 

like ‘‘Fi-yi-ire.” This we have learned to 
know means that all interested are invited to 
the game; but we used to think it meant a cry 
of fire. / 

After leaving this place we saw the only bit 
of domestic comfort that was discoverable in 
Chinatown that day. In one of the stores 
seated around a small table, four men were 

taking an early supper. In the center of the 
table sat a huge bowl of boiled rice. Each 
man had a chopstick and a bowl of soup. 
They held the bowls close to their mouths stir- 
ring the soup rapidly with the chopsticks, and 
with every round throwing a portion of the 
liquid into their mouths. It was astonishing 
to see how rapidly they emptied the bowls. 
Then they attacked the rice. No time was 
wasted in dishing out; all ate from the same 
great dish, and at the same moment. It defies 
my powers of description to tell you how they 
got the rice into their mouths, but they did it. 

Our next stop was before a building where 
they gather to smoke opium. It was closed, 
but we peeped in at the window. The room 
was very small; on a low platform at one end 
was a narrow bed covered with a width of 
gingham. The bed seemed perfectly flat; as 

though there were only boards under the ging- 
ham. The Chinese pillow looks like an oblong 
block of wood; but it is really made of leather 
and wicker work. Beside the bed stood a 
small tin tray holding a glass lamp, a jar of 
opium, a small steel instrument about the size 
of a darning needle, flattened at the end like a 
chisel, and an opium pipe. Nearly all China- 
men smoke opium; a few of them use it mod- 
erately, but very many are victims to it, as 
some people are to alcohol; and like that, it 
ruins the health, and unfits people for business. 

One who is going to take an opium smoke 
lies down on the bed, dips the steel needle into 

the jar of opium, twists it around until he has 
opium enough on the flat end, then he places 
the needle in the bowl of his pipe which is 

closed except for a little hole in the center, 
lights the pipe, and resting his head on the 
hard pillow smokes away until he falls into a 
heavy, drunken sleep. 

Next, we stopped before a Chinese restau- 
rant, the owner of which invited us in broken 

English to enter. A large cook stove stood 
in the middle of the room, and on it a mess 

was being cooked which offended our American 
noses. Teapots, skillets, and innumerable fry- 
ing-pans hung on the walls, and small tables 
were set in all possible places. One could 
imagine them surrounded by Chinamen plying 
their chopsticks, shaking their queues, and jab- 
bering in their own tongue. At the end of the 
Chinese block we came to the theater, but I 
shall have to leave that, and several other 

things, until another time. 

E1izaBETH Burroucus Bucxxovt. 

  

T is said that the British Museum has shelf 
room thirty miles in length, filled even to 

crowding, with books. Many of these books 
are very old, and many of them are never 
taken from the shelves except to be dusted; 
but, of course, in this great library there are 
thousands of volumes worth large sums of 
money. Every year sees large additions, fifty 
thousand dollars being spent each year in buy- 
ing old, rare, or foreign books. How long do 
you think it would take to read all these books?
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POOR MAMIE. 

T came over her all at once while 

j she was dressing — not by any 
{ means for the first time, either. 

# Nobody but she knew how 

7 many tears she had shed over 

4 this trouble which had come 

upon her; but on this first of April morning, 

with the sun shining brightly outside, and the 

birds singing their welcome to spring, it seemed 

harder than ever. At the risk of rumpling her 

pretty hair, which she had arranged neatly, 

Mamie threw herself in a disconsolate heap 

on her bed, buried her head in the pillow, and 

cried as though her heart would break. 

What great trouble had come to Mamie? I 

am sure you will not laugh when I tell you; it 

was no laughing matter. 

An ‘‘ April-fool party” had been in the air 

for the past three weeks. Mamie’s particular 

friend, Estelle Burton, was to give it, and fifty 

girls and boys were invited. Great prepara- 

tions had been made, for Estelle’s father was 

a rich man, and could afford to spend a good 

deal of money to please his daughter. 

‘¢She is well worth pleasing,” he used to 

say, with a nod of his head, when he saw her 

pretty figure skipping across the lawn. ‘+ She 

is well worth pleasing, if she was born on 

April-fool’s Day.” 

Estelle was a year older than Mamie — thir- 

teen this April day. 

Perhaps you do not know what an “ April- 

fool’s party ” is? 

I suspect it is anything that the persons 

planning choose to make it. Estelle’s was to 

be very interesting and delightful. Mamie was 

in all the secrets, had been one of the helpers, 

indeed, and knew just how charming it was to 

be. To begin with, the elegant supper which 

had been prepared was not to be served in the 

dining-room. When the call to supper came, 

and the guests filed out, they were to find noth- 

ing in the dining-room but the ordinary furni- 

ture; the great dining-table, made as small as 

possible, and strewn with books and papers, 

instead of with good things to eat. The guests 

were to be informed that they would have to 

   hunt for their supper. Then the way they 

would scamper over that great, handsome 

house, after they had been given leave to 

search in every room whose door was closed, 

Mamie could readily imagine. 

be earnestly cautioned on no account to set 

foot in a room whose door stood open— every- 

thing about that wonderful April-fool party 

At 

last, on the third floor back, in a room which 

had been used once as a nursery, the guests 

would find the table set with elegance, and 

covered with all sorts, of delightful surprises. 

The English walnuts were to be carefully 

split open, their meats removed, and in their 

places choice bits of French candies fitted ; 

then the edges were to be touched with muci- 

lage, and made to look as though the nuts were 

not yet cracked. In the center of the table 

was to be a huge dish piled high with potatoes 

very much baked. Such a queer dish for a 

birthday party! But every guest was to be 

urged by all means to take one, and very glad 

would they be to have done so; for they would 

find that the potato had been carefully scraped 

out, and in its place there would be found a 

pretty gift for each to carry home. Oh! it was 

to be as charming an April-fool party as had 

ever been planned. 

Mamie had enjoyed it all so much. It had 

been so pleasant to be taken into the secrets, 

and to be consulted as to this or that plan. It 

had given her a position of importance among 

the girls; they had asked her as many ques- 

tions as they had Estelle, and seemed to under- 

stand that she was quite as well posted. What 

was there in all this to land poor Mamie on her 

bed and make her bury her head in the pillow? 

The trouble was all about a dress. Every 

girl in her class was to appear at the party in 

a new spring dress, and Mamie’s heart had 

been set upon having one for the occasion. 

Her mother had done what she could to make 

her daughter think that the neat blue dress she 

had worn for best all winter would be the most 

suitable. for a party so early in the season. 

She had reminded her that it was too late to 

buy a winter dress, and too early for a summer 

one. At last they had compromised. Aunt 

They were to 

had been planned to go by contraries.
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Kate’s pretty cashmere skirt, the front breadth 

of which had been ruined by coffee, had been 

presented to Mamie, and her mother had bought 

silk enough to make it up with. This was al- 

most as good as a new dress, though not quite, 

for poor Mamie, who had not a great deal of 

moral courage in some directions, could seem 

to see Mabel Blair’s great black eyes as she 

examined the dress from head to foot, and 

hear her high-keyed voice as she asked, ‘Is 

your dress every speck new, or is it made over 

from one of your mother’s?” For Mabel Blair 

had not been well brought up, and did not know 

that such questions were rude. 

The bitter tears were being caused by the 
fact that a message had come from the dress- 

maker’s but the evening before, that one of her 

girls was ill, and another had been called home 

to wait upon a sick mother, and therefore the 

dress could not possibly be ready in time. I 
am obliged to confess that for the next few 

hours Mamie made every one around her un- 
comfortable. She had half a dozen impracti- 

cable schemes for finishing that dress, which 

had to be discussed and abandoned one by one. 
Her mother was very patient and sympathetic. 

If her ‘*thimble finger” had not been sore 
she would have sent for the dress and finished 
it herself, despite all her other duties; if Aunt 

Kate hadn’t gone to Boston by the early train 
she would have finished it for her. If they 
could afford to send it to Madame Rainsford 
and pay her very high price possibly it might 
be done; but that was out of the question. 

‘¢You know, Mamie dear,” said the mother, 

‘¢T strained a point to get the silk, and father 
has had heavy expenses this spring; we must 
not even think of Madame Rainsford. Try not 
to care about it, little daughter; your blue 
dress is very neat and appropriate.” 

But Mamie’s face was all in a frown. ‘I 
don’t care a bit about the old dress now,” she 

said; ‘‘it doesn’t make any difference if it is 
never finished. If I can’t have it for the party 
I don’t want it ever.” 

As a rule Mamie spoke the truth, but these 
words she knew were not true. Sore as her 
heart was, if she had thought that the pretty 
dress would never be finished, it would have 

been sorer still. As it was, she cried half a 

dozen times before the morning was over, and 
began the new month in a shower of tears. It 
was not that she did not consider her blue dress 
quite respectable, although she had given it a 
kick the night before and called it ‘that old 
thing ;” it was simply the feeling that all the 
other girls had new dresses to wear, and that 
possibly Mabel Blair would say to her before 
all the girls, ‘I thought you was going to have 
a new dress for to-day. Didn’t you hate to 
come in the dress you have worn to church all 
winter?” Mamie believed this would be ‘too 
dreadful.”’ 

It took so much time to cry, and then to try 
to remove the traces of tears, that the break- 
fast-bell rang before she was ready, and she 
had to go down without her daily Bible reading 
and prayer. A bad beginning, certainly; no 
wonder that Satan had the best of it all that 
morning. 

Her mother was very patient; she was sorry 
for the little red-eyed, foolish girl, and tried to 
make life as endurable for her as she could. 

But Mamie on her part made no such effort. 
She said she did not want an egg for breakfast, 
she was tired of the sight of eggs; and the 
toast was scorched; she did not see why they 
always had to have scorched toast. Nobody 
reminded her of the untruthfulness of this hint, 

because everybody saw that it was not Mamie 
who was speaking, but an evil spirit who for 
the time being had possession of her. 

It is surprising how many disagreeable things 
one can find in life if one sets out to look for 
them. Nothing was right in or about Mamie’s 
home. It was ‘‘the most tucked-up house” 
she ever saw. She was sure she could not 
clear up the sitting-room; there were no places 
to put things. John had his boxes on the 
shelves where they did not belong, and Sarah 
was so cross when she went to the kitchen for 
something that she did not want to go there 
again. 

‘‘Don’t you want me to put some of this 
lace in your dress, dear?” her mother asked, 
as she took from her drawer a bit of choice old 
lace that belonged to herself. 

‘*No, ma’am,” said Mamie drearily; «I 
e
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don’t think I shall go to the party. I can’t 

wear that old dress when all the others will be 

in new ones.” 

‘¢©Q, daughter!” said her mother; ‘‘I am 

sorry you cannot rise above such unworthy 

feelings, and be happy in spite of your 

disappointment.” 

‘6O, now, mamma! you don’t know anything 

about it; if you were a little girl you would 

understand. JI have real trying times all the 

while. The girls I go with dress a great deal 

nicer than I; they have new, stylish things, 

and I have to go looking like an old dowdy. 

I’m tired of it; I wish we had money enough 

to do like other people, or else didn’t have to 

go with them. I wish we lived away out in 

the woods, and never got invited to parties, 

or anywhere.” 

“©O, no, daughter! I don’t think you really 

wish that. Come to the window and see this 

sweet-faced girl in the carriage across the street. 

I have been looking at her for several minutes. 

She is just about your age, and her face is as 

sweet and quiet as a flower.” 

Mamie came to the window with the frown 

still on her face. 

‘©Q, yes!” she said; ‘*I know who that 

girl is. No wonder she is sweet— what has 

she got to make her anything else? They 

are the Easterwoods, from Boston; they board 

at the hotel, and are just as rich as they can 

be. They brought their own servants, and 

horses, and carriage, and everything. See 

what a lovely carriage it is, and look how ele- 

gantly the little girl is dressed. How would I 

look sitting beside her in that old blue dress 

that you think is so nice? All she has to do is 

to be prinked up like a doll, and ride around 

in that splendid carriage with a coachman to 

wait on her, and a servant to do just as she 

says. They say she has a servant with her all 

the time.” 

‘¢So that is your idea of happiness, is it, 

dear?” Mrs. Hood looked half-amused, half- 

reproachful; she hardly knew her daughter in 

this mood, for though inclined to be a trifle 

envious sometimes, Mamie seldom allowed her 

evil thoughts to get the better of her as they 

had this morning. 

MAMIE. 

‘“¢T don’t care!” she said, in answer to the 

reproach in her mother’s tone, ‘‘it would make 

a difference; you know it would. Don’t you 

believe if I had such pretty things as that girl 

has, and could ride around in a carriage, I 

should be happy? I know I should; I just 

love beautiful things, and I hardly ever have 

any. Mother, the carriage is stopping here!” 

This last sentence was spoken in a tone of 

excitement, with all the fretful gone out of it. 

‘«They are probably in search of some one 

they cannot find,” said Mrs. Hood. She went 

at once to the door, Mamie following, and stand- 

ing on the little porch, where she could hear the 

conversation. Mrs. Easterwood wanted to ask 

about a girl who had once worked for Mrs. 

Hood, and the two ladies stood talking for 

some minutes. — 

Mamie could not help observing that Mrs. 

Easterwood was very courteous to her mother, 

treating her as well as though she had been 

dressed in silk, instead of a plain morning 

gingham. The fact is, Mamie had yet to learn 

that really refined people do not gauge their 

treatment of others by the style of dress they 

wear. 

‘*Do you think the young woman would be 

able to do plain sewing, like the repairing of 

garments?” the lady asked; ‘‘my daughter 

needs some work of that kind.” And she 

turned tender eyes upon ‘the fair-faced girl at 

her side. 
‘¢ As to that,” said Mrs. Hood, ‘‘I am not 

prepared to answer. Perhaps you would like 

to come in and see her? She is at my house 

now; her sister is helping me for a few days, 

and she has come to spend the morning with 

her: you could perhaps judge better about her 

by seeing her at her work. Meantime, would 

your daughter like to take a walk around our 

yard and see some of the early spring flowers?” 

‘¢O, dear me!” said Mamie, from the piazza, 

‘¢what can mamma mean by asking that ele- 

gant girl to walk around our little country yard? 

I hope I sha’n’t, have to go and speak to her; 

I should be frightened out of my senses. I 

wish mamma wouldn’t.” 

But Mrs. Easterwood was speaking again, 

the tender look in her eyes deepening as they
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rested sadly on her daughter. ‘‘She would 

like it above all things, dear madam; but it is 

quite out of her power. My daughter cannot 

take a step. It is four years since she has 

even stood, without being carefully supported 

on either side.” 

There followed earnest words of sympathy, 

and a few tender questions were asked and 

answered. 

‘“‘ Yes,” said Mrs. Easterwood, laying her 

hand lovingly on her daughter’s arm, ‘‘ Mamie 

has been very patient through all these months 

and years of suffering. I have never heard a 

murmur from her lips; it is truly wonderful 

how she has been sustained.” 

A few minutes afterwards the carriage rolled 

away, and Mrs. Hood came slowly up the walk, 

  

              
  

  

      

  
  

  

    
  

  
  

  
  

  
  

  

  

      

  
  

    

her eyes on the ground, and they were dim 

with tears. 

Her daughter flew down the steps to meet 

her, and Mrs. Hood put her arms about her 

and smoothed the hair from her face, as she 

said tenderly, ‘‘ Poor Mamie!” 

‘¢Which one, mamma dear?” asked Mamie 

softly. 

‘¢ Which one does my daughter think?” 

‘©O, mamma, dear mamma! the other one. 

I am so sorry for her. How can she be 

patient? I never could. But O, mamma! I 

am so ashamed. I will never fret any more 

about my dress, or anything; I will be just as 

grateful and glad as I can be. Only think of 

not being able to take a step. Poor Mamie! ” 

Pansy. 
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DRESSING BABY.



  
‘6 THEY SET RHEBIE IN, TO MAKE UP THE LOAD.”



TOMMY’S DIFFICULT PLACE. 

TOMMY’S DIFFICULT PLACE. 

OMMY stood still in the street, 

considering. He had come to 

a difficult place in his life. 

He was errand boy in general 

in the great shop where he 

* worked, and as a rule, nobody 

could have been found more willing and prompt 

at doing errands than he. To-day he was 

troubled. In his hand were several pieces of 

money, and with them he was expected to buy 

several bottles of a certain kind of beer of 

which the workmen in his room were fond. 

Tommy had known this for some days, and 

that they drank too much of it. In truth, 

Tommy’s opinion was that a single drop was 

too much. But he was a new boy, and they 

were grown men, and of course he said noth- 

ing. He had been sent for hammers, and saws, 

and nails, and once, for a man’s dinner, and 

had been prompt and willing, but this was a 

new errand. 

He had dropped his chisel and seized his hat, 

from force of habit, as soon as the order came; 

and was out of doors before he had taken time 

to consider. Then he remembered who he 

was. A member of the Loyal Legion, wearing 

the Greek cross of honor; pledged against 

touching beer himself, pledged to use all bon- 

orable ways to keep others from touching it. 

Was it ‘‘ honorable” to go for it, and bring it 

to these tempted men? Wasn’t that a sense 

in which that was ‘‘ touching ” it? 

‘¢ They will get it anyway, whether you bring 

it or not,” said a voice in his ear. 

‘¢ What if they do,” said Conscience in reply ; 

“¢ you can’t help that; but you can help carry- 

ing it to them.” 

‘* You will lose your place,” said the Voice, 

‘Sand the men will swear at you, and cuff 

you.” 

‘¢ What of that?” said Conscience, you 

didn’t promise to keep your pledge if it was 

easy, and every one treated you well; you 

promised.” 

‘*So I did,” said Tommy; ‘‘O, dear! I 

ought not to go for that beer. But I shall get 

into trouble; what shall I do?”   

Then a verse he had learned but the night 

before, seemed to come quietly and stand be- 

side him. This was it: ‘+ Then they cry 

unto the Lord in their trouble, and he bringeth 

them out of their distresses.” 

‘IT don’t see how the Lord can help me,” 

said Tommy; the boss himself drinks beer, and 

he’ll take the part of the men; but I'll try it.” 

What a fortunate thing for Tommy that he 

did not have to go a mile or two to find the 

One who was to help! There would not have 

been time fof that. And it was well that he 

  
CONSIDERING. HE STOOD STILL, 

did not have to kneel down in the street, for 

that would have brought a crowd around him, 

and made much trouble; all he had to do was 

to speak so quietly that he did not even hear 

his own voice. Just acall for help! No ex- 

planation was necessary. Then he turned and 

went quickly back to the shop. 

' “Back already?” said one; ‘‘ where is the 

beer? ” 

“TT can’t getit, sir; I forgot at the moment; 

that is, I mean I did not know what I ought 

to do; but I’m a Loyal Legioner, sir; pledged, 

you know, not to touch it or help anybody else 

to it; and of course I couldn’t.”



SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

For a few seconds the shop reeked with pro- 

fanity; then one, older than the others, said: 

‘¢ Look here, boys; quit that. I’m no tee- 

totaller myself, but it would be better for me 

if Iwas. I like the chap’s pluck. I shouldn’t 

want my youngster to bring beer; and this one 

needn’t if he isn’t a mind to. We'll let him 

alone.” 

Some of the men growled. One said: “I'll 

not swallow him; but I’ll tell the boss; he said 

Tommy was to do our bidding.” 

Sure enough; the ‘‘ boss” happening to ap- 

pear at that moment, was appealed to, and 

heard the story. He turned and looked steadily 

at the trembling Tommy. ‘‘So that is your 

stamp, is it, my boy? I guess you'll do for 

upstairs; I’ve been thinking about it and try- 

ing to decide. You may take off your apron 

and report up there.” 

Now ‘‘upstairs” was a pleasanter room 

with pleasanter men, and the wages were a 

dollar a week more. Tommy had had a tremb- 

ling hope that he might be promoted there by 

spring if he worked hard all the fall and winter. 

As he marched across the long room to which 

he was bidding good-bye so soon, he smiled 

broadly as he said to himself: ‘‘and he bring- 

eth them out of their distresses.” 

Pansy. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

No. I. 

Our promised land, and how to reach it. 

(Rey. xxi. 1-7; 22-27. 

‘¢ John Bunyan was once asked a question 

about heaven which he could not. answer, be- 

cause the matter was not revealed in Scripture ; 

he therefore advised the inquirer to live a holy 

life and go and see.” 

Hom. CycLopapia. 

‘¢We often make narrow entrances through 

which but one at a time can pass, that we may 

examine his ticket, and see whether he has a 

right to pass. And, be sure, though we may 

look respectable on the fashionable broadway 

of the world or church, we cannot enter heaven 

as those we pass in a crowd. God deals with 

souls as men deal with sovereigns, which they 

examine and weigh, one by one.” - Ipip. 

‘¢A man may lose the good things of this 

life against his will; but if he loses eternal 

blessings, he does so with his own consent.” 

AUGUSTINE. 

‘Think of heaven with a hearty purpose, 

and peremtory designs to get there.” 

JEREMY TAYLor. 

No. II. 

Christ the great physician. (Mark ii. 1-17.) 

Soul-sickness is worse than bodily sickness. 

For the latter there may be many remedies, or 

may be none for this life; but for the soul, 

there is but one cure —the blood of Jesus. 

‘© A spark is the beginning of a flame; and 

a small disease may bring a greater.” 

Baxter. 

Read the first chapter of the prophecy of 

Isaiah, and learn the needs of poor human 

nature, ‘‘from the crown of the head, to the 

soul of the foot.” And yet in all our being 

there is nothing that he who formed us cannot 

reform. The one who invented the watch, 

should know enough to repair it. And will 

this frail body be included in the work of re- 

pair? Yes. Go to the foundry and see the 

old castings lying around. They are skeletons 

of what have been of service. Who can mend 

that broken casting, that old plough, or wheel, 

or shaft? It may not be worth the while to 

mend it. It has been brought back to the 

shop where it was cast, to him who first formed 

it. What will he do with it? Resolve it by 

heat, and re-cast it; perhaps into something 

more beautiful than it was before, and more 

useful. 

So may the Creator re-cast these poor 

bodies, instead of mending them. 

No. III. 

Christ’s work for the world. (John i. 1-14.) 

This is a very great theme! Who can an- 

swer it in an hour? much less, in a few lines?



TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

Christ’s great work was to redeem the world. 

In doing this, he kept the law for us, so that 

we have a perfect righteousness to plead, and 

to have imputed to us, by faith. He made 

atonement for sin, so that we have a perfect 

sacrifice to offer —the lamb of God which taketh 

away the sin of the world.” Besides he is now 

seated at the right hand of God, henceforth to 

make intercessions for us. 

John declares he is the ‘light of the world.” 

Light dispels darkness. So the religion of 

Jesus Christ dispels the darkness of heathen- 

ism, its superstitions, cruelties, ignorance and 

barbarities. Light shows the way, or enables 

us to see the path, if there is one. So the 

gospel shows us the way to heaven. But this 

gospel of Christ does more than merely save a 

man. It is the Christian nations who have 

wrought so much for the world. Christianity 

affords good schools, gives us just laws; at 

least, lays the foundation for such, gives us 

good neighbors, and kind parents, and unsel- 

fish brothers and sisters. 

No. IV. 

Conquering difficulties, with Christ’s help. 

It is to be our privilege to ‘‘ come off more 

than conquerors;” not in our own strength, 

but ‘through him that loved us.” Because 

this is a world of sin, there are many difficul- 

ties in it, and we are sure to meet more or less 

of them. 

It may be that through these struggles 

we may develop our strength of character, 

as one of the rewards of the struggle. Paul 

says, ‘¢I can do all things through Christ who 

strengtheneth me.” So we will constantly 

need to be under the eye and leadership of the 

‘captain of our salvation.” To insure victory 

we should fight in his way — follow our leader. 

Learn this by the study of his life, and book 

of orders — the Bible. . Though we may fear 

no foe, while he is with us, and leads us, 

we must not venture outside the picket- 

line, nor undertake to skirmish on our own 

account. 

How will you secure the help of Christ? 

Ask for it, believe you will receive it, and all 

the light he gives you, follow. 

TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

OWNSTAIRS every one was 

busy. Uncle Morris and _ his 

entire family, just from 

Europe, were coming by an 

earlier train than it had been 

* expected they could take, and 

many last preparations for making them com- 

fortable had still to be attended to. 

Mrs. Evans had been up since daylight, 

planning, directing, and helping to the utmost 

that her small strength would admit. 

Indeed, her eldest daughter Laura had con- 

stantly to watch, to save her mother from lift- 

ing something heavy, or reaching for something 

high. Often her clear voice could be heard 

with a ‘*O, mother, don’t! please. T’ll take 

care of that.” And often the gentle answer 

was: ‘*Dear child, you cannot do everything, 

though your will is strong enough. Where is 

Millie?” 

‘¢ Millie has gone to sweep and dust the hall 

room; you know we didn’t think we should 

need that, and I used it as a sort of store room; 

but since Arthur is coming with them, we 

shall have to get it ready; and he will need to 

go at once to his room, since he is an invalid, 

so I sent Millie to put it in order. I told her 

just what to do, and she will manage it nicely. 

She must be nearly through now, and I’ll have 
her finish dusting here, so I can help you with 

those books; they are too heavy for you to 
handle.” 

No, Millie wasn’t nearly through. In fact, 

she could hardly have been said to have com- 
menced. The truth is, she had been thrown 

off the track. It was an old print which fell 

out of an unused portfolio that did it. The 

print showed the picture of a girl in full Greek 

costume, and reminded Millie of what was not 

long out of her mind, that in the coming Phys- 

ical Culture entertainment she was to dress in 

a costume which was supposed to be after the 

Greek order. 

‘¢ Let me see,” she said, bending over the 

print, ‘‘ this girl has short sleeves and low neck. 

Why, the dress is almost precisely like the one 
which Laura wears with her lace over-dress; I 

 



        CE 

| 
                      a 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
‘¢] WOULD LIKE TO HAVE MY PICTURE TAKEN.”



TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

might wear that. It would be too long, of 

course, but it could be hemmed up. I am 

almost sure Laura would let me have it; and 

-with her white sash ribbon tied around my 

waist it would be just lovely. Then that 

would save buying anything new, and save 

mother any trouble. I mean to go this minute 

and try on the dress, before I say anything 

about it.” 

Away dashed the Greek maiden to one of 

the guest chambers which Laura had left in 

perfect order, dragged from a seldom used 

drawer the elegant white mull dress with its 

lace belongings, all of which saw the light 

only on state occasions, and rushed back to the 

hall room again, where she had left the print 

she was trying to copy. In her haste, she 

dragged out with the dress various articles of 

the toilet. Laura’s white kid gloves which she 

wore when she graduated, a quantity of laces, 

and a handkerchief or two, to say nothing of 

sprays of dried flowers. These she trailed over 

the carpet, seeing nothing of them. The 

important thing in life just now was to get her- 

self into that dress. 

It was accomplished at last, not without a 

tiny tear having been made in the delicate 

stuff, but which Millie’s fingers were too eager 

to notice. She tied the white sash high up 

about her waist, after the fashion of the picture, 

seized the dust brush in one hand as if it were 

a dumb bell, or an Indian club, and struck a 

graceful attitude with her arm on the corner of 

the mantel. 

‘¢ There!” she said, ‘‘I would like to have 

my picture taken in this dress; I have a very 

nice position now for it. I wish the girls were 

here to see me. Laura must let me wear this; 

it fits exactly. I don’t believe it is much too 

long fora Greek maiden. I should like to wear 

my dresses long; it must be great fun. I won- 

der if we couldn’t have our pictures taken in 

costume? [ think it would be real nice; and 

our folks would each want to buy one. Per- 

haps we could make some money.” 

There were hurried steps in the hall, and the 

Greek maiden’s musings were cut short. 

Laura came forward rapidly, talking as she 

came. 

“* Millie, aren’t you through here? You have 

had plenty of time, and mother needs your 

help right away. Hurry down just as quickly 

as you can; she is over-doing, and it is grow- 

ing late; the carriage may come any minute 

now. Why, Millie Evans!” 

She stopped in amazement, for the Greek 

maiden was still posing. She smiled graciously 

and said: ‘*‘ Don’t I look fine? I borrowed it 

a minute to see if it will do to wear to the 

entertainment. It is just the thing, isn’t it? 

You will lend it to me, won’t you? Just for 

I'll be awfully careful of it.” 

‘s And you have been to that drawer where 

all the nice things are packed, and dragged 

them out! There is one of my white gloves 

under your feet, and my only lace handker- 

chief keeping it company! I must say, Millie 

Evans, you deserve to be punished. Here we 

are trying our best to get ready for company, 

and keep mother from ‘getting too tired, and 

you neglect your work to rig up like a circus 

girl; and go to a drawer which you have no 

right to open. I shall certainly tell father of 

this.” \ 

The Greek maiden’s cheeks were in an un- 

becoming blaze. Laura was hurried and tired, 

and spoke with more severity than was her cus- 

tom.. It certainly was trying to find the room 

in disorder, and her best dress in danger. 

‘¢Take care,” she said, as Millie’s frantic 

efforts to get it off put it in greater danger. 

‘sDon’t quite ruin that dress. Indeed you 

shall not wear it. I am astonished at you for 

thinking of such a thing; when father hears 

what you have been doing, I doubt if you will 

need a dress for the entertainment.” 

Then Millie lost all self control. ‘* You are 

a hateful, selfish thing!” she burst forth. 

“Take your old dress; I don’t want to wear 

it; and I won’t be ordered about by you as 

though you were my grandmother. I’m nearly 

fourteen, and you have no right to manage me. 

I'll just tell father myself that I—” 

‘sWhat is all this?” Mr. Evans’ voice was 

sternness itself, and he looked at the girl with 

blazing cheeks, in a way that made her angry 

eyes droop. 

‘¢ What does it mean, Millicent? 

one evening? 

? 

I heard



THE BABY’S NURSE. 

you using very unbecoming language to your 

sister, and to judge from your appearance 

you have been about some very inappropriate 

work.” 

‘¢ Well, father, Laura burst in here and —” 

‘¢ Never mind what Laura did, Millicent. 

Uufortunately for you, I know which daughter 

tries to care for and spare her sick mother in 

every possible way. I overheard enough to 

show me which one is to blame. 

tell me what is the trouble, and you may listen.” 

But Laura was already sorry that she had 

spoken so sharply, and tried to soften the story 

as much as truth would permit. 

‘¢ Her mind is so full of the Physical Culture 

entertainment, father, that she does not stop to 

think. I know she did not mean to hinder and 

make trouble.” 

‘¢T see,” said Mr. Evans, speaking grimly. 

‘¢T have heard a good deal about this Physical 

Culture business. If every one is as much 

carried out of common sense by it as our Milli- 

cent is, I should say it was high time to have 

some moral culture. Millicent, you may put 

yourself into a suitable dress for sweeping, and 

do the work you were sent to do, at once; and 

you will not need to think any more about a 

dress for the entertainment, for you are to be 

excused from attending it. You may tell your 

teacher that I said so.” 

Poor Millie! the hall bedroom floor might 

almost have been washed, if that were desir- 

able, with the tears she shed. No hope had 

she of any change of mind on her father’s part. 

He rarely interfered with his children, but when 

he did, his word was law. 

And poor Laura! she went domueicaet heavy- 

-hearted and miserable. Why had Millie been 

so silly, and why had she allowed her vexation 

to make matters worse? 

The poor frail mother actually cried when 

she heard of Millie’s disappointment. ‘‘ Yet 

I really cannot ask her father not to notice it,” 

she said sorrowfully. ‘‘ Millie has been so 

remiss in her duties for weeks; all on account 

of the hold which that Physical Culture craze 

has upon her. It is too much of a good thing. 

I am afraid her father is doing right.” 

Pansy. 

Laura may 

tell you. 

THE BABY’S NURSE. 

66 ES,” said Mr. Hillier, as he carefully 

dug around my pansy bed, ‘Oh! 

yes’m, I’ve seen elephants in India many a 

time. I was stationed at one point, with the 

English army, you know, where I saw one who 

used to take care of the children.” 

‘Take care of the children! 

he? What do you mean?” 

‘© Well, he did, ma’am. It was wonderful 

what that elephant knew. The first time I 

made his acquaintance he gave me a blow that. 

I had reason to remember. I was on duty in 

the yard, and the Colonel’s little child was 

playing about, and she kept running too near, I 

thought, to the elephant’s feet. I was afraid 

he would put his great clumsy foot on her by 

mistake, so I made up my mind to carry her to 

asafer place. I stooped to pick her up, and 

the next thing I knew I had had a knock which 

sent me fiat on the ground. That elephant 

had hit me with his trunk. One of the ser- 

vants came along just then and helped me up; 

and when I told him about it, said he: ‘I 

wonder the old fellow didn’t kill you. It isn’t 

safe for anybody to interfere with that baby 

when he has it in charge. Jd have you to 

know that he’s that baby’s nurse. 

‘© Well, I thought he was just saying it for 

sport, but sure enough, after awhile the nurse 

came out with the child fast asleep in her arms, 

and what did she do but lay it in the elephant’s 

trunk as though it had been a cradle! And 

that great fellow stood there for more than an 

hour, watching that baby, and rocking it gently 

now and then! 

‘¢ He was real good to the other children, too. 

It used to be his business to take the family 

out riding. The Colonel’s lady would come 

out and mount to her cushioned seat on his 

back; then, one by one, the three children 

would be given to the elephant and he would 

hand them up to the mother, nicer than any 

nurse or servant could, you know, because he 

could reach, amd knew how to doit. Oh! an 

elephant is an uncommon handy nurse, when 

he is trained to the business; and faithful, I 

You can trust him every time.” 

How could



OUR 

KAPIOLANI. 

HIS is the name of the daughter of a 

Hawaiian chief, who lived many years 

ago. She had been a wicked woman, a drunk- 

ard, and a sinner in many ways. But the mis- 

sionaries came to her part of the island, and 

she became interested in them because they 

knew how to read and write. This was knowl- 

edge which astonished her, and she wanted to 

be taught. 

Before Kapiolani had learned to read very 

well she had learned to know and love Jesus 

Christ. This made such a wonderful difference 

in her life that everybody who knew her was 

greatly astonished. Among other things which 

she did, she took a long journey to the great 

volcano, because the people believed that the 

goddess Pele took care of it, and would 

destroy any person who offered it any dis- 

honor. 

Kapiolani, to show them the folly of this, 

went close to the volcano, threw stones into its 

mouth, ate the berries which the people said 

were for the goddess alone, and said to the 

frightened people who were watching, expect- 

ing to see her die at once: ‘¢ Jehovah is God; 

he made these fires. Jam not afraid of Pele. 

If she kills me for what I have done, then you 

may believe on her; but if God takes care of 

me, after what I have done to her, then you 

ought to believe on him.” Then, with her 

Christian friends who had gone with her, she 

sang a hymn; then they kneeled down near 

the voleano, and Kapiolani prayed to God. Of 

course no harm whatever came to her, and the 

astonished people began from that time to think 

about the God to whom she prayed. Her story 

reminds me of Elijah on Mount Carmel. Do 

you know that story? You will find it in the 

Bible. 

THE VOICE OF CONSCIENCE. 

EARS ago Kaahumanu, Queen of the 

Hawaiian Islands, called upon the mis- 

sionaries who had tately come to the island and 

asked for dinner. It was served to her. On 

MISSION BULLETIN. 

the table was a single silver spoon, the only 

one the missionary owned. This spoon the 

queen fancied, and quietly helped herself to, 

merely saying in excuse the one word ‘ Mine.” 

Her idea seemed to be that since she was queen 

she had a right to seize anything she wanted 

and call it hers. Years afterward that queen 

lay dying. 

Just before she died she sent one of her 

servants to a certain chest, to get a package 

which she described, and ordered it sent to 

the missionaries with this message; ‘‘It is just 

one; I give the other.” The package had two 

silver spoons—the one she had stolen, and 

another of about the same value. 

IN HONOLULU. 

NTERESTING work is now going on among 

the Chinese in Honolulu. It is said that 

a better class of Chinese go there than come to 

America. 5 

‘*The Advance” gives an account of one 

missionary visitor who is trying to teach the 

mothers better than to bandage the feet of 

their poor babies. She says she can pick out 

the children who are undergoing the torture by 

the pinched look on their faces, and the low 

moaus of pain which they give, whether wak- 

ing or sleeping. One mother to whom she tried 

to explain how cruel the practice was, pointed 

triumphantly to her caller’s waist, as a proof 

that she had made it smaller than was natural, 

and. hinted that it was no worse to make feet 

small than waists. Fortunately the visitor was 

a woman who had done nothing of the kind. 

Her waist was the size which nature had meant 

she should have. She at once took off her 

belt and passed it around the Chinese mother’s 

waist, belting it over her baggy garments. The 

woman was amazed to find that it fitted her 

nicely, and that it was because her caller wore 

clothes which fitted her form that she looked 

small around the waist. I wondered, .in read- 

ing the account, whether there were. not some: 

American women who would. have been embar-’ 

rassed if they had been accused of making their 

waists unnaturally small.



  

  

AMONG THE CHIPPEWAS. 

HE mission school at Tower, Minn., is 

chiefly attended by Indian girls; the 

boys do not seem to care for education. The 

teacher says that a year ago their pupils had 

never been taught to wash themselves or their 

clothes. When their clothing became too filthy 

to endure any longer they threw it away. Now 

the school girls have learned neat habits, and 

seem shocked to hear of people who are doing 

just as they did but a year ago. The homes, 

too, are gradually changing. They begin to 

lay floors in their cabins, and to paper the 

walls with newspapers which they beg of the 

missionaries. Papers with pictures in are in 

great demand for this purpose. Very few of 

the Chippewas have gotten so far that they 

use tables, or stools; the most of them still 

make the floor do duty for both of these. 

WHISKEY IN NEW MEXICO. 

HIS is one of the greatest enemies which 

our missionaries have to mect. Not long 

ago, just before one of the great Indian war 

dances, some of the Indians in Zuni, N. M., 

came to the missionary teacher asking her to 

write to the Indian agent at Santa Fé, beg- 

ging him to send a soldier to prevent the sale 

of liquor at that time. The missionary wrote, 

but it did no good; the liquor was brought 

into the village as usual. Then an old chief 

came to the missionary to say that he had 

poured out a large quantity of the whiskey and 

thrown it away; he asked if she thought he 

would get into trouble. She told him to keep 

on with that good work, and the missionaries 

would stand by him. 

AN IMPORTANT PLEDGE. 

DNs Band in one of our Western 

States has taken a pledge which reads 

somewhat like the Christian Endeavor one. 

The members promise to be present at every 

meeting, unless detained by a reason which 

they would be willing to give to Jesus Christ; 

they are to make a very special effort to come 

if the day is stormy or very cold. 

‘SMALL BOYS’ COTTAGE.” 

HIS is the name of a mission ‘‘ Home ” in 

Sisseton, S. D., where little Indian boys 

are gathered and taught. At present there 

are three Josephs, three named Amos, one Eli, 

one Solomon, one Elias, and one Adam, besides 

David, and Samuel, and Peter,and John. Miss 

Patterson, their teacher, has undertaken to tell 

these boys all about the Bible stories which 

have to do with their names. This is the Sab- 

bath evening entertainment. Each boy has his



FROM ONE OF 

turn to hear about his namesake. A lady who 

has visited the mission, says she never heard 

of children before who were so fond of Bible 

stories, nor who knew so many, 

ARROW HEADS. 

HOME Mission monthly suggests that 

Mission Bands, Christian Endeavor so- 

cieties, etc., cut out arrow heads from stiff 

paper or fancy cardboard, write or print some 

item about the Indians on them, and give them 

out to be read at the next missionary meeting, 

the members being each allowed to take one 

home as a souvenir. 

MR. TAN JIAKKIM. 

ERHAPS you have never heard of the 

gentleman, but he is worthy of being 

known. Yes, he is a Chinaman; and besides 

being noted for his large wealth, he has the 

honor of being the largest giver to the Metho- 

dist Mission at Singapore, India. He is a 

banker in that city, and he gave, not long ago, 

fifteen hundred dollars to the mission, and col- 

lected for it five thousand dollars more from 

his Chinese friends. 

FROM ONE OF OUR PANSIES. 

My pear Pansy: 

My Auntie Frank wrote some verses for my 

brother and me, and we liked them so much 

that we thought the other Pansies would like 

them, too; so I send them to you. 

Your little friend, Dora Stoner. 

AUNTIE FRANK’S VERSES. 

In two little beds in a garden, are many fair 

flowers blowing ; 

Some things not flowers among them, are rough 

and unlovely showing ; 

And ever small seeds are dropping into the 

ground, to break — 

Some into weeds, some into blossoms, ‘for 

Jesus’ sake.” 

OUR PANSIES. 

Where is the garden? The beds are two little 

lives I know; 

New little lives where the seeds of good and 

evil will easily grow. 

Dear little lives that the Father has put in the 

world, to make — 

Music, and sunshine, and gladness, ‘‘ for Jesus’ 

sake.” 

Good thoughts, sweet words, kind actions, 

burst into lovely flower ; 

But the faults, dark weeds beside them, are 

opening every hour; 

Some one must draw them out quickly, and 

nourish the blossoms, to make 

Fragrance, and brightness, and beauty, ‘‘ for 

Jesus’ sake.” 

  

A PANSY BED. 

Plant in only the seeds of the good, and the 

pure, and the true; 

Water the flowers of gentleness, love —coax 

the sunlight, too ; 

Root out the weeds of ill-nature, unkindness, 

before through the soil they break, 

Never forgetting the whisper motto: 

Jesus’ sake.” 

¢¢ for 

Ah! my two little workers for Jesus, souls 

fresh and fair, 

Two little bits of God’s garden are given into 

your care. 

Watering, weeding, planting, patient your labor 

take, 

Cherishing only the sweet and lovely, ‘‘for 

Jesus’ sake.



        
  

    
  
        
              

      
  
  

  
      
  

    
  

            

                                                                                          

    
  

                        
  
      

                
          
    

  
    
    

    
‘¢ NICE OLD FELLOW” SAID ESTELLE.



THE CROWN 

  

HUMBERT I. OF ITALY. 

THE CROWN PRINCE OF ITALY. 

LL during the autumn the press 

of Europe had a good deal to 

say about the Prince of Naples, 

and. the political significance 

Ley of his visit to peste borane 

=scfaes to see the German military 

maneuvers. Perhaps some Pansy who occa- 

sionally peeps at his father’s morning paper, 

may have wished to know something more 

about this young prince. 

He was born November 11, 1869, in the 

beautiful city of Naples, from which he takes 

his title, and where he has lived since reaching 

manhood. Being the only son of the King of 

Italy, he is heir to the Italian throne, which he 

will ascend, at his father’s death, as Victor 

Emmanuel the Third. 

Unlike most boys, he has never felt a grand 

passion for military life, although he has been 

so well trained that he is now a pretty good 

soldier, and has attained to the rank of colonel 

in the Italian army. He has been raised in a 

very strict and simple fashion, and some Pan- 

sies who feel insulted by being sent to bed so 

early, may be consoled when they hear that, 

    

   

. scrofulous tumors, 

PRINCE OF ITALY. 

even at the age of fifteen, the Crown Prince of 

Italy retired at 9 Pp. mM. 

No matter what distinguished guests hap- 

pened to be present, promptly at nine o’clock 

his tutor appeared, saying, ‘‘It is bedtime for 

His Royal Highness,” and the principino — 

little prince — marched off like a soldier. Next 

morning, like a soldier again, he rose by five 

o’clock, and went about his regular daily duties. 

His tastes have been rather scientific and 

literary, so that he early became a fine linguist, 

reading and speaking fluently several languages 

besides his own. 

good numismatic, having an extensive eollec- 

tion of rare old coins, to which he continues to 

add from year to year. 

While still quite young he suffered from 

and at one time, Prince 

Royal though he was, he was obliged to wear 

ugly and uncomfortable irons on his legs to 

strengthen their bones. A delicate boyhood 

has left him small of stature, and not over- 

strong physically. 

The Prince of Naples and his beautiful 

Even as a boy he was a very 

  
QUEEN MARGARITA OF ITALY.



AN IMPORTANT 

mother, Queen Margaret of Savoy, have al- 

ways been particularly devoted to each other, 

and in Italy one hears many pretty stories, 

illustrative of their mutual affection. I shall 

not attempt to tell them now, but will give one 

funny tale of the prince’s boyhood, to show 

that even his doting mother was too sensible to 

let him have whatever he wanted. 

An important council of cabinet ministers 

had kept the king unusually late, and dinner 

was delayed. The young prince felt his boyish 

appetite getting too much for him, so he begged 

his mother to order dinner, notwithstanding 

the king’s absence. After several refusals. the 

queen said, ‘‘Go and get your Dante,” which 

to an Italian is what Shakspeare is to an Anglo- 

Saxon. The prince obeyed, and seating him- 

self said, ‘‘ What shall I read?” ‘+ Read Canto 

thirty-three,” replied the royal mother, ‘‘ and 

then your appetite will cease to trouble you.” 

It was an account of the terrible sufferings 

of a Tuscan nobleman, who was punished for 

his crimes by being shut up with his two inno- 

cent sons and two young grandsons, to die of 

hunger in what is now called the ‘‘ Tower of 

Famine,” in Florence. If any Pansy wishes 

to see for himself what took away the crown 

prince’s appetite, let him read the thirty-third 

Canto of Longfellow’s translation of Dante’s 

Inferno. 

OxrvE May EaGer. 

HERE is a stir of life amid the branches, 

Faint songs begin to move the frosted air, 

In sheltered corners, violet perfume wafted 

Tells of the sweetness that is hidden there. 

And tiny silver buds and yellow flowers 

Rise up beneath the spring’s soft-falling showers. 

Oh! sweet, fair time, when earth is in her 

childhood, 

When every day has its own precious gift, 

When every bird has its love-song to utter, 

When soft white cloudlets o’er the blue sky 

drift ; 

When all is pure and lovely, fair and mild, 

And all the world is as some new-born child. 

— Selected. 

LETTER.—APRIL SONGS. 

AN IMPORTANT LETTER. 

HE town of Bourne, Lincolnshire, has 

been having a hard time over the spell- 

ing of its name. It seems that many people 

have been in the habit of writing the word 

‘¢ Bourn,” and as there is a ‘‘ Bourn” in Cain- 

bridgeshire, endless delays and annoyances 

have arisen because the letters, parcels, etc., 

which were intended for Bourne were sent to 

Bourn. The people of Bourne were finally 

called together in the town hall to decide what 

should be done. It was unanimously voted to 

report to the general post-office, to railway and 

telegraph companies, and to all others supposed 

to be interested, that their town of Bourne was 

spelled with an e, and to beg them in future 

not to omit it. So it seems that so small a 

thing as the letter e is capable of making a 

great deal of trouble. 

> 

APRIL SONGS. 

RY-BABY APRIL comes along, 

You never can tell whether 

She’s going to smile 

Or cry awhile — 

She has such funny weather. 

  

Now that April is here 

We have light winds and laughter ; 

The robins sing clear 

Now that April is here, 

And the best of the cheer 

Is that May follows after : 

Now that April is here 

We have light winds and laughter. 

  

Tell me, bonny April maiden, 

Why those often-falling tears? 

With what grief have you been laden 

All these many, many years? 

Send the tear-drops all a-Maying, 

Give us smiles and give us kisses; 

Then you'll hear the earth-folk saying, 

‘¢ What a lovely April this is!” 

— Selected.



BABY’S CORNER. 

BABY’S CORNER. 
——_ 

FRANCES. 

Her Story as Told by Herself. 

GO to bed at tick-kock (six 

o'clock). J wear a pink flan- 

nel ni-gown; it has a floor on 

j it. ‘*Ba-ba” puts me in it, 
Zi p 

ZZ i then takes me to mamma to 

  

say ‘nightie,’ and I spring into mamma’s 

arms and hide my head, and won’t go back to 

Ba-ba. When she tries to take me I throw my 

head back, and laugh so loud that all the rest 

laugh. I always laugh when other folks do; 

I don’t know what I am laughing at, and I 

guess the others don’t, either, but it is fun. 

I like picsures (pictures). There is a book 

  

HERE IS HER CHIN. 

ot mens and womens and little children. My 

mamma shows them to me, and she says, 

‘¢Here is a little girl; here are her eyes, and 

here is her nose, and here is her mouth, and 

here is her chin.” Then she puts her finger on 

my face and says, ‘‘ Here are Frances’ eyes, 

and here is Frances’ nose, and here is Frances’ 

  

HERE IS HER NOSE. 

Then I 

put up my fingers and try to find my eyes and 

chin, and here is Frances’ mouth.” 

nose and chin, and everysing. I’ve got two 

Ba-ba 

has two eyes, too. Ba-ba is my nurse; I love 

her. Folks call her ‘Cora,” but I don’t; I 

say Ba-ba. 

eyes, but I hasn’t got but one nose. 

Pitty soon, after I won’t go back to Ba-ba 

a good many times, and we have all laughed 

a great deal, she snatches me up and carries 

me off. I yell, but it doesn’t do any good, 

for she plumps me into my crib. Then I know 

it is tick-kock, and I shut my eyes and go 

seepins until tick-kock comes again. 

   



  

  

THE RACCOON AND HIS RELATIVES. 

By L. H. M. Paumer. 
  

HE raccoon and his 

relatives are also 

connections of the 

bear, and belong to 

the arctoidea, the 

literal meaning of 

which is ‘‘ bear- 

like.”’ The raccoon 

occupies such an 

expanse of coun- 

try, being found 

in nearly all the wooded parts of the United 

States, that his appearance is familiar to many 

people, but I doubtif his interesting disposition 

is as well known. The body is strongly made 

and the fur a mixed gray and black, ‘‘ pepper 

and salt”? color, darker on the back, the tail 

ringed with five or six black marks. An odd 

black streak across the face, which, with a little 

upright dark marking between the eyes, helps 

to give the sharp face that keen, inquisitive 

expression that is its leading characteristic. 

This animal loves best to make his home in 

forests with swampy ground near by. There, 

from his bed in a hollow tree, he goes forth in 

quest of food, and he is not at all particular as 

to quality, so the quantity is obtained. It 

  

may be said the raccoon will eat anything 
he can lay his hands on, and being a fellow of 
skill and resource he generally obtains what is 
desired. He is ‘‘ Jack of all trades,” but con- 

trary to the old saying, master of each one of 
them, being a successful hunter, fisher and fly- 
catcher as occasion requires. Birds and their 

eggs are eagerly taken, and should a nest be in 
a cleft or hollow where the eggs cannot be 
abstracted by the mouth, the ’coon will put a 
paw in and maneuver until the coveted dainty 
is drawn out. His method of fishing does not 
require a net and no hooks other than the ani- 
mal’s claws. Waiting beside a stream until a 
fish comes within reach, he slaps it in the side 
and hooks it out of the water. 

To the farmer the raccoon is sometimes a 
source of great annoyance because of his 
depredations in the cornfield. When the ker- 
nels are soft and full of milk, this destructive 

creature climbs the stalk and bites into as 
many ears as may suit his ’coon-ship to destroy, 
and if other eatables fail, the chicken coop is 
visited ; his menu also includes frogs and oys- 
ters; but how the latter are gotten from the 
shell, I do not know. 

*Coon hunting is a time-honored sport in the
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South, especially with the negroes, who de- 

sire no better frolic than a moonlight hunt. 

Equipped with guns, axes and material to 

make a fire, and accompanied by trained 

‘¢’eoon dogs ” to range far and near through 

the woods, the party set forth. When a dog 

finds a tree in which he thinks there is a ’coon, 

he stations himself at the foot of it and barks 

persistently until the hunters are guided to the 

spot by the sound. Various methods are em- 

ployed to dislodge the animal. If in a hollow 

tree, a hole is cut at the bottom of the supposed 

hollow and a bunch of lighted straw thrust in 

to smoke him out at the top. When at bay, 

the raccoon fights bravely and well, as many a 

vanquished dog might tell, could he but speak. 

One habit the raccoon possesses, and which 

has not been satisfactorily explained, is that of 

washing and soaking his food, especially meat, 

before eating. It is not probable that this is 

done to soften it, as an oyster is treated in the 

same manner, and besides, the animal has 

good teeth. For this habit, the title of 

‘sWashing Bear” has been bestowed upon 

In the northern United States the rac- 

coon, snugly ensconced in some burrow or hol- 

low tree, goes into hibernation, but his sleep is 

not so long or as profound as that of the bear. 

Some of these animals live in burrows which 

they make in banks of streams and ditches. 

’Coons make most interesting pets and are 

easily tamed and taught when taken young. 

Meddlesome and full of curiosity, there is little 

or nothing about the premises that is not thor- 

oughly investigated by the sharp eyes and 

keen nose, and turned inside out and upside 

down by those deft paws. 

A few years ago at the office of a city coal 

and wood yard, lived ‘‘ Jeff,” a tame ’coon 

with something of a history. He came from 

Wisconsin to Washington at the time of Presi- 

dent Harrison’s inauguration and was in the 

inaugural procession. What his history was 

previous to that time, I do not know, but I am 

sure it must have been interesting. Being a 

fine brawny fellow of a lively disposition, he 

was a source of great entertainment to his 

master, who could never tell just what Jeff 

would do next or what scrape he might get 

him. 

them both in. Soon after Jeff’s arrival at the 

coal yard, the chain was taken off and he was 

allowed to go about much as he chose, and well 

he knew how far it was best to venture from 

the protecting limits of the office. “He would 

sometimes go to the outside door and peer out, 

and then venture across the pavement if the 

coast was clear. If a dog appeared, Jeff 

climbed a tree. He was very fond of eggs, 

and also English sparrows, which his master 

shot for him. When Jeff heard the slight re- 

port of the air gun he hastened to the scene of 

action with joyful anticipation of the repast in 

store for him. If not hungry, Jeff did not 

always put in an appearance, being in the piles 

of wood about the yard. 

One night Mr. C (Jeff’s master) was 

awakened by someone at the door saying, 

‘¢Oh! Mr. C , Jeff is out!’ The messen- 

ger proved to be from a house a few doors 

away, occupied by two maiden ladies, whom 

the mischievous little animal had badly fright- 

ened. Prowling about on a nocturnal tour of 

investigation, Jeff climbed upon the house-top, 

and losing his foot-hold, had fallen through the 

skylight! It is not difficult to imagine the 

consternation of these worthy ladies (who sup- 

posed burglars were in the house), rudely 

awakened by so unceremonious an entrance; 

and Jeff must have landed with a pretty loud 

thud, for he was very fat. 

One day a man asked permission to leave a 

pair of chickens at the office until he could 

conveniently carry them home. Not thinking 

of the ’coon, Mr. C readily gave his con- 

sent. Now any of the feathered tribe pos- 

sessed great attractions for Jeff, and those 

toothsome fowls proved too great a temptation 

to be resisted. When the man called, an in- 

quest was held over the remains of those 

chickens and it was decided that they were not 

fit to grace a civilized table. 

About this time a large owl came into Mr. 

C ’s possession. At the first meeting of 

Jeff and the new-comer, a battle ensued in 

which the owl was getting very much the 

worst of it, and to judge by the quantities of 

feathers pulled out, would probably have been 

killed but for the timely arrival of Mr. C 
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THE RACCOON AND HIS RELATIVES. 

A popular Natural History states that ‘+ the 

fact must not be withheld that upon oppor- 

tunity the ’coon becomes very intemperate. 

A publican in Nebraska had two tame ’coons. 

One being more gentle, was allowed wider free- 

dom in the saloon. He acquired a craving 

appetite for strong drink and became an adept 

in practice at the bar, for when he could not 

get beer as a gift he learned to help himself. 

He would stretch himself on his back under 

the tap of the beer barrel, put his paws on the 

stop-cock and manage to turn it but a little 

and so let the beer trickle into his mouth until 

he got his fill; intoxication would follow.” So 

it would appear that the evils of strong drink 

extend even to the animal kingdom. 

The Black-footed Raccoon, sometimes called 

the Mexican Raccoon, is a southwestern species, 

being found in California, Texas and Mexico. 

It is somewhat larger than the northern ani- 

mal. There is one other true raccoon, the 

crab-eater. Its home is in South America, 

and there it is called Agouara. It is larger 
than the North American species and its 
shorter fur gives it a more slender appearance. 

In tropical countries there are large land crabs 
as well cs the water species, and by the ani- 
mal’s fondness for these it acquired the name it 
bears. Its food, aside from these, is much 

the same as the northern species, with the 

addition of sugar cane. 

We now come to that curious animal, the 

Coati Mondi, or Tejon. Itis quite bear-like in 
some respects, but the nose is long and can be 
made very flexible at the will of the animal, to 
be thrust in all sorts of nooks and corners, or 

correspondently rigid to plow up the ground in 
search of worms. There are two species of 
coati, the Mexican and Brazilian. The former 
is a little the larger. The hair is rather long 
and thick and varies much in color in different 
animals, but perhaps the most general here is 
chestnut-brown above, with a sprinkling of 
light hair on the forepart of the body and light 
yellow-gray underneath. The face is orna- 
mented with several light patches. Like the 

’coon, it has an appetite for everything that is 

good, and can use that wonderful nose in 

many ways to procure food. In drinking, or 

at any time the animal wishes the long nose 

out of the way, it is turned straight up with 

perfect ease. It is a famous climber, and can 

come down trees headfirst. Its home is from 

southern Texas to Panama. The Brazilian 

coati ranges over a large portion of South 

America. 

Another one of these ’coon-bears also in- 

habiting South America is the Kinkajou, or 

Potto. This interesting little animal is about 

as large as a good-sized cat. Its fur is soft 

and compact, the color reddish. Differing 

from the preceding species, it has a prehensile 

tail which it can coil two or three times around 

a-branch of a tree. It can also put food to its 

mouth with the hind-foot as well as the fore 

paws. Passing through the main building one 

day at the Zoo, my attention was arrested by 

the comical spectacle the kinkajou presented. 

He was lying upon his back with the forepart 

of his body raised nearly upright and calmly 

eating his dinner of lettuce. Three feet were 

employed in this operation. The fore paws 

held a leaf of lettuce to the mouth, from which 

the kinkajou took dainty bites, the while re- 

garding me gravely with his large eyes so 

widely set apart. One hind leg was stretched 

bolt upright, and in the foot was held a reserve 

supply of lettuce, to be passed up when the 

first installment had disappeared beneath the 

kinkajou’s pink nose. 

 



CLIMBING ST. 

CLIMBING ST. PETER’S DOME. 

LMOST every visitor to Rome 

at once makes his way to the 

far-famed church of St. Peter’s, 

mi and if the day be fine, he 

ES climbs to the ball over-topping 

2-3 its great dome. 

eee the church from the front, the 

first sight of the dome is quite disappointing, 

for it is so hidden by the facade as to seem too 

low for grace and symmetry. But once inside 

the church and standing under the immense and 

lofty vault, one wonders how he could have 

possibly thought it insignificant. 

When he begins to climb to it, he is more 

suprised than ever, for it is a long road to 

travel. 

spiral incline until he believes that he has 

nearly reached the ball, he finds himself only as 

far as the roof of the church, with the big 

dome looming up higher than ever before him. 

Over the door leading out of the church to 

this ascent, is the tomb of Maria Clementina, 

wife of James III. of England, who also died 

in Rome. All the way up, when one winds 

around to that side, he sees a mark which tells 

him that he is just over the tomb. Were it not 

for this constant reminder, and an occasional 

peep out of the windows with which the way is 

well lighted, one would entirely lose his bear- 

ings, being and truly ‘‘ quite turned round,” 

as people are wont to say. 

Should any Pansy ever hear that the ascent 

of St. Peter’s can be easily made on donkey- 

back, let him remember that this is true only 

so far as the roof. I have no doubt that don- 

keys do sometimes go up with loads of material 

for repairs, etc., but I have never seen any such 

travelers there, although I have been up many 

times. Perhaps donkeys, or sedan chairs, were 

used by the very grand people, kings, queens, 

and princes, whose visits are recorded on marble 

slabs placed in the wall at many points. 

There is also another common report that a 

village has been built on the top of St. Peter’s, 

and that many people live there. This is only 

partially true, for although a good many houses 

could find room on the immense flat roof, I have 

    

   

After going round and round an easy 

PETER’S DOME. 

seen but three or four one-story cottages, built 

so as to be out of sight from below. These 

are for the use of the workmen and janitors 

who are constantly employed about the huge 

buildings. No women are allowed, but as I 

peeped through the open, yet iron-grated 

window of one airy dwelling, I thought a 

woman’s hand might help the appearance of 

the place. In another room I saw a pair of old 

trousers hanging on a nail, while a white cat 

seemed to be keeping house. 

Just above the point where the dome springs 

from the roof, an iron railing protects a narrow 

landing that runs around the inside of the 

curve, and commands the high altar far below. 

Here the far-famed silver trumpeters sometimes 

take their stand, and wake the music of the 

echoes all around. On very grand occasions, 

a hundred or so ‘‘sweet singers” range them- 

selves around the railing, and letting their 

lovely voices ring out through the numberless 

arches and lofty waves of the great cathedral, 

make wonderful melodies for the unseen listen- 

ers below. 

From the roof, the ascent becomes more and 

more difficult, winding upward in the same 

spiral fashion, and apparently fitted in between 

two shells of domes, one three feet inside of 

the other. As the dome curves, so the passage- 

way curves, making one feel that the outer 

dome is tumbling down upon him, and the 

inner one is falling away from him, letting him 

go he knows not where. 

He is glad to reach the lantern, where if not 

too dizzy, he can walk around the iron-railed 

balcony which encircles its base, and gaze down 

at the people swarming over the square below 

like so many black ants about an ant-hill. 

The view is far more extensive and beautiful 

than even that from the roof, but often a 

strong wind keeps one from enjoying it long. 

There is a very perceptible difference in the 

temperature at this height, and even on the 

roof, I have seen hoar frost glistening when 

the air of the city was comfortably warm and 

agreeable. 

In a stuffy little room stand two janitors, 

who regulate the passing of visitors into the 

ball, and who take charge of umbrellas and



TWO LOVING BEARS.—GOOD-BY, LITTLE FLOWERS. 

wraps in the meantime. At this point many 

ladies, losing courage or strength, refuse to go 

higher, and it is small wonder, for the only 

means of ascent is a light and fearfully perpen- 

dicular ladder. Sixteen persons are allowed to 

be in the ball at the same time, but when I had 

been jammed in with thirteen, one being a very 

fat priest, I thought there were quite enough of 

us to fill it. Where the ball bulges outward, 

there is a big curve for one’s back, but so little 

space for one’s feet that he must double himself 

up, and stand as round as he can. 

As the ball is of iron, it gets very hot in the 

sun of a bright winter day, and I should not 

fancy being in it during July. Very narrow 

slits let in enough light for one to see his neigh- 

bor’s face, but they are too small to allow any 

view of the city, not even a peep being pos- 

sible. The ball is not steady, but although a 

distinct trembling may be felt, there is no 

danger of its losing its perfect equilibrium. 

In the old days, when the Pope ruled Rome, 

there was an annual illumination of ‘‘the 

graceful dome which Michael Angelo hung in 

the air,” as some onesays. With the entrance 

of Victor Emmanuel into Rome, in 1870, this 

féte was suspended, but writers describe as a 

most wonderful sight, the immense half-spheri- 

cal mass, twinkling with thousands of silvery 

points of light that looked like so many stars. 

As a rule, Pansies do not care for dry fig- 

ures and dull statistics, so I will trouble their 

memories a very wee bit in this direction, hop- 

ing they will forgive me by never forgetting 

what I tell them. 

The height of the facade of St. Peter’s is 

154 feet, but the distance from the ground to 

the summit of the cross on the ball is 370 feet, 

while the internal diameter of the cupola is 

141 1-4 feet, or 21-2 feet less than that of 

the Pantheon, which served Michael Angelo as 

his model. OtiveE May Eacer. 

OREDIENCE is the crowning grace of a fol- 

lower of Christ. Nay, it is the very essence of 

holiness. 

TuHEopoRE L. CuyLer. 

TWO LOVING BEARS. 

HE CONGREGATIONALIST tells an in- 
teresting story about two polar bears 

who are in the Zoological Park at Washing- 
ton, D. C. Their names are Ben and Rosa, 
and they are evidently very fond of each other. 
One proof of this is the way they manage their 
dinners. They are given two huge loaves of 
bread and some fish. They take the bread to 
the water-tank and soak it to suit themselves. 
Then, each having eaten half a loaf they ex- 
change the other half and proceed to eating 
each the other’s. This curious custom is always 
carefully observed; and the same thing is done 
with the fish. Ben divides his fish lengthwise, 
cutting it neatly down the spine, doing it as 
well, the writer says, as though he had a knife, 

then, after eating half of it he gallantly offers 
the other half to Rosa, and she does the same 

with hers. 

GOOD-BY, LITTLE FLOWERS. 

ARK! through the holly boughs 
Cold wails the blast, 

Birds south are flying, 

Summer is dying, 
Flower-time is past, 

Flower-time is past. 

Cold are November skies, 

Sunless and drear, 

Golden rod, eyelids close, 
Aster, tuck up your toes, 

Winter is here, 

Winter is here. 

‘¢ Good-by, little flowers,” 
The icy winds sing; 

Snow, blanket them over, 

Sleep well, little clover, 

Sleep till the spring, 
Sleep till the spring. 

—From The Sunbeam.



BABY’S CORNER. 

BABY’S CORNER. 
  

MOLLY. 

HIS is the 

way I look 

Thanks- 

harness. 

in my 

giving 

When 

always know there 

it is on I 

is a long journey 

before me; but I 

like it, 

have 

for we 

such nice 

times on the way. 

To be sure, I have 

  

to get up before 

daylight and walk 

But then, what of a 

My bells 

jingle, and the children laugh and sing so 

sweetly that the trip is made the delight of the 

and walk until night. 

little extra walk once a year. 

whole year. At noon my master says: ‘¢ Well, 

1» 
Molly, would you like your dinner now 

Then I say yes, in my language; and he knows 

just what I mean. Master and mistress and 

all the children sit in the wagon and picnic, 

while I am allowed to eat my oats under the 

trees by the side of the road. 

The children run around among the trees for 

awhile, then we start on our journey again. 

When we get to grandmamma’s, I am hugged 

and kissed and fed all sorts of dainties by the 

little grandchildren; and grandmamma herself 

always gives me an apple or something nice 

when she says, ‘‘ Well, here is dear old Molly 

again ;”’ then I am led to the barn where there 

is always lots of the sweetest hay and corn and 

oats ! i 

In the morning, everyone seems to be very 

happy ; 
around ! 

and there are such lots of people 

Old Ned, the horse that lives here, 

says there is less noise in the barn-yard to-day: 

yesterday the gobble, gobble, gobble of the 

turkey nearly drove him wild; but it does not 

Ned likes to have me 

visit him because I keep the turkeys quiet. 

N. M. W. 

make a sound to-day. 

  
THINKING IT OVER.
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FOUNTAIN IN THE ALHAMBRA. 

THE USE OF WORDS. 

NC exchange gives a curious illustration of 

the way in which young learners can be 
bewildered by language. Little Edith went to 
school for the first time. She came home look- 
ing tired and disappointed. 

‘¢T didn’t like it a bit; not a single bit,” she 

explained to her questioning mother. ‘+ The 
teacher isn’t nice at all; she doesn’t tell the 

truf.” 

The shocked mother began to question anx- 
iously, to find what had given Edith such an 
idea. 

‘¢ She doesn’t, mamma,” said Edith, with great 

earnestness, ‘‘she lifted me up into a chair and 

told me to sit there for the present; and I sat 

and sat just as still, twenty-leven hours, I guess, 

and she never gave me any present at all, nor 

said a word about it! She doesn’t tell the 

truf, does she, mamma?” 

SOUL that is rooted into Christ will 
thrive like a tree planted by the rivers 

of water. The leaves shall not wither, and 

death will only be a transplanting into glory. 

CuyLer.



CHRISTMAS BREAD CRUMBS. 

CHRISTMAS BREAD CRUMBS. 

T last dinner was ready. It had 

been longer and slower work 

than usual, not because there 

was so much to be gotten, but 

because the workers were heavy 

hearted and slow motioned. 

The truth is, it was the last Christmas dinner 

they ever expected to eat in the little old house 

to which the mother had come twenty-five years 

before a bride, and in which all the children 

had been born. As for the father, he had been 

born in and buried from the dear old home, and 

this fact made it doubly precious to them all. 

No wonder Jennie sighed heavily as she cut 

the bread, and Mary felt as though there was 

such a lump in her throat that she could not 

swallow even the Christmas mince pie. 

What was the trouble? Oh! the old story. 

A mortgage on the home which there was no 

money to pay, and now it was to be foreclosed. 

They had feared it all the fall, and on Christ- 

mas Eve came the letter which made it sure. 

No, the man would not wait until spring for 

his interest; would not even wait two months. 

‘¢ The old skinfiint!”’ Reuben said, and he 

clinched his fists, and swallowed hard, and 

winked, and tried in vain to keep the tears 

from showing. Reuben was sixteen, and had 

meant to pay that mortgage himself one of 

these days. He felt sure they could have man- 

aged the interest in three months more. 

When they were all seated at the table the 

mother tried to make talk which would lead 

away from the unpleasant subject of their 

thoughts, but it was hard work. She began to 

tell them of a Christmas pudding her mother 

once made, and Mary interrupted her to ask 

if Grandmother had ever moved. And Mary 

asked if the cow belonged to the house, or if 

they could move her; then Reuben said gloomily 

that he should like to know where they were to 

move to. So it really seemed impossible to get 

away from their trouble. 

I think the knock which was presently heard 

at the side door was a relief to them all. The 

little house was set far back from the road, and 

they had few callers. 

   Reuben sprang to open the door, and ad- 

mitted an old man, who stamped the snow from 

his boots, and entered with a familiar air, though 
none of them had ever seen him before. 

‘“¢Yes,” he said, looking about him with a 

satisfied nod, ‘‘this is the very place. I re- 
member everything about it quite well; and 
you have kept it in good repair, Ill say that.” 

Mrs. Webster, concluding that here was an 

old acquaintance of somebody, perhaps her own 

husband, made haste to be hospitable ; they were 

just eating their Christmas dinner, wouldn’t he 

join them? 

‘* Well, now, I don’t care if I do,” he said 

heartily, drawing up his chair. ‘It was in 

this very identical room that I ate a supper and 

breakfast that I never forgot.” 

Mrs. Webster and her children looked inter- 

ested. ‘Did he know her husband?” the 

mother asked, while Reuben helped him gen- 

erously to chicken and potato and turnip. 
‘¢ Yes, ma’am, I knew him, though he was a 

mite of a boy when I saw him; he had red 

cheeks, and curly hair, and couldn’t have been 

a day over ten, if he was that, and it is forty- 

three years ago to a day since I saw him. He 
sat over there where that pretty girl does, and 

ate his Christmas breakfast; I ate mine, pretty 

near the first one I had ever had in my life.” 

This was very interesting. Here was a man 

who must have taken breakfast with Grand- 

father forty-three years ago. What a long, 

long time to remember a breakfast. Reuben 

hinted as much, and received an eager reply. 

‘¢Remember it? IguessI do. I guess I was 

pretty near your age — how old are you? Well, 

I didn’t lack six weeks of being your age, and 

I had been knocked and kicked and cuffed about 

the world, and never had a decent breakfast 

nor a decent word said to me till your grand- 

father picked me up on the road the night 

before Christmas, and brought me home with 

him, and gave me a supper, and a bed, and a 

breakfast, the like of which I had dreamed 

about, many a time, but never expected to have. 

‘¢J hinted something of the kind when I tried 

to thank him. Oh! I haven’t told you the half 

of it; there were kind words that were worth 

even more than the bed and the breakfast, and



CHRISTMAS BREAD CRUMBS. 

a whole silver dollar, and a stage ticket that 
took me fourteen miles on my way, and when 
I tried to thank him he said he was only scat- 
tering a few bread crumbs on the water, and 
didn’t need any thanks. I was struck dumb 

with that, for there wasn’t any water anywhere 

around, and I couldn’t imagine what he meant. 

*¢¢ Don’t you know the promise, my boy?’ 
says he: ‘Cast thy bread upon the waters?’ I 
didn’t know that promise nor any other, for I 
hadn’t heard much Bible where I came from. 
Well, he told me the whole verse, and explained 
it to me, and his Reubie— that’s your husband, 
ma’am, I take it?—he gave me a Bible, with 

the verse marked. As I rode along in the stage 
I studied it, and fitted it into my memory, and 

says I to myself, ‘Bill Dunlap, if you don’t do 
your level best to help find those bread crumbs 
again you don’t deserve to live any longer.’ 

‘¢ Well, ma’am, I meant it; but for a long 

time ill luck followed me. Then I went out of 
the country and was gone for years, and — to 

make a long story short—I never got back 
into this part of the world until last week. 
Then I began to inquire around, and I heard 
a good bit of news, and some things which it 
took me a little while to straighten out, but 
I’m thankful to say I’ve done it at last, and 

here, ma’am, is a few of the crumbs I prom- 
ised myself to find. He’s gone where he doesn’t 
need them; but I reckon he’ll be glad to have 
his children and grandchildren have them.” 

As the last mouthful of mince pie was swal- 
lowed, the strange guést drew from his pocket a 
formidable-looking paper and presented it to 
his astonished hostess. 

‘¢T don’t understand,” she said, as her trem- 
bling fingers received it, while Reuben’s eyes 
fairly blazed with excitement, ‘‘ what is this?” 

‘¢That, ma’am, is the mortgage which I un- 
derstand has been making more or less trouble. 
I should like to see anybody foreclose it now. 
The old home belongs to you and the children, 
ma’am, without a cent of debt on it.” 

To attempt a description of what followed is 
quite beyond me. Reuben and Jennie and 
Mary all tried to talk at once, and as for the 
mother she did what she had not done through 
all the trouble, broke down and cried. 

When they reached the point where they tried 
to stammer out some words of thanks, the guest 
would hear none of them. 

‘You needn’t thank me,” he said; ‘I’ve 
nothing to do with it. Itis just Christmas bread 
crumbs come back, according to promise.” 

Pansy. 
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THE WREN.—FENCES. 

  

VER the waves and far away 

O The birds are winging their way, 

Seeking a country new 

Afar o’er the waters blue. 

*Tis winter; they dare not stay; 

They’re over the waves and away. 

But one little bird is bold 

To dare the rain and the cold, 

The hail and the falling snow, 

And winds that bluster and blow. 

The big birds have fled from the cold, 

But one little bird is bold. 

Little wren with the golden crest, 

A brave heart beats in your breast. 

On boughs where the hoarfrosts cling 

You sit in the woods and sing. 

May gladness dwell in your nest, 

Little wren with the golden crest. 

— Selected. 

FENCES. 

(‘* Sermons in Stones.) 

HEN I was a boy IJ saw a great 

many stone fences, or stone 

walls, as they were generally 

called, and sometimes helped 

to build them. I remember 

hearing a story of a man who 

built a wall three feet high and four feet 
thick, and when asked why he built it thicker 

  

than it was high, replied, ‘‘So that when 
it tumbles over it will be higher than it was 
before.” 

I remember I thought it a very funny thing 
to do; but let us suppose that wall of stone to 

mean a man, and his good habits to be the 

stones which helped to build the character — 

which is the real man; and now suppose some 

great trial comes which turns him over, or his 
plans, ‘‘casts him down,” as we sometimes say ; 

his property goes, and his friends die or for- 

sake him. Is he ruined? , 
Not at all. 

Granite is not spoiled by turning over, nor 

do granite principles easily yield. Look at the 

See how he stands. His trial has 

proved him, helped to develop his manhood, 

man now. 

_ and he stands higher, stronger, firmer than be- 

fore. 

It would take much more to move him now 

than it would have required previous to this 

hard trial. 

It is just the same with younger people, with 

boys and girls. The granite in a little wall is 

just as good as that in a big one. 

I am thinking now of three boys whose father 

died when they were quite young. What ‘‘gra- 

nitic” boys they proved themselves to be. 

In a little while that widowed mother learned 

what true sons she had, and how restfully she 

could lean upon them. 

There was a sister, too, and she proved to 

be as true and helpful as were her brothers. 

I think all the family stood higher because of 

that ‘¢turn” of Providence, which, if they had 

not been built aright, might have prostrated 

them in the dust, never to rise again. 

Build only good material into your character, 

and a great deal of it. Build broadly and well. 

Pastor ROssENBERG. 

TrutH, honesty, self-control, kindness, are 

simple and practicable virtues, yet they are the 

very foundations of character, on which may 

be built all fine and noble qualities, all generous 

enthusiasm, all pure and unselfish heroism, all 

patriotic and philanthropic devotion.



BABY’S CORNER. 

BABY’S CORNER. 

FRANCES. 

Her Story as Told by Herself. 

Il. 

HAVE a bow-wow. 

| very fierce. 

He is 

He says, ‘* Bow- 

? most all the time — at 

He 

ij. A is made of cloth; I saw him 

My ‘*Ba-ba” stuffed him wiv cotton, 

so he wouldn’t bite. 

4 wow’    | prayers and everywhere. 

made. 

The cotton has got into 

his mouf, I guess; so I have to make the 

barks for him; and they are very loud. He 

has a pink ribbon awound his neck. I’m 

going to have a kitty when the summer days 

come. She will say ‘‘Meow,” but she will not 

There is a Bow-wow 

he barks; 

nobody has to bark it for him, he does it 

sewatch; no, indeed. 

the other side of the window; 

   

     

  

hisself. I s’pose the cotton did not get into 

his mouf. He has legs, and runs; but my 

My 
Bow-wow is the bestest; he doesn’t run away, 

Bow-wow sits on his legs all the time. 

and he doesn’t bite me. My Ba-ba can make 

better dogs than the ones outside the window. 

Ba-ba is my nurse; other folks call her Cora, 

but I call her Ba-ba. 

She says the Bow-wow on the other side of 

She is the bestest nurse. 

the window is alive. I don’t know what 

‘¢ alive” means; I never saw it. I am glad 

she didn’t put it into my Bow-wow. Some- 

times I play he is my pillow; I put my head 

on him and p’etend to go s’eepin’s. Some- 

times I p’etend he is my dolly, and say 

‘“‘By by,” but he can’t shut his eyes, ’cause 

the cotton is in them. 

A Boys |deal. 

5 hat sort of coat is that you wear, 
O Tom, the tailor’s son?” 

“My father leE me have my way, 
From my design ‘twas done. 
Ive pockets for knives and tops and balls, 
And some for candy too; 

ow dont you think this sort of coat 
Is just the thing for you? ” 

—prdsman
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SERVING APPLES. 

E do not recommend eating apples at a_ 

late hour, but there is a way of serv- 

ing them that is a little out of the usual. We 

used to have a little fun out of it without hurt- 

ing, cheating or offending any of the company. 

Let me suggest two ways of cutting apples 

which may afford a pleasant surprise to the 

guests. 

I. Begin, say, at the stem-end of the apple, 

the same as though going to halve it, and cut 
only half the distance through, keeping the 

knife as level as possible, so as to cut the same 

on both sides. Now turn the apple over, and 
cut in the same way from the blossom-end, but 
holding the knife so that the cut will be at 
right angles with the first. 

Now you will have cut enough to make the 
apple in halves, but you will see there will be a 

quarter of it between the cuts, so it will still 

hold together. 

Next, turn the apple upon its side, and with 
a pointed knife, cut the upper quarter in two, 
as though you were going to divide the fruit the 
other way from which you began. Be sure to 
cut through the core. Then turn the apple over 
and cut the opposite quarter the same as the 
first. 

Now your apple will hold together any side 
up, but when taken in hand, will surprise the 
receiver by coming into two queer parts. Per- 
haps he will get but half of it at the first at- 
tempt. In the same way you can cut an apple 

and hand it to a friend, when he will be sur- 

prised at leaving half of it in your hand. 

II. Take a needle and some very strong, 

fine thread; start around a mellow apple with 

long stitches, and in the line in which you wish 

Take a stitch of about 

three quarters of an inch (leaving four or five 

inches of the thread that you do not draw in), 

then put the needle into the same hole from 

which it came out, and take another stitch like 

the first, and so on around the fruit, so the 

thread will be just under the skin, all the way 

around. Then let one hold the apple firmly, 

while you cross the two ends of the thread, 

and gently draw it through, so it will cut the 

apple, all but the skin. In the same way the 

apple may be quartered, by working carefully. 

Of course you will provide a knife with 

which to peel the fruit, and of course your 

guest will be surprised to find that his apple 

has grown, already halved or quartered. 

to cut the fruit in two. 

‘“NE PAS LIVRER LE DIMANCHE.” 

HIS short sentence is a witness to one 

man’s earnest desire to keep the Sab- 

bath. It seems that the Minister of railways, 

posts, etc., of Belgium, does not believe in 

Sunday mails; at the same time he has not 

power to close them entirely, so he has planned 

a way to let his light shine, and to help others 

who desire to honor the Sabbath in this way. 

He has had printed tags in French and Dutch 

languages, saying, ‘‘ Ne pas livrer le Dim- 

” and ‘+ Niet bestellen op Zondag,”’ which 

means, ‘‘ Not to be delivered on Sunday.” 
These tags are fast to the postage stamps in 

use in that country. If you are spending any 

time there, and choose to have your letters 
travel on Sunday as well as on other days, 
you have only to tear off the tag bearing the 
above words; but if you want to honor the ° 

day, you leave the tag fast to the stamp, and 
the officials know, as they glance at it, that you 
are helping them to keep the Sabbath. Of 

course they do not know who your are, but the 
One who said, ‘‘ Remember the Sabbath day 

to keep it holy,” does. 

anche,



QUEEN VICTORIA’S FLORENTINE 

QUEEN VICTORIA’S FLORENTINE 

HOLIDAY. 

jUEEN VICTORIA is very fond 

| of a little trip on the Conti- 

nent, and takes one every 

spring, notwithstanding some 

| grumbling from her Cabinet 

J ministers, who object to her 

absence from England when important ques- 

tions are before them for consideration. When 

traveling, she is privately responsible for the 

expenses of herself and suite, and must also 

pay for the host of official telegrams made 

necessary by her being out of the country. 

But being a woman of strong will, she does 

not allow such small obstacles to prevent her 

from having a holiday. 

When she really wishes to enjoy herself, she 

does not travel as Queen of England, but as a 

private individual, announcing beforehand her 

desire for a quiet reception everywhere. She 

often goes to the south of France, but in 1888 

came to Florence, and was so charmed with 

the beautiful town, its wonderful picture gal- 

leries, and its delightful climate that she de- 

cided to return for the month of April, 1893. 

So she came under the name.of Countess 

of Balmoral, accompanied by a comparatively 

small suite, although that means fifty or more 

   

persons. ; 

Of course, a great queen expects to be com- 

fortable when away from home, and a week 

before her arrival in Florence, a courier came 

with a goodly amount of heavy luggage for 

Her Majesty. Among other things were all of 

her toilet articles, the bed which is always sent 

from Windsor when the queen visits the Con- 

tinent, the big writing-table which she likes 

to use when examing and signing state docu- 

ments, besides various little ornaments which 

she enjoys seeing about her rooms, even when 

she goes abroad. Her own carriages were also 

sent from England, and with them the low 

chaise and pet donkey which she drives herself 

about the private grounds, wherever she hap- 

pens to be staying. 

The special train, on which she traveled to 

Florence, had two elegant royal coaches beauti- 

HOLIDAY. 

fully fitted up as parlor, dining-room and bed- 

room. These coaches are kept in Germany, 

as the queen’s eldest daughter, the Empress 

Frederick, also uses them when she goes to 

England to visit her royal mother. 

Although Queen Victoria wished to arrive 

without ceremony, the Florentines were too 

proud of her preference for their beloved city 

to refrain from some public demonstration. 

An hour before the train was due, great crowds 

lined the streets along which she must drive to 

her temporary home. Some high dignitaries 

met her inside of the railway station, and three 

ladies of special rank were admitted, one of 

them presenting the queen with a bouquet of 

her favorite flowers, lilies-of-the-valley. 

In the carriage with the queen were her 

daughter, Princess Beatrice, and Prince Henry 

of Battenberg, and on the box beside the 

coachman, and in characteristic dress, sat the 

big Scotch footman, who takes the place of 

John Brown, so long the favorite attendant of 

the queen. 

But of course all eyes centered on the queen 

herself, who hardly looked her seventy-four 

years, as she smiled graciously on the enthusi- 

astic throng that greeted so famous and re- 

spected a sovereign. She was dressed in deep 

mourning for her eldest grandson, who died 

over a year ago, and who would have been 

king of England some day. She looked so 

much like a stout old Scotch lady of my ac- 

quaintance that I mentioned the resemblance 

later, supposing it would please my friend. 

But she did not at all consider it a compliment, 

from which I infer that notwithstanding their 

love and esteem for Queen Victoria, even the 

English themselves do not think her beautiful 

in her old age. 

After the royal carriage, which, as a dis- 

appointed bystander remarked, was ‘‘like any 

other turn-out,” there followed a long stream. 

of carriages filled with gentlemen and ladies 

in waiting, various attendants, and a host of 

maids, footmen, cooks, etc. 

Queen Victoria is a highly cultivated woman, 

and during her stay in. Florence she occupied 

herself with the artistic and historic sights of 

the city, studying them up herself and pre-
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ferring to visit them in her own way, without 

constant prompting from guide or courier as 

to what she ought to admire most. In this, as 

in many other things, she sets a good example 

to some of her subjects. 

Even in cloudy England, inclement weather 

never interferes with her ‘‘ constitutional,” and 

as what is called the ‘¢Queen’s weather” fav- 

ored her in Florence she was daily seen driving 

in an open carriage. She went about in very 

plain, simple fashion, often wearing a big white 

felt hat to protect her from the warm rays of 

an Italian sun, to which she is unaccustomed 

in foggy, smoky London. 

Some public fétes and ceremonials were hon- 

ored by her presence in Florence, but oftener 

she preferred a quiet visit to some secluded 

spot, leaving one of her daughters, the Princess 

Beatrice or the Marchioness of Lorne, to rep- 

resent royalty on public occasions. One must 

know something of the heavy social and state 

duties that overwhelmed her at home, to realize 

how much the Queen of England enjoyed the 

freedom of her life in the City of Flowers. 

Several times she was heard to exclaim, ‘I 

feel entirely at ease in Florence, and as quiet 

as if I were at Windsor.” 

Many noble and titled personages paid their 

respects to her, but she received only such as 

were pleasant, or absolutely necessary. When 

the King of Italy came up from Rome to salute 

her, she entertained him at a luncheon which 

was furnished by the leading restaurant of 
Florence. One is apt to suppose that kings 

and queens live on ‘nectar and ambrosia,” 

but after all their food is sensible enough. 

The bill of fare which was placed before these 

two sovereigns was not at all elaborate, being 

as follows : 

Vermicelli and Breaded Veal 
Chicken 

Mutton Chops 

Asparagus 

Green Peas 
Strawberry Pudding 

Gateau Marguerite 
Orange Ice 

Among Queen Victoria’s suite were a half 

a dozen Indian attendants, for she is said to be 

very proud of her title, ‘‘ Empress of India,” 

and likes to keep it constantiy before the public. 

Indeed, it is claimed that she has long desired 

to visit India, but has been too strongly opposed 

by the Government authorities, who do not 

approve of so lengthy a journey. The Indians 

attracted much attention in Florence, as they 

always appeared in their Eastern costume —a 

flowing, flowery robe, and a huge white turban. 

One of them is a man of high rank and great 

learning, under whose tuition Queen Victoria 

for four years has been studying Hindustanee, 

in order that she may converse in their native 

tongue with any Indian subjects who visit her. 

And although she has reached an age when 

languages are not easily acquired, her tutor 

  
QUEEN VICTORIA. 

reports astonishing progress on the part of his 

royal pupil, who brings two important aids to 

her self-imposed task. One is a firm determi- 

nation to accomplish her purpose, and the other 

is a remarkable power of concentrating her 

thoughts upon the subject in hand. 

Even while taking a spring holiday in Flor- 

ence the queen did not omit her daily lesson in 

the Indian language, besides which she devoted 

three full hours every morning to Government
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business. After more than fifty years’ experi- 

ence of state matters, the Queen of England is 

thoroughly familiar with all the intricate con- 

stitutional questions of Great Britain, and never 

signs any paper whatever without understand- 

ing its purport. The necessary explanations 

devolve on the Cabinet Minister in attendance 

upon the queen during her Continental sojourn. 

In Florence, Hon. James Bryce was on duty 

for this purpose —the author of ‘* The Ameri- 

can Commonwealth,” ‘‘The Holy Roman Em- 

pire,” and other well-known works. 

Both in 1888, and also during her more 

recent visit to Florence, Queen Victoria occu- 

pied the magnificent Villa Palmieri, which was 

placed at her disposal by the Countess of Craw- 

ford, a wealthy English woman of high posi- 

tion. Curious to say, the owner was not only 

obliged to leave the Villa during the queen’s 

occupancy, but by the strict requirements of 

English etiquette was also obliged to absent 

herself from Florence for the time being. 

The Villa Palmiere is a mile out of town in a 

fine position commanding extensive views, and 

surrounded by beautiful pleasure grounds. Just 

when it was built is not known, but in 1454, it 

was bought by the Palmiere family, from which 

it took its name, and in whose possession it 

remained until it came into the hands of the 

last Grand Duchess of Tuscany, who in turn 

sold it to the late Earl of Crawford in 1874. 

From quite early times the Villa has been a 

center of historical interest, and Boccaccio, 

that famous Italian writer of the fourteenth 

century, lays the scene of his ‘‘ Decameron” in 

the Villa Palmiere. Each successive proprietor 

has left his stamp on Villa and grounds in 

some way, but it was reserved for an English- 

man to spend thousands of dollars on the 

place, until it is truly an abode worthy of his 

queen. 

Queen Victoria occupied a suite of five rooms 

on the second floor, and the rest of the royal 

party were disposed of in various parts of the 

commodious building. ‘The dining-rooms, re- 

ception-rooms, and private chapel are on the 

ground floor, the Bishop of Rochester officiat- 

ing in the chapel during the queen’s stay in the 

VICTORIA’S FLORENTINE HOLIDAY. 

Villa. An army of cooks catered to the gas- 
tronomic needs of the party, the different ranks 
making several distinct tables necessary. The 
Municipality supplied a guard both day and 
night, and the City bands vied with each other 
is furnishing Her Majesty with music while she 
was at dinner, to which she went at 9 Pp. m. 

Early every morning the queen drives about 
the grounds in her donkey cart, enjoying the 
lovely spring flowers and the balmy air. Her 
donkey was a source of wonder to the Tuscan 
populace, who cannot understand why a rich 
queen should fancy such a common beast. 

From good authority I hear that returning 
from her first morning drive she reined up the 
donkey at a convenient door where a dismayed 
servant met her saying, ‘‘But Her Majesty 

must pass through the kitchen, if she wishes to 

reach her apartments by this door.” 

‘“‘Oh!” said Her Majesty, getting out of the 

chaise very nimbly for one of her age, ‘*I do 

not at all mind going through the kitchen.” 

Crowds of English tourists followed their 

queen to Florence, and from them one heard 

many anecdotes of her long life and reign. 

One seems so very characteristic that I must 

give it, although it is not recent, relating to 

her husband of whom she was very fond, not- 

withstanding the proud spirit which provoked 

the incident: The Prince Consort was of course 

the subject of the Queen of England, but being 

a man of character did not choose to recognize 

that fact in their private relations. After a 

conjugal discussion in their early married life, 

she said, ‘‘I command you as my subject,” 

and he retorted, ‘‘I command you as my wife.” 

He afterwards retired to his own room and 

locked the door, but soon there came a knock, 

and an imperious voice, saying, ‘‘ Open to your 

Queen.” 

No response was made, and the queen went 

away in high dudgeon, but after a time true 

affection and her natural good sense got the 

better of her temper. An hour later came 

another knock, and a humbler voice which said, 

‘“¢Open to your wife.” It is needless to add 
that this ended the quarrel. 

Ourve May Eager.
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FRANCES. 

Her Story as Told by Herself. 

Ill. 

O you ever be tied up? I was two times 

yest'day. Itrained; I am mostly tied up 

when it rains. Mamma has a bright red 

rope, that ties me; it goes around a chair. 

  

I squeal and try to get away, but I can’t. 

I say, ‘‘Ou! Oou! Oou! Oou!” very loud, but it does no 

good. The reason I was tied up was because I didn’t 

come when mamma called. Mamma said: ‘ Frances!” 

then I ought to have runned pat-a-pat as fast as my 

little feet could go; but I didn’t. I just stood still, and 

thinked. Then mamma tied me. ’Nother time I just put 

my white fur man and mamma’s kid gloves in the slop 

jar and washed ’em. I used the gloves for a wash-cloth 

and washed the white fur man’s face; but mamma said, 
1» ‘¢ No, no!” when I opened the glove drawer, and I didn’t 

  

pay no ’tention to her, but just opened it and snatched ““] HAVEN'T BEEN TIED TO-DAY.”? 
the gloves; then I got tied. The sun shines to-day and 

I haven’t been tied once. I’ve been out in my carriage most all day; so there wasn’t any 
time for the red string. I don’t love red strings. 

  

   

   

C "x f\ stingy old fellow wos Peter MsGee, 
ME GEES Jl) ALN A “Why should | pay For a sidewalk; said he, 

aw Ne\ “For Tom,Dick’ or Harry or some other man? 
ND Ca Ohno! I've another quite different plan— 

Pey=A circulor sidewalk is what | will get, 
_j/<—\t will be quite the thing whenthe roads become wet, 

SE SB eee Twill go round like @ wheel when In walking inside, 
—— And the roads—l dort care if they never are dried |° 

          
   

  

   

   

   



  

          
    
  

        

  

  

                    
    
  

      
‘¢ THERE WAS ANOTHER LISTENER, THIS TIME.”
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THEIR VACATION. 

'T was early in June, but school 

had already closed. The fact 

is, these young people lived in 

a region where what is called 

‘‘public money” was always 

giving out early in the season, 

making long vacations. 

The Spencers, brother and sister, and their 

friend, Ellis Wells, talked over vacation and 

several other matters on their way from Chris- 

tian Endeavor meeting on Sunday afternoon. 

Ellis Wells .had a topic card in his hand play- 

ing with it while he talked. His eyes caught a 

sentence which made him look again and read 

   

it carefully. 

‘*Halloo!” he said, ‘*that is a queer sub- 

ject. How are we going to make anything out 

of it?” 

‘‘What is that?”’ asked Rebie Spencer. 

‘¢ Why, the one for the last Sunday in June. 

‘How can we consecrate this vacation to God?’ 
Who could do any such thing? There is a 

lot about consecration that I don’t understand, 

anyhow.” — 

‘¢ Miss Mason made it plain enough to-day, 

I thought,” said Rebie. ‘It is just setting a 

thing apart, you know, for God’s use.” 

‘¢ How could a fellow set a vacation apart, 

I'd like to know? If there is anything that 
belongs to yourself it is a vacation. My 
mother says I have worked so hard in school 

this winter that she wants me to have just a 

splendid time all summer; and I mean to.” 

There was more talk, a good deal of it, 
about this matter of consecration. The super- 
intendent of their Christian Endeavor had been 
giving them some earnest words about it; but 
there was a difference of opinion. Carl Spencer 
declared that nobody expected to consecrate a 
vacation —it was just talk; and Ellis Wells 
said he shouldn’t do it anyhow; he didn’t know 
what it meant, but he knew what he was going 
to do, and that was, just as he liked. Rebie, 

on the other hand, insisted that if.they were 
Christian Endeavorers a vacation ‘belonged ” 
as much as anything, and they ought to find 
out how to use it. 

The talk continued until Ellis had to turn off 
to another street, and when the three met next 

morning in the woods where they had gone for 
treasures of all sorts, it was renewed. There 

was another listener this time, to whom they 
paid little attention. This was Nettie Fuller; 
she was younger and smaller than the others, 
and as Carl said, ‘‘ Not much account in any. 

way.” They let her wander about alone, not 
caring whether she listened to what they said 
or not. So she listened earnestly and tried to 
make up her small mind. It was all new talk 
to her; she had not seen anything. about vaca- 
tion on the topic card, and had never imagined © 
before that God had anything to do with such 
things. Now, as she listened to Rebie Spen- 
cer’s arguments, she felt that she agreed with 
her. Vacations did ‘‘belong,” of course. She 
wondered she had not thought of it before. 
And then, all of a sudden, Nettie’s heart began 

to beat faster. Was it possible that she knew 
how to use hers for God? Only that morning 
Mrs. Anderson, who lived in the large house 

around the corner, had stopped Nettie’s mother 

on the street and asked if she knew of a little 
girl who could be trusted to run about the yard 
and play with her little Margaret. ‘+ Nurse 
will be in sight all the time,” explained Mrs. 

Anderson, ‘‘but she has baby in charge and 
cannot be running after Margaret; and the 
child needs somebody who is gentle and patient 
to play with her. I would pay a good little 
girl for doing it. I would like one like your 

Nettie, Mrs. Fuller. Nothing would please me 
better than to have her.” 

And Mrs. Fuller had smiled and told Mrs. 
Anderson that her Nettie had the promise of 
going to her grandpapa’s in the country for 
vacation; and she was sure she did not know 

any child whom she could recommend. Then 
Mrs. Anderson had sighed, and said she was 
very sorry; that Margaret was not well and 
needed constant care, and the doctor said she 
must be out of doors all the time. 

Nettie had given very little thought to the 
matter until she overheard this talk about con- 
secrating vacation. Now it made her heart 
beat. Ought she to give up going to grand- 
papas and spend the long bright summer in
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running after Margaret Anderson who, people 

said, was a spoiled child, and very irritable? 

But the money Mrs. Anderson would be willing 

to pay for it would help mother; poor mother, 

who had to work so hard, and could not spend 

time from her sewing to go to grandpapa’s her- 

self; and poor little Margaret was sick, which 

was what made her irritable. Nettie felt very 

sure that her pale, worried-looking mother would 

find no little girl whom she could trust. <‘‘I 

could be trusted,” said Nettie to herself; ‘‘ but 

then, there are the cows and the horses, and 

everything at Grandpa’s; and I was to ride the 

pony every day. O, dear me! I don’t believe 

I can. Maybe God doesn’t want me to; maybe 

he wants me to go to Grandpa’s.” 

It was quite a long struggle. Nettie went 

over all the reasons for going and not going a 

hundred times in the next two hours. The 

Spencers and Ellis Wells had dismissed the 

matter of consecration from their minds and 

settled a dozen others, before Nettie was de- 

cided. But when at last Rebie Spencer came 

across: her again, and said with the air of 

patronage which she always had in speaking to 

Nettie : 

‘Well, little girl, when are you going to 

your Grandpa’s?” Said Nettie: ‘I most 

know I am not going at all.” 

‘* Not going!” repeated Carl, who had over- 

heard the question. ‘‘ How is that? I thought 

you were sure of the vacation there. Isn’t Ned 

going, either? ” 

‘©O, yes!” Nettie explained, ‘‘Ned would 

go, she supposed, but she had made up her 

mind that she wouldn’t.” 

Rebie was curious and asked questions, and 

exclaiméd over the answers, and looked back 

to tell the boys: ‘‘ Did you ever hear of such 

a thing, Carl and Ellis? Nettie Fuller heard 

us talking about that subject on the topic card, | 

and she is going to give up her vacation so as 

to consecrate it. Mrs. Anderson wants some- 

body to play with her cross little Margaret, and 

she can’t get anybody; and she will pay Nettie 

for doing it, and her mother needs the money, 

and Nettie has decided this very morning that 

she will do it.” 

‘*That comes of your silly talk,” said Ellis 

half-angrily. ‘+The little thing is muddled, 
and thinks she ought to give up her vacation. 

I don’t believe her folks will let her.” 

‘*T don’t care,” said Rebie; ‘it is right, any- 

how. Vacations and everything belong. Only 
I didn’t suppose such little girls as Nettie would 

think about it.” Rebie was two years older 

than Nettie, and felt at least twice her age. 

Nettie’s ‘‘folks” did let her do it. Her 

mother objected at first, because poor Nettie 

had been so long promised a visit to Grand- 

papa’s; but the little girl was very firm, and 

when her mother thought of the dollars Mrs. 

Anderson was willing to pay, and of the din- 

ners she was willing to give Nettie each day, 

and of how lonely the summer would be with- 

out her, she let herself be persuaded, and 

Nettie’s vacation was ‘‘ consecrated.” As for 

Carl Spencer, before that day was done, he 
had agreed with himself to give one hour of 

each day in doing some work, or some kind- 

ness for others which did not really come under 

the head of his regular duty, and which he 

need not do unless he chose. And Ellis Wells 

resolved to look after Jimmie all summer long. 

Now ‘‘Jimmie” was a boy somewhat younger 

than himself, who was very fond of ‘‘ tagging” 

after Ellis, as that young man had heretofore 

expressed it; Ellis could influence him to do 

almost anything he wished. The sorrowful 

truth was, that Jimmie was easily influenced 

and that some of his boy companions were 

almost constantly leading him astray. Ellis 

had been in the habit of voting him a ‘ bore,” 

and of having as little as possible to do with 

him; so this resolve had some sacrifice in it. 

The matter had to be thought about carefully, 

yes, and prayed about, before he decided to 

consecrate some vacation time in this way. 

In point of fact, the only one of the group 

who had talked in the morning, who did not 

before the day was over decide for some vaca- 

tion work to be done for Christ’s sake, was 

Rebie Spencer. She, I grieve to tell you, 

thought no more about it, and even spent part 

of the evening sulking because she was re- 

quired to stay home with Robin, while be slept 

in the nursery near at hand. She thought he 

might just as well have staid alone; what dif-
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ference did it make when he was sound asleep 

all the time? And this was the first evening 

of vacation, too. It was as mean as dirt. 

Ah, well! it is so much easier to preach than 

to practice, you know. 

Pansy. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

NO. I. 

What great escapes does the Bible tell about, 

and what do you learn from them? (Isa. xliii. 

1-7. 
ee from the flood. (Gen. vii. 16.) Lot, 

from the destruction of the ‘cities of the 

plain.” (Gen. xix. 29.) Joseph. (Gen xli.) 

The Israelites. (Ex. xii. 14.) From the 

Midianites. (Judges vii.) Sampson, from a 

lion. (Judges xiv. 5, 6.) From his enemies. 

(Judges xv.) David, from the Philistines. 

(1 Sam. xvii. 34-54.) From Saul (xviii. 10, 

11; xix. 9, 10, 12-18.) Esther and her peo- 

ple. (Esther iii. 8-15; vii.) Jeremiah, from 

prison. (Jer. xviii.) The three Hebrews from 

the furnace. (Dan. iii. 19-80.) Daniel, from 

the lions. (Dan. vi. 16-23.) The child Jesus 

from Herod. (Matt. ii. 11-15.) Peter, from 

prison. (Acts xii.5-9.) Theapostles. (Acts 

v. 17-20.) Paul and Silas. (Acts xvi. 23- 

31.) Paul, from the Jews. (Acts xxiii.) 

Paul, from drowning. (Acts xxvii.) These 

are aS many escapes as we need mention. 

Notice: It was God’s people to whom he sent 

help. There were never so many that he could 

not care for them. It made no difference if 

there was but one. No prison was strong 

enough to hold one whom God would deliver ; 

no plans but what he could thwart, no waters 

from which he could not deliver. 

mighty now. 

He is as 

‘¢ Saves to the uttermost.” 

NO. II. 

What does the life of Joseph teach? 

1. 15-21.) 

When one is made a favorite in the family, 

he is likely to incur the envy of those whose 

love he would enjoy. (Gen. xxxviii. 3, 4.) 

(Gen. 

It does not usually win the love of those near, 

to express the hope that we will some day be 

above them. (Gen. xxxvii. 9-11). Joseph 

was not spoiled though his father was unwise 

in his favoritism. God can ‘‘ make the wrath 

of man to praise him,” and ‘all things work 

together for good to them that love him.” 

(Ps. Ixxvi. 10; Rom. viii. 28.) Some of the 

steps which lead to honor may not be easy. 

(Gen. xxxvil. 23, 28, 86; xxxix. 4, 6, 20, 21; 

xli. 14, 25, 35-44.) It is easy for us to be 

mistaken, to misjudge our Heavenly Father, 

and because we do not understand him. (Gen. 

xlii. 36.) The true brother is ready to forgive 

and to show the right spirit at the proper time. 

(Gen. xliii. 26-381; xlv. 1-8.) The true son 

will think of and plan for the comfort of his 

father, especially when he is able, and _ his 

father is old. (Gen. xlvi. 29, 30.) A dutiful 

son will love and reverence his father (Gen. 

xviii. 1) and respect his request and mourn 

when he dies. (Gen. 1. 1-6; Ex. ii. 12.) 

Joseph was obedient as a son, faithful as a 

servant and officer, forgiving, unselfish — God- 

fearing. 

NO. III. 

How are people hurt by strong drink? Isa. 

v. 11, 12, 20-22. 

Alcohol injures the body; its health, the 

heart, the blood, brain, nerves, kidneys, the 

strength, the skill, the appetite, taste; injures 

the mind, judgment, reason, disposition, con- 

science, character, affections; hinders the work 

of the Holy Spirit, stifles good conviction, 

hinders all good influences, as well as conver- 

sion; or, if one is a Christian it hinders his 

growth in spiritual life. In the end it unfits 

one for society, for respect here, or for Heaven 

hereafter. It destroys one’s self-respect, his 

better purposes, his friendships, his hopes, and 

wrecks body, mind and soul. Of those who 

were once beautiful boys and girls, it makes such 

dreadful looking creatures that mothers would 

shrink from having them come near, or touch 

their babies; of those who were once innocent 

babes, it makes the men and women who are 

guilty of all kinds of crime. It takes the father



A DEATH TRAP.—IN DAYS OF JUNE. 

from his home, from his wife, his children, and 

from his business into the saloon; puts hate 

where there was love, poverty where there was 

plenty, sorrow where there was joy. Hate such 

an enemy as strong drink; fight such a foe as 

alcohol, and let the friends of temperance know 

where you stand. 

NO. IV. 

How can we consecrate this vacation to God? 

(Ps. v. 11; ix. 2.) 

There are certain things in which the Chris- 

tian wants no vacation: He does not want God 

to stop loving him for a few weeks in summer, 

nor should he wish to stop loving Jesus for a 

while, or stop being happy, or feeling he is 

forgiven; and so, of course, one does not think 

of taking a vacation from obedience. So we 

must take no vacation in cheerfulness, or in 

unselfishness, or in thoughtfulness for others. 

But you want to be happy? Certainly; and 

God wants you to be. No one was ever very 

happy long who did not try to obey God, and 

I do not believe you ever saw a really selfish 

man very happy. Let us think as little about 

ourselves as we can, that is, selfishly; start 

out with a purpose to see how many we can 

help to make happy, and in this way consecrate 

this vacation. Let us show that we do not 

need to do what is not right to make ourselves 

happy. 

Rest is not quitting the busy career ; 

Rest is the fitting of self to one’s sphere. 

Joun Dwieut. 

Rest, that strengthens unto virtuous deeds, 

Is one with prayer. Bayarp TayLor. 

Ask Jesus to go with you, and in everything 

to help you. 

"A DEATH-TRAP. 

HERE is a cave in Montana of a peculiar 

shape, not unlike a flask. It is sixty 

feet long, thirty wide, and about thirty-four 

feet deep. This cave is almost filled with the 

bones of animals who have perished there in 

the years gone by. The mouth of it is of lime- 

stone, and inclines a little, so that an unsus- 

pecting animal walking near to it might slip in 

without knowing that he was near to any dan- 

ger. More than that, there are times in the 

winter when the mouth of the cave is hidden by 

snow, and an elk or buffalo rushing along the 

trail, if he turned aside from the path just a 

little, might land on this snow-covered trap 

and plunge to the bottom. The bones to be 

found there show that something of this sort 

has taken place a great many times. 

Do you wonder why I am telling you about 

this ugly cave which is making a trap of itself 

toruin unsuspecting animals? Do you know — 

every time I think of it Iam reminded of worse 

traps than that, set to catch human feet. The 

other day I passed a handsome store, where 

respectable people go for their sugars and 

coffees and raisins, and all sorts of choice 

groceries. In the window was a placard which 

said: ‘*Sweet cider here.” Instantly I thought 

of the Montana cave, with its slippery, danger- 

ous mouth all covered with pure, clean snow. 

How many think that sweet cider hides behind 

it the horrible cave of drunkenness into which 

so many victims have slipped and never been 

rescued ? 

Boys, suppose we change the name of sweet 

cider, and call it as the people of Montana call 

their cave, ‘¢a death-trap.” Do you think that 

is too hard a name for it? Study the history 

of cider; find what it has done in the world, 

not for elks and buffaloes, but for men, and 

decide for yourselves what name it has earned. 

Joun WEst. 

IN DAYS OF JUNE. 

DAYS of June, bright days of June! 

Whose lengthened light yet dies so soon, 

When summer keeps her sabbath-tide 

In green luxuriance satisfied. 

Love meets us in the woodlands now 

With more than Summer on her brow, 

With speech more sweet than skylark’s tune 

In days of June. 

— Selected.
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THE TRAINED NURSE. 

T began when she was only ten; 

j and it grew out of a remark 

¥ made about her new cap. She 

# remembered the day vividly; 

f it was her birthday, and among 

sx* her gifts was that one of a 

soft white silk cap with a lovely pink ribbon 

twisted carelessly about its front. A fancy 

cap, of course, to be used in the entertainment 

called ‘‘ Costumes and Customs of all Nations,” 

which was being gotten up in Winnie’s society. 

Poor Winnie had been in anxiety for several 

days lest her mother would think a white silk 

cap with broad pink ribbon wound about it, 

much too expensive an article for one enter- 

tainment. She did say it was foolish, and that 

white muslin and pink tarletan would do just 

as well as silk and ribbon. But there was a 

foolish auntie in the home who could not help 

wanting Winnie to have everything that she 

wanted, so the silk cap with its broad soft pink 

ribbon was forthcoming on the birthday morn- 

ing, and Winnie arrayed herself in it and 

went to the sewing-room to exhibit. She was 

greeted with bursts of laughter. 

‘A little Greek maiden,” said Auntie Kate. 

‘¢An Irish girl,” said cousin Tom, who was 

loitering in the sewing-room snipping bits of 

thread over his cousin Alice’s dress. ‘‘See, 

it brings out the Irish likeness that I have 

always contended was hovering about in Aunt 

Winifred’s family.” 

‘¢ She looks like a little trained nurse,” said 

her mother. And this was the remark which 

had arrested Winnie’s thoughts. 

‘s A trained nurse?” she repeated. 

for what, mother?” 

‘Why, to take care of sick people, dear; 

they go to schools established for the purpose, 

and learn how to care for the sick— how to 

bathe and feed them, you know, and arrange 

their pillows and do everything to make them 

comfortable. They are great blessings to the 

world. 

‘And do they wear white silk caps with 

‘pink ribbons?” 
‘« Hardly ; they are much more sensible. 

  

‘¢' Trained 

But 

Some women did; 

TRAINED NURSE. 

they wear pretty white caps of muslin or lawn, 

nicely starched; and they wear white aprons 

and soft shoes which make no noise, and they 

know just how warm the room should be kept, 

and just what window to lower, and just how 

to shade the light, and do everything to add to 

one’s comfort.” 

Now Winnie had had from her very baby- 

hood a fondness for playing that she was a 

famous doctor who could with a word and a 

touch cure people who were thought to be 

almost past cure. But she lived in a part of 

the world and at a time when a lady physician 

was almost a curiosity; so as she grew older 

she used often to think with a sigh that it must 

all be play; that being a girl instead of a boy 

she could not go to college and study medicine 

and become the great doctor of her dreams. 

she had heard of but never 

seen one, and her mother she felt sure would 

not like it. She must just give up playing 

that, and put away her powders and phials. 

On this birthday morning the mother’s words 

about trained nurses were a revelation. ‘There 

was a chance then to distinguish herself in the 

very line which she coveted. To be such a 

trained nurse as her mother had described, to 

know all those things, and to be called ‘‘ a great 

blessing” by such a woman as her mother, 

Winnie judged was distinction enough for any 

woman. She paid little heed to the merry talk 

which went on about her cap, her mind being 

full of the new thought; and before the morn- 

ing was over she had determined what she 

would do in the world—she would be a trained 

nurse. 

In the course of the next few days Winnie 

contrived to get much further informition from 

her mother in regard to the matter. Particu- 

larly she was interested in the kind of caps 

the nurses wore, and being skillful with both 

scissors and needle, in the course of the next 

week she had fashioned some very creditable 

caps of white lawn and adorned her choicest 

dolls with them. From that time on Winifred 

had a new ambition. The family were greatly 

amused with it for a time, and called her 

“Nurse,” but after awhile they forgot all about 

it; not so Winnie. As she grew older her in-
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terest in nurses and nursing increased rather 

than diminished. She cut from the daily papers 

every scrap which she saw on the subject; she 

listened attentively to the talk of Dr. Benson 

when he called, in the hope that something 

professional would creep in; she brought from 

the library popular works on health and dis- 

ease, and not only read but studied them to 

such purpose that after awhile she really became 

an authority in the matter of slight bruises, 

burns, and the like. ‘‘Ask Winnie what to 

do for it,” became a common sentence in 

the household. Long after the white silk 

cap had been made into dress trimmings, 

and the pink ribbon had done duty as a 

willow basket ornament, the lesson which 

had been connected with them staid by 

Winnie and grew with her growth. It 

was almost a trial to her that theirs was 

such a healthful household, that there was 

really no opportunity for practicing her 

arts. It was not that she wished people 

to be sick, but if they had to be at any 

time, she could not help wishing it would 

come while she was so ready and willing 

to serve. But the years passed, and be- 

yond a few toothaches and a headache 

now and then, no one in the family con- 

nection had suffered, save Winnie herself ; 

she, in the meantime, had measles and 

searlet fever;.and being waited upon for 

two days while her mother was resting, 

by Betsey Hawkins from the kitchen, Win- 

nie confided to her mother that she had 

learned how not to do a good many things. 

It was when Winnie had passed her four- 

teenth year and was. grown a tall capable 

girl, and had packed away all her dolls 

because there was really no time to play with 

them, that her opportunity came. 

Came in a most romantic manner, which 

made it of still more interest; for Winnie, I 

am obliged to confess, had a touch of the 

romantic about her. 

A man on horseback was galloping by, and 

came in contact with the steam fire-engine just 

at the corner; the horse was frightened and 

reared and plunged and finally threw the man, 

who was past middle age and not much used to 

horseback riding. He fell heavily, hitting his 

head against the curbstone as he did so; Wini- 

fred’s father was the first man at his side, 

being just on his way home, and it naturally 

followed that the wounded man was carried 

to his own house. It was Winnie who ran 

upstairs to open the spare chamber, and draw 

down the shades, and make the bed ready for 

its occupant. It was she who hovered about 

Dr. Benson for the first few minutes after he 

arrived, getting him water, and the scissors, 

  
WINNIE. 

and several other things for which he called. 

Her mother was out when the accident occurred, 

and Winnie was in the hall explaining matters 

to her when Dr. Benson came out of the spare 

room. 

‘¢We shall have to make a private hospital 

of your house for a time, I fear,” he said; ‘‘ the 

man is a stranger in town, I fancy. He is not 

able to speak, but I know most persons in or 

about this region, and I have never seen him 

before. He is quite badly hurt; not fatally, I
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think; but he must not be moved for weeks ; 

and will probably need a great deal of care.” 

Of course both Mr. and Mrs. Holden de- 

clared themselves ready to do everything in 

their power; and the doctor went away to try 

to find a professional nurse. Early the next 

morning he encountered Winnie on the stairs 

A large white 

apron very clean and neat covered her dress 

in front entirely, the bib being fastened high 

enough to show only the frill of her gingham 

dress; and on her head was a dainty little 

lawn cap for all the world like the professional 

ones. 

The doctor stopped and surveyed her from 

head to foot. 

‘¢ A trained nurse, I declare!” he said, with 

a surprised little laugh; ‘‘I am extremely glad 

arrayed in a new fashion. 

to see you, for my patient is delirious this . 

morning, and has taken a dislike to the one I 

have provided. Perhaps you can coax him to 

fancy you. Even an insane man might do 

that, I should think.” 

Winnie knew he was laughing at her, but 

she kept her grave face. 

“‘T thought I might be of use,” she said with 

dignity, ‘‘and I might as well put on my cap 

and gown; I have had them ready a long time, 

and I know how to do a good many things for 

sick people.” 

The doctor’s words, spoken in jest, proved to 

be more true than he had imagined. The sick 

man, whose brain was full of all sorts of queer 

conceits, took an instant fancy to the young, 

fresh face looking gravely out at him from 

under its quaint little cap. He accepted with 

a gracious smile the soothing draught which 

the doctor handed her to give him, notwith- 

standing the fact that he had imperiously re- 

fused to take it at the hands of either doctor 

or professional nurse. For the next two weeks 

Winnie certainly had a taste of genuine nurs- 

ing. The delirious patient would have his 

medicine and his nourishment at her hands and 

none other. He would permit her to bathe his 

head and cool his pillow, and do anything for 
him indeed that she chose to do. 

‘¢A born nurse!” said Dr. Benson to her 

mother, who was half-annoyed and half-amused 

at the composed way in which Winnie had super- 

seded the doctor’s professional nurse, so that 

she had little to do in the daytime. 

‘<You ought to let her take a thorough course 

of training. She would be invaluable in the 

sick room; she has just the gentle and yet 

quick touch which a patient appreciates. Very 

slow movements often irritate a nervous per- 

son, and not one nurse in twenty knows how 

to be quick, and quiet, and gentle at the same 

time. That little woman in cap and white 

gown is a treasure.” 

So the invalid thought, as the weeks passed. 

There came a day when he was quite himself, 

but all the morning he appeared to be watching 

for somebody, and at last he asked where the 

little white-capped maid was, and Winnie was 

summoned. From that hour they became warm 

friends ; nobody could comb the threads of gray 

hair on the man’s head, or arrange the pillows 

for it, or do any of those numberless small 

things which sick people want, equal to Winnie. 

Meantime, Winnie’s thoughts had been very 

busy during this time of responsibility. She 

had other ambitions than merely to nurse 

bodies. Was her dear gray-haired patient a 

Christian? This was the question which daily 

haunted her. There had been a time when she 

was in terror lest he might die, and she never 

know; now she feared he might get well and 

go away without her having discovered whether 

he belonged to Christ. That, to Winnie’s mind, 

was very defective nursing; yet the doctor had 

given strict orders that his patient must not be 

excited in any way. At last the day came 

when the sick man wanted to be read to, and 

Winnie was chosen as reader. After reading 

for an hour in the daily papers, turning to what- 

ever page or column was demanded, Winnie 

asked: ‘‘May I read to you a little bit out of 

the Bible now, sir?” 

He turned a pair of great gray eyes upon her 

and asked briefly, ‘‘ Why?” 

‘¢ Why, because you have been sick a long 

time and must have missed it if you are used 

to it, and if not””—she stopped, but he was 

still looking at her her. 

‘¢ Well,” he said after a minute, ‘‘and if not, 

what then?”
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‘¢Why, then you have missed it without 

knowing it, and that is worse.” 

He laughed a little over this; said it was 

“sharp,” and after a moment asked if it would 

give her any pleasure to read to him out of the 

Bible; if it would, he was willing to listen 

simply to please her, for she:had been a very 

good friend to him; indeed, he did not know 

what he would have done without her; but it 

had been years since he had listened to the 

Bible, except occasionally in church. 

So the Bible readings were commenced, and 

went on every evening; Winnie being some- 

times stopped abruptly and asked what she 

thought such a verse meant, and if she knew" 

any people who acted as the Bible said they 

must. It was this question in some form or 

other which seemed most to trouble her patient. 

At last one evening she said: ‘‘I know people 

who try to do as the Bible wants them to, but 

if I didn’t know a single person it would make 

no difference, so long as I knew Jesus. If 

there was nobody trying to get rich, and yet 

I knew there was money to be had, I think I 

should try for it all the same.” After that he 

told her again that she was ‘‘pretty sharp,” 

and then he lay quite still and seemed to be 

listening to the Bible words. 

«¢T will tell you something,” he said to Win- 

he was looking better than 

he had before, and Winnie knew that the 

doctor called him almost well; ‘‘ something 

that I think will please you: a little maid like 

you used to love to read and study her Bible ; 

she was my little girl. I would not let her 

read the Bible to me, but I made no objection 

nie one morning ; 

to her reading it herself; she loved it and tried 

to live by it. She was all I had; one day she 

died. I was angry about it, and said God was 

cruel to take all I had, and that I would never 

serve him. JI lived without him for years, 

though I knew it would hurt my little girl if 

she were here. I got on as best I could until 

he had pity on me and let me be thrown from 

a horse in front of a home where was another 

little woman like my daughter; she has coaxed 

me back to life and coaxed me back to God. 

I have known how to serve him ever since I 

was a child; now I am going to do it; and it 

is my little trained nurse who has led me.” 

‘¢ Mother,” said Winnie, ‘‘I do truly think 

God put the desire to take care of sick people 

into my heart, so I could work for him in this 

way. And to think he has given me my first 

patient. Don’t you believe he did it to encour- 

age me in my life-work?” 

Yes, it is her life-work. She is a trained 

nurse now, and people when they have very 

sick friends say: ‘*Oh! if we can only get 

Miss Winifred Holden to take care of her.” 

1 am not sure that Mrs. Holden is even yet 

quite reconciled to it; she very much wanted 

Winnie to be a lady of leisure, and live in a 

grand house, and do good with her money. 

‘¢But I brought it on myself,” she said once, 

half-laughing. ‘‘ Winnie says it was a foolish 

little remark which I made about a fancy cap 

she had, which set her heart in that way. It 

only shows how careful we ought to be of our 

They accomplish, sometimes, things 

which we had no idea of.” 

words. 

Pansy. 

  
NOT EASILY DECEIVED.



A LECTURE 

A LECTURE THAT FITTED. 

    

   
    

Prince getting the benefit of 

the lecture, but Nellie did not 

know it. She gave a little 

x jerk to the ribbon which held 

SESE him and said: “ Wait! don’t 
try to pull away from me as though you did 

not want to hear anything about it. I know 
you don’t. When we have been selfish and 

hateful, that is the way we are; we try to get 

out of the hearing of anything which will re- 

mind us of how disagreeable we have been, 

and try to make ourselves think that we are 

poor injured creatures and ought to be pitied. 

You can’t do it, Prince, and you may as well 

   cE 

stop tugging at this ribbon, and listen to what 

I have to say. I want to tell you that you are 

a naughty fellow. Didn’t you go with Mr. 

Robert all day yesterday, and leave Bruno at 

home to get on the best way he could? And 

didn’t you have a walk to the lake with Miss 

Beulah in the evening? And here this morning 

you are out of humor because Mr. Robert has 

taken Bruno and left you athome. More than 

that, you were jealous because Bruno had a 

bone this morning and you did not— although 

you had a beautiful one last night. Let me 
tell you something; Prince, you are selfish! 
Do you understand? You want all the nice 

things for yourself; you don’t care whether 
anybody else has any or not. It is true, and 
you needn’t bark. Iam sorry to have to say 
it, but it is the truth. You wanted to go off 
by yourself this morning and sulk, just because 
Mr. Robert did not take you again. Prince, 

indeed, your name ought to be Sulk. I am 

ashamed of you. What are you poking your 
nose around that tree for? Stand still and 

listen to me! You know every word I have 
said is true; and that I had to put your harness 
on and drag you along with me this morning, 
just because you couldn’t have your own way, 
which would be to have all the nice pleasant 
things there are in this world for yourself.” 

It is just possible that Prince knew that Miss 
Beulah was behind the tree listening to all this, 
but Nellie did not. 

THAT 

~|HERE was somebody beside 

FITTED. 

Miss Beulah was one of the boarders at the 
large house, and a special friend of both Nellie 
and Prince. ‘There were reasons why she was 
standing alone behind a tree that beautiful 
May morning instead of being with Mr. Robert 
and the rest, preparing for the afternoon frolic. 

If the truth were plainly spoken it would be 
known that Miss Beulah was sulking. It made 
her cheeks glow when she overheard that word, 
and she admitted to herself that the lecture 
intended for Prince, fitted her in more than one 

particular. 

These young people gathered from various 
parts of the far North were spending the spring 
months in a land where spring comes early ; and 
where on the first day of May it was entirely 
reasonable and convenient to dress in white, 

wreathe their heads in flowers, and have exer- 

cises and a collation out under the trees. All 
this had been planned for that very afternoon. 

**Not an old-fashioned May-day party with 
a queen and all that botheration,” Mr. Robert 
had explained, ‘‘ but a real free-and-easy en- 
joyable entertainment. We are going to have 
old-time songs, a recitation or two, and for the 

rest, a sort of merry inaking, with plenty of 
good eating and drinking.” 

Miss Beulah had entered into the plans with 
all her heart, and had been very happy until 
she made the astonishing discovery that she 
seemed to be omitted from the programme. 
Three recitations to be given, and she not in- 
vited to give one. Did not everybody know 
that she was the best reciter in the house? 
More than that, could she not sing, at least 
much better than Celia Evarts could? Yet 
Celia was to sing, and so was Bessie Hartt, 
and she was to do nothing. It was certainly 
very strange; especially when one remembered 
that Mr. Robert had had much to do with all 
the plans. She had believed up to this time, 
that Mr. Robert would rather hear her voice 
than any other. Now what was she to think? 
What she had done was to go away under the 
trees and sulk. She laughed, but at the same 
time the tears almost started in her eyes when 
she overheard the word. Mr. Robert, it seemed, 
had offended Prince in much the same way. 
He had been showing Bruno attentions, whereat



            

  
2 ‘‘1T MADE HER CHEEKS GLOW WHEN SHE OVERHEARD THAT WORD.”



A LECTURE THAT FITTED. 

Prince was hurt. Certainly the lecture fitted 

her; she had been the chief singer at the con- 

cert the other evening, and in the parlor recita- 

tions she was always éncored. She had had 

attention enough, certainly; yet here she was 

sulking because Celia Evarts and Bessie Hartt 

were to have their turn. 

It had grieved her so that she had been 

cool to the girls all the morning; when Nettie 

Benson asked her which white dress she was 

going to wear that afternoon, she had replied 

with dignity that she was not sure she should 

wear either. While under the trees she had 

almost planned to take the one o’clock train 

and run up and spend the afternoon with the 

Websters who were at Belmont Cottage, ten 

miles away. They would be glad to see her, 

and she could say to her own party that she 

was tired of out-door frolics and wanted to 

rest. Oh! it was the genuine ‘‘ sulk.” 

Prince and his mistress came around the 

tree and greeted her; Prince with a short, 

quick bark, and Nellie with an exclamation : 

‘Why, Miss Beulah! are you here? Did 

you hear me scold Prince! Isn’t it a pity that 

a dog should be so selfish? He wants all the 

nice things himself. It is true, as I told him, 

that he is not willing to share. He has been 

disagreeable all the morning because he couldn’t 

have all of Mr. Robert’s attention. But then, 

he is only adog. I suppose he cannot be made 

to understand how hateful he is.” 

‘“¢T suppose not,” said Miss Beulah, with a 

little laugh. ‘Perhaps he isn’t so disagreeable 

as you think; people are sometimes misunder- 
stood, it may be that dogs are. Perhaps he 
only feels sad because his feelings have been 
hurt.” 

‘¢O, but, Miss Beulah! he acted real hate- 
ful. Mr. Robert took Bruno to the woods 
with them after palms and things, and Prince 

wanted to go; and when he found he couldn’t 

he sulked like everything; went and crawled 
under the piazza and wouldn’t answer when I 
called him, and I had to get a stick and poke 
him out and just make him come with me. If 
he had been only sad he wouldn’t have acted 
like that and hurt my feelings, would he?” 

Miss Beulah’s cheeks were very red. She 

was thinking how Nettie and Emma Wilmott 

called after her to help them arrange flowers, 

and she told them she was tired of the sight 

of flowers; then Celia had called as she passed 
under her window, and she had pretended not 

to hear. How very much alike she and Prince 
had been. 

Nellie sighed as she looked down upon him. 

‘‘T suppose I must remember he is only a 

dog,” she said, ‘‘and not expect too much of 

him. Ifa human should act like that it would 

be terrible, wouldn’t it? I told him he was not 

worthy the name of Prince.” 

Then Miss Beulah thought of the meaning 

of her own sweet name, and made a sudden 

resolve to try to be worthy of it. 

She and Nellie, with Prince beside them, 

went back toward the house, and Beulah ad- 

‘vised Prince’s mistress to forgive him and tr y 
him again; assuring her that he was probably 

ashamed of his selfishness by this time. She 
did not add that at least she was of hers. For 

the remainder of the morning there was no 

busier person in or about the house than Beulah. 

She was especially kind to the three reciters, 

and helped Celia Evarts and Bessie Hartt with 
their wreaths, and was thoughtful and unselfish 

and sweet-hearted to everybody. 
‘“* Halloo, old fellow!” said Mr. Robert to 

Prince, early in the afternoon, ‘‘have you 

gotten over your sulks?” Then he explained 
laughingly to Beulah: ‘‘I wouldn’t let him go 
to the woods with me this morning; it would 

have been a pretty hard tug for so young a 

dog, and I thought we would keep him fresh 

to enjoy the afternoon, but he resented it and 

has been sulky at me all day.” 

Miss Beulah laughed at Prince’s expense, 

but at the same time she blushed and wondered 
if possibly she and Prince had not been treated 
alike. Was it because Mr. Robert thought he 

would give her a restful afternoon that he had 
planned the programme without her? But he 
knew she liked to recite, and did not mind 

singing. Never mind, whatever the reason, 
this experience should spoil no more of her 

day. At least, she would try to behave as 
well as Prince, who despite Mr. Robert’s words 

was frisking around him apparently happy.



FLORA AND JEFF. 

Two hours afterwards Beulah understood all 

about the programme. This May day was her 

birthday, and in the morning the boarders had 

remembered her with flowers and kind wishes, 

and she had not of course expected that any 

further notice would be taken of it. But be- 

hold, it appeared that the entire programme 

had been arranged with reference to her birth- 

day. The songs were chosen, and one, at 

least, had been written in her honor; and each 

recitation closed with a lovely offering to her, 

in token of their friendship. 

‘*Dear, dear!” said Beulah that evening, as 

she went over by herself the pretty gifts, and 

thought of all the charming things which had 

been said and done for her that afternoon; 

‘what if I had slipped away on the train as 

I planned? How perfectly dreadful it would 

have been. And JI should have done it but for 

Prince and his mistress. What ashame it is 

that there should have been so little difference 

in our actions. I never before supposed that 

I was so much like a dog. Whether or not 

Prince has learned a lesson, I do believe I 

have.”’ 

FLORA AND JEFF. 

HESE are Mrs. Winters’s dogs. They are 

funny little creatures who live in an 

in Florida. There is a little 

flower garden in the grove, fenced in, and the 

dogs are not allowed to go outside that fence. 

All day long they play in the flower gar- 

den, and seem to be contented; but about four 

o’clock Mrs. Winters generally takes them for 

a walk in the orange grove. ‘They know just 

as well when four o’clock comes as if they 

could read the figures on the clock. They will 

come whining and jumping around their mis- 

tress, coaxing her to go. Flora will spring up 

in her lap, and kiss her on her forehead, cheeks 

and nose. Jeff, who is so fat that he cannot 

spring into her lap, contents himself by jumping 

up and down and rolling over on the ground. 

When she finally starts they act as though 

they were wild with delight. They travel all 

over the grove, looking at everything with as 

orange grove 

much interest as though they were seeing it for 

the first time. Every day they take the same 

trip, and never seem to weary of it. They 

never go outside the orange grove. The daily 

walk over they return to the house, playing all 

the way like two children. Flora expresses 

  

FLORA AND JEFF, 

her thanks by kissing her mistress every chance 

she can get. I said the dogs never went out 

of the orange grove, but that is a mistake. 

Occasionally, Jeff gets a wild fit and digs a 

hole under the fence into the next grove. But 

as sure as he does this, he is shut up the next 

day and not allowed to take the four o’clock 

He evidently understands the reason 

for this, and it is only once in a long while 

that he forgets himself. 

walk. 

AUNTIE May. 

FROM CALIFORNIA. 

A hae grow more luxuriantly along 
the Pacific coast, probably, than in any 

other part of the world. In San Francisco the 

fuchsia vines creep to the second-story win- 

dows, and the bushes are as large as good-sized 

rose bushes. The climate of San Francisco is 

cool, and the soil sandy, both of which are 

favorable to fuchsia growing. The colors — 

pink, purple, red and cream— are combined in 

such a variety of ways that they make a great 

many different colored fuchsias. 

Exiza Burrovucus BuckuaRrt.
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THE POETS. 

PEL PO HMS: 
  

TENNYSON. 

THINK you must know Tenny- 
son’s ‘‘Song of the Brook,” 

but it is so beautiful that we 

must have it here, to lead our 

paper. Perhaps some of the 

Pansies have it set to music, 

and will sing it on a pleasant evening, when 
they are having songs and recitations, and the 

  

like. A Tennyson Evening —how would that 
do? TI have such lovely selections for you this 
time ! 

There are more verses in ‘The Brook,” but 

this is all we have room for. 

SONG OF THE BROOK. 

I chatter over stony ways, 
In little sharps and trebles, 

I bubble into eddying bays, 
I babble on the pebbles. 

I chatter, chatter as I flow 
v To join the brimming river; 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 

I wind about, and in and out, 
With here a blossom sailing, 

And here and there a lusty trout, 
And here and there a grayling. 

And draw them all along, and flow 
To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 

I steal by lawns and grassy plots; 
I slide by hazel covers; 

I move the sweet forget-me-nots 
That grow for happy lovers. 

Islip, I slide, I gloom, I glance, 
Among my skimming swallows; 

I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows. 

And out again I curve and flow 
To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 

Here is a quaint one about ‘‘The Flower.” 
Haven’t you seen just such flowers? I once 
knew a lady who was thought to be slightly 

insane, or ‘* queer” as the country people 
around her said; but the only reason they 
could give for thinking so, was that she walked 
along the streets picking dandelions, and seem- 
ing to admire them! 

THE FLOWER. 

Once in a golden hour 
I cast to earth a seed. 

Up there came a flower, 
The people said, a weed. 

To and fro they went 
Thro? my garden bower, 

And muttering discontent 
Cursed me and my flower. 

Then it grew so tall 
It wore a crown of light, 

But thieves from o’er the wall 
Stole the seed by night. 

Sow’d it far and wide 
By every town and tower, 

Till all the people cried, 
“Splendid is the flower.’? 

Read my little fable: 
He that runs may read. 

Most can raise the flowers now, 
For all have got the seed. 

And some are pretty enough, 
And some are poor indeed; 

And now again the people 
Call it but a weed. 

This short poem on ‘‘ The Will” I hope many 
of you will commit to memory. Each sentence 
deserves study. There are lines in it which at 
first reading seem hard to understand, but none 
which you cannot master, if you make up your 
mind to get at the poet’s meaning. 

One of my objects in giving you these hours 
with the poets is to help you to form habits of 
studying standard poets, and making their 
thoughts your own. 

WILL. 

O well for him whose will is strong! 
He suffers, but he will not suffer long; 
He suffers, but he cannot suffer wrong: 
For him nor moves the loud world’s random mock, 
Nor all Calamity’s hugest waves confound, 
Who seems a promontory of rock,



WITH 

That, compassed round with turbulent sound, 
In middle ocean meets the surging shock, 
Tempest-buffeted, citadel-crowned. 

But ill for him who, bettering not with time, 
Corrupts the strength of heaven-descended Will, 
And ever weaker grows thro’ acted crime, 
Or seeming-genial venial fault, 
Recurring and suggesting still! 
He seems as one whose footsteps halt, 

Toiling in immeasurable sand, 
And o’er a weary, sultry land, 
Far beneath a blazing vault, 
Sown in a wrinkle of the monstrous hill, 
The city sparkles like a grain of salt. 

There is a very long poem named ‘‘ Maud.” 
Much of it many of our Pansies are not yet old 
enough to enjoy; and some of it may not be 
to their taste; but this bit about a sea shell I 

feel sure we can all admire. 

Some of. you spent your vacations at the sea- 
side and perhaps walked along the beach and 
picked up shells. Note how entirely these ex- 
quisite lines fit the subject: 

“ Made so fairily well 

With delicate spire and whorl,’’ 

Then think of the ‘‘little living will” gone 

out of the shell. Isn’t it a charming thought? 

How much do you know about sea shells? 

FROM MAUD. 

See what a lovely shell, 
Small and pure as a pearl, 

Lying close to my feet, 

Frail, but a work divine, 

Made so fairily well 

With delicate spire and whorl, 

How exquisitely minute, 

A miracle of design! 

What is it ? a learned man 

Could give it a clumsy name. 
Let him name it who can. 

The beauty would be the same. 

The tidy cell is forlorn, 

Void of the little living will 

That made it stir on the shore. 

Did he stand at the diamond door 

Of his house in a rainbow frill ? 

Did he push, when he was uncurl’d, 

A golden foot or a fairy horn 

Thro’ his dim water-world ? 

Next we will have ‘‘ The Poet’s Song.” 

This will make a pleasant recitation for some 

sweet-voiced girl. I can imagine a most 

charming evening gotten up by the Pansies, 

with songs, readings and recitations, all from 

THE POETS. 

the great poet Tennyson. One person could 
prepare a paper, very short, but filled with bits 
about the poet’s life. I wonder how many of 
you will get up something of the kind. 

THE POET’S SONG. 

The rain had fallen, the Poet arose. 
He pass’d by the town and out of the street, 

A light wind blew from the gates of the sun, 
And waves.of shadow went over the wheat, 

And he sat him down in a lonely place, 
And chanted a melody loud and sweet, 

That made the wild-swan pause in her cloud, 
And the lark drop down at his feet. 

The swallow stopped as he hunted the bee, 
The snake slipt under a spray, 

The wild hawk stood with the down on his beak, 
And stared, with his foot on the prey, 

And the nightingale thought, ‘I have sung many songs, 
But never a one so gay, 

For he sings of what the world will be 
When the years have died away.”’ 

And now to close this delightful hour with 
one of the immortal poets, let us take his 
‘¢ Deserted House” for a study. If you have 
ever stood beside one from whom the soul has 
just gone away, you will understand this poem. 
Whether you have or not, remember such expe- 
riences are coming to you, and that at such a 
time the joy and comfort will be to know that 
the dear ones who have left you in 

“A great and distant city — have bought 
A mansion incorruptible.” 

A DESERTED HOUSE. 

Life and Thought have gone away 
Side by side, 

Leaving door and windows wide: 

Careless tenants they. 

All within is dark as night: 

In the windows is no light; 

And no murmur at the door, 

So frequent on its hinge before. 

Close the door, the shutters close, 

Or thro’ the windows we shall see 

The nakedness and vacancy 

Of the dark deserted house. 

Come away: no more of mirth 
Ts here, or merry-making sound. 

The house was builded of the earth, 

And shall fall again to ground. 

Come away: for Life and Thought 
Here no longer dwell; 
But in a city glorious — 

A great and distant city — have bought 

A mansion incorruptible. 

Would they could have stayed with us !



ATHLETICS LONG AGO. 

ATHLETICS. 
  

ATHLETICS LONG AGO. 

E had a running exercise, though 

we never dignified it by any 

such name; but it was very 

good exercise for a cool day. 

This was the way we man- 

aged it: 

Three sticks were set on end, made to lean 

together in the form of a tripod, so they would 

support one another. 

As many as were to join in the game would 

take hold of hands and form a ring around the 

sticks, or as we call it, the ‘‘ goal.” 

Our first object was to make somebody who 

did not intend to do it, knock down that goal. 

There was a great deal of pushing, and shout- 

ing, and, as a rule, one of the smaller boys was 

at last pushed on the sticks with such force as 

to knock them over. Instantly we let go of 

hands and were off, leaving the poor fellow 

who had pushed over the goal to follow as fast 

as he might. He was supposed to have been 

‘“‘poisoned” by his contact with the sticks, 

and his object in life was then to ‘‘ poison” 

as many more as he could by touching them. 

Round and round we skimmed, now coming as 

near to the poisoned member as we dared, then 

darting off just as he thought he hadus. In 

a short time he would generally succeed in 

‘¢poisoning” somebody by ever so slight a 

touch; then there were two who could com- 

municate the poison to others. So, every one 

whom they touched was added to the number 

of infected ones, and became in turn ready to 
infect their neighbors. When there were thirty 

or forty boys, all poisoned save three or four 

fleet runners, the game became very exciting. 

When there was only one boy unpoisoned, the 

excitement was intense. Of course he was the 

  

fleetest runner of the company, but with thirty 
or forty others all after him in full chase he 
was almost sure to be caught at last. 

Sometimes in winter he would take to the 
woods where the snow was three or four feet 
deep; and being strong and hardy he would 
plunge through it while the others floundered, 
and contrive to get back to the schoolhouse 
untouched. I neglected to tell you that our 
aim was to keep all runners from the school- 
house, for if they reached there untouched, 

they escaped. The last runner rarely suc- 
ceeded in this, too many being after him; but 
if he did, he was a hero for the remainder of 

the day. 

We used to have a regular plan of pursuit 
when there was but one runner left; some of 

us would follow hard after him, others would 

divide in companies to the right and left, others 
still would hide in clumps of bushes, or behind 
large trees or rocks, and watch for him to come 
back that way. 

We certainly had royal fun out of our “ run- 
ning exercise,” and I claim for it some advan- 
tages over some of the modern methods. In 
the first place, there was never any dust rising 
from the floor of a poorly-kept gymnasium, and 
there was perfect ventilation; and in winter at 

least, as well as generally in the fall and spring, 
our gymnasium was not over-heated. 

Moreover, the tuition was as free as the air, 

so that no poor boy had to be counted out, 
because he could not pay the bills. 

As for developing the muscles of the legs, I 
suppose nothing could be found which would 
be much better than a forty-minutes run in two 
or three feet of snow, say. I have seen a few 
August days when I did not care about taking 
the running exercise. 

Pastor RossENBERG.
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BEST THINGS. 

BEST THINGS. 

  

    

    

   

ERE do you think I found 

one? It when I was 

walking down a long, nar- 

row, dreadful-looking street in 

Philadelphia. 

The houses were very old 

and dirty. The windows were dirty, and the 

doors, and everything about them. The peo- 

ple who swarmed the streets were dirty; it was 

really the last place in the world where one 

would hope to find a ‘best thing.” Every 

other house seemed to be a saloon; and the 

people who kept going in and out behind those 

doors were more forlorn and ugly looking even 

than the others. 

‘“‘Dear, dear!” I said to the lady who was 

with me, ‘‘ what if you had to live on sucha 

street as this? Does it seem as though a de- 

cent person could live here? Every house is 

dirtier and more dreadful than the last.” 

And behold! just as I spoke something hap- 

pened. We came all of a sudden to paradise. 

On the same street, right in the midst of the 

filth and dreadfulness, was a little house —in 

no wise better built but, oh! so clean, so clean. 

The glass in the windows shone, and at the 

lower sashes there were the whitest curtains, 

freshly ironed but a short time before, and on 
a shelf above bloomed some lovely flowers, 

bright red and gold colored. The steps and 

the door were white and shining, and every- 
thing about the place said, ‘* Here is a home.” 

‘¢Look!” said my friend, ‘‘only look at 
this. You thought people couldn’t live here, 
but surely this is a home.” 

We went in, of course; you couldn’t have 
helped it. It was so blessed to get in out of 
that noisy, crowded, filthy street. Yes, every- 

thing inside was as sweet and pure as the 
outside had been. Small and plain, but so 
exquisitely pure. In one corner of the room 
was a piano with ‘Gospel Hymns” piled on 
it. On the walls were mottoes made of lovely 
letters cut from bright paper. ‘+ Feed my 

was 

Lambs,” one of them said. Another, in larger 
letters, ‘‘ Jesus is Victor.” 

‘I should have known it was a Christian 
home,” my friend said, ‘‘ before entering; the 

windows told the story. But why do they live 
here? Do you suppose they cannot get a better 
place? Isn’t it too bad?” 

No, it wasn’t ‘‘ too bad,” but instead, almost 

too good to be believed. They could have 
found a better place; indeed, they had left 
pleasant places to come there. Three dear 
women, cultured, refined, lovely in all their 

thoughts and ways, had gone down there and 
rented a house, and made it pure and sweet from 
attic to basement; using very little money, and 
the plainest of everything; a beautiful object 
lesson. They were living a home right there, 
to show people what homes could be made of, 
and how they could be managed. 

One of the dear women is a physician, and 
another blessed servant of Jesus Christ, also a 

physician, joins her every afternoon, and they 
open the doors to those who need medicine and 
advice for their bodies. Then there is singing 
—some of the sweet Gospel Hymns, and a 
message read from the Bible, and a few tender 
words of invitation spoken, and a prayer. And 
in this way the people who had come for the 
sake of their bodies sometimes find that Bread 
of Life which if a man eats he shall never 
hunger. Is not that one of the ‘best things” 
to be found anywhere? Pansy. 

COSTLY SPORT. 

IGHTEEN deaths were reported during the 
year 1893 as the direct result of injuries 

received while playing football. An exchange 
remarks that if we could have the list of deaths 
from the indirect results of accidents connected 
with this game the number would bevery large. 
Isn’t it time to think about so costly a game 

as that?



TWENTY-FIVE THOUSAND 

TWENTY-FIVE THOUSAND WOMEN. 

T is said that the women of Boston, to the 

number of twenty-five thousand, have 

taken a pledge that they will do no shopping 

after five o’clock in stores where women and 

girls are clerks. The object of this is to make 

it possible for the merchants to close their 

stores at five o’clock instead of six. A com- 

mittee of these same women has been appointed 

to call on merchants and urge them to give this 

extra hour, which it is claimed women and girls 

need for rest and for work in their own homes. 

WOMEN.—BABY’S CORNER. 

Perhaps if we were more thoughtful we could 

all plan to do our buying before the last hour 

when clerks are tired, and have many things to 

put away and arrange for the next day’s work. 

Iam sorry when I see ladies or children rush into 

a store perhaps ten minutes before the hour for 

closing, to match sewing silk, or do some other 

trifle which takes time, but could as well have 

been done half an hour earlier. 

Isn’t it wonderful how well the Golden Rule 

would fit into every act in life, if we only 

thought about it more, and tried to measure 

by it? 

BABY’S CORNER. 
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MILLIE OFFERS CHERRY THE SUGAR. 

66 Gee chirp! chirp!” said the birdie 

in the cage. He spoke as plainly as 

he could; what he meant was: ‘‘I want a 

lump of sugar; I want that one I see on the 

table.” 

swing calling ‘chirp! 

Back and forth he flew from perch to 

it all 

Milly 

was a little girl; she did not live in a cage, 

chirp!” and 

meant sugar. Milly saw the sugar. 

but could hop all over the house and the yard. 

She understood what the birdie said. ‘+ Does 

   

you want some sugar, Cherry?” she asked. 

The bird’s name was Cherry. 

‘¢ Chirp! chirp!” said Cherry, coming to the 

side of the cage and putting his bill through 

the wires. 

“All wight,” said Milly, “Pll get you 

some. Mamma, Cherry wants a lump of 

sugar; may I give him one?” 

Mamma said, ‘‘ Yes, dear, just one lump; 

put it through the wires so it will stay, and 

Cherry can help himself.” 

So Milly went to the table and took a white 

lump from the bowl—the very one Cherry 

wanted. He watched her while she climbed 

down from the table, climbed up in another 

chair near the cage, and reached out her small 

Cherry’s head 

was on one side and he was watching her with 

fat fingers toward the wires. 

his bright black eye, and he thought he knew 

What do you 

think Milly did just as the sugar was near 

She 

popped it into her own naughty mouth, and 

What do 

just how that sugar would taste. 

enough for him to almost reach it? 

Cherry did not have even a grain! 

the babies think of Milly? 

Mrs. A. M. BrELpon.



“SOMETHING 

‘*SOMETHING DIFFERENT.” 

O have seen them tumbling 

about in the serf in their bath- 

ing suits, Nellie with her bath- 

y| ing hat tied under her chin, and 
the others with their bathing 

* hats hanging in the bath-house 
where they liked best to keep them, one would 
not have supposed that they ever had a thought 
save for their own fun. Yet it was Elsie, the 

giddiest of the three, who began the thought 
about this Fourth of July. 

They belonged, all of these young people, to 
the Pembertons, who always went to the coast 

for July and August, and who delighted in find- 
ing what their friends 

called  ‘*¢ out-of-the- 

way” places, where 

other people did not 

come. Several years 

before, they had 
found the Stough- 

tons, mother and son, 

and liked them so 

well, that they kept 

coming back for a 

few weeks each sum- 

mer. There was a 

large party of them 

this time. Mother, 

older sisters, the two 

boys, and the three 

girls, Nellie and Elsie 

Pemberton, and 

Cousin Kate, Aunt 

Fanny’s daughter; 

besides Aunt Fanny 

herself, and. Uncle 

  

Robert who came for a few days only, but 
liked Long Branch better. 

It lacked but a couple of weeks to the Fourth 

of July; and one morning when bathing was 
impossible, the younger portion of the family 
lingered in the dining-room watching Mrs. 

Stoughton work, and discussed the prospects. 

Mrs. Stoughton was mounted on a chair 
washing the wood-work about the windows. 

‘*T declare for it,” she had said as she 

DIFFERENT.” 

mounted and took a survey, ‘‘if the Bible 
hadn’t said a word about our being made of 
dust I should a-known it. Everything is; and 
we are all going back to it as fast as we can. 
It does beat all how it gathers on my win- 
dows.” Then she set to work. 

“Tm kind of tired of Fourth of July’s,” 
said Bert, the eldest brother. ‘+ We always do 
about the same things. Fire off a lot of crack- 
ers, and things, and make a silly little noise 
that nobody but girls care for much; if we had 
a cannon now, there would be some sense to 

it. Then in the evening we burn up a lot of 
money just for us to look at for a few minutes, 
and then it’s gone. Id like to do something 
different from what we ever did in our lives.” 

NELLIE AND ELSIE AND KATE.   
‘*So would I,” said Nellie, who was almost 

sure to think as Bert did. ‘* But what could 

we do? We are always away down here, or 
somewhere else on the coast, with nothing but 

the sea, and fire-crackers, and such things. 

Some of the girls go where they have proces- 

sions, and speeches, and grand dinners. Well, 

we always have pretty nice dinners; nicer here 

than anywhere else, I think. Mrs. Stoughton, 

are you going to get us a nice dinner for
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Fourth-of-July?” ' The Pembertons always 

spoke those three words as though they were 

but one. 

I reckon I’ll do my best,” said Mrs. 

Stoughton from her perch on the chair. 

«¢ We'll have green peas that day for the first, 

and I’m watching some chickens that will be 

prime about then; and ’Zekel thinks the red 

caps will be in good shape for the Fourth; they 

are prime this year.” 

‘¢Mrs. Stoughton,” said Elsie, watching her 

nimble fingers as they scrubbed the wood-work. 

¢¢ Wouldn’t you like to have something happen 

for the. Fourth-of-July? Something different 

from what ever did happen to you?” 

‘¢ Land, child! I suppose I would, but I 

don’t expect it. Nothing ever happens to me 

but work; year in and year out; summer and 

winter, and winter and summer, it’s just’ the 

I’ve been going on that way for more 

than forty years, and I expect to keep doing it.” 

‘¢ Forty years!” echoed Bert, as if the 

words expressed to him eternity. And Elsie 

plied her questions : 

‘¢ What would you like to have happen, Mrs. 

Stoughton? If you could have just such a 

Fourth-of-July as you wanted, what would 

you do?” 

‘“‘Dear me!” said Mrs. Stoughton, and she 

stopped to brush a little dust and perspiration 

from her forehead and laugh a little, “what 

a notion. If I could fly to the moon what 

would I do when I got there? How should I 

know?” 

‘¢ Well, but, Mrs. Stoughton, there must be 

some things you would like to have happen. 

Don’t you ever sit down when it’s *most dark 

and think them out? That’s the time I think 

of lots of things. Isn’t there anything you 

want ever so much?” 

“Lots of things,” said Mrs. Stoughton 

promptly. ‘Only you see I never expect ’em 

to happen, so what is the use of thinking about 

them? ” 

‘¢ Why, just for fun. Nellie and Kate and I 

think up hundreds of things that we know 

won’t ever happen; about our being princesses, 

you know, and living in a castle, and hav- 

ing pink silk dresses, and diamonds, and all 

same. 

DIFFERENT.” 

sorts of elegant jewels. It is great fun. 

you plan for such things?” 

‘¢No, indeed!” said Mrs. Stoughton with 

emphasis; ‘‘I don’t want no pink silks nor 

diamonds. ‘The thing I have wanted for more 

years than you are old, I never expect to get, 

any more than if it was diamonds. I’ve about 

give up thinking about it.” 

A chorus of three voices greeted this: <‘‘O, 

Mrs. Stoughton! tell us about it.” Then Bert: 

‘¢ Yes, let’s hear what you want; it won’t be so 

silly as pink silk and diamonds, I'll be bound.” 

‘¢ Why,” said Mrs. Stoughton, bending down 

to her pail of water and giving her cloth a vig- 

orous washing while she talked, ‘‘it’s nothing 

more nor less than the fixing up of ’Zekel’s 

room. You see it is just a barn of a room, 

with a shackly kind of a cot for a bed, and 

nothing about it comfortable. He has the 

same room summer and winter, because it is so 

hot from the kitchen in the summer that no 

boarder will have it, and it is the only one 

that is warm in the winter. ’Zekel stays in his 

room a good bit, winters; he reads and studies 

when he can get a chance, and has his books 

there, and only a rough shelf to put ’em in; 

and I’ve had the kind of day-dreams you tell 

about, fixing up his room. There are times 

when I have even a carpet on the floor, and 

curtains to the window, white ones at that; 

and a nice-looking bed all made up, and a com- 

fortable chair, and oh, land! I can fix it up 

fast enough in my mind’s eye; but it never 

gets any further, and never will. Ive give it 

up. ’Zekel and me has to work like dogs just 

to get enough to keep soul and body together, 

and help poor Aunt Nancy with her five chil- 

dren. If it wasn’t for them we might get ahead 

a little; but it is for them, and of course we’ve 

got to help ’em, and want to; we are all they’ve 

got to look to for help; and so ’Zekel’s room 

has to go. One spell I wanted to lug some 

things in from the boarders’ room for ’Zekel, 

but he wouldn’t have it; he said they didn’t 

match with the other things; and no more they 

didn’t; and the big beds couldn’t be moved in, 

even-if folks who come here summers would 

like to have their beds moved back and forth; 

so we just try to make the kitchen look as com- 

Do
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fortable as we can, and let ’Zekel’s room go. 

If he could study and write and all that in the 

kitchen, it wouldn’t be so bad; but he’s got 

kind of used to being alone, and my neighbor, 

Mrs. Smith, is apt to come in of an evening 

with her knitting, and sometimes the Jonses 

come for the evening; and it interrupts — for 

pity’s sake! I believe I smell that meat burn- 

ing.” And Mrs. Stoughton came down from 

her chair like a cat, and was off. 

It was then that Elsie Pemberton had her 

‘¢ perfectly splendid” idea. She began to ex- 

plain it then and there; it involved the entire 

transformation of ’Zekel’s room. The children 

had been in it, and one and all pronounced it 

the dreariest place they ever saw. If they 

could only make it all over new, on Fourth-of- 

July day, and surprise ’Zekel and his mother, 

it would be the nicest celebration they ever had. 

Before night of that day they waylaid Aunt 

Fanny as she struggled with the gay country 

wind which was playing havoc with her ribbons 

and laces, and all talked at once about that old 

carpet of hers which had been laid away so 

long. Aunt Fanny never spent much time in 

the country, and never had anything to wear 

which seemed to fit country-life, but she had 

things stored away in her attic that the Pem- 

bertons wanted. 

‘* What an idea!” she said. ‘* Helen dear, 

do unfasten my bonnet pin; it has caught in 

the ribbons in some way. Why, that carpet is 

almost as good as new. I had it down only 

one winter; to be sure it does not harmonize 

with anything in the rooms at Beechwood, but 

then, I might some day ”— 

Helen Pemberton interrupted her: ‘*O, Aunt 

Fanny! you never will; you will give it to us, 
I am sure. It will harmonize perfectly with 

the things we will put into ’Zekel’s room. The 

children are bent upon making it over, and that 

carpet will make a splendid beginning.” Aunt 
Fanny laughed, and said it was an absurd idea; 

just like the little Pembertons, though; and if 

Helen was going to help them, why, of course 

Kate must do her share; well, she didn’t care; 

she really hated the carpet; though it was a 

good one. But it was packed away in the 
attic done up in camphor. 

  

‘s Never mind,” said the Pembertons; 

‘‘father can get it out; we are going to write 

to father to bring down a whole lot of things.” 

The plan grew; there was an old lounge in 

the Pemberton attic which would not fit into 

any niche in the house; Elsie explained that it 

would fit exactly into the corner between the 

great old-fashioned chimney and the south win- 

dow in ’Zekel’s room. Then the big arm-chair 

which was clumsy and not of the right shape 

for Mrs. Pemberton, would fit ’Zekel’s long 

AUNT FANNY. 

limbs to perfection. As for curtains, the 

young Pembertons were sure that the money 

they burnt up every Fourth-of-July in fire- 

works would buy some; and their mother 

agreed. She was not fond of the dangers 

connected with fire-works. One and all agreed 

to give up even fire-crackers, if their elders 

would enter heartily into the new plans for th 

Fourth-of-July. 

There was never a busier company of board- 

ers than gathered day after day in Mrs. Pem- 

berton’s room and planned and worked. It
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was found that many little things could be 

made for the room; and trunks were over-' 

. hauled, and dimes and quarters belonging to 

the younger people freely spent for materials 

with which to fashion a cover for the little round 

table which Aunt Fanny had agreed to con- 

tribute, and a cushion for the arm-chair; to 

say nothing of a dozen little conveniences of 

which Helen Pemberton thought, and the work 

of which she engineered. 

While they worked, they wondered how they 

would manage to get all the things from the 
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spend the Fourth-of-July with them, and have 

a ‘¢real old-fashioned visit.” 

‘Of course I can’t go,” said Mrs. Stough- 

ton; ‘‘the ideaof me being away when I’ve got 

such a family to think about! but it was nice 

in them to ask us. I ain’t seen Samantha 

Wooster for pretty near thirty years.” 

Then did the Pembertons burst forth with 

entreaties and plans. Mrs. Pemberton, the 

children said, was ‘‘ perfectly grand” in the 

way she planned things. 

Stoughton must go. 

Of course Mrs. 

She herself would see to 
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station and smuggled into the house without 

Mrs. Stoughton knowing it. For days this 

seemed impossible; but the older Pembertons 

had not yet succeeded in reconciling the younger 

ones to taking the mother into confidence and 

surprising only ’Zekel, when there came a let- 

ter which opened the way for delightful things. 

Old Mrs. Wooster, Mrs. Stoughton’s girlhood 

friend, had come to visit her sister-in-law, who 

lived only fifteen miles away, and behold they 

had sent for Mrs. Stoughton and ’Zekel to 

the dinner; she would rather do it than not; it 

would seem like home; she and Nancy would 

manage everything, and indeed they would all 

like the fun of having the house to themselves. 

It was wonderful that they succeeded in per- 

suading her. They could hardly believe it 

themselves, even when they saw her into the 

spring wagon and went every one of them to 

the train with ’Zekel and her; she protesting 

even then, that she hadn’t done such a thing in 

years; and it did seem too ridiculous. Bert
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drove the pony back from the station, and the 

Pembertons were so wild with delight over the 

success of their scheme, that they shouted and 

waved their handkerchiefs at all the neighbors 

as they passed; until the people said: ‘It 

beats all how city boarders can act when they 

get at it.” 

It was well that the day was long, and that 

there was no train back from the Wooster 

neighborhood until six o’clock. There was so 

much to be done. For several days past, 

packages had been arriving at the station for 

the Pembertons; now they were to be sent for. 

All hands set to work; Nancy, Mrs. Stough- 

ton’s cook, sent across-lots for her two good- 

natured, stout-armed sisters to come and help, 

and was as much interested as any of the 

company. 

Dinner was of small moment that Fourth-of- 

July day. It is safe to say that the younger 

Pembertons had never before given it so little 

thought. By five o’clock of that summer after- 

noon a company of tired, but triumphant peo- 

ple stood looking upon their completed work. 

Aunt Fanny’s carpet proved to be an almost 

exact fit, and looked so handsome that Kate 

said it was well mamma was not there; she 

might conclude that the carpet was too good to 

give away. Its pattern which had been so un- 

pleasant to Aunt Fanny was voted just the 
thing for this large room. The bedstead came 
out of the Pemberton attic, and was an old- 

fashioned cherry one in good repair. The 
springs and mattress came with it, were in 

place, and the bed was made up in some of 

Mrs. Stoughton’s bedclothing which was always 

neat and clean. Mrs. Pemberton had added a 
white spread which made the bed look what 

Bert called ‘‘ladylike.” Over the full long 
white curtains they all rejoiced, Bert express- 
ing his astonishment after this fashion: .¢To 

think that they are made of smoke, and paper, 
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and a little snap!” It was equally surprising 
to the others that they had actually spent in 
fire-works in other years, what would produce 
such curtains. For the rest, the hanging 
shelves with ’Zekel’s books arranged on them, 

and several new ones which Mr. Pemberton 
had added, the easy chair with its bright 
cushion, the round table with its pretty spread, 
the low, wide, old-fashioned lounge covered 

with chintz, and looking comfortable enough 

for a lady’s sitting-room — everything was in 
place and in order. 

When I commenced, I meant to tell you what 

Mrs. Stoughton said when she was called up 
stairs by the utterly bewildered ‘‘’Zekel.” And 
how he looked and acted when at last, he came 

down to the late supper which Nancy served 

for the entire family. But I have decided that 

I cannot do it. 

it seems impossible to put on paper; this is 

one of them. 

things stored away in the attic, and a little 

self-denial, and a few willing hands, and a day 

of hard work will accomplish on a bare, lone- 

some-looking room, just try it. There are 

rooms enough of that sort to be found in the 

world. And I dare say there are mothers liv- 
ing not far away from your own homes who 

would shed as grateful tears as Mrs. Stoughton 

did. 

‘“*To think,” she‘ said, after she had been 

still for quite awhile, and the Pembertons 

thought that the excitement, and thanks, and 

rejoicings were over — ‘‘ To think that it should 

happen to me; that my ’Zekel should have such 

a room to study in; and me to sit by him and 

rest myself, as he says I’m to do when there 

ain’t anybody but us; or to lie down on his 

lounge and take a nap. I never thought any- 
thing so nice could a-happened! I reckon Til 

There are some things which 

If you want to know what a few 

remember this Fourth-of-July as long as I 
live.’ ? 

So will the Pembertons.
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HOW ONE GIRL HELPED. 

HOW ONE GIRL HELPED. 

R. POTTER asked every mem- 

ber of his young people’s soci- 

ety to think of one way to help 

the pastor, and carry it out if 

they could. 

aes +7 know what I’ll do,” said 

Lorena Perry. ‘‘Dr. Potter is very fond of 

flowers; I heard him tell Miss Caldwell that he 
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ONE LITTLE BIRD FLEW DOWN BESIDE THE FLOWERS. 

could always preach better when he had them 
around him. I'll bring the loveliest bouquet to 
church next Sunday that you ever saw; none 
of your old wild flowers that haven’t any smell, 
and that wither as soon as they are picked!” 
and she glanced rather disdainfully at Mamie 
Mason, who often brought pretty bouquets of 
the first wild flowers — it was early yet for gar- 

  

den flowers, and Lorena Perry was the only one 
among the young people whose father had a 
conservatory. It was easy for Lorena to bring 
flowers — all she had to do was to call on the 
gardener, and tell him what kind she wanted. 

Sure enough! on Sunday, Dr. Potter preached 
with the rarest possible bouquet standing at 
his left. Roses and heliotropes and fuchsias, 
and all sorts of sweet and fragrant blooms were 
there. The church was full of fragrance, but 

all agreed that Lorena’s were 
nicer than any other. A curi- 
ous thing happened, too, in the 

midst of the service —it- was a 
special anniversary service for 
young people, and not only 
flowers, but birds were there. 

The door of one cage had been 
left unfastened by mistake, and 
one bird flew down and took his 
stand on the flower table in front 
of Lorena’s vase, and putting his 
head on one side looked up at 
Dr. Potter exactly as if he were 
trying to understand what was 
being This, of course, 

amused some of the congregation 
very much. On the way to the 
young people’s meeting, which 

Dr. Potter was to lead, they 

wondered which one he would 

think had done the best for the 
church, when he heard their 

stories, and they wondered if 

he would tell them what he 

thought. 

‘¢He won’t, of course,’ said 

Lorena, ‘‘ because that would 

make all the others feel badly; 
but I’m sure T don’t know what 

could be nicer than to bring a 

lot of lovely flowers.” 

It was almost a pity that she could not have 

heard what Dr. Potter was saying at that 
moment. ‘+ Wasn’t that a lovely vase of 

flowers from the Perry greenhouse?” asked his 

wife. 

‘*Yes,” said Dr. Potter, with a sigh, ‘*I sup- 

pose it was; but the little girl from the Perry 

said.
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home tried my nerves so much that I could not 

fully enjoy them. Did you notice her with her 

head behind her most of the time, trying to coax 

the Burton baby into a frolic? She laughed at 

everything the child did; and whispered to her 

a great deal. I was tempted to ask her to look 

at me, instead of the baby. Then, when that 

bird flew down, she went into spasms of laugh- 

ter; I really felt ashamed of her. She was a 

marked contrast to Mamie Mason, who merely 

glanced at the bird with a smile, then turned 

her eyes back to me. The way that little girl 

listens is one of the most helpful things I have. 

I think I shall tell them to-night that, after all, 

the way in which they can help me the most, is 

by sitting still in church, and acting as though 

they heard what I was saying. I would like 

to point out Mamie as a model, but I don’t 

know as that would do.” Pansy. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

No. I. 

The lesson of Gethsemane. 

52.) 

How heavy must have been the sins of the 

world, to press from the dear Lord the bloody 

sweat! Did you ever think that he then felt 

the weight of your sins and mine? 

(Mark xiv. 32, 

‘¢ While passing a garden I paused to hear, 

A voice faint and plaintive, from one that was 

near ; 

The voice of the suff’rer affected my heart, 

While pleading in anguish the poor sinner’s part. 

I listened 2 moment, then turned me to see 

What man of compassion this stranger might be ! 

I saw him, low kneeling, upon the cold ground, 

The loveliest Being that ever I found. 

So deep were his sorrows, so fervent his 

prayers, 

That down o’er his bosom rolled sweat, blood 

and tears. 

I wept to behold him —I asked him his name! 

He answered, ‘‘’Tis Jesus! from heaven I 

came!” 

‘IT am thy Redeemer! for thee I must die, 

The cup is most bitter, but cannot pass by! 

Thy sins, like a mountain, are laid upon me, 

And all this deep anguish I suffer for thee.” 

O_p Hymn. 

‘¢ Blest by thy love — sweet for thy sake, 

This cup of thine shall be, 

Whene’er thy loving hand, 0, Christ, 

Shall pass it unto me — 

When sorrow’s holy sacrament 

Thou bid’st me drink with thee.” 

Mrs. S. M. I. Henry. 

No. II. 

How can we Endeavorers help our church? 

(1 Cor. xii. 1-27.) 

1. Keep in mind that Christians are mem- 

bers of the body of Christ. 

2. Remember that there is no superfluous 

member of the body, and none so exalted it 

may not obey the head, none so insignificant 

as not to be of service, or worthy of consider- 

ation. 

3. That all the members of the body are sub- 

ject to the will of the head. 

4. That ‘‘all members have not the same 

oflice.” 

5. That ‘the middle finger never lords it 

over the little one, and that the little one never 

envies the middle one. 

6. That while the right hand may seem to 

have the place of honor, there are some places 

where the left hand fits better, and some things 

it can do better. 

7. That hands, feet, fingers, eyes, ears, and 

voice, work together. 

8. Remember, one will reach a given point 

quicker, though the way be a little longer, with 

both feet working in the same direction, than 

by a shorter route, with one foot going one 

way, and the other another. 

9. Remember, I count one in the congrega- 

tion, in the prayer-meeting, and that my pen- 

nies are worth as much as those of any one. 

So, by coming to church, by inviting others, by 

welcoming strangers, by attentive listening, by 

faithfully illustrating the sermons, by earnest 

prayers, and faithful witnessing, by a live zeal
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and hearty co-operation in all the work of the 

church, I may help her. 

No. III. 

The story of Pilate, and its warning. (Matt. 

xxvii. 11-26.) 

I. Pilate’s opportunity. (1.) He saw and 

talked with Jesus. (2.) Could have learned 

what he most needed to know. (38.) Had a 

chance to do for Jesus what no one else could 

do. He could stand between him and his 

accusers. These things we may do to some 

extent, but not just as he could have done. If 

Mary won renown by anointing the Saviour’s 

feet, what renown might Pilate not have had 

if he had proved true to principle, and acquit- 

ted the prisoner whom he thrice declared to be 

innocent ! 

II. His responsibility. His was just the 

time, and the place, and the power to do. As 

Governor, he could not escape the responsibil- 

ity of attending to the case in hand; as the 

representative of Rome, he was bound to do 

justly. He was there in authority; Jesus was 

there, accused, before him. He, himself, could 

not cease to be, and he could not put Jesus out 

of existence. How the consequences of a just 

act might affect himself, he had no business to 

ask. No one else was in his place, and so 

there was no dodging the responsibility. 

Jesus still lives, ‘‘is on trial to-day.” Every 

soul has to do with him. Wishing there was 

no such question before us, will not change the 

fact. Every soul decides what he will do with 

him— accepts or rejects him. Existence brings 

with it responsibilities. 

IV. His mistakes. (1.) In putting present, 

personal interest in the scales with Christ. (2.) 
In not following his convictions. (3.) In not 
taking advantage of the presence of such a 
teacher. (4.) In supposing that by washing 

his hands he could escape the responsibility 
and guilt. 

No. Iv. 

Christ’s cross; my cross. (Mark viii. 34, 38.) 

‘¢ When I survey the wondrous cross, 

On which the prince of glory died; 
My richest gain I count but loss, 

And pour contempt on all my pride.” 

‘‘Must Jesus bear the cross alone, 

And all the world go free? 

No, there’s a cross for every one, 

And there’s a cross for me.” 

It was 

all it seemed to be, and more than we can un- 

derstand. But what of our little crosses? We 

dread them so, and shrink from them so often ! 

when, compared with the one on which the 

Saviour hung, the one under which he fainted, 
and on which he died, they are but as shad- 
ows! When we finally make up our minds to 

boldly bear them, they have no weight, and 
disappear. 

Can you not sometimes seem almost to hear 

him say: 

The cross of Jesus was a real cross. 

‘‘ ve borne, I’ve borne it all for thee, 

What hast thou borne for me?” 

Our crosses are useful to us, if we use them 

to crucify self upon. 

‘* The cross to me is dear, 

It brings the Saviour near ; 

And worldly joy resigning, 

I take it unrepining. 

Lord of the cross, ’tis here 

My life, my all I tender 

To thee in full surrender, 

And thus the cross is dear.” 

Lyra MeEssIanica. 

ROLLING SHIPS. 

HEY must all roll enough to-day, for while 
I write, a fierce storm is raging — but 

what I mean to talk about is a new invention, 

whereby ships are to be made mounted on huge 
copper rollers, so that instead of plowing 
through the water, they will ride over it. 

At least, the Frenchman who has invented 

the same, hopes that all ships will be so made, 
and claims that much smoother journeys will 
be the result. 

Keep watch of the idea; perhaps by the time 
you are ready to cross the ocean, your ship will 
roll gracefully over the waves instead of making 
a path through them.
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OUR PICTURE GALLERY. 
  

ERHAPS no stranger writer of what is 

called poetry has lived in these later 

days than the one who has been familiarly 

known as Walt Whitman. You have all, I 

suppose, heard less about him, 

especially since his death. 

There are some people who would have us 

think of him as the greatest poet of our time. 

Others fail to see anything like poetry in his 

strange and often very queerly expressed ideas. 

Certainly he did not seem to consider that the 

matter of rhyming was in the least degree im- 

portant. Still, there are other poets who have 

paid little attention to what we call rhyme, 

who have yet been true poets, whom we have 

loved, and will love as long as we live. 

I have been reading from Walt Whitman’s 

‘‘ Leaves of Grass ” (which is the title under 

which many of his poems are gathered), all 

the morning, in hope of finding some things 

which the Pansies would like; or at least some 

which they could understand and read with a 

degree of pleasure. I have not succeeded very 

well. I cannot help feeling even more cer- 

tainly now, than I did before I made this 

search, that the strange man wrote a very 

great deal which he did not himself under- 

stand. Much of his work sounds like words 

rolled together just for the pleasure of seeing 

them tumble around; and without the smallest 

regard to the ideas which they were supposed 

to convey. Yet there are touches every now 

and then, which makes one understand why he 

reached the hearts of some of his readers, and 

won for himself a degree of fame. How long 

it will last remains to be decided. 

I give you, with this, two views of his face, 

with years stretching between them. Yet he 

looked at thirty-five, what he became when he 

was fifty-five. I think his eyes grew kinder; 

and had less the look of one who is considering 

how pleased he is with the ‘‘ sound of his own 

name!” 

more or 

Of the selections which I give you, I find I 

am in sympathy with ‘‘ Nature” in No. 1. 

Yet in No. 5 is a great thought, sweet and 

strong; one which you and I would do well to 

study; also in No. 9. While No. 7 is very 

like us all. 

On the whole, I like to read over and think 

about the sermon hidden in the very last one 

chosen. Our thoughts turned to it by the 

queer old man, we can preach our own sermon, 

each for himself, with that ‘‘ egg in the robin’s 

nest,” for a text. Pansy. 

  

  
WALT WHITMAN AT THIRTY-FIVE. 

FROM WALT WHITMAN. 

I. 

‘*T perceive Nature here, in sight of the sea, is taking 

Advantage of me, to dart upon me, and sting me, 

Because I was assuming so much, 

And because I have dared to open my mouth to sing at all. 

Il. 

Great is To-day, and beautiful, 

It is good to live in this age — there never was any better.



CURIOUS PUNISHMENT. 

Ill. 

Great are Yourself and Myself, 
We are just as good and bad as the oldest and youngest,or any; 

What the best and worst did, we could do, 

What they felt, do not we feel it ourselves ? 

What they wished, do not we wish the same ? 

IV. 

Great is Goodness ! 

1 do not know what it is, any more than I know what 

Health is — but I know it is great. 

WALT WHITMAN AT FIFTY-FIVE. 

Vv. 

Do you think it would be good to be the writer of melodious 

verses ? 

Well, it would be good to be the writer of melodious verses ; 

But what are verses beyond the flowing character you could 

have ? 

Or beyond beautiful manners and behavior ? 

Or beyond one manly and affectionate deed of an apprentice- 

boy ? 

Or an old woman ? or man that has been in prison ? 

Or is likely to be in prison ? 

  

VI. 

There was a child went forth every day, 
And the first object he looked upon, and received with wonder, 
Pity, love, or dread, that object he became ! 
And that object became part of him for the day, or a certain 

part of the day, 

Or for many years, or stretching cycles of years. 

VII. 

What am I after all, but a child pleased with the sound of my 
own name ? 

Repeating it over and over, I cannot tell why it 
affects me so much. 

When I hear it from women’s voices, and from 
men’s voices, or from my own Voice, 

Istand apart to hear — it never tires me. 

VIII. 

To you, your name also — 
Did you think there was nothing but two or three 

pronunciations 
In the sound of your name ? 

IX. 

Whoever you are — you are he, or she, for whom 
the earth is solid, and liquid — 

You are he, or she, for whom tke sun and moon 

hang in the sky. 

For none more than you are the present, and the 
past ; 

For none more than you is immortality. 

X. 

I will take an egg out of the robin’s nest 
In the orchard, 

I will take a branch of gooseberries from the old 
bush 

In the garden, 
And go preach to the world! 

CURIOUS PUNISHMENTS. 

N exchange says that in Den- 
mark there is a law obliging 

men who sell liquor to send home in 

a carriage any person who becomes 

intoxicated while at their places of 

business. This might be a punish- 

ment for the liquor seller, but it strikes me that 

the drunkard would rather enjoy it. On the 

whole, the Argentine Republic, whose method 

is spoken of in the same article, seems to me 
to have been the better way. If a man is 

found on the streets, too much intoxicated to 

walk straight, and behave himself in a proper 
manner, he.is set at work sweeping the streets, 
and kept at it for eight days.



POINTED FINGER-NAILS.—A BIRTHDAY PARTY. 

LITTLE ELIZABETH’S DOG. 

HE is Archduchess of Austria, and her dog 

is the smallest one in the world. He was 

a gift to the princess from a woman who keeps 

a café in Vienna. He reached the castle on 

Christmas eve, and was set in a basket under 

the little Elizabeth’s Christmas-tree. 

The dog belongs to the terrier family; it has 

very silken hair, and is so small that it can 

play about on one’s hand without any trouble. 

It weighs only about a pound. It is possible 

that I should not be afraid of a dog of that 

size; but J am by no means sure, for very tiny 

teeth can sometimes do a good deal of harm. 

POINTED FINGER NAILS. 

ELL-cared-for hands are always so at- 

tractive that one can but rejoice that 

a manicure set is now considered necessary 

to the toilet-table of every American girl. 

But in France and Italy, the proper trimming 

of finger nails has long been a fine art among 

those who aspire to the title of gentle-folk. 

In both of these countries, the prevailing 

fashion is to cut the nails to a long, sharp 

point, and if ten such claws prove too great a 

tax on comfort-loving individuals, then but 

the little finger of the right hand remains thus 

adorned. No one claiming to be a gentleman 

dares to appear without this small distinguish- 

ing mark of gentility, although it is both ugly 

and inconvenient. 

On inquiring the object of so senseless a 

custom, I was told that as manual labor and 

long finger nails are incompatible, of course 

strangers can tell at a glance whether a person 

is obliged to work for his living, and so can 

give him his appropriate rank at once. I knew 

a young Roman girl, of good family, who was 

compelled to support herself by doing needle- 

work for some wealthy relatives. Seeing her 

thread catch again and again in the long, crooked 

nail of her little finger, I asked why she did not 

dispense with so troublesome an ornament. 

‘¢Q, Signora!” was her reply, ‘‘I cannot 

afford to cut it off. You know I have a posi- 

tion in society to maintain, and I cling to this 

nail all the more, that I do have to work for my 

living, and am in constant dread lest some- 

body find it out, and I should be publicly 

disgraced.” 

Let us hope that, while giving every lady- 

like attention to her hands, no American girl 

will let so silly a notion creep into her head 

and cramp her life. 

OtivE May Eacer. 

THE ‘*‘PENNY CLUB.” 

HERE is a Penny Club in Scotland which 

is making a good deal of money for 

missions. A little more than six months ago, 

fifty-two pennies were given out, and when a 

few weeks ago their earnings were brought in, 

the sum was found to be about a hundred and 

forty dollars. It is interesting to read how 

some of the money was earned. 

The pennies seem to have been only given to 

girls; one girl bought a box of shoe polish and 

polished her friends’ shoes for two cents a pair. 

Another bought a skein of wool, made an egg- 

cosy and sold it for several pennies. One 

bought a palm-leaf fan, trimmed it daintily with 

moss and sold it for eight cents. The highest 

sum made by any penny was a little over five 

dollars. 

Many of the workers made ‘‘toffee” and 

reported that the market for it was always in 

good condition. 

The members of the Penny Club are sup- 

porting a native teacher in Japan. 

A BIRTHDAY PARTY. 

‘SrT\HE ADVOCATE AND GUARDIAN” 
tells the story of an unusual birthday 

party which was given by a father and mother 

in a Western city. Arthuf, their six-year-old 

son, went to Heaven a few weeks before his 

birthday. He had been promised a party on 

that day; so his father and mother made ready 

to give it. The birthday feast was prepared, 

just as Arthur would have liked it; then the
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carriage was sent for six little boys from vari- 

ous homes where nice dinners and birthday 

offerings never came, but where the people 

often went hungry and had no money for pres- 

ents. Such a lovely afternoon as was planned 

for them. A good dinner, and games, and 

music, and delight of every kind. Then, as it 

drew near the time to send them home, six 

bundles were brought out; warm clothing in 

each of them, some which Arthur had worn, 

but would have no need of any more. Some 

special gift for each child, besides the cloth- 

ing, was in each package, and a photograph of 

Arthur for each. The mother gathered her 

little guests about her for a few minutes, and 

while they looked at the pictured face, told 

them about the little boy in Heaven whose 

birthday they were keeping. Would they re- 

member him always? Would they try to live 

such lives that when God sent for them they 

would be sure to go where Arthur was? 

Blessed father and mother to be able to put 

away all selfishness out of their hearts, and use 

their loneliness to bless other lives. What if 

some day they and Arthur meet six others in 

Heaven, whose feet were started heavenward 

because of that birthday party? 

A BIT OF POTTERY. 

HE potter stood at his daily work, 

One patient foot on the ground; 

The other with never-slacking speed 

Turning his swift wheel round. 

Silent we stood beside him there, 

Watching the restless knee ; 

Till my friend said low in pitying tone: 

‘¢ How tired his foot must be!” 

The potter never paused in his work, 

Shaping the wondrous thing ; 

*Twas only a common bower-pot 

But perfect in fashioning. 

Slowly he raised his patient eyes, 

With homely truth inspired ; 

‘* No, ma’am; it isn’t the foot that kicks 

But the one that stands gets tired.” 

ANON. 

BABY’S CORNER. 

A STORY WITH A MORAL. 

A VERY piggish pig 

Lived in a big pig-pen ; 

And grew to be as piggish 

As certain boys, or men. 

This pig would eat his supper 

Of apples, milk and meal; 

And the part which grew the fastest, 

Was what they called his SQUEAL! 

  

This piggish pig was hungry 

To know the world and see 

What other pigs were eating, 

And what other things might be. 

This piggish pig, so eager; 

For nothing would he wait — 

For friend, or foe, or neighbor, 

Not even for the gate! 

The world was all before him. 

What could he not afford? 

The end was unexpected — 

But he found right steady board!



A GENTLEMAN. 

A GENTLEMAN. 

ISS CAROLINE, although only 
twenty, was older by a year or 
two than any of the boys in 
the boarding house. It was 
early yet, in the season, and 
most of the young men had 

not gotten down to the shore for their va- 
cations. 

The boys, college students most of them, 

were glad of this; they liked Miss Caroline; 
they thought it great fun to be allowed to 
attend her in her walks and drives and rows. 
Perhaps no two liked this better than did Allan 
Burroughs and Derrick West. And no two 
were farther apart socially than these. Allan 
Burroughs was a college boy who had brought 
away the honors of his class this year. The 
best scholar in Latin, and logic; and the prize 
writer in the society. 

He was the champion rower, also; being able 
to give much time to this exercise, as his father 
paid all the bills and supplied him liberally with 

pocket-money, and his whole time could be 
spent in study and exercise. Derrick West, 
on the contrary, worked for his board in win- 
ters, and went to the high school. He was so 

busy doing chores and running of errands out 
of school hours, that there was no time for 

extras. He could not even try fora prize. In 

summers, he worked not only for his board, but 

to earn a little ahead for clothes, and books, 

for the winters to come. <A very industrious, 
earnest, hard-working boy, was Derrick West. 

He was employed at the boarding house this 

summer; weeding and hoeing in the garden, 

picking vegetables and fruits, bringing the 

mails for the boarders, rowing boats for them 

when required, and making himself generally 

useful. He had taken no prize for rowing, yet 

he did know how to manage a boat; in fact, 

few boys of his age knew better. His father 

had been a sailor, and Derrick had begun in 

his very babyhood to manage whatever could 

ride on water. He had a neat rowing suit, this 

summer, and liked no part of his work so well 

as to row people out for a long trip to Glen 

Cove, or some other fine place, and moor his   

boat and read or study, while they enjoyed 
themselves. Miss Caroline had frequently in- 
vited him to take her cousin and herself to 
some point which they wished to sketch, and 
he had grown quite well acquainted with her. 
On this particular evening, he was not on duty. 
Nobody had seemed to especially require his 
services, and the boarding house keeper had 
informed him that he might do exactly what he 
pleased for the next two hours. His boating 
suit was in order, so he had dressed himself 

neatly, and gone down to the shore in the hope 
of finding something to do by which he could 
earn a little extra money, since the time was 
his own. He had found young Burroughs 
there, gazing about him, but nobody who 
wished to be rowed, until, a little later, Miss 

Caroline had appeared. 

Derrick was glad when he saw her, or would 
have been if Allan Barroughs had not been 
there. He could take no money from Miss 
Caroline, for she was a boarder at their house, 

and he considered it his duty to serve her, but 
he would like nothing better than to be called 
upon to take her out for a long ride. There 
were certain questions about books, which he 
wanted to ask her; and a word or two in the 

philosophy he was studying that he fancied 
she cquld make plain to him. But there was 

no hope of getting a chance to rowher. Allan 
Burroughs stood ready at all times to do her 
bidding, and was so situated that he could 
even ask to accompany her, while he, Derrick, 

must wait until he was called upon. 

As he expected, Allan turned and greeted 
her with great satisfaction. 

‘‘Are you going rowing, Miss Caroline? 
Which boat do you like the best? ” 

Miss Caroline selected her boat, and Allan 

began eagerly to unfasten it. 

Derrick looked on gravely, trying not to be 
jealous. Presently he spoke. 

‘¢T think Miss Curtiss would like it better if 
the boat were brought around this side; it is 

smoother here for getting in.” 

When he spoke in her presence, Derrick 

always said ‘* Miss Curtiss,” when he thought 
of her it was always as ‘‘ Miss Caroline,’ which 
was what the boarders called her.
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‘¢Oh! that’s nonsense,” said Allan roughly ; 

*¢one side is as good as the other.” 

‘¢No,” said Miss Caroline, ‘‘if you please, 

Derrick, you may bring the boat around to this 

side; I am sure I like it better.” 

Derrick sprang to do her bidding; 

Allan with his cheeks quite red, said: 

‘¢T would have brought it around for you in 

a minute if I had supposed youcared. That fel- 

low is always putting in some of his wisdom.” 

‘¢T notice that he has some to use,” said 

Miss Caroline quietly. Then she stepped into 

the boat. 

‘¢ Which oars do you like for to-night?” 

asked Derrick, laying hold upon those which 

were in the boat; ‘‘if you would rather have 

lighter ones I can get you some in a moment.” 

Allan brushed against him rudely, as if he 

would push him to one side. 

‘*Don’t be so officious,” he said angrily, 

‘¢speak when you are spoken to; I am here to 

look after Miss Curtiss to-night; your services 

are not needed.” 

He thought he spoke low; but Miss Curtiss 

heard every word. The color mounted to Der- 

rick’s very forehead, and he opened his lips as 

if to speak, then closed them again with evi- 

dent effort, and turning his back upon them 

both, looked off to sea, biting his lips to help 

him gain self-control. 

Meantime, Allan pushed up his sleeves and 

prepared to arrange the oars for the lady. 

‘¢ There! ”— he said, when things were to 

and 

his mind; Miss Caroline, meantime, was look- 

ing at the play of light and shadow on the 

waves, and not apparently thinking of anything 

else — ‘‘now we are ready. You are going 

to let me row you, are you not? I am longing 

for a little exercise, if I can have pleasant 

company with it at the same time.” 

Then Miss Caroline turned and looked at 

him out of her steady blue eyes. 

‘“*No, I thank you,” she said gently, ‘I 

think I would like to have Derrick row me this 

evening, if he will. I have some things I want 

to talk with him about; and besides, Allan, to 

tell you the whole truth, I like to be rowed by 

a gentleman; one who is able to control him- 

self, and keep silence under very trying cir- 

cumstances.” Pansy. 

HOOKS AND EYES. 

RS. KATE KINGSLEY IDE, in a paper 

read ‘before a Missionary Association, 

says: ‘¢If Christianity is a garment for the 

Church to wear, Home and Foreign Missions 

are the hooks and eyes to bring it together.” 

She adds this striking illustration: ‘* Many peo- 

ple give their dollar a year to Missions with 

about the same idea of its power that the little 

girl had who gave the beggar boy at the door- 

step a penny: ‘ Here, little boy, take this cent 

and go and buy yourself a suit of clothes and 

some dinner!’ ” 

  

  

  
              
  
  

  
Goop-By !



  
6¢] LIKE TO BE ROWED BY A GENTLEMAN.”
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KING CHARLIE. 

ee HOA!” said King Charlie, holding 

hard on the reins while mamma 

¢¢ Whoa, 

Hand me my scepter, mamma, please. 

fastened his feet in the stirrups. 

there ! 

Now we are off — Ned and I. We are going 

to church; only Ned can’t go to church, can 

he, mamma? because he is only a horse. But 

kings go to church, don’t they, mamma?” 
ez ‘“©Q, yes said mamma; ‘‘kings go to 

church.” 

‘“*Get app!” said King Charlie, shaking 

his scepter as he spoke, and making all the 

little bells on it ring. ‘* We must hurry, Ned, 

because we are late. There is a fence in front 

of us,” he said, looking at a row of blocks 

which he had set up but a little while before; 

‘*but we won’t mind them; we will just jump 

the fence. Horses can jump fences, can’t 

they, mamma? ” 

“°O, yes!” said mamma. ‘‘ Good horses 

can, if they have good riders.” 

‘‘ I’m a good rider,” said King Charlie, and 

he jumped the fence. 

Over fences and hedges and brooks and 

bogs, King Charlie galloped; never was a 

rougher road to go to ‘‘church.” Suddenly 

the king halted. ‘*‘ Whoa!” he said; ‘there 

is a baby in the road. We mustn’t ride over 

babies, must we, mamma? ” 

‘¢Q, no indeed! ” said mamma. 

Sure enough; there was Baby Lucy’s dear 

dollie which she had left on the floor when she 

went to take her nap. 

King Charlie stooped and stooped to reach 

her. 

and carry her home; 

He meant to lift her gently to the saddle, 

but, alas! he stooped 

too far. Over went Ned on his side, bump 

went King Charlie’s head on the carpet. 

Grandma squealed, and mamma ran, and 

King Charlie roared. Only for a minute. 

*¢T don’t think kings cry when they tumble,” 

said mamma. 

Charlie stopped. 

he asked. 

‘“‘T think not; kings are brave, you know. 

‘* Don’t they, mamma?” 

I think they would not cry unless they were 

hurt badly enough to send for the doctor, and 

go to bed, and be sick.” 

‘¢J am not hurt badly enough for that,” 

said King Charlie. ‘* I will go on, to church.” 

And he mounted Ned, who stood waiting. 

The door opened, and cousin Joey, who was 

visiting King Charlie, ran in. 

‘¢ Let me ride,” he shouted. 

‘“*T am on my way to church,” said King 

Charlie, going at full gallop. 

‘“*T haven’t 

rode to-day, and you said I might.” 

“JT don’t care,” said Joey. 

‘* Good kings rule themselves,” said mamma, 

speaking low. 

King Charlie heard her. He knew what she 

He and mamma had had talks before. 

He galloped on for one second more. Then 

he said ** Whoa!” and slid from Ned’s back. 

‘¢T’m a good king,” he said. 

meant. 

‘¢ Here, Joey, 

you may ride; I can’t go to church this morn- 

So he 

picked up his bugle and sounded a loud call 

ing. Jl have a march, instead.” 

to his tin drummer to ‘: fall in.” 

Mrs. A. M. BrEpon. 

o—__——2 is ——___+



WiTdH THE POETS. 

WITH THE: POETS. 

JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER. 

ay ERY American should feel a deep inter- 

est in the writings of our ‘+ Quaker 

Poet,” Whittier. I know his poems are chiefly 

such as would be enjoyed and appreciated more 

by grown people than by the younger ones; 

but the average bright boy or girl will find 

many things to enjoy besides those which have 

so many classical allusions that the young may 

not understand all their meaning. 

I am sure you will come to love the memory 

of the dear old man, and some day read 

with pleasure his ‘‘Tent on the Beach,” and 

‘*Snow-Bound,” and others which I cannot 

now mention. 

You never went barefoot? well, you will 

almost wish you had enjoyed that luxury, after 

‘¢The Barefoot Boy.” Can’t you 

almost see him as you read? 

reading 

“ Blessings on thee, little man, 

Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan! 

With thy turned-up pantaloons, 

And thy merry-whistled tunes; 

With thy red lip, redder still 

Kissed by strawberries on the hill; 

With the sunshine on thy face, 

Through thy torn brim’s jaunty grace; 

From my heart I give thee joy — 

I was once a barefoot boy.”’ 

Think of this poet as once going barefoot! 

Well, I used to like it myself, when I was little. 

We enjoy much through imagination; and 

that is one reason for cultivating the imagina- 

tion rightly. How many things we can take 

pleasure in even though we cannot really have 

them! Do not these lines from ‘‘ The Fruit 

Gift” almost make your mouth water? 

“ Last night, just as the tints of autumn’s sky 

Of sunset faded from our hills and streams, 

I sat, vaguely listening, lapped in twilight dreams, 

To the leaf’s rustle, and the cricket’s cry. 

Then, like that basket, flush with summer’s fruit, 

Dropped by the angels at the Prophet’s foot, 

Came, unannounced, a gift of clustered sweetness, 

Full-orbed, and glowing with the prisoned beams’ 

Of summery suns, and, rounded to completeness 

By kisses of the south-wind, and the dew.” 

But if these lines seem tov long and smooth, 

let us look at a couple of verses from ‘‘The 

Rangers.” See if they will not make you 

want to go on a picnic. 

“‘Gayly chattering to the clattering 

Of the brown nuts downward pattering, 

Leap the squirrels, red and gray. 

On the grass-land on the fallow, 
Drop the apples, red and yellow; 

Drop the russet pears, and mellow, 

Drop the red leaves all the day. 

And away, swift away, 

Sun and cloud, o’er hill and hollow 

Chasing, weave their web of play. 

“* With our rally, rings the valley, 

Join us!’ cried the laughing May: 
‘To the beach we all are going, 

And, to save the task of rowing, 
West by north the wind is blowing, 

Blowing briskly down the bay! 

Come away, come away! 

Time and tide are swiftly flowing, 

Let us take them while we may.’ ”’ 

But you must read the whole poem to fully 

appreciate its charm. 

I think this dear old man must have had a 

happy childhood, with many sweet memories 

of his boyhood; and have been one who loved 

boys and girls as long as he lived. 

In a poem that some of you will like to com- 

mit to recite, he tells us of ‘‘ School Days ” of 

long ago. I am sure you would not be satis- 

fied with anything less than the whole poem, 

so here it is. 

Still sits the schoolhouse by the road, 

A ragged beggar sunning ; 

Around it still the sumachs grow, 

And blackberry vines are running. 

Within, the master’s desk is seen, 

Deep scarred by raps official, 

The warping floor, the battered seats, 
The jackknife’s carved initial ; 

The charcoal frescoes on its wall, 

Its door’s worn sill betraying 
The feet, that creeping slow to school, 

Went storming out to playing. 

Long years ago, a winter sun 

Shone over it at setting, 
Lit up its western window panes 
And low-eaved icy fretting.
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It touched the tangled golden curls, 
And brown eyes full of grieving, 

Of one who still her steps delayed, 
When all the school were leaving. 

For near her stood the little boy 
Her childish favor singled ; 

His cap pulled low upon a face 
Where pride and shame were mingled. 

Pushing with restless feet the snow 
To right and left he lingered — 

As restlessly her tiny hands 
The blue-checked apron fingered. 

He saw her lift her eyes ; he felt 
The soft hands light caressing, 

And heard the trembling of her voice 
As if a fault confessing. 

‘I’m sorry that I spelt the word : 
T hate to go above you, 

Because ’? — the brown eyes lower fell — 
‘‘ Because, you see, I love you!” 

Still, memory to a gray-haired man 
That sweet child-face is showing. 

Dear girl! the grasses on her grave 
Have forty years heen growing ! 

He lives to learn in life’s hard school, 
How few who pass above him 

Lament their triumph, and his loss, 
‘Like her, because they love him. 

But what a different theme, and a different 

song is that of ‘¢ The Pipes at Lucknow.” 

To understand this poem, one needs to know 
something of the terrible straits of the Chris- 
tians who were rescued, as it seemed, at the 
last moment, by that noble Christian soldier, 

Havelock, and the sturdy men he commanded. 
To some of you the sound of the bagpipes 

would not sound like the sweetest music in the 
world; though I must confess that there is 
something very stirring in the tones of a num- 
ber of them well played. 

I think none of you will judge their music as 
severely as I once heard a German, when he 
had been listening to a couple of them played 
not particularly well. The comparison was 
striking, if not true. Said he, ‘they sound 

like fifty million mosquitoes.” 
But there was something worse than mosqui- 

toes after these poor people of whose rescue our 
poet sings. I will give you a taste of the song, 
and you must find the rest of it elsewhere. 

“ Pipes of the misty moorlands, 
Voice of the glens and hills ; 

The droning of the torrents, 
The treble of the rills! 

Not the braes of broom and heather, 
Nor the mountains dark with rain, 

Nor maiden bower, nor border tower, 
Have heard your sweetest strain! 

Dear to the Lowland reaper, 
And plaided mountaineer — 

The cottage and the castle 
The Scottish pipes are dear — 

Sweet sounds the ancient pibroch 
O’er mountain, loch, and glade; 

But the sweetest of all music 
The pipes of Lucknow played. 

Day by day the Indian tiger 
Louder yelled, and nearer crept ; 

Round and round the jungle-serpent 
Near and nearer circles swept. 

‘“*Pray for rescue, wives and mothers — 
Pray to-day !’’ the soldier said ; 

“ To-morrow — death’s between us 
And the wrong and shame we dread.” 

O, they listened, looked and waited, 
Till their hope became despair ; 

And the sobs of low bewailing 
Filled the pauses of their prayer. 

Then up spake a Scottish maiden, 
With her ear unto the ground : 

“Dinna ye hear it ? dinna ye hear it ? 
The pipes of Havelock sound! ”’ 

And they ‘‘sounded” to a purpose, as you 
will learn when you read the poem. 

May you become well acquainted with our 
sweet-voiced Whittier, and learn to love him 

as well as I do. R. 

SUNDAY-SCHOOL Quarterly made a 
curious misprint not long ago. It 

meant to say: ‘‘ that throughout the Old Testa- 
ment the doctrine of justification by faith is 
clearly shown;” instead of which it said: 
‘¢the doctrine of justification by faith is clearly 
sham!” Think of the power which a single 
word had in that sentence. It reminds me of 

a letter shown to me not long ago, about a 

young girl. One sentence read: ‘‘ Bvais a 
self-sufficient conceited girl,” etc. I knew the 
writer, and also the girl, Eva, and was so sure 

that there must be some mistake, that I wrote 

to the friend for explanation. She replied: 
‘* You are utterly mistaken ; what I wrote was: 
‘ Eva is not a self-sufficient girl,’” etc. That 
is, she thought she did; but the fact was, she 
had omitted that little word ‘‘not” and made 
her sentence say exactly the opposite of her 
intention.



THE BEST THANKSGIVING. 

BEST THANKSGIVING. 

HOA!” said Mr. Chandler, as 

his horse, in spite of Bill’s 

earnest efforts to keep him 

quiet, danced and curvetted 

about as though he was so 

glad to be starting at last that 

he could not control himself. 

“¢ Stand still, can’t you, old fellow, until ’m 

mounted? Thank you, Bill; you have man- 

aged him nicely; I’ve been watching you from 

the window. A happy Thanksgiving to you, 

my boy.” Then he had smiled brightly on him 

and dashed away, down the snowy road. 

Bill looked after him longingly, a great lump 

swelling in his throat. What a thing it would 

be to work for a man like that! Only fourteen 

hours since he laid eyes on him, and yet the 

stranger had managed to show him more kind- 

ness than had been put into his life for years. 

‘“©V’d work till I dropped for a man like 

him! ” he muttered, thrusting his bare hands 

into his scant pockets to keep the frosty air 

from biting him, and staring down the road in 

the direction which the traveler had taken. 

He turned slowly away at last, drawing a 

sigh too heavy for a boy of his age, and went 

toward the woodshed where his next work lay. 

He felt as though he had lost a friend. But 

the evening before, the stranger had stopped at 

the little country tavern where Bill was errand 

boy and general drudge. The man was on 

horseback,. and had taken the wrong road and 

gone miles out of his way. 

‘¢ A silly thing for me to do,” he had said 

cheerily to Bill, who was building a fire in his 

room; ‘I thought I knew all these cross roads ; 

but the snow bewildered me, and they must 

have fenced one of them over. I shall have to 

wait until morning to see my mother and 

father; and that is a pretty heavy trial; did 

you know it, my boy?” 

What had tempted Bill to answer a stranger 

as he did? ‘* Yes sir; but I shall have to wait 

till I die.” 

He was startled and all but frightened the 

moment the words were out. Suppose Mr. 

Drake should hear him talking to a stranger. 

   The stranger was somewhat startlea, too; 

more at the tone than the words. He had 

turned from the window where he stood, and 

given Bill a searching look, and had said 

gently: ‘‘Poor fellow! are your father and 

mother gone?” And then he had asked him 

questions until he knew poor Bill’s short story. 

‘¢ Yes, he lived here.” ‘+ No, he was no re- 

lation to the folks; they had had him come 

when his mother died two years before; he 

staid on, because there was nowhere else to 

go.” ‘¢No, he didn’t like it; he hated it; he 

was kicked and sworn at, and treated worse 

than the dog, a great deal. He’d run away to- 

morrow, only he promised his mother that he 

never would run away from anywhere; and he 

hadn’t any decent clothes to go away in, and 

no chance ever to get any.” 

He told these facts after many questions, 

and he looked often toward the door in an 

alarmed way, lest somebody else might be 

within hearing. 

The stranger had been very kind, and seemed 

unaccountably interested in him; keeping the 

boy with him so long the next morning when he 

went to make his fire, that the landlord scolded 

him fiercely for laziness; but he did not mind 

that; he had been almost happy under the 

spell of a few kind words. And then the 

traveler and his horse had dashed away, and: ’ 

poor Bill felt more friendless and desolate than 

ever. 

He said over the words bitterly: ‘‘A happy 

Thanksgiving to you, my boy.” He have a 

happy day! If there was one time more than 

another that he hated, it was a holiday. Then 

he thought of those other words of the stranger : 

‘‘ Keep up a brave heart, my boy; something 

may happen to you before the day is out; who 

knows? ‘There is a Father in heaven who 

knows all about you, remember.” 

A hundred times during that long day Bill 

thought of the words; thought of them at last 

with a curling lip and great bitterness in his 

heart. Something had happened; it had hap- 

pened to him to be more often scolded and 

sworn at and cuffed and kicked than usual; it 

had happened to him to go hungry since his 

scant breakfast; he had been sent on an
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errand just at dinner time, and hindered so 

long that all traces of dinner were put away 

when he returned, and the cook, being in an 

angry mood, refused to befriend him, and he 

dare not complain. Utterly forlorn and miser- 

able was Bill. He closed and fastened the 

door of the woodshed, saying to himself: ‘I 

don’t believe a word of it. There isn’t any 

Father in heaven who knows anything about 

me; or if he does, he doesn’t care what be- 

comes of me. I wish I was a dog; Nero has 

better times than I have; he had great bones 

to gnaw to-day. Thanksgiving day! Me be 

thankful! For what, I wonder? I wish I was 

dead!” 

Then he went into the great ugly-looking 

kitchen. Cook was not there, but the master 

of the house was; fumbling in a cupboard for 

something he could not find. He had been 

drinking whiskey, and was more ill-natured than 

usual. His son, a boy of fourteen, was loung- 

ing over the table near a pan of milk which had 

just been strained. He winked wickedly at 

Bill as he came in, and as the boy passed the 

table on his way to the outer kitchen, in the 

hope of finding cook and coaxing her for some 

supper, the boy gave a dexterous knock with 

his elbow and sent Bill’s old slouched hat into 

the brimming pan of milk; then, screaming 

with laughter over his ugly joke, escaped 

through a side door as his father turned 

angrily to see what was the matter. 

He had been drinking too much to bear ex- 

planations; and he rarely asked for them any- 

way; it was easier to take for granted that Bill 

was always to blame. He held the frightened 

boy with one strong arm and dealt powerful 

blows with the other, seeming to grow more 

angry with every wail from the poor fellow, un- 

til growing tired at last, he flung Bill from him 

with orders to go out of his sight and stay there. 

Poor Bill! his head reeled and his limbs 

trembled so that he could hardly crawl up the 

back stairs. And this was the end to the 

“¢ happy Thanksgiving! ” Something had hap- 

pened, truly. 

No, the day wasn’t ended yet. Eight miles 

away from the Drake House was a cheery old- 

fashioned kitchen with a great fireplace and a 

‘father 

THANKSGIVING. 

kettle hung on the crane exactly as our grand- 

mothers used to do. The table was partly set 

with quaint old silver, and Mother Chandler, 

in the midst of her preparations for the simple 

tea which was all that was needed after the 

Thanksgiving feast, dropped into her rocking- 

chair to wait for the kettle to boil, and go over 

again with ‘‘father”’ the new idea which had 

come into their lives. She had been out in the 

back ‘‘entry” after the dish for the kittens’ 

milk; had tied a snowy handkerchief over her 

head to keep off the draught, and in her ex- 

citement forgot to remove it, so that she looked 

even quainter and sweeter than usual, with the 

firelight playing all over her kind old face. 

Father Chandler, in the act of changing his 

coat, had bethought himself of the fire, and sat 

downto poke it. A very happy Thanksgiving 

and mother Chandler had had. The 

“boy” had arrived before ten o’clock, and had 

gone to church with them just as he used to do; 

had carved the splendid turkey afterwards, and 

waited on the table, and praised his mother’s 

cooking, and chatted with his father about the 

farm, and the winter’s work, and enjoyed 

everything as though he were still a boy, and 

not a man of twenty-five with cares of his own 

to think about. Early in the day he had begun 

to talk about Bill and the Drake House, where 

he passed the night after being in such a hurry 

to reach them that he would not wait for the 

accommodation train, but came on horseback 

the whole thirty miles of cross-road which sep- 

arated them, and missed his way after all. 

Now he had taken one of his father’s horses 

and the small sleigh and driven back to the 

tavern, while Mother Chandler sat and thought 

of what they had promised to do. 

‘¢It seems kind of curious to take a strange 

boy in like that, without ever seeing him, nor 

knowing anything about him,” she said aloud, 

in a musing tone. ‘‘ But then, Edward is an 

excellent judge of character, and he has taken 

a most uncommon liking to the poor fellow; 

and he certainly needs somebody to care for 

him; and we’ve been looking a good while for 

the right sort of a boy; and we needn’t keep 

him of course, if he doesn’t do; and besides ”»— 

She did not finish her sentence; there was 

?
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no need; they had gone over this ground sey- 

eral times since Edward had driven away, and 

had indeed been over it many times with him. 

Farmer Chandler knew as well as though she 

had said it, that the ‘ besides”? meant that 

Edward had said he looked so like Willie, the 
boy who had gone to heaven years before. 

‘¢ Yes,” said farmer Chandler, rising to put 

on his coat, ‘‘ we couldn’t stand that, could we, 

mother? We'll give the boy a fair chance and 
see what will come of it. I’m kind of glad his 

name is William. It ain’t pleasant to think of 

a boy named William not being well treated.” 

Poor Bill, cold, hungry, utterly miserable, 

had huddled into his cot in the attic to cry 

away the dreary evening; at least, until sleep 

came to help him, when he heard his name 

called in the landlord’s sternest tones. He 

crept out, shivering. , 

‘¢ What are you up to?” asked Mr. Drake, 
pushing open the attic door. Gone to bed be- 

fore it is fairly dark! just like your laziness. 

Well, get up and tumble into your clothes 

and get down stairs in short order; you’re 

wanted.” 

Down stumbled Bill, frightened, miserable ; 

what could be wanted of him to-night, and why 
shouldn’t he have gone to bed when he was 

ordered out of sight? 

In the dining-room, with his fur coat thrown 

over his arm, stood Mr. Chandler, drinking a 

cup of coffee and talking with the landlord. 

He turned toward Bill with a smile: ‘+ How 

are you, my boy? Do you mind taking a 

moonlight ride with me? Itis prime sleighing, 

and I need the help of a boy like you. I’ve 

hired your time for two weeks, and paid Mr. 
Drake for it. Will you come?” 

‘*Of course he’ll come,” interrupted Mr. 

Drake. ‘‘ He’ll do as I tell him to, I reckon.” 

Yes, he would. His eyes shone with such 

sudden joy that Mr. Chandler was half-startled 

with the change it made in the boy’s face. 
But he only said: ‘All right; then we’ll be 

off as soon as we can. Have you had your 
supper? Here, drink a cup of hot coffee; that 

will help you stand the cold; and, landlord, 

suppose we have a couple more sandwiches; a 

boy is always ready for more. Have you an 

overcoat, William? Not! then I’ll have to 
wrap you in horse blankets and buffalo robes. 
I’ve plenty of them with me.” As he talked 
he watched with growing indignation the fam- 
ished way in which Bill devoured the sand- 
wiches. 

In a few minutes more they were skimming 
over the snow, and Mr. Chandler was explain- 
ing things a little to the bewildered boy. 

*‘T thought best to hire your time for two 
weeks, William, but if you are the kind of boy 
I think you are, my father and mother want 
you to work for them this winter. I’m taking 
you there now to try it. Ina day or two you 
will be able to decide whether or not you want 
to stay; and if you do, the two weeks’ wages 
that Mr. Drake has had will give him fair 
notice.” 

Said Bill, his voice trembling with eagerness, 
‘‘T’d like to go back, sir, and give him notice 
to-night; I’d like to work forever for a dog, 
even, that belonged to you.” 

‘All right,” said Mr. Chandler, laughing, 
yet feeling as though the tears were very near. 
‘¢ Still, I think Iwould wait until morning, if I 
were you.” 

Years afterward, when William Adams tried 
to imagine how heaven would feel, he always 
thought first of that farm-house kitchen, and 
Mother Chandler rising out of her rocking-chair 
to greet him, and Father Chandler saying, with 
a voice which trembled a little, ‘‘We are glad 
to see you, my boy; and we are glad your 
name is William; we have a good boy in 
heaven by that name. Now, mother, shall we 

all have some supper?” 

Just a year from that day, Edward Chandler 
arrived again at his old home to spend Thanks- 
giving. This time he came by train, and Wil- 
liam Adams had the sleigh and the horses and 
the handsome new buffalo robes at the station 
waiting for him. 

‘* Well, William,” said Mr. Chandler as they 
whirled away, ‘‘ How goes the world? Shall I 
wish you a better Thanksgiving than you had 
last year?” 

‘You can’t, sir; ” said William, with shining 

eyes, ‘‘there never can be a better one. The 
best thing that can ever happen to me, hap-



LITTLE SUE AND THE BIRDS.—THE GROSSLASWITZ BELL. 

pened when I stepped into your father’s house 

that night.” 

‘¢ Ah, no! my boy, wait; one of these days 

when you step into the Father’s house up yon- 

der— the Father who planned it all for you — 

then you will know what Thanksgiving means.” 

F. A. Power. 

  

LITTLE SUE AND THE BIRDS. 

66 HAT were the little birds saying, 
mamma? 

They seemed to be talking to me, 

While Dolly and I were playing just now 

Down under the old maple tree. 

They chattered together Se so fast, 

As if they were scolding away 

At Dolly and me, when we’ve been so kind 

To scatter them crumbs ev’ry day.” 

‘* Not scolding, my child, just saying ‘good 

by’ 

To Dolly and dear little Sue, 

And telling that they are going away, 

And sorry indeed to leave you. 

For the birds’ houses: are not warmly built 

To keep out cold winds and the snow; 

When winter is coming, southward they fly, 

But come back in springtime, you know.” 

‘¢Oh! then I'll be five, and going on six, 

Mamma; they won’t know me at all; 

And I'll have to tell them just who I am — 

T’ll have grown so old and so tall. 

They'll be as surprised as grandmamma, was, 

And say, ‘ Can it really be true 

That this great big girl is the same we called, 

Last year, our own dear little Sue?’” 

‘* The winter’s so cold, I’d fly with the birds, 

If I only had wings, I know; , 

But then, if I went, I’d lose all the fun 

Of playing out doors in the snow. 

So I think, mamma, ’tis best to stay here; 

I can warm my fingers and toes 

By our own grate fire, and cuddle right up 

In your lap, when the cold wind blows.” 

— The Kindergarten. 

THE GROSSLASWITZ BELL. 

HE ‘‘ New York Evangelist ’’ tells its inter- 

esting story. 

Grosslaswitz is a small town in Germany, 

where a hundred and fifty years ago the people 

very much wanted a church bell. But they 

were very poor; they came together and 

pledged what each could give, and it was not 

nearly enough even for a small bell. They 

must wait. Whether the birds heard of their 

disappointment or not, I cannot tell, but one of 

them in flying over the church yard dropped a 

grain of corn. The village schoolmaster saw 

it drop, and watched while it took root, and 

grew, and became a stalk of corn. When the 

corn ripened he sowed it in a quiet corner of 

his own garden. On the next season he 

divided the grains which had grown from that 

small beginning among the farmers of the vil- 

lage. They agreed to plant and keep them 

separate from every other growth. The next 

year the crop was again divided, and after 

eight years had passed, the harvest which came 

from that single grain of corn which the bird 

sowed, was gathered and sold, and behold 

there was enough to buy a bell, which ever 

since has rung out from the tower, calling the 

people to church. 

Do you suppose the birds know this story? 

 



“LOVE THROUGH ALL.”—SOMETHING TO 

“LOVE THROUGH ALL.” 

O the girls and boys who make up our great 

company of Pansies always recognize 

this, I wonder? I heard a girl fretting sadly 

over the rain, but this morning. She thought 

it was ‘‘real mean” to rain, and spoil their 

holiday. 

I am going to give you some quotations 

from a book bearing the above title. Or 

rather, it is a little booklet, done in pale pink, 

and dainty enough for a birthday offering to 

your dear mothers. In the upper left-hand 

corner it says in small, neat letters: 

‘© A voice from a sick room.” 

And I happen to know that the bird who 

sings these songs has lain with broken wings 

for fifteen years. Day after day she suffers 

more than you or I can understand; yet when 

there comes a little relief from pain, she sings, 

in the language which I give you here. The 

book has a Bible verse and a bit of original 

verse, for each day in the month, and is neatly 

and carefully printed. 

The author, Amy Parkinson, lives in Tor- 

onto, Canada, and her little book is published 

by the Endeavor Herald Publishing Company, 

Toronto. 

It is my hope from month to month here- 
after, to give you the story of some new book, 

or booklet, and this is the beginning. 

LOVE THROUGH ALL. 

THIRTEENTH DAY. 

“ What time Iam afraid I will trust in Thee.” 

Is there a timid, frightened child, 
Who shrinks at every sound ? 

Be sure that one will oftenest feel 

The mother’s arms around. 

Lord, there are weak and timid ones 
Amongst the children here; 

For them the music of thy voice — 
“Tis I, ye need not fear.” 

FOURTEENTH DAY. 

“ Thy right hand shall hold me.” 

Dear Lord, I will not try to understand ; 
I cannot see my way, 

But, surely, in the dark, the touch I feel 
Is Thine own hand. 

THINK ABOUT. 

FIFTEENTH DAY. 

“Every good gift — is from above.’ 

Falling asleep awhile, I dreamed of fragranoe,— 

Then, waking, at my pillow found a bunch 

Of roses sweet, brought by a loving friend ; 

Half, flushed with glowing pink, and half were dressed 
All in pure white. 

Oft, through the night of earth, 
We dream of Heaven, and many a token find 

That our Best Friend Himself hath been beside us. 

THIRTIETH DAY. 

“ Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I 
will fear no evil, for Thou art with me.” 

Home to my God! earth’s clouds left far behind — 

Of all the long, steep path the last step trod — 

The perfectness of rest and love to find 

Through all eternity ; at home, with God ! 

SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUT. 

N exchange says that no money has been 

made at Coney Island for thirty years. 

This used to be a popular pleasure resort which 

paid well; but it seems the general verdict of 

those who have had the management of it for 

the last thirty years is, that it does not pay 

expenses. Again and again it has changed 

hands, each retiring manager telling the same 

story. The thing to remember is, that all are 

agreed that the business began to fail when the 

Sabbath was forgotten. 

Coney Island has been notorious for years 

as a Sabbath resort for a class of people who 

have no regard for that day. Those who have 

been unsuccessful there all agree that it is the 
Sabbath which has ruined them. Not that they 
think for a moment that it is because it is God’s 
day, and he is taking care of it, but they say 

the thing is so uncertain. They have to plan 

for fifty thousand people, and perhaps not ten 

thousand will come; the Sabbath breakers are 

not to be depended upon; they may go else- 

where, and they may stay at home. 
Whatever the reason given, it is an interest- 

ing fact that Sabbath resorts all over the 
country are learning that money is not to be 
made in that way. Perhaps after a few 
hundred years all people will discover that it 
pays to keep God’s command about the holy 
day.
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‘(THE TIME WHEN EVERYTHING SEEMS STILL.”’ 

DRIVING THE COW. 

y Ke just the time when it does seem 

Like everything bad gotten still, — 

’Cept often, down besides the stream, 

Why, maybe there’s a whippoorwill ; 

And frogs always! But, somehow, they 

Don’t seem like noises made by day. 

Then all up through the meadow-grass 

It’s nice an’ cool for ‘‘ Blossom’s ” feet. 

I let the bars down while we pass, 

An’ ’t seems like everything smells sweet. 

It’s red out where the sun went down, 

But all the woods below are brown. 

An’ there’s one star; but just as soon 

As that comes out, it’s gettin’ dark! 

*Way off, the cow-bells make a tune, 

An’ then our dog begins to bark, 

An’ lights, up at the farm, peep out, 

An’ Granny’s candle moves about. 

— St. Nicholas. 

THE TARANTULA’S CELLAR DOOR. 

OHNNIE, my son, didn’t I hear 

you invite Willie Wales to come 

ir s over and slide on our cellar 

oe gi door?” 

"@ ‘6 Yes, sir,” said Johnnie. 

‘¢ And here he is by special 

Isn’t that rather strange for a boy 

   
’ 

invitation. 

who has no cellar door on which to entertain 

his friends?” 

‘¢ Couldn’t we put up a board to the window 

of the adobe cooling-room? Wouldn’t that 

do?” questioned Johnnie anxiously. 

‘Well,’ said papa, ‘‘that depends upon 

whether you want to emphasize the sliding or 

the cellar door. Now if it is the cellar door 

you boys are especially interested in, here is a 

very fine one.” 

Papa drew from his pocket what looked like 

the most common of clods; but as he turned it 

over they caught sight of a perfectly round, 

smooth hole, which looked as though it went 

clear through, but somehow it seemed hard to
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find the other end. Papa turned the clod over 

and shook it gently, when open came a tiny 

door, all lined and hinged with silvery-white 

spider’s silk. The boys were not the only mem- 

bers of the family who thought it a wonderful 

door, fitting, as it did, so perfectly that it 

could scarcely be detected upon close inspection. 

“‘Tt doesn’t need any lock, does it?” said 

one of the boys. 

‘¢Mrs. Tarantula sometimes thinks it does, 

and spins a web across it after she has shut 

the door behind her.” 

‘Ts it a tarantula’s nest? 

was it?” 

‘‘I found only so much of it,” said papa; 

‘‘put this part was probably about six inches 

deep, and as straight as a well; from this is 

made a horizontal or slightly inclined passage- 

way several inches long, at the end of which 

there is another little well just deep enough to 

make Mrs. Tarantula a comfortable sitting- 

room. It is all lined with silk, just as you see 

this part of the hole and the door is.” 

‘¢ Where did you find it?” asked Johnnie. 

‘¢T happened to notice this clod while culti- 

vating in the young orange orchard; a rather 

unusual place to find it, as they prefer to dig 

their homes in dry, hard, uncultivated ground.” 

Neighbor Willie had been looking and listen- 

ing with a great deal of interest, which now 

expressed itself in the question, ‘‘ What is a 

tarantula?” 

‘“¢Ho! don’t you know? So you did just 

come from ‘back East,’ didn’t you? Why, a 

tarantula is a great big, black, woolly spider ; 

so big that when it walks it covers as much 

ground as the palm of my hand,” and Johnnie 

held up his palm, the slender fingers bent back- 

ward, by way of illustration. 

‘¢A large one is two inches long,” supple- 

mented papa, ‘‘ with legs two inches or more in 

length, and covered from ‘head to toe’ with 

black hair looking much like fur. They look 

very dignified as they walk slowly along. They 
are not often seen in the daytime, but are very 

partial to a moonlight stroll. They are so 
black that they can easily be seen even on a 
rather dark night. They belong to the mining 

department of the wolf spiders.” 

How much longer 

YORK BABIES. 

‘¢ What are wolf spiders?” Aunt Edith asked, 
with a little shrug, remembering her childish 
horror of just a little brown house spider. 

‘¢ They are spiders who gain their living, not 
by making a web to eutrap their prey, but by 
prowling about like hunters, and depending 
upon their power of leaping or springing to 

catch large insects, or even such things as small 
lizards, or frogs; there is one species that 

catches large birds.” 

‘Do tarantulas live ‘back East?’” asked 
Johnnie. 

‘*T have never heard of them in this coun- 

try farther east than Texas. They prefer the 
warm, dry climate of the great plains and 

desert. They are found in Southern Europe, 

and, indeed, in all dry, tropical climates.” 

_‘* Papa, Aunt Edith is learning a piece of 

music called ‘ Tarantelle.’ ” 

‘Yes; that is the national dance of Sicily. 

The people there used to suppose, long ago, 

that the only cure for the bite of a tarantula 
was music and dancing. The tarantula was 

named from Tarentune, a city in Southern Italy, 

and the music was named from the tarantula.” 

Then the whole family followed papa into 

the library to see him carefully deposit the 
clod, with its remnant of a home and its pretty 

trap-door, in the cabinet beside the bottled 

tarantula. And poor Willie Wales drew up 

one little bare foot as though afraid something 
might bite it, looked dolefully at the ‘+ danger- 

ous things ” in bottles, and ran home to tell his 

mother that he wanted to go ‘‘ back East.” 

Marre McCrovp. 

SOME NEW YORK BABIES. 

OU would find them by the hundred in 
the ‘‘Day Nurseries.” The working 

mothers who have no one to care for their 
children, may bring them to the Day Nursery, 
and for five cents a day have them fed and 
cared for. Of course if the mother of a child 
is sick, or has no work which pays her enough 
for her to give the five cents, the baby will be 
taken care of without charge; but mothers who ° 
can, like to pay for it.



A PECULIAR WILL.—TABBY TALES. 

Each baby is bathed as soon as it arrives, 

and put into clothes which belong to the nur- 

sery; then they are fed, and the younger ones 

put to bed for their naps. It must be great 

fun to visit the nursery at dinner-time. Then 

the ‘‘bottle”” babies have their bottles; the 

older ones who have arrived at the dignity of 

feeding themselves sit around the table with 

their bibs on, hard at work; but the ones who 

have not learned how to help themselves, are 

gathered in circles on rugs spread for them, 

and the nurse in charge of each circle sits in 

the center with a great bowl of bread and milk, 

and gives each baby a spoonful in turn, they 

holding up their mouths like robins in the nest. 

Mrs. Ballington Booth who has written a charm- 

ing account of these Day Nurseries, tells of a 

dear little Dutch baby not old enough to talk, 

whose mother brings it every day, when she 

goes to her work. One morning she asked: 

‘¢ Do you pray here before you eat?” 

When the nurse explained that a blessing 

was asked, she said: 

‘¢Then that is what my baby means. This 

morning when I gave her her breakfast, she 

put her two little hands together and put her 

head down, and was still for a minute; then 

she began to eat.” In this way the baby had 

become her mother’s teacher. Do you remem- 

ber where it says: ‘A little child shall lead 

them?” 

A PECULIAR WILL. 

HE GOLDEN RULE tells about a will 

made by an old lady who died a short time 

ago. It was peculiar, certainly, but the old lady 

showed in it that she was a lover of temperance 

and good order, and a hater of tobacco. 

She left money to be used in painting the 

houses of her village; but no one could use this 

fund who kept a dog or used tobacco. And they 

must also be members of a temperance society. 

Also, money was left for securing lectures 

on travel, etc. The lectures to be given on 

Wednesday afternoons when the roads were 

good, and the school children would be able to 

attend. 

Money was left for taking care of old tomb- 

stones in the village cemetery ; and for plant- 

ing trees along the road side. Under the trees 

were to be built seats where tired people could 

rest. 

A boy friend of mine says, ‘‘If she had left 

the dogs out, I think it would have been a good 

And another says, ‘* Why, she did leave 

the dogs out.” ‘*O, well!” declares the first, 

amid shouts of laughter, ‘*‘ you know I mean if 

she had put them in.” 

will.” 

TABBY TALES. 

ABBY was Charlie’s best friend, that is, 

his best furry friend; from the time he 

wore little dresses until he was a large boy. 

Tabby always hid her sharp claws when she 

played with Charlie so that her paws felt smooth 

as velvet. Charlie’s mamma said, ‘‘ I wonder 

if Tabby really has any claws?” for nobody 

had ever Charlie often played 

rough and tumble games with her, which cats do 

not generally like; but she still kept her claws 

in the little pockets made on purpose for them. 

One day Charlie pulled her tail by mistake ; 

even then she did not show her weapons. I 

think she had heard her pussy-mother say that 

nails were not to scratch, but to catch mice. 

But one sad day Charlie tried to put Tabby 

down cellar, and then even dear Tabby forgot 

her mother’s command, and quickly drew out 

her shining, sharp claws, and fiercely scratched 

poor Charlie’s hand. Charlie never tried to 

put Tabby down cellar again. 

Tabby had been naughty one day, so Aunt 

Maria shut her in a room by herself as a pun- 

ishment. But Tabby saw the open transom 

and climbed up— to look at Aunt Maria? O, 

no! she was going to try to escape from her 

prison. But Aunt Maria saw her, and raised 

her hand in warning and waved it toward her, 

saying, ‘‘ Back, back! go back!” 

Cunning Tabby raised her paw and made the 

same warning motions that Aunt Maria did. 

Then Aunt Maria said, ‘‘ You dear knowing 

Tabby,” and let her out. 

Mrs. A. E. L. Maxon. 

seen them.



QUEEN VICTORIA’S INDIAN STUDIES. 

QUEEN VICTORIA’S INDIAN STUDIES. 

HEN in 1877, the Queen of 

England was proclaimed Em- 

press of India, she at once de- 

sired to know more about her 

distant subjects. During the 

long period of British inter- 

course with India, much has been written of 

the character, habits and customs of the na- 

tives of that country. Such prominent En- 

glishmen as Macaulay and Thackeray were 

familiar with the Orient, from an alien point 

of view, and have given the public the benefit 

of their information. 

But rightly judging that a people can be 

best known through their own literature, Queen 

Victoria began the study of Hindoostanee about 

four years ago. At the age of seventy, a new 

language is not easy to learn, but to the Euro- 

pean mind an Oriental language presents pe- 

culiar difficulties, arising from a line of thought 

entirely diverse from our Western ideas. 

Notwithstanding these obstacles, Queen Vic- 

toria began the task with great spirit, and such 

has been her strength of purpose, as well as 

regular habits of study, that her progress has 

been remarkable. No matter what public or 

private duties press heavily upon the queen, 

the daily lesson in Hindoostanee is never 

omitted. When she travels, either in England 

or on the Continent, her Indian Secretary and 

his attendants form a necessary part of her swite. 

This moonshe, Hafiz Abdul Karim, who is a 

man of high birth and education, makes it his 

chief aim in life to assist his empress in her 

linguistic aspirations. Both royal pupil and 

Indian teacher have labored so faithfully, that 

now the queen not only reads Indian books of 

philosophy and religion, but also keeps a diary 

in Hindoostanee. 

When a few pages of this journel were pub- 

lished as written, great enthusiasm was kindled 

in India for a sovereign who showed so deep an 

interest in her far-away subjects. The queen’s 

main object in acquiring the language of India 

is to become, through their literature, thor- 

oughly familiar with the people, and their 

ways of thinking. But she also wishes to be 

   able to converse in their native tongue with 

Indian subjects who may visit her, especially 

with the women, in the hope of gaining some 

clue that will help her to better their unhappy 

condition. 

Other members of the royal family of En- 

gland have followed the queen’s example, and 

studied India also. Referring to this fact, a 

learned Indian writer strongly commends their 

course, believing that the attention to Hindoo- 

stanee on the part of royalty, will stimulate the 

aristocracy of India to return the compliment, 

by a study of English customs and: language. 

As Empress of India, Queen Victoria rules 

over more Mohammedans than are found under 

the three Mohammedan rulers together. Both 

the Sultan of Turkey, and the Shah of Persia 

have expressed great esteem and admiration 

for the queenly student of a language that is so 

essentially Mohammedan. 

Hence, it is claimed, that by breaking down 

prejudice, and favoring the spread of English 

civilization, the mere knowledge of the queen’s 

studies will have a Christianizing effect on the 

followers of Islam, which may lead to greater 

things in the near future. 

If this prove true, then England’s queen may 

in some measure counteract the not always 

good influence of British tradesman and soldier 

in her Eastern dominions, during the past half- 

century. OrrvE May EaGer. 

AN EVENING IN LONDON. 

T is interesting to read how the 

Salvation Army in London 

   
    

  

   

     

RT, kept the anniversary of Mrs. 
bar. ~,| General Booth’s death. They 
Wi gy have a large hall which will 

seat twelve thousand people. 

Here the army gathered one evening, filling 

every seat. There are a thousand seats re- 

served for children, and these also were filled. 

There were two screens in front of the plat- 

form, a large and a small one. When the hall 

was darkened, a powerful lime light was used 

to throw upon the large screen the words, ‘‘ Per- 

fect Silence,” and the writer in the ‘‘ Union



DOGS. 

Signal” who described the scene, says it seemed 
as though the hush which followed could be 

felt. Stealing sweetly into the hush came the 

voice of a thousand children singing softly, 

‘Qh! say, shall we meet you all there?” 

Then the screen said, ‘‘ Silent Prayer,” and 

twelve thousand heads were bowed and that 

peculiar solemn silence came over the house 

again. All directions were given by the screen, 

and the next was ‘‘ All hail the power of Jesus’ 

name,” and the great company, rising with 

military order, burst into song. How won- 

derful it must have sounded to hear twelve 

thousand people singing with all their might. 

Then appeared on the screen text after text 

of Bible, each having some peculiar meaning 

to the members of the army, and each con- 

nected with the memory of their beloved 

leader. Next, the screen invited all to join in 

‘¢*The Lord’s Prayer.” Following this, the 

words of a beautiful hymn were flashed before 

them, beginning with the line, ‘‘ There is a 

better world they say, oh so bright!” and the 

small screen directed that ‘children only” 

should sing. 

After this general opening, many pictures of 

Mrs. Booth were shown. One in which she 

was speaking to a great company in Man- 

chester, another where she was bending over a 

poor drunkard, ‘another when she stood with 

her lovely daughter before an audience. Then, 

while the children were still softly singing, 

‘There is a better world they say, oh so 

bright,” the screen glowed with words of help 

and cheer, which Mrs. Booth had spoken to her 

people from time to time. Among them these: 

‘‘Turn your back on the world.” ‘Don’t 

pore over the past; let it go.” ‘* Anchor to 

the throne of God, and when the reckoning 

time comes, you will be safe.” ‘+ Love one 

another; oh! love one another.” ‘‘I do not 

believe we shall be fastened up in a corner of 

heaven, playing on a harp!” ‘‘ Self-denial 

will prove your love to Christ.” ‘* Promise 

me that you will be faithful.” 

When this sentence appeared, there flashed 

upon the children’s screen the words, ‘Fix 

Bayonets,” and instantly every little right arm 

was raised in token of their pledge. Then the 

screen said, ‘‘ Who being dead, yet speaketh.” 
Surely every one present must have realized 
its truth. 

There followed a brief, tender address by 
General Booth, reminding his people of his 
wife’s deepest wish and prayer for them all, 
and that one day they would meet her again. 
As soon as he was seated and the lights were 
again turned low, the screen furnished the 
words, and the great audience sang softly, 

‘¢ We shall meet one another again.” Then 
the screen said, ‘‘ Self-denial week begins next 
Saturday. Remember the starving wives and 
children of the coal miners.” There followed 
a consecration service, held in perfect silence; 

the screen flashing the consecration prayer be- 

fore them, for their hearts to repeat. They 
received it, standing, with right arms upraised. 

As I read the simple yet wonderful story of 
that memorial service, and read of the quiet 
way in which the throngs of men, women and 
children passed from the hall, and of the re- 
spect with which policemen, omnibus and car 
drivers received them on the crowded streets, 

I felt as I have not before, what a power for 

God in dark and dangerous places that Salva- 
tion Army has become. 

Was it not a beautiful way in which to re- 
member their great leader who has gone home? 

DOGS. 

fl Pease is one country to which the dogs 
would do well to emigrate. An exchange 

says that the government of Belgium has or- 
dered that all dogs who pay full fare on the 
railroad, are to be received and treated as pas- 
sengers. If one of them occupies a seat, and 
you, a traveler, have none, you must stand, to 

be sure, and let his dogship sit; hasn’t he 

paid for his seat? 

Or rather, for I believe they do not allow 
people to ride in the steam cars in Belgium un- 
less they have seats, if you arrive late at the 
station, only to find that every seat is taken in 
the train, no matter how many of them have 
been taken by dogs, you will have to wait until 
next time!



SOMETHING FOR SOMEBODY.—BABY’S CORNER. 

THE HEADS OF A SERMON. 

HE sermon was preached in England before 

a large company of young people. I do 

not know the text, but the subject was the 

Christian Endeavor pledge. The following 

were the heads. Notice the first letter of each 

sentence. RS 

P-ray much. 
L-ive near to Christ. 

E-very day read his word. 

D-o what he bids you. 

G-o where he sends you. 

E-ver ready to serve. 

Having such “heads” as these, we can 

preach our own sermon. Really, when one 

stops to think of it, that is what the C. E. 

means; and it is certainly what every one 

ineans, who has given himself or herself to 

. Jesus. 

SOMETHING FOR SOMEBODY. 

HAVE a little friend whose 

sister is to celebrate the fifth 

anniversary of her marriage in 

| a few weeks. My friend has 

been making her a pretty and 

useful present, which I will 

describe to you. It is half a dozen napkin- 

rings, each made in a different color. Do you 

know about the ‘‘ molds” in all sorts of shapes 

for crochet work, which was explained in the 

‘¢ Ladies’ Home Journal” last November? 

Fanny’s mother takes the ‘‘ Journal,” and 
there Fanny learned to make her napkin-rings. 

Her uncle in New York got the molds for her, 

circles with a heart-shaped center, one for each 

ring. He sent her, also, the thread which is 

woven on purpose for such work, and which 

shines like silk. 

She used five circles and a heart-shaped piece 

for each ring. It was not hard work at; all. 

First she covered the molds with what is called 

close crochet, then worked a ‘‘ double crochet” 

around that first row, then a fancy or ‘‘ picot” 

edge, to finish it. All these terms you under- 

stand if you have learned how to crochet. If 

not, it is easily learned. Just go to some friend   

who crochets and coax her to teach you, for it 

is pretty and pleasant work; and with the help 

of these new-fashioned molds very pretty and 

inexpensive things can be made. 

When Fanny’s molds were finished she joined 

them together with short crochet stitches, and 

had as neat and pretty a napkin-ring as one 

need desire. Her sister, who has a dainty little 

home, with many pretty home-made things in 

it, and who has many friends who like to drop 

in and take tea or dinner with her, will, I am 

sure, be charmed with her gift. Each ring be- 

ing made of a different color they are easily 

distinguished, and help to brighten the table. 

Maria SINGLETON. 

  

BABY’S CORNER. 

  

WHAT BABY IS MADE OF. 

HIS is what baby is made of : — 

- Two little hands and two little feet, 

One little mouth so rosy and sweet, 

Ten little fingers and ten little toes, 

Two little ears and one little nose ; 

Two little eyes, so shining and bright, 

With little windows to let in the light; 

A sparkle of tear-drops, a dimple or two, 

A sweet little laugh, and a ‘‘coo” and a ‘*go0”, 

That is what baby is made of. 

AGnes E. VOLENTINE.



  

  

    
      
      

          
                  
            

WATCHING FOR A SAIL TO COME IN SIGHT.



LOST: THE SUMMER. 
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HAVE YOU NOTICED HER STEPS IN THE GRASS ? 

THE GARDEN LOOKS RED WHERE SHE WENT ; 

LOST: THE SUMMER. 

HERE has the summer gone? Has any one seen her about? 

She was just here a minute ago, She must have gone off in the night! 

With roses and daisies And she took the best flowers 

To whisper her praises — And the happiest hours, 

And everyone loved her so! And asked no one’s leave for her flight.



IN SEPTEMBER.—FALSE KINDNESS. 

Have you noticed her steps in the grass? 

The garden looks red where she went; 

By the side of the hedge 

There’s a golden-rod edge, 

And the rose-vines are withered and bent. 

Don’t you fear she is sorry she went? 

It seems but a minute since May! 

I’m scarcely half through 

What I wanted to do; 

If she only had waited a day! 

Do you think she will ever come back? 
I shall watch every day at the gate 

For the robins and clover, 

Saying over and over: 

‘¢T know she will come, if I wait! ” 

R. M. Apen. 

IN SEPTEMBER. 

ORNINGS frosty grow, and cold, 

Brown the grass on hill and wold; 

Crows are cawing sharp and clear 

When the rustling corn grows sere: 

Mustering flocks of blackbirds call, 

Here and there a few leavs fall, 

In the meadows larks sing sweet, 

Chirps the cricket at our feet, 

In September. 

Noons are sunny, warm, and still, 

A golden haze o’erhangs the hill, 

Amber sunshine’s on the floor 

Just within the open door. 

Still the crickets call and creak, 

Never found, though long we seek; 

Oft comes faint report of gun, 

Busy flies buzz in the sun, 

In September. 

Evenings chilly are, and damp, 

Early lighted is the lamp ; 

Fire burns, and kettle sings, 

Smoke ascends in thin blue rings; 

On the rug the children lie, 

In the west the soft lights die, 

From the elms a robin’s song 

Rings out sweetly, lingers long, 

In September. 

— Sunday Afternoon. 

THOUGHTS IN A WHEAT FIELD. 

N His wide fields walks the Master. 

In His fair fields, ripe for harvest, 

Where the evening sun shines slantwise 

On the rich ears heavy bending ; 
Saith the Master: ‘It is time.” 

Though no leaf shows brown decadence, 
And September’s nightly frost-bite 
Only reddens the horizon, 

‘¢Tt is full time,” saith the Master, 

The wise Master, ‘‘It is time.” .. . 

Who shall know the Master’s coming? 

Whether it be dawn or sunset, 

When night dews weigh down the wheat ears, 
Or while noon rides high in heaven, 

Sleeping lies the yellow field. 
Only, may Thy voice, Good Master, 
Peal above the reapers’ chorus, 

And duli sound of sheaves slow falling, 

‘¢ Gather all into My garner, 
For it is My harvest time.” 

Dinan Motock Cra. 

FALSE KINDNESS. 

HE softest little fluff of fur! 

The gentlest, most persuasive purr! 
Oh! everybody told me that 
She was the ‘loveliest little cat.” 
So when she on the table sprung, 
And lapped the cream with small red tongue, 
I only gently put her down, 

And said, ‘‘ No, no!” and tried to frown; 

But if I had been truly kind, 
I should have made that kitten mind! 

Now, large and quick, and strong of will, 

She’ll spring upon the table still, 
And, spite of all my watchful care, 
Will snatch the choicest dainties there ; 

And everybody says, ‘‘ Scat! scat! 
She’s such a dreadful, dreadful cat! ” 

But I who hear them, know, with shame, 
I only am the one to blame, 

For in the days when she was young, 
And lapped the cream with small red tongue, 
Had I to her been truly kind, 
I should have made that kitten mind. 

— Marion Douglas, in Harper’s Young People.



JAMIE’S LEISURE AFTERNOON. 

JAMIE'S LEISURE AFTERNOON. 

HERE’S that patch to be finished 

on old Dobson’s shoe, Jamie, 

and the rip to be sewed up on 

Deacon Turner’s boot, — and 

after that there isn’t any more 

that you can do till Iget back. 

You will have to stay around the shop, you know, 

to keep order and tend to things generally; but 

you can stay in the front yard, if you want to, 

instead of inside the shop, and you can play 

  

therefore, it seemed his duty to keep Jamie’s 

hands from ever being idle. 

This particular afternoon, when the village 

shoemaker had to go to the county town some 

four miles away, as a witness on an important 

law-suit, was a delight to Jamie’s heart; only 

two pieces of work in the shop which he could 

do — ‘and I will get through with them in a 

twinkling,” he said, surveying with a practiced’ 

eye the place to be patched, and the rip to be 

sewed; ‘‘ then I will have lots of time to myself. 

‘ Play marbles,’ indeed! I will get my basin.” 

  

                    
                
                
  

                      

                
                                      
  

                
        
  

  
    
  
    
      
  

                
  
  
    
                                                                      
                    
                  
              
                                                                                                              

                                                        
                                        
    
          
    
                

  
        
  

              
      

  

              
  

                          
  
  

                
    
      

    
          
              
    

                
          
            

    

                      
      
          

  
      

  
      

  
  

          
          

  

        
    

                
                  

  

    
            

      
    

          
‘(THAT BOY IS BOUND TO BE A NATURALIST.”? 

marbles, or something, to amuse yourself till I 
get back.” 

‘“¢Yes, sir,” said Jamie briskly; ‘‘ thank you, 

sir.” What he called ‘‘a streak of luck” had 
come tohim. Old Joe Wilkins, the shoemaker, 

for whom Jamie worked day after day, month 
in and month out, summer and winter, with 

very few holidays, was not a hard man, but he 
was very industrious himself, and had learned 
years ago, when he was a child, that ‘+ Satan 
finds some mischief still for idle hands to do,” 

While the sun was yet three hours high, the 
patch had been neatly set, the rip sewed so care- 

fully that not a stitch could be seen, and Jamie, 
not waiting to remove his leather apron or roll 

down his sleeves, had dashed up the back stairs 

to his own little den, pulled from under his cot 

bed his dear possessions, a junk bottle filled 

with some suspicious-looking water mixed in 
with moss and roots, and an old tin basin, and 

was back in the shop where the sunlight was 
clear. Here he sprawled himself at full length



JAMIE’S LEISURE 

on the floor, with bare feet crossed over each 

other in the sunshine, his arms spread out to 

steady himself, and proceeded to watch with 

deepest interest the various forms of wriggling 

life which the sunlight revealed in his basin. 

Very carefully this water had been dipped from 

what was to Jamie the most interesting part of 

the pond — half a mile below the shoe-shop — 

turned into a precious bottle of his, and brought 

home in triumph to study at his leisure. 

If you had questioned Jamie, he could not 

have told you to save his life, why he was so 

deeply interested in all these curious forms of 

life which seemed to spring into existence be- 

fore his eyes in the bright tin basin. Jamie 

had never seen an aquarium, did not know, in- 

deed, that there were such things; he had never 

heard the word ‘‘ naturalist.” He would have 

been astonished had he heard that the village 

school-teacher had said once after talking with 

him, that that boy was bound to be a naturalist. 

A homely boy was Jamie, with a straight mat 

of hair which refused to wave, or roll, or doany- 

thing but lie thick and low over his fore- 

head; he had a mouth too wide for the rest of 

his face, and a nose, which Emma Jones, the 

only girl he knew, declared to be ‘‘ too ugly 

for anything.” An orphan was Jamie; the 

only home he knew in the world was the one 

over the shoemaker’s shop. Nota bad home; 

Jamie thought it was a good place to sleep, and 

there was nearly always enough to eat, and if 

his clothes were coarse and badly cut, he cared 

very little about it, for they were generally kept 

in pretty good order. On the whole, Jamie con- 

' sidered himself fairly well off; much better off 

than some boys he knew, who had drunken 

fathers — though now and then he did look wist- 

fnily at a boy whom he knew had a mother. 

Jamie remembered his mother dimly; she used 

to kiss him — nobody ever kissed him now, but 

it was only now and then, on a very rainy 

night, that Jamie thought he cared. 

Ever since the boy could remember he had been 

interested in bugs and worms and all creeping 

things; more especially he found that he was 

interested in those things that were in the water 

—he liked to watch them; to imagine things 

about them, to discover if he could, how many 

AFTERNOON. 

eyes they had, and what was their mode of Jiv- 

ing; he had been teased a good deal about this 

taste until he had grown shy of it, and kept 

the water, which he brought from the lake, or 

pond or running stream, a profound secret, in 

a junk bottle under his bed. Not even the 

shoemaker knew how much attention was given 

to this every morning while Jamie was getting 

back into his clothes. 

So this entire sunshiny afternoon, or at least 

several hours of it, with the house to himself — 

for the shoemaker’s wife and daughter had gone 

with him to town — was an opportunity to be 

remembered by Jamie. 

When the name of James Burke Waterhouse 

had become very well known in the scientific 

world — when he lived in a large house, and 

had an aquarium and a rockery in his study, 

and an artificial pond on his grounds, and all 

curious contrivances and appliances everywhere 

for carrying on his scientific studies — for his 

writings had become authority in the scientific 

journals — Reginald Newton, the son of ‘‘ Dick 

Newton,” one of the boys who used to tease 

damie for studying bugs, called upon him. 

Reginald was a young fellow of eighteen or so; 

faultlessly dressed — he wore gold eye-glasses, 

carried a tiny cane, and knew the latest styles 

of neckties, and just how to arrange his hair. 

‘¢ Professor Waterhouse,” he said, ‘‘ I would 

like to ask you, sir, if you have no objections, 

what is the best way for a fellow like me to be- 

gin to pursue his studies in your line: I would 

like to be a naturalist.” 

Professor Waterhouse looked at him serenely 

from under his shaggy hair —looked at him 

thoughtfully, seeming to go away back into 

the past; then his large mouth twitched humor- 

ously at the corners, and he said with a genial 

laugh — ‘¢ Get a tin basin, and a pint of bog; 

put on a big leather apron, roll your sleeves up 

above your elbows and sprawl around bare- 

footed on a bare floor. That is the best begin- 

ning I know anything about.” 

Is it any wonder that Reginald Newton stared 

dumbly, and went away to tell people that he 

thought Professor Waterhouse had studied 

until his brain was a little cracked? 

F. A. Power.
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OLD GRAY. 

TAND still, old fellow!” said 

Mr. Jones, as he held what little 

Dick called the horse’s ‘* back 

“| foot” in his hand, and skilful- 

A ly set the shoe. Little Dick 

was half-scared over the pro- 

cess; he held his own dear pony, Brownie, by 

the bridle, and felt as though he could never 

allow Mr. Jones to touch her. How was it 

possible to drive those great nails into the foot 

without hurting? ‘‘I tell you what it is,” said 

Mr. Jones, ‘‘this horse knows a great deal. 

Knows a heap more than some folks I could 

mention. Ive always had a respect for him 

ever since I took a journey in his company.” 

‘¢ When was that?” asked Miss Hannah, 

little Dick’s nurse and governess, who felt that 

a story from Mr. Jones about horses might 

help little Dick to get over his timidity and be 

willing to trust Brownie in his hands. 

‘¢ Why, it was a year ago last summer. 

   

Mr. 

Perkins owned this horse then— ‘Old Gray,’ 

he called him— and he took him down the river 

with him to Cincinnati. I was going down at 

the same time, and I happened to be there 

when the men were trying to take Old Gray on 

the boat. It was a dark, rainy night, and there 

was lots of noise of one kind or another, and a 

narrow plank to walk to get on the boat, and 

GRAY. 

Gray didn’t like the looks of things; he was 

scared; that was the whole of it; and he made 

up his mind that he wasn’t going on that boat. 

The men shouted and pushed with all their 

might; but it was of no use — they couldn’t 

stir him. Just when they were at their wits’ 

end Mr. Perkins came along with his wife and 

little boy. “ In a twinkling he saw how things 

were going. He hurried his wife and boy on 

the boat out of the rain, then he went back and 

ran around to where the men were struggling 

with his horse. 

‘¢* Let me get to that horse a minute, won’t 

you?’ he said, and they stood back, scolding, 

and declaring that there wasn’t any use in fuss- 

ing with him, that he couldn’t be gotten on the 

plank. Mr. Perkins slipped by them and laid 

his hand on the horse’s side and patted it, and 

‘said: ‘It is all right, Old Gray; the plank 

won’t break — you follow me, like a good fel- 

low!’ Then he walked ahead of him, and if 

you'll believe it, the horse looked at him a 

minute, then lifted up his feet that had been 

dead set against taking a step, and marched 

after that man on to the boat! The men just 

set up a cheer, and one of them said: ‘+ Well, 

I never saw anything like that. He has proved 

who he belongs to!’ Scared the horse was — 

oh, my! so scared that he trembled every step 

he took; but, says he — ‘ Danger or no danger, 

I’m going to do as he tells me, every time.’ 

Everybody respected Old Gray after that. All 

through the journey the men petted him as if 

he had. been a little child. They fed him all 

sorts of dainties, and brought lumps of sugar 

to him, and I don’t know what all. One day, 

when we had stopped at a dock, and was load- 

ing on some lumber, it made a tremendous 

noise when the great boards were thrown down 

on deck, and Old Gray, whose stall was not 
far away, would jump every time a board fell. 

The men noticed this, and at last one of them 

said: ‘Bill, you just go and explain to that 
horse what we are doing; tell him it’s all right, 

and he needn’t be afraid. He’ll understand 
you. He’s human, that horse is.’ Well, it did 
almost seem so; anyhow, he did better than 

some humans do, didn’t he? There, sir, you 

have as nice a pair of shoes as you deserve —
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WITH THE POETS. 

and that is saying a good deal. Now, what 

can I do for Brownie?” added Mr. Jones. 

Two hours afterward little Dick was at home, 

and his mother came to him with a glass in her 

hand. <‘‘Now, little Dick,” she said, ‘‘it is 

time for the medicine; I wonder if I am going 

to have a brave boy to-day?” 

‘¢ No, ma’am,” said little Dick, ‘I don’t feel 

brave a bit, and I hate it; but I’m going to 

take it,” and he opened his mouth and swal- 

lowed the bitter stuff without a word. 

‘¢ Well, well, well,’ said his mother, ‘if 

I’m not delighted! How came my little boy to 

be so brave? ” 

I’m going to try to be as good as a horse,” 

said little Dick gravely. ‘Old Gray went 

where he didn’t want to go, and was afraid — 

because his owner was good, and wanted him 

to; and I made up my mind that it was queer 

if I couldn’t be as good as a horse.” 

‘¢T think that is pretty well for a little boy,” 

said his mother, when little Dick had left the 

room. ‘‘ The story of Gray made a deep im- 

pression on him; he has talked about it ever - 

since he came home. He hates this medicine, 

and has not succeeded in taking it once with- 

out crying —until this time; he whispered to 

me that he loved me more than Old Gray could 

possibly love Mr. Perkins, and was going to do 

what I wanted done —if it was bad.” She was 

talking to a young man who lay stretched on a 

sofa, with his eyes shaded -by his hand. The 

young man was her grown-up son. All day, 

and for many days indeed, he had been gloomy 

and miserable, because he was not well, and 

the doctor had said that he must not go back 

to college, but must rest his eyes for an entire 

term. Hehad called the doctor an idiot, and 

declared that he would do no such thing; and 

had made his mother miserable. Now he kept 

very still for some time; at last he took his hand 

from his eyes, and looked at her and smiled. 

‘¢ You think there is a lesson in that for big 

John, as well as for little Dick, don’t you?” 

he said; ‘‘and there is, mother. I'll try to 

behave myself, and not be outdone by a horse.” 

Pansy. 

  

WITH THE, PORTS. 

EMILY DICKINSON. 

HE month of May —the one perhaps of 

iE all the year in which we most notice the 

birds and the flowers, because we have been so 

long without them, is of all months, the one in 

which to enjoy Emily Dickinson. Such a 

lover was she of Nature, that two thirds of her 

poems have a touch of flower, or bird, or sun- 

set, or some sweet out-of-door picture. I want 

you to learn to love the sweet, strong soul who 

thought in poetry. Some of her little unfinished 

lines contain studies which will serve for a life- 

time. But to-day, we are only going to take 

her sweet, merry bits about the spring things; 

for instance, her ‘‘ May-flower.” 

MAY-FLOWER. 

Pink, small, and punctual, 

Aromatic, low, 

Covert in April, 

Candid in May. 

Dear to the moss, 

Known by the knoll, 

Next to the robin 

In every human soul. 

Bold little beauty, 

Bedecked with thee, 

Nature forswears 

Antiquity. 

Here is one of the birds who can’t ‘‘ keep 

the secret” that summer is coming. 

SECRETS. 

The skies can’t keep their secret! 

They tell it to the hills — 
The hills just tell the orchards — 

And they the daffodils! 

A bird by chance, that goes that way 
Soft overheard the whole. 

If I should bribe the little bird, 

Who knows but she would tell ? 

Ithink I won’t, however, 
It’s finer not to know; 

If summer were an axiom, 
What sorcery had snow ?  
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Now we will have the robins; the one in 

‘cred cravat,” and that other one who ‘‘ came 

down the walk,” not knowing that anybody 

was watching. Can’t you see him taking his 

drink of ‘¢dew” and holding up his- head in 

thanksgiving afterwards, after the fashion of 

birds ? 
THE ROBINS. 

If I shouldn’t be alive 

When the robins come, 

Give the one in red cravat 

A memorial crumb. 

The robin is the one 

That interrupts the morn 

With hurried, few, express reports 

When March is scarcely on. 

  

    

            
  

        

      

  

The robin is the one 

That speechless from her nest 

Submits that home and certainty 

And sanctity are best. 

  
IN THE GARDEN. 

A bird came down the walk: 

He did not know I saw; 

He bit an angle-worm in halves 

And ate the fellow, raw. 

  

And then he drank a dew 
From a convenient grass, 

And then hopped sidewise to the wall 

To let a beetle pass. 

Later, when summer is fairly upon us, we 

have the story of the robins who stand so 

‘¢thick ;” and that other witching one about 

the bee, being borne on ‘tracks of plush.” 

Study them; every line has a picture in it; 

and to be able to understand such pictures will 

help us all through our lives.
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The robins stand as thick to-day 
As flakes of snow stood yesterday 

On fence and roof and twig. 
The orchis binds her feather on 

For her old lover, Don the Sun, 
Revisiting the bog ! 

THE BEE. 

Like trains of cars on tracks 
of plush 

T hear the level bee: 
A jar across the flowers goes, 

Their velvet masonry. 

His labor is a chant, 
His idleness a tune; 

Oh! for a bee’s experience 
Of clovers and of noon. 

The pedigree of honey 
Does not concern the bee; 

A clover, any time, to him 
Is aristocracy. 

  

How is this for a butterfly’s trip? It is 
marked by the author’s fancy for sometimes 
paying no attention to rhyme, but she always 
made poetry. 

‘«From cocoon forth, a butterfly — 

As lady from her door 

Emerged —a summer afternoon — 

Repairing everywhere. 

Without design, that I could trace, 
Except to stray abroad 

On miscellaneous enterprise 

The clovers understood. 

THE POETS. 

Where parties aimless as herself 

To Nowhere seemed to go; 

In purposeless circumference, 

As ’twere a tropic show. 

And notwithstanding bee that worked, 

And flower that zealous blew, 

This audience of idleness 

Disdained them, from the sky.’’ 

Now we come to a description of a ‘* Day.” 

If you ever sat alone in the stillness and 

watched the sun rise, and heard the first low 

twitter of birds, and said softly to yourself, 

‘¢ That must have been the sun,” you will un- 

derstand it. As for the sunset, I am sure 

you have many a time watched those little 

‘‘ yellow boys and girls” tumbling over their 

‘¢purple stile.” If you haven’t, study care- 

fully the very next fine sunset you have a 

chance to see, and read this bit of a poem as 

you do so. 

  

A DAY. 

T’ll tell you how the sun rose — 
A ribbon at a time. 

The steeples swam in amethyst, 
The news like squirrels ran. 

The hills untied their bonnets, 
The bobolinks begun. 

Then I said softly to myself, 
“That must have been the sun !’? 

But how he set, I know not. 

There seemed a purple stile 
Which little yellow boys and girls 

Were climbing all the while 

Till when they reached the other side, 
A dominie in gray 

Put gently up the evening bars, 
And led the flock away. 
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WITH THE PORTS. 
  

JEAN INGELOW. 

WANT you to know and love Jean Ingelow, 
the Scotch lady; poet, and writer of 

strong, pure stories, worth reading for the 
story part, and worth reading twice over for 
the beautiful thoughts which breathe through 
them. She did not write very many poems; 
before you are men and women you might be 
quite well acquainted with all of them. Some are 
long; indeed I may say many of them are; and 
some you would perhaps find as difficult to 
understand as are many of Mrs. Browning’s, 
but there are delightful bits scattered through 
even the hard ones, which I am quite sure you 
would enjoy. Look at this, called ‘+The 
Morning Watch.” 

Read the verses that I give you, carefully. 
Cannot you almost watch that ‘‘sea-ghost ” all 
in gray, slipping over the quiet water? That 
longed-for boat! they thought it was lost. 

THE MORNING WATCH. 

THE COMING IN OF THE “‘ MERMAIDEN.’’ 

The moon is bleached as white as wool, 
And just dropping under; 

Every star is gone but three, 
And they hang far asunder— 

There’s a sea-ghost all in gray, 
A tall shape of wonder! 

I am not satisfied with sleep — 
The night is not ended. ' 

But look how the sea-ghost comes, 
With wan skirts extended, 

Stealing up in this weird hour, 
When light and dark are blended. 

A vessel! To the old pier-end 
Her happy course she’s keeping; 

IT heard them name her yesterday: 
Some were pale with weeping; 

Some with their heart-hunger sighed: 
She’s in—and they are sleeping ! 

Here is something very different. ‘+ Gladys 
and her Island.” 

This is a long poem, and very quaint and 
queer, throughout. Much of it you would en- 

joy. The author explains to us that ‘* Gladys” 

is intended to represent Fancy. But for our 
purpose it represents a girl-teacher, tired, and 
glad of a play-day. You will want to know 
what sort of a holiday she had, and who met 
her; for that, you must go to the book. 

GLADYS AND HER ISLAND. 

(On the advantages of the poetical temperament.) 

AN IMPERFECT FABLE WITH A DOUBIFUL MORAL. 

O, happy Gladys! I rejoice with her, 
For Gladys saw the island. 

It was thus: 
They gave a day for pleasure in the school 
Where Gladys taught; and all the other girls 
Were taken out to picnic in a wood. 
But it was said, ‘‘ We think it were not well 
That little Gladys should acquire a taste 
For pleasure, going about, and needless change. 
It would not suit her station: discontent 
Might come of it; and all her duties now 
She does so pleasantly, that we were best 
To keep her humble.”? So they said to her, 
“ Gladys, we shall not want you, all to-day. 
Look, you are free; you need not sit at work: 
No, you may take a long and pleasant walk 
Over the sea-cliff, or upon the beach 

Among the visitors.’? 
Then Gladys blushed 

For joy, and thanked them. What! a holiday, 
A whole one for herself! How good, how kind! 

Now we will have just a little touch of her 
songs about birds. JI am sure you will feel at 
once acquainted with the child. Don’t you 
know a boy just like him? Brimming over 
with questions; wanting to know all about 
birds, and songs, and everything else? The 
poem is short, but I will leave you to find the 
rest of it. 

SONGS ON THE VOICES OF BIRDS. 

(Introduction. 

CHILD AND BOATMAN. 

CuILp: “Martin, I wonder who makes all the songs.”? 
Boatman: ‘You do, sir?”? 
CHILD: “Yes, I wonder how they come.” 
Boatman: ‘Well, boy, I wonder what you'll wonder 

next!” 

CHILD: ‘* But somebody must make them?” 
Boatman: ‘Sure enough.” 
CHILD: “Does your wife know?”? 
Boatman: ‘She never said she did.” 
CHILD: “You told me that she knew so many things.”?
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Boatman: ‘‘I said she was a London woman, sir, 

And a fine scholar, but I never said 

She knew about the songs.”’ 

CHILD: “T wish she did.” 

Boatman: ‘ And I wish no such thing; she knows enough, 

She knows too much already. Look you 

now, 

This vessel’s off the stocks, a tidy craft.” 

CHILD: “A schooner, Martin?” 

Boatman: ‘‘No, boy, no; a brig, 

Only she’s schooner-rigged — a lovely craft.”’ 
CHILD: “Is she for me? O, thank you, Martin, dear, 

What shall I cali her?” 

Boatman: ‘‘ Well, sir, what you please.” 

CuILp: “Then write on her ‘ The Eagle.’ ” 

Boarman: ‘‘ Bless the child! 

Eagle! why you know naught of eagles, you. 

When we lay off the coast, up Canada way, 

And chanced to be ashore when twilight fell, 

That was the place for eagles; bald, they were, 

With eyes as yellow as gold.” 

CHILp: ‘©O, Martin, dear! 

Tell me about them.” 

I must give you a little taste of her ‘¢ Supper 

at the Mill,” although most people would say 

you were not yet old enough to enjoy it. 

Perhaps there is some of it that you would not 
care for; but doesn’t it open charmingly? I’m 
certain I can see that kind-faced old mother, 

her brisk, cheery granddaughter, the little Willie 

‘who wants a duck to hold, and the baby in 
‘¢ granny’s ” arms. 

SUPPER AT THE MILL. 

Moruer: ‘ Well, Frances.” 

Frances: ‘“ Well, good mother, how are you?”’ 
MorHer: ‘I’m hearty, lass, but warm; the weather’s 

warm: 

I think ’tis mostly warm on market days. 
I met with George behind the mill: said he, 
“Mother, go in and rest awhile.” 

Frances: ‘‘ Ay, do, and stay to supper; put your basket 
down.”’ 

MotHer: ‘‘ Why, now, it is not heavy? 
Frances: ‘‘ Willie, man, get up and kiss your Granny. 

Heavy, no! 

Some call good churning luck; but, luck or skill, 
Your butter mostly comes as firm and sweet 
As if t’was Christmas. So yousold it all? 

Motner: “All but this pat that I put by for George; he 
always loved my butter. 

Frances: ‘“ That he did.” 
Motuer: “And has your speckled hen brought off her 

brood?” 

Frances: “Not yet; but that old duck I told you of, 
She hatched eleven out of twelve to-day. 

CHILD: “ And, Granny, they’re so yellow! 

THE POETS. 

Morner: “Ah, my lad, 

Yellow as gold — yellow as Willie’s hair, 
CHILD: “They’re all mine, Granny — father says 

they’re mine. 

Morner: ‘To think of that! 

Frances: ‘Yes, Granny, only think! 

Why, father means to sell them when they’re 
fat, 

And put the money in the savings bank, 

And all against our Willie goes to school: 
But Willie would not touch them— no, not he; 
He knows that father would be angry else.’’ 

CHILD: “ But I want one to play with — O,I want 
A little yellow duck to take to bed! 

Motner: ‘“ What! would you rob the poor old mother, 

then?” 
Frances: ‘Now, Granny, if you’ll hold the babe awhile; 

’Tis time I took up Willie to his crib.” 

I have not given you any of Miss Ingelow’s 

exquisite ‘Songs of Seven,” although it is my 
special favorite; but I thought you surely must 

know that, without having your attention called 
to it. Don’t you remember, 

‘*Pve said my seven times, over and over ?”” 

By all means read that poem through. But 

here is one for our closing, quite different: 

‘‘ Katie, Aged Five.” Yes, she is ‘‘ asleep,” 

but you need read only a line or two to feel 
sure that even her mother cannot waken her. 
The ‘‘ Angels are leading her where 
aboundeth.” 

If this half-hour spent with my dear Jean 
Ingelow shall lead even one of you to think 
about and study some of her choice thoughts, 
I shall be repaid. 

love 

KATIE, AGED FIVE YEARS. 

(Asleep in the daytime.) 

All rough winds are hushed and silent, golden light the 
meadow steepeth, 

And the last October roses daily wax more pale and fair; 
They have laid a gathered blossom on the breast of one who 

sleepeth 

With a sunbeam on her hair. 

While they gaze on her, the deep bell with its long, slow pauses 
soundeth ; 

Long they hearken — father — mother —love has nothing 
more to say: 

Beating time to feet of Angels leading her where love 
aboundeth, 

Tolls the heavy bell this day. 

Pansy.



ON A WHEEL. 

ATHLETICS. 
  

ON A WHEEL. 

ICYCLING is athletics for 
boys and girls alike, and this 
is only one of its good points. 
For exercise there is nothing 

better; the legs, the lungs, 

the heart, and the many small 

muscles of the body of which we do not often 

hear much, all haye their part in riding a 

wheel, and grow stronger and healthier for the 

work. A bicycle does not strain any one part 

of the body too much, as many exercises are 
likely to do; it is made for use in the fresh air, 
as all exercises ought to be; and it is a good 

thing for almost all sorts of people. 

But besides exercise, wheeling is great fun. 

There is nothing finer than spinning along like 

a top, not having to work too hard for your 

fun nor making any man or animal work for 

you. One can explore such fine country roads, 

see such pretty scenery, get such bucketsful of 

fresh air, cover so much ground with little 

trouble! Every bicycler will nod his head and 
say how true this is. 

In the third place, bicycles are great things 
for business. If I had the figures with me to 

tell how many wheels are used now by mer- 

chants, and lawyers, and doctors, and preachers, 

and book-keepers, and clerks, and office-boys, 

and — all the rest, you would find it hard work 

to think so big a number. In Washington, 

where so many Government employees have to 
go every day from their homes to the great 
buildings of the United States, there on the 

best-paved streets in the country, and Pennsyl- 
vania Avenue, between eight and ten o’clock 
of a fine morning, looks like an immense bi- 
cycle rink. These quiet, easy-going horses 
are so much cheaper than the live kind, and 

eat so little, that almost everyone can afford to 

have one. 

But perhaps everyone knows these things 

already, and does not need to stop and read 

about them. I have been asked to give some   

advice to young bicyclers, and am very glad to 
do it; those who have no wheels can save up 
what I say for the time when they begin to 
ride. 

of you will begin as though you knew all about 
it; start off with a whizz, have a grand 
smash-up, and then get discouraged and think 
that you were never made for wheeling (per- 
haps this is especially for the girls). Don’t do 
any of these things. Be careful, go slowly at 
first, be thankful if you can go at all, and you 
will soon be surprised to see how easy it all is. 
In order to keep from tumbling off, remember 
three things: sit straight, hold the handle-bar 
tightly when the road is not smooth, and 
always turn the front wheel to the side toward 
which you are in danger of falling. This last 
is the great rule which saves trouble in begin- 
ning to ride. 

Now some rules for everybody. Don’r bend 
your shoulders and back. I should like to put 
that sentence in the largest type the printer has 
in his.case. See how many good riders spoil 
their work — their looks, their lungs, every- 
thing — by bending over on the handle-bar as 
though their back-bones were made of cotton 
and had collapsed altogether. This is not nec- 
essary in order to ride fast, as some folks 
think it is, and the best of the fast wheelmen 
do not do it; they know better. Always have 
your seat and handle-bar arranged at such 
height that you can sit perfectly straight and 
rest your hands comfortably in the right place ; 
then you will ride like a boy or a girl (which- 
ever you are), and not like a toad. 

Perhaps I ought to say something about 
what a bicycler should always carry with him. 
Never forget your wrench— one that will fit 
all the nuts on the machine; nor your oil-can, 
to use in case anything begins to squeak. In 
most places a bell is now required by law, and 
every wheel should carry one, but the rider 
should not be too anxious to use it, for it often 

does more harm than good; most women will 
jump right in the way of the bicycle when 

In the first place, to beginners: some
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frightened by the ringing; it is better to pick 

out your own path. Have somewhere about 

the machine an arrangement for carrying pack- 

ages, especially so that in going any distance 
from home you can carry an extra coat or over- 

coat with you; one of the easiest ways in the 

world to catch cold is to get heated by riding 

and then rest in a cool place without extra 

wraps. 

If a party of boys take a tour of a few 
days into the country it is easy for each one 
to carry with him all that he needs— two or 
three pieces of clothing, including a rubber 

coat, some postal cards and a_ note-book, 

plenty of rags for cleaning the wheel, a book 
to read when stopped somewhere by the rain, 
and enough money to bring him home by the 
railroad in case anything happens to the bi- 
cycle. If one lives in a nice part of the coun- 
try and has a few good friends, nothing is 
more pleasant than one of these wheeling ex- 
cursions in summer time. 

Don’t try to ride too fast, as though you 
were always on exhibition; it is much more 
fun to go a long time without getting tired. 
Don’t waste too much time in trying fancy rid- 
ing; some tricks, such as guiding the wheel 
without the hands and turning in a small space, 
are useful, but most of the time it pays better 
to speed in getting over the ground. 

Something might be said about the ‘‘ mor- 
als” of bicycling; the best boys are likely to 
be the best in wheeling, as in everything else. 
Don’t be careless about lending your wheel, 
but don’t be mean about it; some people think 
that owning a bicycle gives one the right to be 
stingy, but I don’t. Be careful about running 
into teams and people, and don’t think it is 
always the other one who is to blame. Don’t 
let bicycling lead you to go with boys or men 
with whom you would not ordinarily walk and 
talk. 

And finally, remember that having a wheel 
gives a boy or girl so much extra time and 
extra fun, and that some of this belongs to 
other folks, and can best be used in doing 
errands or making good times for those who 
have to walk on their two feet. 

A CoLitecEe Srupenr. 

  

THE LADDER WITH TWO ENDS. 

ssjOUIS was just wandering aim- 

lessly along the street of the 

pretty country village. He 
had trimmed his hat with the 

prettiest wild thing he had 

found that day. Finding wild 

growing things was new work to Louis, and filled 

him with a strange delight, such as you cannot 

understand, unless you have lived all your life 

ina great city, and have suddenly been taken to 

the country. <A ‘fresh air” boy was Louis. 

‘¢ He wants to govery badly,” said the super- 

intendent, when the children were being select- 

ed; ‘‘he isn’t sick, but he is restless, and has 

ambition for nothing but mischief. I hope a 

change will help him; if it doesn’t, I am afraid 

Louis will go to the bad in spite of us.” 

So Louis came to this little sweet-smelling 

village among the New England hills, and roved 

about in the woods, and picked wild flowers, 

and swam creeks, and fished, and did wonder- 

ful things which he had never even heard about 

before. But for all that, Louis was still restless. 

His head was busy with questions which nobody 

could answer for him, because he kept them to 

himself. 

‘* What’s the use of trying to do anything?” 

would Louis say tohimself. ‘* If I laze around, 

as they always tell me I’m doing, it will amount 

to the same in the end. Somebody will feed 

me; they won’t let me starve, and that is all 

I shall get anyway, while I’m a boy. When I 

get to be a man, folks will see what Tl do. I 

won’t live in an old city; Dll come to the coun- 

try, and I’ll have a house — let me see — yes, 

I'll have one like that, with roses climbing over 

it; it just suits me. And J’ll take care to go 

so far away that I shall never see old Pete 

again as long as I live.” 

‘“*Old Pete,” was the man for whom Louis 

worked in the city, and, indeed, with whom he 

lived when he wasn’t at the Mission, which was 

as often as he could run away and land there. 

He hated old Pete, who, it must be confessed, 

was rather a hard master, but then Louis tried 

his patience a great deal; and he hadn’t much 

patience.
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‘© Yes,” the boy repeated, leaning over the 

fence, ‘‘ this house just suits me, and the yard 

and the grass, and the flowers, and everything.” 

Just then, a boy came from a building near at 

hand, bringing with him a good-sized ladder. 

The boy was not very large, and the ladder was 

about as much as he could carry. A man was 

following behind with a large box of nails in one 

hand and a tool-box in the other. 

‘¢ Look out, there ! ” he called to the boy, ‘‘ look 

out for the window!” But he spoke too late ; 

the other end of the ladder, not being looked 

out for, went off on its own account and 

smashed straight through a low side win- 

dow, while the boy was turning a corner. 

‘“¢Whew!” said Louis, drawing his 

breath hard, in expectation of trouble. 

‘¢ Won’t he get it, though! Don’t I know 

just how hard the whacks will feel? That 

man looks stronger than old Pete; I 

shouldn’t wonder if he would take that big 

pole there to whack him. Why doesn’t 

the little fool run?” For the boy stood 

quite still, looking sorrowfully at the mis- 

chief he had done, and waiting for the man 

to come up. 

He came at last; not very fast, for the 

load he was carrying was heavy, and this 

was what he said: ‘*My boy, did you 

forget that a ladder has two ends?” 

‘¢T guess so, sir,” said the boy, and he 

actually smiled a little! but his face grew 

grave at once, and he said: ‘* Father, ’m 

awfully sorry; I meant to help, and now 

I’ve given you more work.” 

‘Never mind, my boy; you didn’t in- 

tend todo so. The motive is worth a great 

deal. Perhaps you have learned a lesson 

which will often help you. All ladders have 

two ends, remember.- So do most things. It 

is hardly ever safe to take hold of anything 

without thinking of the other end, and what will 

happen by and by, out there where it is. Get 

a broom and sweep up the broken glass as soon 

as you have set the ladder for me.” 

The boy went briskly on, giving careful at- 

tention to the other end of his ladder the while, 

and Louis still stood staring, not at anything in 

particular. He was thinking closely. In the 

first place, he thought what a difference there was 

in men. Fancy old Pete talking that way to 

a boy who had broken one of his windows! 

But then, there was also a difference in boys. 

Fancy him stopping to say that he was ‘‘ awfully 

sorry!” But, if he knew such a man as this 

one, wouldn’t he? This problem was too large 

for Louis; he let it go. After all, it was the 

great thought which held him still. That was 

about the ladder. ‘‘Two ends to it” —of 

course; anybody knew that! But, ‘‘so had 

most things,” and ‘‘ it wasn’t safe to take hold of 

  

    
anything without thinking of the other end.” 

This was new talk to Louis; it held him, mas- 

tered him all that day; made him think, when 

he meant to lounge and play and be as lazy as 

the cows in the meadow looked. 

It was not possible to get rid of that ladder. 

He could not help wondering about the ‘other 

end” of what he was doing day after day. 

Louis had a certain sort of keenness about him 

when he chose to use it; now he seemed to real- 

ize for the first time that there was another end 

even to these lazy days of his, when he got



SUNDAY 

along with as little work as he could, and didn’t 

mind how angry he made old Pete. 

What if he should grow up to be just such a 

man as he was boy, and have to live in a city 

and mind some ‘‘old Pete” still, and be counted 

a worthless fellow, always around in the way? 

That, he knew, was the estimate people had of 

him now. Altogether, Louis did the most pro- 

fitable work that day that he had ever done in 

his life. As he walked, toward night-fall, to 

the farm-house where they were taking care of 

him, he struck the stick he had cut for a cane 

hard into the ground and said: ‘‘I’ll do it; see 

if I don’t! Tl watch out for the other end of 

the ladder. And I’ll begin to— no, let me see 

—Tll begin to-night!” 

‘There never was such a change in any- 

body in so short a time as has come over Louis,” 

he overheard the superintendent of the Mission, 

say, one day. ‘* Even old Pete speaks well of 

him. The two weeks’ frolic in the country just 

waked him up.” Louis chuckled, and said to 

himself: <‘*No it didn’t! It was a ladder that 

did it.” 

That happened five years ago. Louis is 

seventeen now. He graduated from high school 

last spring. He is working for a farmer in the 

country this summer; and he expects to enter 

college in the fall, Just as soon as he began 

to look out for the other end of things, he found 

friends who were ready to help him keep them 

level. Some day he means to go back and tell 

that man in the white house with its climbing 

roses, and the boy with the ladder, what they 

did for him that summer morning. But I am 

afraid he will wait until it is too late. 

Pansy. 

SUNDAY ADVERTISING. 

OME of the people of Bosten are wide 

awake. It seems that for some time past 

the habit has been to place framed advertise- 

ments along the streets at convenient distances, 

and on those streets much frequented by 

church-goers, setting forth in glowing colors 
the attractions of the various theatres. 

The ones who had the matter in charge were 

ADVERTISING.—OUR FAULTS. 

very faithful to their duties. The frames were 

set up in the most conspicuous places, and so 

close together that one could hardly avoid see- 

ing them. One morning a happy thought came 

to somebody who had been annoyed in this way. 

He remembered that there was a law forbidding 

signs to be placed on sidewalks. A little time 

spent in looking into the matter, and in enter- 

ing a complaint, caused the removal of hun- 

dreds of these nuisances. The ‘* Golden Rule” 

in commenting on this, makes the shrewd remark 

that if the theater managers had not been 

pretty sure, from past experience, that they 

could gather an audience from church-goers, 

they would not have taken so much trouble to 

advertise their plays. 

OUR FAULTS. 

‘‘Oh ! wad some power the giftie gie us 
To see ourselves as ithers see us ! 

It wad from mony a blunder free us, 

An’ foolish notion.”’ 

AM reminded of these true lines, by Burns, 

by seeing an article in the ‘‘ Sunday-School 

Times ” about faults. 

The writer makes the statement that the 

faults which we see in others, that are like our 

own, are peculiarly disagreeable tous. Do you 

think that is so? For instance, if you are 

easily provoked to anger, will a high-tempered 

boy or girl annoy you more than a greedy or 

indolent one? Watch yourselves and see if 

this is the case. The writer in the ‘‘ Times” fur- 

ther says that people often unconsciously show 

what their special faults are, by their severe 

condemnation of them in others. That means, 

for instance, that a selfish man is always dis- 

gusted with people for being ‘‘so selfish, ’ and 

says a great deal about it. 

Most people do not think this is so; or at 

least many do not; but perhaps they are the 

people who have never thought much about 

their faults, and are not very well acquainted 

with themselves. 

  

One half of the wealth of England is in the 

possession of one thousand individuals.



KITTY’S BIRTIUDAY.—A STORY FROM JAPAN. 

  

KITTY’S BIRTHDAY. 

ITTY was busy. Her mamma 

had said to her: ‘‘ You may 

have just what you like for 

dinner to-morrow, dear, be- 

4 cause it is your birthday.” 

In this home the birthdays 

were made ‘‘ happy days,” especially for the 

one whose birthday it was. All tried to make 

that one happy. 

But Kitty had never ordered a dinner before. 

‘When she was done she brought to her mamma 

a piece of paper like this: 

   

BILL OF FARE. 

September 24. 

BREAD, 

BuTtTeER, 

Lima BEAns, 

MASHED POTATOES, 
MILK, 

ToMATOES, 

APPLE PIE, 

BaTTER PuppDING. 

‘¢ That will do very well,” said her mamma, 

when she had read it. 

Kitty helped get dinner. She brought in the 

tomatoes, set the table, and sliced the apples 

for the pie. She was so old, tow. 

And she went riding, and swung in the 

hammock, for they lived in the country and it 

was a pleasant day; and there were some 

games on the lawn, and she read awhile in her 

new booxs, nestled comfortably in a great arm- 

chair. 

The new books were birthday presents, to 

make the day’s happiness stay longer. One 

was a lovely book about a little girl and her 

sister, and another was ‘‘Mother Goose Melo- 

dies.” 

Kitty herself was going to be a poet. 

Then there was a plate of prettiest china 

ware, for her own use at the table; and a cup, 

with a slip of paper inside, on which was writ- 

ten, ‘¢‘ From mamma.” 

The cup had on it these words, in gilt let- 

ters: Forget me not. 

‘cAnd I never will!” said Kitty softly, 

speaking to herself. 

Emma E. VOLENTINE. 

  

A STORY FROM JAPAN. 

T a meeting in Japan, where a number of 

Christian girls were gathered together, 

the subject was, ‘‘ How to glorify Christ by our 

lives.” One of the girls said: 

‘¢It seems to me like this: One spring my 

mother got some flower-seeds — little ugly 

black things —and planted them; they grew 

and blossomed beautifully. One day a neigh- 

bor coming in and seeing those flowers, said: 

‘Oh! how beautiful. I must have some, too; 

won’t you please give me some seed?’ Now 

if this neighbor had only just seen the flower- 

seed, she wouldn’t have called for them; *twas 

only when she saw how beautiful was the blos- 

som that she wanted the seed. 

‘¢ And so with Christianity; when we speak 

to friends of the truths of the Bible, they seem 

to them hard and uninteresting, and they say: 

‘We don’t care to hear about these things; 

they are not as interesting as our own stories.’ 

But when they see these same truths blossom- 

ing out in our lives into kindly words and good 

acts, then they say: ‘How beautiful these 

lives! What makes them different from other 

lives?’ When they hear that ’tis the Jesus 

teaching, then they say, ‘We must have it, 

too.’ 

‘¢And thus by our lives, more than by our 

tongues, we can preach Christ to our unbeliev- 

ing friends.” — Selected.



OCTOBER. 

  

N | Y ornaments are fruits; my garments 

leaves, 

Woven like cloth-of-gold and crimson-dyed ; 

I do not boast the harvesting of sheaves, 

O’er orchards and o’er vineyards I preside. 

Though on the frigid Scorpion I ride, 

The dreamy air is full, and overflows 

With tender memories of the summertide, 

And mingled voices of the doves and crows. 

— H. W. Longfellow. 

Of all the lovely seasons of the year, 

None is so full of majesty as this, 

When red October, like a king of old, 

As wise as rich, as generous as wise, 

Smiles on the untaxed garners of the land. 

—T. B. Read. 

A SONG OF CHESTNUTS. 

OUR little chestnuts 

Swinging, swinging high; 

In their silk-lined cradle-house 

Snug and warm they lie. 

Now the air grows chilly — 

Ha! here’s Frosty Jack, 

Quick he spies the cradle-house, 

Gives a merry thwack ! 

Out the chestnuts tumble, 

Down to earth they slide— 

One for you and one for me 

And two for Baby Clyde! 

— Compunion. 

   

FALL GOSSIP. 

AID Mrs. Maple to her neighbor, 

‘¢ Have ‘you got your new fall gown? 

Mr. Frost has lovely samples, 

That he’s brought from Wintertown. 

I thought I’d get a yellow, 

With a woodbine sash of red, 

Something bright for chilly weather, 

And that’s stylish, Jack Frost said.” 

So when hick’rys, oaks, and maples 

Were in gold and crimson dressed, 

Looked they into water mirrors, 

Seeing which one looked the best. 

Though the water laughed and dimpled 

Over this reflection bright, 

. Mr. Frost was very angry 

When the sun withdrew his light. 

For his brilliant autumn colors 

Needed Indian summer light, 

So he tore their pretty finery, 

And locked up their mirrors tight. 

— Selected. 

H! AUTUMN hours, rich, 

mellow hours, 

When cornfields glow 

with poppy flowers, 

When all the woods are 

in their best, 

And Nature dreams her 

dream of rest; 

Amid the first slow-fal- 

ling leaves 

Love binds for us the 

fairest sheaves, 

And at our feet all full- 

ness pours 

In Autumn hours. 

— Home Magazine. 

 



BABY’S CORNER. 

BABY’S CORNER. 

ROBBIE’S FIRST LETTER. 

My Dear Uncue Tarues: 

WILL yite oo a letter. 

took me to yide in my carwiage; 

and we went, and went, and bimeby 

My mama 

we didn’t any more. A man comed 

and took me in his arms and runned 

away wiv me! Mama runned after 

him up the ’tairs and caught him, and 

then he stopped. O, dear! 

I kyed, I did! 

said he was a nice man, and was jus 

I was 

scared ! My mama 

helping mama; and she said I mustn’t 

kye any more, cause it would spoil my 

pitture. 

I love pittures and I dot O, so many! 

and I don’t want none of my pittures 

hurted. I don’t know what pitture 

she meant would be hurted if I kyed ; 

My! 

so many pittures all awound the room ; 

I kye *bout ’mos all my pittures. 

and they didn’t give me a single one! 

Mama put me in a bid chair, and a man 

tucked me up, like papa does; and bof 

of ’em said I looked pitty. 

The man showed me a big wound 

hole ; then he dot a boo’ful bird; and 

the birdie singed and singed; and 1 

held my hand jus’ as still! but the 

birdie didn’t sing no more, and the 

Pa gaaes 
a a 

man carwied it off! He said, “all 

wight ;” but I sought it was all w’ong ; 

I kyed; I wanted birdie to p’ay wiv. 

After that we tomed home; and I 

sept and s’ept, one, two, four times, I 

dess, and then mama showed me a pit- 

It looks ture of a baby on a paper. 

  
“WOBBIE’S PITTURE.’’ 

jus’ like when mama shows me the 

baby in the glass; only the paper baby 

stays wight still all the time. 

I will send 00 a paper baby, wiv my 

love. *Oor nephew, 

WoBBIE. 

— 

ete ewe



BABY’S CORNER. 
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CORNER. 

FRANCES. 

WAKE up first in the morning. People 

s’eeps, and s’eeps! I don’t see how they 

can! Some of them make noises; the noises 

sound like this: ‘‘Kaah! pufh! Kaah pufh! ” 

they say it over and over. Papa says it some- 

times; then IJ callhim. Isay: ‘¢ Papa!” and 

he opens his mouth very wide and says: 

‘¢Q-h-h, hum! are you awake! Why don’t 

you sleep some more?” I say: ‘‘ No, no.” 

That means I can’t s’eep any more. Then I 

talk a lot to papa that he doesn’t understand. 

Big folks don’t understand, much. Papa 

laughs and says: ‘¢ What does all that mean? ” 

Bime-by he gets up and begins to dress. Then 

he picks me out of my crib, and puts me in 

the big bed, and says: ‘‘ Wake mama up.” So 

I creepy, creepy softly up to mama, and she 

s’eeps and s’eeps away; and I creep close up 

to her face, and put my cheek down by hers 

and say: ‘‘ Peep-bow, mama!” Then she 

laughs, and says: ‘‘Oh! is this my kitty?” 

Then we frolics and frolics, until papa says: 

‘Come, children, you will both be late to 

breakfast.” Then mama hurries and hurries! 

Papa dumps me back into my crib, and I wait 

the dreffulest while for mama to comb her hair 

All the time she says: ‘‘No! no! Frances, 

don’t touch.” Thatis when I climb up to the 

mantel to get the scissors, or take hold of the 

curtain tassels for a pony, or do somesing or 

nother to have a nice time. Next time she 

says: ‘Frances, lie down and put the kitty 

over you.” The kitty is a great, big, soft 

b’anket with pink stripes on it. Then I plump 

myself down on the pirrow and pull the b’anket 

over me and p’etend it is cold. ‘+ Co-old,” I 

say, and shiver; and mama says: ‘Yes, I 

should think you would be! sitting up there 

without anything awound you!” and _ she 
comes and tucks the b’anket all awound me, 

and I laugh, because I’m just p’etending. 

Bime-by, mama gets dwessed; then she comes 

and says: ‘* Now, little kitty, itis your turn.” 

She doesn’t mean the b’anket; she means me. 

She pops me out of bed, and then J have fun! 

First get the cow and put in the water (other 

folks call it a towel, but I say ‘‘cow”); then 

I get the ’oap and frow that in the water and 

try to catch it, and it slips away and I scram- 

ble efter it, and the water spatters, and the 

cow gets all wet, and O, we have fun! I like 

Next time Tl tell you about my 

bunnie and coke. 

mornings. 

FRANCES.



SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

No. I. 

A living Christ; Christ-like living. 

ii. 19, 20; v. 22-25.) 

‘¢ He that can apprehend and consider vice 

with all her baits and seeming pleasures, and 

yet abstain, and yet distinguish, and yet pre- 

fer that which is truly better, he is the true 

way-faring Christian.” Mixton. 

(Gal. 

‘‘ Many there are who, while they bear the 

name of Christians, are totally unacquainted 

with the power of their divine religion. But 

for their crimes the gospel is in no wise 

answerable. Christianity is with them a geo- 

graphical, not a descriptive appellation.” 

Fazer. 

‘¢ The celebrated W. Jay of Bath, used to 

say that Christ’s sheep were marked in the 

ear and foot: ‘They hear my voice and fol- 

low me.’ ” Foster. 

‘¢ Many Christians are like chestnuts — very 

pleasant nuts, but enclosed in very prickly 

burs; which need various dealings of Nature, 

and her grip of frost, before the kernel is dis- 

closed.” BEECHER. 

No. II. 

How to study the Bible. (Josh. i. 1-9.) 

‘©If we could study the Bible only at stated 

times, and these far apart, how we would prize 

the privilege. In the reign of Henry V. a 

law was passed against reading the Scriptures 

in England. It was enacted, ‘That whatso- 

ever they were that should read the Scriptures 

in the mother tongue, they should forfeit land, 

catel, lif, and godes, from theyre heyres, for- 

ever; and so be condemned for heretyks to 

God, and enemies to the crowne, and most er- 

rant traitors to the lande.’ ” Foster. 

Rules for reading the Bible: ‘‘ Take one 

book at a time. Don’t be ina hurry. Read a 

book over, and over, and over. God will give 

light. The sixty-six books are sixty-six bat- 

tering rams for Christians to conquer Satan 

with. So we shall slay and conquor. Try 

different ways of studying the Bible till you 

succeed. My wife wanted me to like tomatoes. 

I tried them raw, with vinegar, with sugar, and 

cooked, but I could not eat them. At last she 

thought of another way, and succeeded, and I 

thought it the best vegetable in the world.” 

Moopy. 

No. III. 

The proof of our allegiance to Christ. (I 

John iv. 1-21.) 

V.1, Thoughtfulness. V.2, Confession. 

V.4, Victory over error. V.5, Unworldli- 

ness. V.6, Willingness to hear and heed 

the truth. Vs. 7,8, 11, 18, 16, 21, Love. 

V.9, Our lives. V.14, The spirit that is 

in us. V. 15, Confession. Vs. 17, 18, Fear- 

lessness, or courage. 

‘« Jesus asks not that our love should equal 

his, but resemble his; not that it should be of 

the same strength, but of the same kind. A 

pearl of dew will not hold the sun; but it may 

hold a spark of its light. A child by the sea, 

trying to catch the waves as they dash in 

clouds of crystal spray upon the sand, cannot 

hold the ocean in a tiny shell; but he can hold 

a drop of the ocean-water.” C. STANFORD. 

‘¢A small mirror may flood a room with daz- 

zling light if only it confronts the sun; and a 

child may dwell so near to Christ that he or she 

may be the charm or lustre of the home.” 

Bouton. 

No. IV. 

The world for Christ; our worlds for Christ. 

(Acts xi. 1-11. 

‘sTf St. Paul had ever preached from the 

text, ‘Go ye into all the world and preach the 

Gospel to every creature,’ he would have laid 

great stress on the word ‘go.’ On your peril 

do not substitute another word for ‘go.’ 

Preach is a good word. Collect is a good 

word. Give is a good word. They are all 

important in their places and cannot be dis- 

pensed with. The Lord bless and prosper 

those who are so engaged; but still lay the 

stress on the word ‘ go,’ for how shall they hear 

without a preacher? and how shall they preach 

except they be sent? Six hundred millions of 

the human race are perishing.” KNILv.



“JEWOOSALMON.” 

We should be glad to send the gospel to 

those who need it, even for their sakes; but we 

eannot make the world better without receiving 

benefits in return. Once a ship was wrecked 

off an island in the south sea. With great 

difficulty one boat load of the crew made its 

way through the surf to the shore, but only to 

be killed and eaten by the cannibals. 

Seeing the fate of their friends, those in the 

other boat put to sea, and after a while were 

picked up by a passing ship. Years after, 

when one of this crew who was saved was 

commanding a ship, he with his crew. were 

wrecked on that very coast. With great fear 

they reached the shore, trying to hide from the 

inhabitants. One of the number climbed a hill 

to discover what the prospects were, and saw 

the spire of a church. When he saw that he 

shouted, ‘‘Safe, safe, safe!” and all hands 

fairly wept for joy at the prospect of finding 

Christians instead of cannibals. So the gospel 

makes life-saving stations for wrecks of hu- 

manity, wherever it is carried. 

No. V. 

Faith in God; what it is and what it does. 

(Heb. xi. 1-7; 382-40; xii. 1, 2.) 

‘¢ Faith is a higher faculty than reason.” 

BaILey. 

‘¢ Faith is the subtle chain 

Which binds us to the infinite: the voice 

Of a deep life within, that will remain 

Until we crowd it thence.” 

EvizasetH Oaks SMirn. * 

‘¢ Faith lights us through the dark to Diety.” 

DAVENANT. 

‘¢ Faith is the root of all good works. A 

root that produces nothing is dead.” 

Bisuorp Wr son. 

‘¢ The child-like faith that asks not sight, 

Waits not for wonder or for sign, 

Believes, because it loves aright, 

Shall see things greater, things divine. 

‘Heaven to that gaze shall open wide, 

And brightest angels to and fro 

On messages of love shall glide 

’Twixt God above, and Christ below.” 

Joun KEBEL. 

   ‘6 JEWOOSALMON.” 

LL Sunday afternoon, Lewis 

and Carrie and Faye were busy 

with their Bibles. Their big 

sister Mary had set them to 

finding what the Bible said 

—} about flowers. 

‘Tt doesn’t say much,” grumbled Lewis; 

‘¢T should think when so many different kinds 

had been made, that there might be one chapter 

about flowers.” 

‘‘T find a good many verses,” said Carrie, 

‘¢but they are gold flowers; those that they 

made to trim the temple with, you know.” 

Little Bess was at the other end of the room 

playing with her dollie. The dollie was made 

of a little old pillow, and had a pink calico 

dress on that belonged to Bess. It had no 

eyes, nor mouth, nor hair, but Bess did not 

seem to mind that. She came over to where 

her brother and sisters were sitting, and leaned 

on Carrie’s lap. ‘+ Bess wants to see the f’ow- 

ers,” she said. The young people laughed. 

‘¢Bess thinks they are real flowers,” said 

Carrie. ‘‘ Here, child, these are all the flowers 

there are in the Bible. Put your finger on it; 

that’s the word.” 

Bess let her fat fore-finger be placed on it, 

and looked earnestly at it. She saw no flower, 

only some queer little marks, and could not 

understand what was meant. 

‘Bess wants to see the f’ower,” she re- 

peated; and they tried to explain, and said 

what a dear little dunce she was! and won- 

dered if she would ever learn to read; and 

Faye said it made her tired to think how many 

things the baby would have to learn before 
she knew even as much as they did! And 

they forgot all about the flowers in the Bible 

and went off into dreams of the time when they 
should be men and women. What would they 
be? and what would Bess be? ‘It doesn’t 
seem as though she would ever be anything 
but a baby,” said Carrie. ‘+ Do you believe if 

we should teach her something to-day — work at 
it until she had really learned it—she could 
remember it? ”’ 

Lewis laughed. 

2 

‘¢Of course she couldn’t! ”



BESS WATCHED THEM  



“JEWOOSALMON.” 

he said. 

you when you were four years old? 

you are only twelve.” 

‘¢ Perhaps nobody taught me anything,” said 

Carrie, searching through her brain for some 

dim memory of the time when she was four. 

Bess was tired of hearing their talk, and tired 

of her dollie. She wanted to be ‘‘’mused,” she 

said, and to see ‘‘ f’owers.” 

Big sister Mary had just finished the dishes, 

after the Sunday dinner; with her large apron 

tied around her waist, she took her pink sun- 

bonnet from its nail and said to Bess: ‘‘ Come 

with me, little girl; we will go and find ‘ f’ow- 

ers,’ and chickies.” 

Sure enough, there were lovely blooms just 

outside the door of the little Western cabin 

‘¢Do you remember what was taught 

And here 

where these young people lived. There were’ 

‘¢ chickies ” also, as Bess called the hens who 

came hurrying around after their supper. 

Bess watched them eat, both hands safely hold 

of Mary’s dress, lest the big rooster should 

come too close. As she watched, she thought 

of the talk she had heard. 

‘¢Ts there a verse in the Bible about chick- 

ies?’ she asked, as she watched the greedy 

creatures. 

‘© Yes, indeed,” said Mary, ‘‘a big long 

verse; too long for Bess to remember. It is 

something that Jesus said about them.” 

«¢ About chickies! Teach it to me, Mary.” 

In vain did Mary explain that the verse was 

much too long for a tittle girl of four. Bess 

coaxed until at last, when they went back to 

the house, her own little Bible was brought and 

the verse found and read to her: ‘‘O, Jerusa- 

lem, Jerusalem, thou that killest the prophets, 

and stonest them which are sent unto thee, how 

often would I have gathered thy children to- 

gether, even as a hen gathereth her chickens 

under her wings, and ye would not.” 

Bess had to have the verse read to her again 

and again; and the way described in which a 

hen gathered her chickens under her wing; she 

sent the others off into shouts of laughter by 

her attempt to say: ‘*O, Jewoosalmon! Je- 

woosalmon!” But at last the verse was 

marked in her Bible in red ink, as Mary 

marked verses that belonged to Bess. From 

that time her ‘‘ chickie verse,” as she called it, 

was often turned to, and Bess with the gravest 

of faces pretended to ‘‘ wead ” it. 

The years went by, and Bess could read. 

She knew every word of her ‘‘ chickie verse ” 

now. It was a favorite with her, and she had 

questioned about the ‘‘prophets,” and the 

‘¢ stoning” until she knew the history which 

surrounded it. One morning there came a 

missionary from Africa, and preached in the 

church which Bess attended; and behold, he 

took for his text her ‘‘chickie verse.” Bess 

listened to that sermon as she never had to any 

other. In this way she discovered that there 

were countries now who were killing those 

sent to them with the story of Jesus. The 

missionary told of one dear man who had given 

his life for the sake of a savage tribe, and in 

dying, prayed to God to send some one in his 

place who would gather them, ‘‘ even as a hen 

gathered her chickens under her wings.” 

The years went by, and Bess was a young 

woman. What did she do with her life? She 

went to Africa to tell the story of the One who 

gave His life in order to gather others to Him. 

When she had been there five years, she 

came home on a visit, and people came in 

crowds to hear her talk, and Lewis, and Carrie 

and Faye were proud of her. 

‘s When did you first plan to be a mission- 

ary?” asked Carrie, one day. Bess smiled 

and said: ‘+The first time I thought of it 

was the day my ‘chickie verse’ was carefully 

explained to me by sister Mary. Dear Mary, 

I hope she knows in heaven how much she did 

for me through that verse. JI remember the 

Sunday afternoon she found it for me, as well 

as though it were but yesterday.” 

The brother and sisters looked at one an- 

other. ‘‘IJ remember that afternoon, too,” 

said Lewis; ‘‘we didn’t get as much out of 

our flower verses as Bess did from her chick- 

ens, did we, girls?” 

‘¢ No,” said Faye, ‘‘ but how careful we ought 

to be about teaching children, oughtn’t we? 

Who would have supposed that little Bess would 

have gotten anything from such a Bible verse 

as that? Do you remember how we laughed 
over her ‘ Jewoosalmon?’ ” Pansy.



  
  

TEDDY’S VISIT TO THE ZOO.—I. 

NE pleasant afternoon a carriage stopped 

in front of the Zoo garden, in West 

Philadelphia, out of which Nurse Brown helped 

Teddy Thorn, aged seven years, and his little 

cousin, Charlie West, six years old. After 

buying three tickets at the office window, and 

giving them to the man at the gate, Nurse and 

the two little boys entered the beautiful garden, 

where they looked at the many flowers and 

plants on each side of the wide shady walks. 

Under the oak and maple-trees are benches 

and rustic seats for the use of visitors. 

After telling Teddy that he must entertain 

his little cousin by showing him the animals, 

and telling him all about them, Nurse entered 

the lion house with the children. Teddy felt 

very proud as he took Charlie’s hand, and 

leading him up to the first cage, commenced : 

‘¢ Charlie, that animal is a lion, it has whisk- 

ers like our cat, and belongs to a cat family. 

And in that cage, is a leopard — see the spots 

all over it, like big freckles? I guess it’s been 

in the sun too much. There’s a hyena — it’s 

awful wild —eats folks like cannibals do; see
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= — This bird is an ostrich —looks like it 
j = was moulting now, like our canary, no 

feathers left on its long legs. Over there 
is a crane; it can stand on one leg longer 
than I can. I guess Grandpa’s pipe is 
a crane’s leg; I heard him tell mama 
that crane’s legs were like pipe stems. 

      

        

  

“WHITE GRIZZLED BEAR.” 

  

how that hyena keeps a-walkin’! And, oh! 
Charlie, here’s a white grizzled bear, and the 

one next to it is a polar bear — see the pole in 
its cage? Bears hug people so hard, they can’t 
breathe a breath sometimes.” 
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THE KANGAROO, 

Oh! here’s a parrot, it talks sometimes 
just as we do. 

That is a zebra horse. Isn’t it painted 
pretty? All black and white stripes. Now 
let’s go over to the monkey house.” 

Aunt ADDIE. 

  

THE FOX. 

Then Teddy hurried Charlie across the hall, 
exclaiming: ‘Come on, Charlie, let’s go and 

' look at the kangaroos — their little front legs 
haven’t grown as long as their back ones yet. 
That pointed-nosed animal Nurse says is a 
fox, but Charlie, it don’t look one bit like the 
fox that’s painted on one of my blocks. 

Now here is a white lamb -— it must be the one 
that Mary had; you remember it, don’t you? 
It had fleas (!) as white as snow. 

THE ZEBRA.



BEST THINGS. 

SHUFFLE-SHOON AND AMBER-LOCKS. 

HUFFLE-SHOON and Amber-Locks 

Sit together, building blocks ; 

Shuffle-Shoon is old and gray — 

Amber-Locks a little child, 

But together at that play 

Age and youth are reconciled, 

And with sympathetic glee 

Build their castles fair to see. 

‘¢When I grow to be a man” — 

So the wee one’s prattle ran — 

‘¢T shall build a castle —- so, 

With a gateway broad and grand. 

Here a pretty vine shall grow, 

There a soldier guard shall stand ; 

And the tower shall be so high 

Folks will wonder by and by!” 

Shuffile-Shoon quoth: ‘‘ Yes, I know, 

Thus I builded, long ago 

Here a gate and there a wall, 

Here a window, there a door; 

Here a steeple, wondrous tall, 

Riseth ever more and more; 

But the years have leveled low 

What I builded, long ago!” 

So they gossip at their play 

Heedless of the fleeting day. 

One speaks of that Long-Ago 

Where his dead hopes buried lie ; 

One with chubby cheeks aglow, 

Prattleth of the By-and-By. 

Side by side twin castles grow — 

By-and-By and Long-Ago! 

Long-Ago and By-and-By — 

Ah! what years atween them lie. 

Yet, O, grandsire, gaunt and gray! 

By what grace art thou beguiled 

That thou sharest in the play 

Of that little lisping child? 

Children both, they build their blocks — 

Shuffie-Shoon and Amber-Locks. 

Evucene Frerp, in The Public Ledger. 

‘*NEVER PUT OFF TILL TO-MORROW 

WHAT YOU CAN DO TO-DAY.” 

HERE is a story told of Roger M. Sher- 

man, the lawyer, which is connected with 

this old proverb. He was noted for giving wise 

advice in regard to legal matters. It is said 

that a simple old farmer, having heard a great 

deal about him, determined to get the benefit 

of his wisdom. Accordingly, one morning he 

called at Mr. Sherman’s oftice, and asked for 

a piece of advice. Upon being questioned, he 

admitted that he was not particular as to its 

subject, he simply wanted a good piece of ad- 

vice to go by, and was willing to pay for it. 

The amused lawyer, understanding human nat- 

ure pretty well, wrote a single line on a piece 

of paper, and handed it to the farmer, remark- 

ing that the price of it was seventy-five cents. 

This was cheerfully paid, and the man went 

home happy. Not long afterward there arose 

a discussion in his farmyard as to whether a 

certain piece of oats should be cut that day, or 

wait for other work. The farmer, after study- 

ing the question for some time, bethought 

him of the advice which he had bought, and 

consulted it. 

‘¢ Never put off till to-morrow what you can do 

to-day.” That settled the oats. 

cut and cared for that very day. Before night 

came such a sweeping storm as ruined many 

fields of oats, and the wise farmer looked at 

his and rejoiced over his ‘* advice.” 

It is further declared that this sensible old 

man ordered his work thereafter by the advice 

for which he had paid, and the result was that 

a farm which had been rather loosely man- 

The lawyer’s single line read: 

They were 

aged heretofore became one of the best in the 

neighborhood. On the whole, that seventy- 

five cents was probably the best investment 

that the farmer ever made. 

WORTH THINKING ABOUT. 

Se of the large churches in Chicago 

kh.) opened their doors to the homeless poor 

and invited them to use the pews as beds dur- 

ing the cold nights of this hard winter.



PREACHING 

PREACHING AND PRACTICING. 

. O you know, I think those Juniors talk 

about a great many subjects which 

are too old for them?” said Helen Moreland to 

her friend Stella. ‘‘Jennie has been reading 

over the subjects for that month, and one was: 

‘What is it to bea Christian?’ What is 
the use of their talking about such matters?” 

‘Why, Jennie is old enough to understand 

that. She is nearly thirteen, isn’t she?” 
‘*Oh! she understands, of course; but what 

good does she get from talking about it? 

Girls like her are too young to practice much, 

and they get a parrot-like way of talking over 

subjects which belong to their elders, I think. 

I don’t much believe in the Junior meetings. 

Let children be children until they are old 
enough to practice as well as use words. 

(Helen was sixteen!) Now, I'll be ready in 

five minutes; I’ve got my hair done. Jennie!” 

A bright-faced little girl answered this call; 

her sister explained promptly what was wanted. 

‘¢ Jennie, I want to borrow your skates; 

Stella and I are going to have a race over Long 

Pond before supper. Bring them here, dear, in 
a jiffy; Stella has been waiting ever so long 
for me, now.” 

Jennie turned from the door, but she did not 

do it quickly. Her face was a study. How 
utterly had that short message from her sister 

overturned her plans for the next two hours! 

Weren't they girls, seven of them, to have arace 

worth talking about? They were to start to- 
gether from the big tree which leaned over the 
ice, and make for the saw-mill half a mile away ; 

and the one who reached the landmark first 
was to have the seat of honor in school for a 
whole afternoon. 

There were special reasons why she wanted 
that seat, because it was near to Miss Burton 

to whom she had something to say; and’ she 
would be almost sure to win, for she was the 

best skater. But Helen wanted her skates! 
It was too bad. Why didn’t Helen get her 
own skates mended? Why didn’t she tell her 
that she needed her own skates, and had prom- 
ised to go with the girls? 

No, she hadn’t. promised; she had only said 

AND PRACTICING. 

she would if she could. There was so little 
weather in which her mother felt sure it would do 
for her to skate; this afternoon she had given 
permission. She meant to go right back and 
say to Helen that she could not possibly spare 
her skates. But she did not go. Why not? 
The truth is, Jennie Moreland had a special 
interest in the subject which her sister had 
heard her read from the topic card, because 
she was trying with all her heart to be a Chris- 
tian. Her sister did not know it; in fact, no- 

body knew it yet, but Miss Burton her dear 
teacher. 

Only that very day at morning prayers, Miss 
Burton had talked about ‘‘ Marks of Disciple- 
ship.” She had chosen for her proof verse the 
words: <‘* Even Christ pleased not himself,” 
and had, made it very plain that those who 
would be his disciples, must be willing to give 
up their way for the sake of others. 

‘*Do you think we must always give up to 
other people, Miss Burton?” one of the girls 
had asked, and she had replied with a smile, 

that it was not easy to answer that question; 
but on general principles she should say that if 
it would not be wrong for a person to give up, 
and another desired it, probably the Christ-like 
way would be to do so. 

“It won’t be wrong not to go skating, of 
course; but, oh! I wanted to so much,” said 

poor Jennie, as she recalled this reply. 
Fifteen minutes afterwards, Helen Moreland 

and her friend Stella were skimming over Long 
Pond. ‘¢ These skates are rather small for 
me,” said Helen, ‘‘ and they are rather large 
for Jennie; but she doesn’t like to own it, be- 
cause they are new, and so very handsome. 
Uncle Wells always gives her handsome things ; 
we all hope he won’t spoil her. Jennie is a 
little bit inclined to be selfish, we are afraid. I 
saw her look sober over lending the skates to 
me.” 

‘‘Perhaps she wanted to use them,” said 
Miss Stella. 

‘¢Q, no! she would have said so if that was 

her plan. Girls of that age are sure to look 
out for themselves. Isn’t this ice charming?” 

Which was all that Helen Moreland knew 
about her young sister. Pansy.



TEDDY’S VISIT TO THE ZOO. 

TEDDY’S VISIT TO THE ZOO.— II. 
  

HEN they went 

into the Mon- 
key’s house, where 

there were a great 

many monkeys that 
would chatter and 

climb and jump and do 

many comical and won- 
derful things. Teddy 

and Charlie spent a 
quarter of an hour in this house, much amused them- 

selves, and amusing the other visitors with their quaint 

remarks. 

Once Teddy ventured too close to the cage, and a big 

gray monkey put his paw out between the bars, and 

seized his cap, then commenced climbing up to the top 

of the cage; Teddy’s screams brought the keeper to 
his side, who quickly climbed upon a ladder, and after 

much scolding and pulling, succeeded in getting the cap 

away from the mischievous monkey. Fortunately it was 

not muchtorn. Then Nurse bought each of the ‘boys a 

bag of peanuts, and took them into the Elephant yard. 

While Teddy was standing by the cage in which Jumbo 

      

  

SSN 
SS 

—— SS nN 

  

lives, watching a man throw crackers into the open mouth 

of an ugly Rhinoceros in the next cage, Jumbo threw his 

long trunk over Teddy’s shoulder, and catching hold of 

the bag of peanuts in the little boy’s hand, lifted it up 

and threw bag and peanuts into his mouth. Teddy 

behaved very badly. He cried, and shook his fist at Jumbo, and called him ‘a big ugly Elephant 

thief,” although Charlie generously offered to give him his peanuts. Aunt ADDIE.



QUESTIONS 

QUESTIONS OF HONOR. 

OLD on!” said Jamie Horton. 

He had placed his stout little 

‘hands on his knees, and bent 

his back ready for Bob Stoven 

to spring on it; but instead of 

feeling the weight of Bob, he 

heard a whine behind him, and looked around. 

There was Bob seated astride his brother’s 

back, and ordering him in a gruff voice to 

‘gallop off.” 

‘*Hold on!” said Jamie, ‘‘ what does all 

this mean? I thought I was to take Harry’s 

place?” 

‘¢ Well, you’re not,” said Bob, still speaking 

gruffly, ‘‘he’s got to take his turn with the 

rest.” 

‘That isn’t fair, Bob Stoven; Harry said 

his back hurt, and you have no right to make 

a pony of him when his back is lame. I 

offered to take his turn and my own, too. My 

back is strong enough for twenty trips down 

this hill.” 

‘¢T don’t care,” said Bob, ‘* I’m not going 

to do it. Harry is always shirking and com- 
plaining; and I say if he is going to be with 
us, he must take his turn. Get up, there! and 

behave yourself.” 

But Harry only rubbed his hand across his 
eyes, and groaned. 

Jamie straightened himself up to his full 

height, which was not much, and spoke with 

authority: ‘‘Bob Stoven, that sort of thing 

don’t do in our set? You are a new boy here, 
or you would know better than to try to bully 

your younger brother; we don’t allow anything 
of the kind. If Harry has a lame back, he 
ought not to use it in this way, and whether he 
shirks sometimes or not has nothing whatever 

to do with it.” 

‘¢Who are you,” asked Bob in surprise, 

and some disgust, ‘‘ that you think you can 
order me around like this? Harry’s my own 
brother; I shall do as I like about him. Get 

out of the way and let us start.” 
“J am Jamie Horton of Grammar School 

No. 38, section B; Captain of Honor Legion, 
No. 4., at your service,” said Jamie, taking off 
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OF HONOR. 

his cap and making a low bow to Bob; ‘and 

if Harry were twenty times your brother it 
would make no difference. You have been 

elected to our Honor Legion, and if there 

hasn’t been some mistake in electing you, you 
will take a member’s word, whether it looks 

like the truth or not, unless you can prove it 
false. Harry’s back is his own, and it stands 

to reason that he knows whether it aches or 

not, better than you do; and if you don’t ob- 
serve the honor rules, you will be voted out of 

the Legion quicker than you were voted in. If 

you like the place that will give you in the 
school, you are welcome to it.” 

The first lieutenant of the Honor Legion who 

had made a dash after his cap, which a stray 

wind had seized, now came running up behind, 

panting and nearly breathless. He saw that 

the same discussion was going on which com- 
menced just as he dashed away. ‘‘ Yes,” he 
said, seconding his captain’s last speech, ‘I 

should sayso! If there is anything the Legion 

is particular about it is the treatment of the 

younger fellows; and Harry is more than a 

year the youngest in the ranks.” 

‘¢O, bother!” said Bob Stoven, ‘* what a 

fuss you fellows make over nothing!” But 
he sprang from Harry’s back as he spoke. 

‘“‘T know my brother better than you do; 
and I tell you he is a cry baby and a shirk 

every time. 

than it takes to reach around a school year; 

but if you want to help baby him, all right. 
Go home, Bubby, do, and play with the Pussy 
cat in the chimney corner!” 

He spoke in intense scorn, and even put out 

his foot as though he would like to kick the 

crying boy, who straightened himself up and 
turned slowly away. Captain and lieutenant 

looked grave. 

“The fact is,” said the captain, after a mo- 
ment’s silence, ‘‘ your words don’t fit the 
Honor Legion any better than your actions. 
We have pretty strict rules here, you will find.” 
But he bent his back once more, and let the 
belated Bob have his ride down the hill. 

Later in the day, Harry came timidly to 
Captain Jamie’s side. <‘‘Say,” said he, ‘it 
was awful good of you to take my part this 

He has more aches and pains
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morning. Bob is such a tyrant! He makes 
me do things that I don’t want to, all the time. 

My back wasn’t exactly lame, you know, this 
morning, and it didn’t exactly ache, but it 

didn’t feel a bit like playing horse.” 

Jamie looked haughty. ‘This is queer talk, 
Harry, for an Honor Legion boy; we deal with . 
‘just exactly’ things in our section. Why did 
you ‘just exactly’ say so, if it wasn’t the 
truth?” 

Harry’s face grew red. ‘* Why, I meant, you 

know, that it didn’t feel like cantering down 
the hill. I don’t think that is a nice play, any- 
how.” 

‘“Why didn’t you say so, then? That has 
nothing to do with backache. The first lesson 
you need to learn if you are going to belong to 
us, is to call things by their right names.” 

‘«They are a queer couple!” he said, con- 
ferring with his first lieutenant, afterwards. 
‘¢ Neither of them has had any honor training, 

I guess. Bob has some excuse for his hard 
ways with Harry; only, what a queer fellow to 
suppose that that way of managing will help 
the boy!” 

‘¢ Perhaps he doesn’t know how to help him,” 
suggested the lieutenant. 

‘“‘That is true,” said the captain. ‘We 
fellows must try to help them both. They are 
fairly in the Legion now, and it would be 
dreadful to have to vote them out! It is all 
right, you know, if they are willing to try to 
obey rules.” 

‘¢ They are a queer lot of boys!” said Bob 
Stoven, trying to explain things to his grand- 
mother. ‘*They have a lot of talk about 
‘honor’ and ‘rules’ and things, even when 
they play.” 

‘* Well,” said his grandmother with energy, 
‘Pm sure I hope they will teach you and 
Harry how to behave yourselves. 
than I could ever do.” 

It is more 
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The smallest woman on the earth is Mlle. 
Paulina, of Holland, eighteen years old and 
twenty inches high. She weighs less than nine 
pounds. 

THE FAMILY LAMP. 

  

STORY-MAKING. 

‘THE ‘* Ram’s Horn” tells about a new kind of 
game for boys and girls, on long winter 

evenings. Every one must take a pencil and 
paper and write down a list of ten or twenty 
words suggested by those playing. If there 
were but few in the game each one might give 
three or four words; if more, one apiece might 
be enough. The words might be nouns, ad- 
jectives or verbs; one might have a list like 
this : ‘¢Cats, Peter Piper, firecracker, Christ- 
mas, horrible, grandmother, baby, explode, 
whistle, bang.”” When the list is complete, 
every player must write a short story, inside 
of ten minutes, containing all the words in the 

list; then the stories may be read aloud, and 
everyone can vote as to which is the best. 
Another way to do, would be to have someone 
find a good short story in a book or paper, and 
make a list of the principal words in it; then 
let everyone write his own story as before, and 
see which will come nearest to the original. 
This is a good practice in writing, and con- 
siderable fun besides. 

HE Rev. William Murray of Peking, China, 

has invented a wooden slate for his blind 
pupils, with wooden letters moving in grooves. 
These letters represent the shorthand Chinese 
characters which have recently been invented. 
By this means, blind persons teach even those 
who can see, how to read Chinese shorthand.



THE BEAVER. 

THE BEAVER. 

By L. H. M. Paumer. 
  

ELEBRATED as the Prince 

of Gnawers is this sturdy 

rodent, and his well-earned 

reputation for industry has 

given rise to the familiar 

proverb of ‘‘working like 

a beaver!” The beaver 

belongs to the order Ro- 

dentia, but his family rela- 
tions areall deceased. A glance at the animal’s 
personal appearance is sufficient to indicate his 

mode of living. A strongly-made fellow of 
a reddish-brown color, with big orange-colored 
front teeth, small eyes and ears, head and body 

in the neighborhood of two feet long, tail 
about ten inches in length — broad, flat and 
covered with scales — fore feet small, hind feet 

much larger and webbed. The coat is better 

than a mackintosh, being composed of two 
kinds of fur, the outer of long, stiff hair and 
the under coat of fine, soft, compact down; 

  

it is therefore not difficult to arrive at the con- - 

clusion that the beaver is aquatic and that his 
principal occupation is gnawing. The young 
are produced in April or May, and in four or 
five weeks are able to follow their mother in 
the water. The average weight of the adult 
individual is about forty pounds; their winter 
food consists of bark and the roots of aquatic 
plants, especially the yellow pond-lily. In 
summer, however, they go some distance from 
the water in search of berries, leaves, etc. 

This inoffensive creature has suffered a long 
and severe persecution on account of his very 
valuable fur and castoreum. The latter (a sub- 
stance secreted in two sacs near the root of the 
tail) has been known since very ancient times 
for its medicinal properties; it is chiefly used 

now to bait beaver traps. 

Two centuries ago these animals were so 

numerous in what now constitutes the State of 
New York, that from eight to ten thousand 

skins were annually taken in that section alone. 

The trade in beaver skins was one of the lead- 

ing inducements to the early French and En- 
glish colonists to settle in this country. The 
home of the beaver was once in nearly all the 
wooded districts of the Northern Hemisphere ; 
at the present time it is entirely exterminated 
in many places, and is scarce in the United 
Stares east of the Mississippi River. Much 
has been told of the wonderful building instinct 
of the beaver. Working only in the night, it 
is not easy to know the exact manner in which 
this little engineer proceeds, but in the morning 
the amount of work accomplished speaks for 
the diligence of this builder of dams, canals 
and houses, or ‘“‘ lodges,” as their habitations 

are termed. The canals afford an easier mode 
of transportation than dragging the wood over- 
land, and are dug through clearings back to 

the timber; they are sometimes many feet in 
length, and may be made on two or three 
different levels. 

The dams are built lest there should not be 
a sufficient depth of water, in all weathers and 
at all seasons of the year. The water by this 
means is kept at the required level. Should 

there be little current, the dam is built nearly 
straight, but if the water is swift, the structure 

is made convex up stream. The materials used 
are logs, branches, mud and stones, mixed to- 

gether in such a manner as must contribute to 
the strength of the dam. In an old dam that 

has not been injured, but has been repaired 

from year to year, the green willows and other 

woods used, take root and grow, forming a 
hedge along the structure. To obtain the 

necessary wood the beaver’s big front teeth 
are brought into active service; these teeth are 

constructed after the manner of a chisel (or it 
may be the chisel was patterned after them), 
with outer surface of hard, yellow enamel, 
while the rest of the tooth is of comparatively 
soft material, whereby a sharp cutting edge is 
obtained and kept, by the lower teeth working
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against the upper ones. The beauty of these 

natural tools lies in the fact that they are con- 

stantly growing, thus supplying the waste at 

the edge. If it happens that by reason of in- 

jury a tooth is missing, its opposite, meeting 

with no check, is pushed forward to a monstrous 

length. So good a cutting instrument is the 

beaver tooth that it was fixed in a wooden 

handle and used by the Northern Indians to 

sharpen horn-tipped spears and to cut bone. 

When a good-sized tree is to be cut the beaver 

sits up and gnaws around the tree in parallel 

furrows across the grain, the furrows being 

two or three inches apart, the wood between 

haying the appearance of being bitten out and 

wrenched off in chips; and when the tree at last 

falls, the stump and end of the trunk present 

alike a conical appearance. The tree is cut up 

in pieces convenient for transportation, and the 

bark removed and stored for food, after which 

the logs are used in constructing or repairing a 

dam. Many trees are doubtless felled for no 

other purpose than to bring the twigs within 

reach for food. All the mud and stones neces- 

sary for building are carried in the small fore 

paws held close against the throat; the pieces 

of wood are dragged by the teeth. When a 

beaver selects a site for his lodge there are 

several things to be considered. First, that the 

water is or can be made a sufficient depth to 

prevent it from freezing solidly; secondly, to 

build on running water if it is to be had, as 

the current is of great assistance in transporta- 

tion. The ledges are usually placed on the 

edge of the bank, sometimes overhanging it, 

and are built of the same material as the dams, 

but are perhaps more rudely formed; they are 

nearly always circular, with very thick walls, 

an.1 will accommodate five or six beavers. 

Every fall the outside of the house is plas- 

tered over. with soft mud, which freezes as 

hard as a stone and prevents that unwelcome 

visitor, the wolverine, from disturbing the in- 

mates. The entrance to the lodge is at the 

bottom of the pond or creek— two burrows 

run from a ledge; one straight and used to 

store food in, the other crooked and used as an 

entrance. It is not an easy thing to catch 

beavers in winter, but the Indian trappers 

effect their capture by staking the river across 

to prevent them from passing, after which they 

endeavor to find out all their holes; this is a 

hopeless task, unless the hunter is possessed of 

much experience. The ice is sounded, and 

those familiar with this mode of hunting know 

when they are opposite a beaver hole; the hole 

is then blocked and the lodge broken open, 

and the animal dragged from its retreat, either 

by hand or with a large hook made for the pur- 

pose. The beaver is also caught with a net, and 

in summer with traps baited with castoreum. 

The flesh is palatable, and when roasted in 

the skin, from which the hair has been singed, is 

considered a great delicacy by the Indians; pre- 

pared at the sacrifice of the fur, it is also a costly 

dish. In captivity, the beaver’s building instinct 

asserts itself and he gets together all the ob- 

jects he can lay his hands on; in disposition he is 

affectionate and easily tamed. On coming out 

of the water the beaver gives himself a prelimi- 

nary shake and commences a somewhat lengthy 

toilet. First, he brings his flat tail forward 

between his hind feet, sits up, and well back on 

himself, and commences to slowly comb his fur 

with the hind foot, which is furnished with a 

double inner claw, and makes an admirable 

comb; after this has been freely used, the 

fore feet are brought into play to smooth the 

head and rub the face, much as a rabbit washes 

his countenance; then the hands are placed to- 

gether on the fat stomach and with a quick 

outward movement of the ridiculously short 

arms the hair is thoroughly brushed. 
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THE BEAVER IN HIS NATIVE HAUNT.



READING.—A 

READING. 

66 EADING, wisely utilizes spare time,” 

says a writer for young people in a 

newspaper article on the subject. Shouldn’t you 

think that would depend on what one read? 

A few days ago I saw a woman reading a 

book which I felt almost certain would make 

her feel cross and discontented, and by the way 

she acted afterward I know I was right. 

I am acquainted with a boy who uses slang 

words constantly, some of them rough, almost 

coarse. His young friends do not seem to have 

the same habit, and for some time I was ata 

loss to know how he had acquired it, until I 

found that he was reading books filled with 

slang phrases. 

On the whole, I think the sentence quoted 

above needs re-punctuating. Just change the 

comma to its proper place, and then we will 

agree with the statement, will we not? 

TEXT BOOKS. 

OME of the best teachers in our schools are 

making war upon the Readers in use be- 

cause they have often dull or silly selections 

in them. 

These teachers declare that only the best 

thoughts of the best writers of prose and poetry 

should be found in school text-books. 

One reason given is that what people read 

when they are young is likely to fix itself in 

their memories. This reminds me of my child- 

hood, and the poem which I read so often. It 

commenced : 

‘Why, Phebe, are you come so soon? 
Where are your berries, child?’ 

and another : 

‘*T met a little cottage maid; 

She was eight years old, she said.” 

I remember I was very much astonished, years 

afterward, to learn that a great poet had written 

that. 

So I would vote, not only for the best authors 

BOY’S BAND. 

for our school Readers, but also urge that the 

teachers interest their scholars in these authors, 

and fix their names in the memory. 

A WELL-ROUNDED CHARACTER. 

NE of the best things which go to make 

up a well-rounded character is consist- 
ency. It is so easy to preach, and so hard to 
practice. 

A paper at my side tells of a young man 

who was asked under whose preaching he was 

converted. 

His reply was one worth studying: ‘‘I was 

converted under my uncle’s practicing.” 

In the same paper a boy is credited with 

saying, in answer to the question whether his 

father was a Christian: ‘+I guess so, but he 

doesn’t work at it much.” 

We smile over the strange expression as ap- 

plied to a Christian life, bnt ought we not 

rather to sigh, when we think how few seem to 

be really ‘‘ working at it?” 

A BOY’S BAND. 

HE Burlington Congregational Church of 

Salt Lake City has a Boys’ Band con- 

nected with it. Here is an extract from their 

Constitution : 

‘“*The object of this Band is the advance- 

ment of Christ’s kingdom among boys, and the 

promotion of habits of reverence, discipline, 

self-respect, and all that tends toward true 

manliness.” 

Not long ago the Band gave a concert, and 

this is the way they got up their cards of 

admission : 

ATTENTION! 

Right Forward! Fours Right! 

Marcu TO THE 

BOYS’ BAND CONCERT! 

This church has also a Girls’ Brigade, which 

is equally wide awake, and both are doing good 

service.



            
          

  

          
  

          
  

      
  
          
        
          
        
  
      
  

      
  

  
      
  
    

  

  

SEALS IN THE TANK AT THE ZOO, 

TEDDY'S. VISE’ TO. THE (ZOO 1it: 
  

HE next pleasure that Teddy and Charlie 

had was in taking a ride in a pretty little 

wagon drawn by two white goats, whose names 

were Billy and Nannie. Teddy drove proudly 

along the avenue. The goats were well trained, 

and traveled nicely until Teddy struck them 

with a switch which he had broken from a tree 

as he drove along. The keeper of the buffa- 

loes had just entered the yard in which six 

fierce buffaloes were waiting for their after- 

The man put a big tub full of 

raw meat down on the ground, and was just 

turning around to close the gate, when in, and 

past him, dashed the goats. The children, 

unconscious of their danger, laughed and 

shouted, while the frightened goats raced 

around the yard among the startled buffaloes. 

The keeper, with great presence of mind, threw 

noon meal. 

the raw meat out to the animals, who seized 

and commenced to devour it ravenously. By 

this time the goats were growing tired, and 

slackened their speed, as they drew near the 

keeper, who caught them and led them safely 

out of the yard — where Nurse thankfully took 

charge of the children, and hurried them away 

to the pond to see the swans. 

Teddy was so anxious to feed these beauti- 

ful and tame creatures that he leaned too far 

over the wail surrounding the pond, lost his 

balance, and would have landed on his head in 

the water, had not a colored man, standing by 

his side, quickly grabbed his feet and pulled 

him up. For a few seconds Teddy was so 

dazed he could not say anything, then, as he 

heard the man telling Nurse what a narrow 

escape he had just had from a ducking, he held



NAMES. 

out his hand like a little gentleman and said, 

«‘Thank you, Mr. Colored Man, for saving my 

life.” 

‘¢Come now,” said Nurse, ‘‘let us go over 

to see the seals.” 

“Seals,” explained Teddy to Charlie, as 

    

NAMES. 

HAVE been reading lately some interesting 

articles about the names of different states, 

which have set me to thinking. I suppose 

there is always a reason for the selection of a 

name, and sometimes their meaning tells a great 

deal. For instance, that word Vermont does 

not tell us anything, until we remember that 

itis made of two French words, Verd, and 

“>. Mont; and that ‘‘verd” means green, and 

Now we 

and can see why the 
‘*mont” is the French for mountain. 

have ‘* Green Mountains,” 

name Vermont fits. 

Then the original name of Connecticut is 

~ uot that at all, but ‘‘ Quon-eh-ta-but,” which 

  

  
  

  

in the Indian dialect means ‘‘ long river.” 

Kentucky, also, has lost its original spelling, 

which was ‘‘ Kain-tuk-ae,” and meant ‘‘land 

= = at the head of the river.” 

    
  
  

  

                    

  

  

        

                                
    

  

  

A BEAUTIFUL SWAN. 

they walked along, ‘‘are big fishes. There’s 

two kinds —one lives in the water, and the 

other kind is made of red wax, like my papa 

sticks on his paper.” 

By the time the seals had been examined, it 

was time to bid the Guards ‘‘ good-bye,” and 

Nurse took the boys home, tired, but pleased 

Aunt ADDIE. with their visit to the Zoo. 

  
      
        

  
  

          
  
        

    

  

    

  

      

    

      
    

Delaware has kept its original letters, but 

they are differently written, it having been 

named for Lord de la Ware. 

Rhode Island was supposed to look in some 

respects like the island of Rhodes in the Medi- 

terranean, hence its name. 

Perhaps the names which come to us from 

the Spanish have the most musical sound; Col- 

orado, for instance, which was suggested by 

the many colored peaks among the Rockies, 

and Nevada, which means ‘‘ snow-covered 

mountains. 

On the whole, I think the names of the states 

will be found to fit better than the names of 

persons often do. For instance, I have in 

mind a girl named Blanche, who has such a 

tawny skin that she might pass for an Indian 

maiden; and another named Rose who is as 

fair and colorless as a lily could well be; while 

a noisy, red-haired madcap of a girl answers to 

Violet! Wouldn’t it be a good plan to let peo- 

ple name themselves after they decide what 

manner of persons they mean to be? 

Tue only way to get sin out of our lives, is 

to get sin out of our hearts, and the only 

effectual way to accomplish that is to admit 

Jesus Christ into our hearts.



AN OLD STORY IN A NEW DRESS.—THE WONDERFUL WEAVER. 

AN OLD STORY IN A NEW DRESS. 

WEE little girl at the 

Man in the Moon 

Grew angry one night, and 

shook at him her broom, 

As ’way up in the sky he was 

riding so high, 

Skipping over the clouds like a bird or a fly ; 

And the girlie she scolded, and told what 

she’d do 

If he’d only come down for a minute or two. 

But the Man in the Moon had no thought of 

descending, 

And thus for a quarrel his presence be lending. 

So, with never a wrinkle upon his broad brow, 

He kept on, without stopping to join in the row. 

And the girlie at last dropped her broom from 

her hand, 

Since the Man in the Moon kept looking so 

bland. 

    

WATCHING THE MOON. 

Then a friend of this girlie thus ventured to say: 

«J think I have learned a good lesson to-day. 

When people get cross, and won’t work, or 

won't play, 

Vh go straight ahead, in duty’s right way ; 

And if fearing some wrong, as often, too soon, 

Just count it a myth, like the Man in the Moon.” 

G. R. A. 

THE WONDERFUL WEAVER. 

HERE’S a wonderful weaver 

High up in the air, 

And he weaves a white mantle 

For cold earth to wear. 

With the wind for his shuttle, 

The cloud for his loom, 

How he weaves, how he weaves, 

In the light, in the gloom! 

Oh! with finest of laces 

He decks bush and tree. 

On the bare, flinty meadows 

A cover lays he; 

Then a quaint cap he places 

On pillar and post, 

And he changes the pump 

To a grim, silent ghost! 

But this wonderful weaver 

Grows weary at last; 

And the shuttle lies idle 

That once flew so fast. 

Then the sun peeps abroad 

On the work that is done; 

And he smiles: ‘]’ll unravel 

It all, just for fun.” 

— Selected. 

ie you sit down at set of sun 

And count the acts that you have done, 

And, counting, find 

One self-denying deed, one word, 

That eased the heart of him who heard, 

One glance most kind, 

That fell like sunshine where it went, 

Then you may count that day well spent. 

But if throughout the livelong day 

You’ve cheered no heart by yea or nay, 

If through it all 

You’ve nothing done that you can trace 

That brought the sunshine to one face, 

No act, most small, 

That helped some soul, and nothing cost, 

Then count that day as worse than lost. 

— Exchange.



THE NORTH POLE.—LOADING CATTLE. 

THE NORTH POLE. 

VERY few years some daring men start 

lt out to find the North Pole, or a great 

sea in which the north end of the earth is said 

to be. 

Not long ago a writer wrote that the Garden 

of Eden was no doubt at the North Pole. 

Think of that! Adam and Eve at the North 

Pole! among icebergs! But he said there was 

no winter there then, all summer and green- 

ness. 

How this writer knew so much about that 

        

A CHEERFUL GIVER. 

R. BRIGGS of Lakawn writes about one 

of his people in China who came to him 

one morning bringing a ‘‘rupee”’ to be used 

for mission work. He was a poor inan, and 

ten rupees is about what he earns in a month, 

so Dr. Briggs thought he had been a liberal 

giver. In a very short time, to his surprise, 

the man returned and laid down another rupee. 

This is the way he told his story: ‘‘I went 

home and began to eat my breakfast; but when 

I thought of all that God had given me since I 

            
          

  

      
      

    

        

    
  

                                                
                
      

  
  

                
  

  
  
    
  
            
  

                
  
                                                                                
      
  
                        
  

  
  

          
              
      
                        
  

                                                        
  
                
  
          
  

  
  
  

            

                                                            
          
  

                
              

          
          
          
  
        
  
    

  
                        
      
                

              
        
    

                      
    

  
  

                      
  

            
  

  
  

                                            
                  
                                      
            
  

  
      
      
    

            

  
  

  
    
        
          

                  
  
                  
                

    

  

                                

  
    

                
  

  
  
    

        

          

              
  
        

  

  

  
SEARCHING FOR THE NORTH POLE. 

since he had never 

seen any one who 

country is the question, 

been there, nor had he 

had. 

However, the journey there is now through 

the biggest snowbanks you ever saw, or ice- 

banks, and when a ship gets into their hungry 

jaws they proceed to chew it up as you would 

popped corn. 

Some men and ships may be there now hunt- 
ing for the Pole. 

If they find it they will tell us how it looks 

—if they get back again. 

L. 

heard of Jesus I couldn’t eat any more until 

I had brought another rupee; and I wish I had 

many, many to give.” 

LOADING CATTLE. 

HIS is one way of loading cattle from a 

scow to a steamer in Syria, that coun- 

try at the east end of the Mediterranean Sea. 

They are to be taken to the market of 

Constantinople. 

It is bad enough to kill the poor creatures



LOADING CATTLE. 

  

                              

      
    
                                                                                                                                          
                  
  
                                        
    

                                                                                                                        
                    
    
  

              
    
  
    
          

      

  

            

      

      

  
ONE WAY OF LOADING CATTLE. 

when they get them to the slaughter-house, but How would those cruel men like to be lifted 

the cruelty of jerking them up by the horns on board that steamer by their hair? 

and neck in this dreadful manner is inexcusable. God cannot be pleased to see one of his 

If the gentle, faithful cows can think, what creatures treat another harshly. Those men 

must they think of the hard treatment they must give account some day. 

have? 
L.



THE “CAMEL OF AMERICA.” 

; THE “CAMEL OF AMERICA.” 

L. H. M. Pacmer. 

  

, HE representatives of the 

camel in the New World 

(Auchenia) dwell on the 

west coast of South 

America, and are found 

at high altitudes in the 

Cordilleras, as well as 

on lower ground farther 

south, where they find the 

lower temperture under which they alone seem 

to thrive. 

the Vicuna, are found in the wild state; the 

other two, the Llama and the Alpaca, have 

been domesticated for so long a time that their 

origin is unknown, but the supposition is that 

they are but altered descendants of the first 

mentioned forms. They much resemble the 

camel, but compared with their relatives in 

the Old World these species are much smaller 

and are without the hump which is so prominent 

a characteristic of the true camel; however, 

there are many points of resemblance between 

the two. The toes, which are more cloven 

than the camel’s, are each provided with a 

callous pad on the under surface, and with the 

widely-separated, claw-like hoof is excellently 

adapted to climbing rocky and uneven ground. 

The callous places which are on the knees and 

breast of the camel are found only in the 

Llama, and are probably the marks of servitude. 

In all the species the coat is more abundant 

than the camel’s, and the wool is of consider- 

able value. The largest species is the Guanaco, 

which is nearly four feet at the shoulder and 

has a length of between seven and eight feet. 

The Guanaco lives farther south than any of 

the other members, being found most abund- 

antly in the southern Andes, and on the colder 

plains of Patagonia; it is gregarious (as are 

the other species), the herds sometimes attain- 

ing a large size, but usually number from six 

to thirty individuals, subsisting upon a peculiar 

kind of grass or reed called Ycho. While they 

   
Two of the forms, the Guanaco and 

can obtain green food it is said that they do 

not require water, and that they have the 

power of secreting from the food suflicient 

moisture to satisfy their thirst. Like other 

ruminants they love salt. Darwin, who studied 

Guanacos in Patagonia, found that, unlike 

camels, they readily took to water, swimming 

from island to island. At the beginning of 

winter the Guanacos leave the mountains 

where they have spent the summer and go 

down to the valleys; here they are hunted with 

dogs, but only the younger and less active 

members are caught, the old ones being so 

swift as to test the speed of a good horse. 

When pursued, they frequently turn and neigh 

with all their might, and then set off again at 

full speed. The Indians have a novel way 

of capturing them by driving a herd into a 

narrow pass, across which cords have been 

stretched ; on the cords are tied bits of cloth or 

wool, and the animals are so bewildered by the 

fluttering rags that they crowd together and 

are killed by the hunters with stones tied to 

leather thongs. 

The Llama, ‘+ take him for all in all,” is a 

very useful animal; he is nearly the same size 

as the Guanaco— the head and ears are smaller 

— the difference caused by domestication being 

a heavier build and larger foot-pads. 

The eyes of the Llama are large and beauti- 

ful, furnished with very thick lashes which 

(when the animal is white) give the eyes a 

rather peculiar appearance; the face is intelli- 

gent and expressive. In color, the black, 

brown and gray animals are most frequently 

met with, but there are also piebald and a few 

white ones; a white Llama being the presiding 

deity of the natives of Callao. The Llamas 

are employed as beasts of burden on the pla- 

teaus of Bolivia and Peru, and can carry from 

ninety to a hundred and fifty pounds. Only 

the males are used for transport; the females 

are allowed to graze at their own sweet will



 
 

LLAMAS IN THE WASHINGTON ‘‘ z00.”
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during the day, and at night are gathered into 

folds. The peculiar structure of this animal, 

which enables it to travel over rugged country 

where no other loaded animal could keep its 

footing, has made it indispensable in those 

localities. Formerly, the Llama was used in 

large numbers to transport silver from the 

mines to the sea-board and to bring back the 

necessaries of life; but now mules are largely 

used instead. Though the distance traversed 

daily is not great (rarely more than ten or 

twelve miles), this method of transportation is 

very cheap. The animals, if properly treated, 

are willing and hardy, forage for themselves 

along the route and furnish excellent meat, 

especially when young; Llama steak is a com- 

mon article in the markets of Peru. 

These animals seem to have been to the 

aborigines what the reindeer is to the Lapland- 

ers. The long woolly coat with which it is 

covered furnishes the principal clothing for the 

Indians. The trouble of keeping a herd of 

Llamas is very slight; at night they are put in 

an inclosure, where they are kept winter and 

summer without any protection other than their 

own warm coat, although at the elevation at 

which they usually live, the temperature often 

falls below freezing-point immediately after 

sunset, even in the summer. In the morning 

they are allowed to wander freely around on 

the mountains in search of food, and at night 

returning of their own accord. When the 

Llamas fight (being destitute of horns) they 

go at it ‘tooth and nail” in very truth, and 

ugly wounds those curved teeth make! The 

fight, however, has an amusing side (to the 

spectator), for if a Llama fears his opponent 

is going to bite his legs, which are short-haired 

and therefore much more sensitive than the 

body, he suddenly flops down on the ground 

and conceals those useful members under him. 

The milk, which was not used before the ar- 

rival of the Spaniards, is said to be quite good, 

the skin also furnishes an excellent leather. 

Thus, to sum up the usefulness of this animal, 

we find the Llama is to the natives, first a ser- 

vant, then drink, meat and various kinds of 

clothing. Bolivar calculated that four mil- 

lions of Llamas were killed annually in his 

“CAMEL OF AMERICA.” 

time, to be eaten, and that three hundred thou- 

sand were used in the transport of the produce 

of the mines of Potosi alone. In the open 

country now, the horse and mule have almost 

superseded the Llama as a beast of burden. 

The Vicuia is decidedly smaller instature 

than the Llama. It yields a curly wool from 

which materials of silky fineness are made and 

exported from Bolivia. The color of this ani- 

mal is reddish-brown, and an apron of long 

white hair falls down between the forelegs and 

along the flank. The Vicuha is not easily 

tamed, and likes best the elevated grassy spots 

on the Cordilleras, only descending from their 

inaccessible homes in the warm season. They 

are hunted not only for their wool but for their 

excellent flesh. Their habits are very like 

‘the Guanaco’s, living in herds formed either 

entirely of young males or females with one 

older male who acts as a sentinel. Should 

the leader be killed the females will not leave, 

but if a female falls the whole herd basely 

desert her. 

The Alpaca or Paco, the fourth species of 

Auchenia, bears a stronger resemblance to the 

sheep than any of the other forms, and is never 

used as a beast of burden, but kept in large 

flocks on the elevated plains of the Andes. 

Whether it is to be regarded as merely a do- 

mesticated Vicufia, or 1s a mixture of the Gu- 

anaco stock, is a point which has not been 

satisfactorily determined. The color of the 

Paco is sometimes gray, sometimes black, but 

most frequently perhaps, the pale-brown hue of 

the Vicufia. It has for ages furnished the 

aborigines of Peru with the fine wool for their 

clothing, but the wool has only been introduced 

as an article of commerce to the world within 

the last fifty or sixty years. Its utility for 

certain fabrics was first recognized by Sir Titus 

Salt, whose factories at Saltaire in England 

gained immense importance through this branch 

of wool manufacture. When cut every year, 

the wool grows about eight inches long — but 

if unshorn, becomes much longer. There 

seems to be no regular shedding of the. fleece 

in the Llama and Paco, as in the sheep. Some 

Llamas were kept in the London Zodlogical 

Gardens several years before showing any in



THE 

dications of shedding. The appearance of the 

animal without its coat immediately discloses 

the likeness to the camel. The many attempts 

to introduce the Paco in different parts of the 

world have not been very successful. All the 

species of <Auchenia are commonly found in 

Zodlogical Gardens, and the Llamas in-the illus- 

“CAMEL OF AMERICA.” 

tration were drawn from the inmates of the 

Washington ‘‘Zoo;” the baby Llama is three 
weeks old. 

There are abundant camel remains found in 

North America, showing that the now widely 
separated living forms could easily have been 
derived from those ancestors. 

  
A “DAME SCHOOL.”



  

BABY’S CORNER. 

BABY’S CORNER. 

FRANCES. pet. Petty soon I saw it and said: ‘© QO, 

dear — sakes!” so loud that papa comed; papa 
Y name is F’ances. Sometimes Iam a 

12 ‘¢ goo’ goo’ girl.” That means a good 

girl. One day I wanted some water. No- 

body was there to give it to me, and I didn’t 

I got my silver cup, and went 

he comed quick. 

said: 

want to wait. 
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was in the sitting-room taking tare of me; and 

Jus’ 

said, ‘* F’ances is a goo’ goo’ girl.” 

‘¢Yes, I sink you are!” 
look pleasant a bit; an’ he made me sit down 

the minute I saw him I 

An’ he 

But he didn’t 

on a chair in the corner, 

the longest time! and 

he tooked off my apun, 

though the water on it 

was dus’ as clean! Then 

he had to wipe up the 

floor; I wanted to, but 

he wouldn’t let me a 

single bit; and he made 

me sit still, although 

I had he’ped myself, 

to save him twouble! 

Papas don’ know how 

to tate tare of ’ittle 

girls vewy well, I sink. 

My coke and bunnie 

are pitty sings. They 
are made of yellow 

and b’own, and some 

white; but the yellow 

is the pittiest. I have 

free bunnies, and wub- 

bers. One has fur kit- 

ties all awound it; one 

bunnie has; the wub- 

bers haven’t. I go 

walking; I go to meet 

the twain. One day 

Yea-yea came and 

dumped f’om the cars 

and I foun’ him and 

bwought him home. 

But he dumped back 
to the ’figiter and turned the ‘ittle bright 
handle, and the water poured and poured! I 
filled my cup, but I forgot to turn the handle, 
and the water rolled and rolled all over the tar- 

again and went away. I like the twain when 
they dump off, but I don’t when they dump 
back. The twain goes ‘‘ toot! toot! tooo-o0! 
That’s all. F’ ances.



  

  

  
  

KING PHILIP.  



KENT’S NEED. 

KENT’S NEED. 

   

              

did not say so, because he 

had a feeling that it would 

sound irreverent, but all the 

while his little sister Amy was 

talking with mother about what 

we needed from God, he was 

thinking that he did not need some of the 

things mentioned. For instance, ‘‘ care.” 

Mother made a great deal of that, as was 

proper for Amy, for she was a little thing, and 

timid; she needed to realize that God cared 

far her on the street, in the dark, and every- 

where. But a boy of thirteen ought to be able 

to take care of himself, and he, Kent Morrison, 

felt entirely equal to it. He wouldn’t be in the 

Junior meetings if it were not for Amy; but 

mother did not like her to go alone; and be- 

sides, Miss Armour liked to have some of the 

older boys there, so he-did not mind; but the 

subjects they talked about were rather young 

for him! 

Two hours afterwards, Kent Morrison was 

waiting at the office for a belated mail, when 

Dr. Potter drew up before the door. 

‘© You’re the very boy!” he said. ‘* Couldn’t 

you hold my horse for me while I skip in to see 

how Mother Howland is? I won’t be a minute, 

for I am in a tremendous hurry. My Jerry is 

ill to-day, and I have had to start out without 

him.” 

Of course Kent could hold the horse; noth- 

ing would suit him better. 

Five minutes afterwards he thought differ- 

ently. It was young Wordsworth whizzing 

suddenly by on his new wheel that frightened 

the horse; he did not approve of wheels, es- 

pecially when they came up behind him without 

any warning. He gave Kent little warning; 

he reared and plunged, then made a wild dash 

down the road. Kent pulled with all his 

strength, but he knew as well as did the fright- 

ened people who began to gather in the street 

to watch, that the horse was dashing towards 

the railroad track, and that the nine-twenty 
express was due. Yes, even at that instant 

the fierce whistle sounded in the near distance ! 

If that horse should continue his mad rush in 

the same direction, and try to cross the track 

at the moment when the flying train came 

around the curve! Men shouted to him what 

to try to do, but he could not hear them; he 

could only hold on with all his might and — 

yes; there was one other thing to be done. 

Strangely enough he could seem to hear his 

mother’s voice, saying: ‘* And, daughter, you 

need God’s caré all day, as well as at night, 

remember; every moment He is at hand to 

guard you.” Oh! was that true? Yes, Kent 

knew it was. And he could not, no, he could 

not take care of himself! He had never real- 

ized it as he did at that moment. ‘*O, God! ” 

he prayed, ‘‘ take care of me now. [I need it 

—I need it! There is nobody else who can 

do a thing for me.” 

“What made that horse suddenly decide to 

turn the corner, instead of keeping straight 

ahead? It is said that runaway horses always 

dash straight ahead; Kent Morrison knows 

they don’t — always. Why did the horse de- 

cide in the next minute and a half to get over 

his silly fear, and change his wild gallop into a 

reasonable trot, so that without much difficulty 

Kent persuaded him, presently, to turn around 

and trot back to the post-office, while the ex- 

press panted for breath at the station? 

‘¢ Upon my word!” said Dr. Potter, racing 

up the street and stopping breathless’ before 

him. ‘+I thought it was all over with you! I 

saw the scamp start just as I was coming out 

of Howland’s door. He doesn’t often get 

frightened, but when he does, he runs; and I 

thought of the train. It was a careless thing 

for metodo! How did you manage to control 

him, my boy?” 

‘“‘T didn’t,” said Kent, getting down from 

the seat as fast as he could, feeling that he 

had had ride enough for one day; ‘‘I didn’t; 

he controlled himself, or— that is—JI didn’t 

do anything, only ” — 

He did not like to finish his sentence; he 

was not a very brave boy. But in his heart 

he said, ‘‘I didn’t do anything only pray. I 

mean to tell Amy that every single word 

mother said this morning is true, and I know 

it. There are places where I need Him, and 

He does it.”



SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

Wasn’t it strange that he did not feel it such 

an honor to have been helped as in the way he 

was, that he wanted to tell it, not only to Dr. 

Potter, who was not acquainted with God, but 

to the dozens of men gathered on the sidewalk? 

How do you account for it? Pansy. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

NO. I. 

What shall I promise Jesus for this year? 

(Matt. v. 14-16.) 

Promise nothing in your own strength, but 
with his grace assisting, pledge your love, and 
from love will come obedience, and good works. 

‘* We are standing on the threshold, we are in 

the open door, 

We are treading on a border land we never 

trod before ; 

Another year is opening, and another year is 

gone, 

We have passed the darkness of the night; we 

are in the early morn; 

We have left the fields behind us o’er which we 

scattered seed ; 

We pass into the future which none of us can 

read ; 

Then hasten to fresh labor, to thresh, to reap, 

and sow, 

Then bid the new year welcome, and let the old 

year go — 

Then gather all your vigor, press onward in the 

fight, 

And let it be your motto, ‘‘ For God and for 

the Right.” Foster. 

NO. II. 

What do we need from God? (Ps. exiv. 

9-21.) 
‘¢ Give me, O, Father, to thy throne access, 

Unshaken seat of endless happiness, 

Give me, unveiled, the source of good to see! 

Give me thy light, and fix mine eyes on Thee!” 

Beruivs. 

‘¢ Father of light and life, thou good supreme ! 

O, teach me what is good! teach me thyself! 

Save me from folly, vanity and vice, 

From every low pursuit! and feed my soul 

With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue 
pure ; 

Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss.” 

TuHompeson. 

We most need a ‘ new heart,” then the love 
of God shed abroad in it, that we may love 
like him, as the dewdrop reflects the sun: 
‘‘We need our daily bread,” which to God 
means all good for body, mind, and soul; and 
grace to use all to His glory. 

NO. III. 

What are some of the troubles and difficulties 

in which you would like help? 

13-17.) 

My unruly temper and tongue; selfishness, 

want of wisdom to speak just the right word, 

when I would witness for Jesus. Carelessness, 

lack of order; these are some of the troubles 

with which many of us meet. Then there are 
questions which come up that will often try the 

young Christian. Sometimes it is a question 
of duty, and sometimes it is one concerning 

pleasure. Would it be best to speak to that 

friend now? Would it be best to rebuke him 

for what he says, or does? 
If I refuse to go with the company to that 

place, will I not offend some of them, and 

make them feel that religion is a thing to be 

dreaded? Visitors have come who care noth- 

ing for the church, or for its services; and 

what shall I do? Would it be courteous to go 

and leave them at home, or to urge them to go 

where they do not wish to? What are we to 

do with these troublesome questions? 

We can pray over them. We can often find 

an answer to them in the Bible. 

Sometimes we have to leave results with 

God, while we obey his commandments. It 

may sometimes help us to remember that 

Jesus is a person, and that as such we should 

be courteous to him. We would do well to 

also keep in mind that ‘‘two wrongs do not 

make a right.” The great thing is to have the 

right spirit and motive, with the desire to do 

just what the Master would approve. 

NO. IV. 

What is it to be a Christian? 

11-24.) 

(Prov. iii. 

(John xiv.



THE YEARS.—EARLE’S 

The passage referred to gives some light on 

the question. 

One sign of discipleship is obedience. 
15,21.) To have the spirit (v. 16, 17). 

ing used by the Lord to do good works: (v. 

12.) 

To be a Christian is to be a Christ-man, or 

woman, or child; and so in some sense to 

be like Christ. Love for Christians is also 

another proof. (I Johniii. 14.) (I Johny. 

10.) (Rom. viii. 16.) Suggests an evidence 
which God gives. 

(Vv. 

‘¢ A Christian is the highest style of man.” 

Youne. 

‘¢ A Christian is God’s gentleman.” 

J. C. Hare. 

When Dr. Judson went on his missionary 
journeys through the villages and jungles of 
the poor benighted Carens, he used to be called 
by the natives, the ‘‘ Jesus Christ man.” 

Foster. 

THE YEARS. 

RE you rich in the years of bright gold 
Yet untold? 

Do they leisurely go, 
Like a dream that is fair, 

Or a prayer? 
O, be wise; use them well! You shall know 
How the years, growing shorter, with good can 

increase, 

And a life at the end be transfigured with 
peace. 

Does the thought that so few years remain 
Give you pain? 

O, be glad that your quest 
Brings you into the light, 

From the night, 
And the worker at last has his rest! 
In the homeland above are no sorrows, no 

fears, 

And the life they live there is not measured by 
years. 

— Frances Ridley Havergal. 

Be- | 

“AFTERWARDS” TREE. “ 

EARLE’S “* AFTERWARDS” TREE. 

A STORY IN TWO PARTS. — PART I.   

HIRISTMAS was quite over at 
last; although it had lasted a 
longer time than usual. In 

the Crawford family there had 

been ‘¢ two Christmases,” as 
= - the children expressed it; at 

least there had been two Christmas-trees. One 
at Grandma’s house on Christmas eve, as 

usual; and then, because Uncle Richard lived 

twelve miles away and two of his young people 
had been ill and could not come to the frolic at 
Grandma’s, all the family went there on Christ- 

mas day, and in the evening had frolic number 
two — with a second tree as like the first as 

possible. Even Earle, who was the youngest 
of the group which gathered at Grandima’s, 
admitted that perhaps he had had presents 
enough for once. He could not think of a 
single ‘‘’nother” thing that he truly wanted. 
Moreover, he was quite tired out; so much so, 

that in the midst of talk in Grandma’s room, 

one day after dinner, he curled up in Grandpa’s 
chair with the down pillow at his head and fell 
asleep. 

And perhaps because they had been talking 
about the Hunter family just before that, he 
dreamed of the Hunter family. Never perhaps 
was there a more vivid dream. Earle’s head 
bobbed forward quite away from the pillow, 
although Grandma tried twice to make him 
more comfortable. His neck was rather stiff 
when he awoke, much astonished to find that 

he had been sleeping a long time, and all the 
family had scattered to their various duties or 
pleasures; only Grandma, who sat knitting. 

Earle rubbed his stiff neck thoughtfully, 
busy with his dream. At last his thoughts 
took shape in a question. ‘‘I have had such 
a funny dream! Grandma, why do they hang 
Christmas presents on trees? How came 
they to?” 

Said Grandma, after a thoughtful pause, ‘I 
don’t really know, dearie; I have heard all 
about it, but I can’t remember the reason. It 
has been a custom for a long time; and I think  
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it comes from the Germans; but Grandma has 

forgotten a good many things.” 

While she knitted and mused over the unfor- 
tunateness of not being able to answer all the 
questions of all her grandchildren, Earle con- 
tinued thinking. Then another question: 

‘‘Grandma, do they never have afterwards 
trees? ” 

‘‘ Afterwards trees! what kind would they 
be, dearie?”’ 

‘Why, you know Christmas is quite gone 

for a whole year; and so is New Year’s, but 
couldn’t there be a tree made like a Christmas 
one, and all trimmed up and everything, if 
there was a reason for it, any time along 
through the month?” 

Grandma admitted that if there were sufti- 

cient reason this might be done; but hinted 
that the reason ought to be very large, as peo- 
ple were generally tired of Christmas-trees after 

they were all over, and quite willing to wait a 
year before they got another one ready. 

‘“¢?’m not tired of them,” said Earle, medi- 
tatively; ‘‘ and, Grandma, I had such a funny 

dream. I dreamed about Clara and Minnie 
Hunter, and all the Hunters.” 

Grandma remarked that that was not at all 

strange, as they had been talking about all 
the Hunters, she remembered, just before he 

dropped to sleep. ° 

‘“T know it,” said Earle, ‘‘and the last 

thing I heard was Aunt Kate saying it was a 
shame the children were not remembered in 

some way. She said she should never vote 
again to give up the Christmas-tree of the Sun- 
day-school, just on account of people like the 

Hunters. And then, Grandma, I went to sleep 

and dreamed that we had a tree at the Hunt- 

ers’, or for the Hunters; I don’t see where it 

could have been, because it was in a large 

room; larger than any they have in their house. 

But all the things on the tree were for them. 

Oh! such lots and lots of things, Grandma. 

Some were queer; I couldn’t tell what they 

were; I guess they were just dream things; 

but some of them I knew. I saw Laura’s 

dollie, Augusta Jane, there, just as plain 

as day; and my last year’s building blocks, 

and Jack’s great ball, and Susie Perkins’ 

“AFTERWARDS” TREE. 

transparent slate, and ever so many things! 
Now, Grandma, why wouldn’t that be a good 
plan? We might have an afterwards tree just 
for the Hunters; and we might each put some- 
thing on it of our own things that we did not 

need any more. We've got such lots and lots 
of new ones.” 

That was the way it began. Surely never 
was plan made, awake or dreaming, which took 

hold of the hearts of the people better than this 
one did. The Hunters belonged to that class 

of whom our elders say when they talk about 
them, that they ‘have seen better days.” 
They were not wretchedly poor; that is, they 
lived in a fairly comfortable house, and man- 
aged by great care to have enough very plain 
food to eat each day. But the winter had 
been, thus far, one of the hardest of their 

lives. Mr. Hunter had begun it by being ill, 
and losing his place in the Iron Works. When 

he was ready to work again, after three months’ 
time, he had to take a different place in the 

Works, and receive less pay. Then Robbie 
had broken his leg and suffered no end of pain, 
and caused much expense. Last of all, the 
baby had the scarlet fever and lay for days so 
near death that the school children hushed their 

voices as they passed near the corner, and won- 
dered if that baby was alive yet. Baby was 
alive and doing well; but her long illness made 

heavy bills; not only to the doctor and drug- 

gist, but at the grocer’s as well; for Mrs. 

Hunter and her oldest daughter, Mary, who 
were used to sewing steadily all day and every 
day to help support the family, had not been 

able to do a thing since Rebbie broke his leg. 
There were other troubles, too. Mr. Hunter’s 

brother who owed him fifty dollars, could not 
pay one cent; and the man of whom he bought 
feed for his cow was determined to have his 
pay. All things considered, the Hunters had 

never come to such a dreary, discouraged place 
before in their lives. Mr. Hunter, who was a 

good man, tried to be brave; but he could not 

help being quieter than usual, and saying oc- 

casionally, even before the children, that he did 

not know what was to become of them if the 
Iron Works shut down, as there were rumors 

that they would, for a few weeks. They would
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have to beg, or starve, he was afraid. Mrs. 

Hunter sewed steadily, trying to make up for 

lost time; but she often wiped away tears, and 

Mary’s eyes, when she came downstairs after 

doing the morning work, sometimes looked 

red. Of course there had been no Christmas- 

tree, nor Christmas dinner nor Christmas gifts 

of any sort; except for Baby. Robbie went 

out on his crutches for the first time since the 

accident, and bought a rubber doll for her; 

and she eagerly sucked the red paint from its 

cheeks in less than five minutes thereafter. 

This was the only attempt at gifts. The cbil- 

dren, even the younger ones, Clara and Minnie, 

had been very good; they had not once wished, 

before their father, that they could have a 

Christmas like other girls; but they had looked 

sober over that and other things, more than 

once. Perhaps they would have looked more 

sober still, had they been able to realize just 

how hard a struggle their father and mother 

were having. 

So now you are made acquainted with the 

family about which Earle Crawford dreamed. 

His ‘‘ afterwards tree” was hailed by father 

and mother and aunts, uncles and cousins, as 

‘¢ just the thing.” 

The members of the Sabbath-school class to 

which Clara and Minnie Hunter belonged, all 

took hold of it with a will; the A division of 

the graded school where Clara went, said they 

should be delighted to help; and the grammar 

school to which Robbie Hunter belonged, heard 

of it and offered to join. Dr. Holland heard 

his boy describing what was to be done, and 

asked a few questions, and said that was a 

bright thought, he would help it along; the 

Hunters were worthy people who meant to do 

their best. Old Mr. Ames, who owned the 

house in which the Hunters lived, heard of it, 

and laughed and said it was the best ‘‘ after- 

wards ” he had ever known of, and he would 

write them a letter to put on the tree. To be 

sure, Earle Crawford looked grave and a bit 

troubled over this, and said he did not believe 

the Hunters would care for a letter from old 

Mr. Ames; and he wanted only real nice things 

on the tree; but his father advised him not to 

worry. At last the ‘‘ afterwards” was ready. 

“AFTERWARDS” 

-in use elsewhere. 

TREE. 

It was delightful to think how things ‘ hap- 

pened ” just right for their plans. Only the 

day before the tree was to be dressed, and 

while they were still planning where they 

should stand it, Mr. Hunter came to Mr. 

Crawford with a request. Mrs. 

mother was an old woman, and a lame one. 

She lived five miles away, in the country; aud 
had been used for thirty years to have her chil- 
dren come to spend her birthday with her. 
To-morrow she would be eighty-three years 

old, and her son-in-law had sent for them all to 

come, as usual; he had only half time now at 
the works, and his wife had no sewing for to- 

morrow; so they could go if they could get a 
wagon. Old Billy, the horse at the Works, 
could be had for the day, but the wagon was 

Would Mr. Crawford be so 

They 
could all pile into it, and they were rather 
anxious to go, because the children had gotten 

along without Christmas this year. They usu- 

ally went up on the train, but it cost ten cents 

apiece, and there were eight of them, and — 

well, they couldn’t this year. 

Never was a man more pleased to lend his 

wagon. He could hardly wait until evening to 

tell Earle the delightful news. When they 

heard it a shout went up at the Crawford tea- 

table. The Hunters were to take themselves 

off early in the morning. What was to hinder 

planting the tree in their own little front room, 

then closing the house and leaying them to dis- 
cover it as best they might when they reached 

home? How the plan worked, you shall hear 
next month. Pansy. 

Hunter’s 

kind as to lend his old farm wagon? 

HAT’S the fun of January? 

Bitter frosts and winds contrary? 
Snowballs flying, children shying, 

Skaters swiftest races trying, 

Snowmen standing grim and ghostly, 

Snowforts breached and battered mostly, 

Sleighbells jingling, fingers tingling, 

Icicles as long as lances, 

Diamond dust that gleams and glances, 

Ice-bound lakes and gales contrary, 

That’s the fun of January. 

— Olive A. Wadsworth.
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WITH THE POETS. 

WITH THE POETS. 

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 

HIS time we will see what we can find to 

enjoy in Oliver Wendell Holmes. It 

seems strange that even before the October 

Pansy had reached you, with its loving words 

about the ‘‘ surviving member of a remarkable 

circle of poets,” and the rare and sweet tribute 

to him found in Margaret Sidney’s Golden Dis- 

coveries, he had already joined the ranks of 

those whose voices we hear no more. 

Although it was not our intention to make 

much reference in these papers to the authors 

of the poems we quote, it seems fitting to re- 

call just here, the simple and quiet manner in 

which Dr. Holmes closed his life-story. He 

was in his home at Beacon Street, Boston, 

talking with his son, Judge Holmes. It had 

just been suggested that he would rest better in 

a certain old-fashioned chair which he liked, 

and his son had supported him to it. As he 

leaned against the head-rest he said: ‘+ This 

is better, thank you.” It is not likely that he 
imagined, certainly his son did not, that those 

were the last words he would utter here. So 

suddenly and peacefully as that, with a gentle 
‘‘ thank you” on his lips, he changed worlds. 

We have had great difficulty in making selec- 
tions from Dr. Holmes’s poetical work; there is 

much that we would like to quote had we but 

room, which we must leave you to find for 
yourselves; and at this time be content with a 
few selections which show perhaps, as well as 

any we could choose, the variety‘of his style, 
and the strength as well as quaintness of his 

word-pictures. 

One can hardly, help putting foremost his 
matchless ‘‘Hymn of Trust.” Especially do 
we like to study it just now, and think of him 

as realizing during that last day of life, that his 

blessed divine Friend was ‘‘ near; ” so near that 

every ‘‘earth-born care” was cast upon Him. 
I hope you will sing the hymn over softly 

among yourselves, perhaps on Sabbath after- 

noon, with mother and father to join, and re- 

member while you sing, that to live s9 that 
‘living or dying ” we can realize that Jesus is 
near, is the only life which will stand the strain. 

HYMN OF TRUST. 

O, Love Divine, that stoopedst to share 
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear, 

On Thee we cast each earth-born care, 
We smile at pain while Thou art near ! 

When drooping pleasure turns to grief, 
And trembling faith is changed to fear, 

The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf, 
Shall softly tell us Thou art near ! 

On Thee we fling our burdening woe, 
O, Love Divine, forever dear — 

Content to suffer while we know, 

Living and dying, Thou art near ! 

Now, by way of sharp contrast, let us take 

his ‘*‘ Evening,” a poem which he quaintly 

signed — ‘‘ By a Tailor.” We have room for 

only a brief selection, but the entire poem, like 

the part which we give you, is filled with the most 

ingenious references to the trade of a tailor. 

Perhaps Dr. Holmes stood almost alone in 

his ability to do such difficult work as this 

gracefully; making real poetry out of seem- 

ingly impossible material. He had almost as 

many hidden puns in his work as Hood; and 

as a rule, he had less that was objectionable. 

I think the boys, especially, will like to find the 

entire poem and read it carefully, to see how 

ingenious he was in weaving in the tailor’s 

‘‘tools,” from the famous ‘‘ goose” to ‘‘all the 

needles that do wound the spirit.” 

EVENING. 

Day hath put on his jacket, and around 

His burning bosom buttoned it with stars. 

Here will I lay me on the velvet grass, 

That is like padding to earth’s meagre ribs, 

And hold communion with the things about me. 

Ah, me ! how lovely is the golden braid 

That binds the skirt of night’s descending robe ! 

The thin leaves, quivering on their silken threads, 

Do make a music like to rustling satin, 

As the light breezes smooth their downy nap. 

Do you know his queer little ‘‘ Katydid ” 

song? To be sure, the girls will not feel highly
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flattered with the author’s hint that the bird 

must surely be afemale; nor is it strictly true 

to either natural history or human beings. I 

am sure I have heard both men and boys say 

over and over again, ‘‘ an undisputed thing, in 

such a solemn way! ” 

But perhaps Dr. Holmes never happened to 

meet among men, any but the wise and great. 

Whether we like to have all the ‘ shrillness” 

and ‘* petulence” in the world attributed to us, 

we cannot help enjoying the poem, so I give a 

little of it. 
KATYDID. 

I love to hear thine earnest voice, 

Wherever thou art hid, 

Thou testy little dogmatist, 

Thou pretty Katydid ! 

Thou mindest me of gentlefolks — 
Old gentle folks are they — 

Thou say’st an undisputed thing 

In such a solemn way. 

Thou art a female, Katydid ! 

I know it by the thrill 

That quivers through thy piercing notes, 

So petulent and shrill. 

I think there is a knot of you 

Beneath the hollow tree — 

A knot of spinster Katydids — 

Do Katydids drink tea ? 

‘¢ The Two Streams.” This poem will bear 

studying. I hope no Pansy will pass it by as 

too old for him or her to understand. A grave 

mistake which we young people make, is not 

trying to understand language which at first 

sight sounds difficult. In this selection there 

is hidden a lesson so strong and so important 

that every boy and girl ought to learn it. 

What are the ‘‘ slanting stones” in your lives 

which are going to change all their currents? 

Remember, it is possible in human lives to 

foresee the stones and roll them out of the 

way. Remember, also, that we sometimes 

heedlessly put stones in the way of others, 

which lead them in other paths than they would 

else have chosen. Shall we see to it that the 

paths into which we turn them are those which 

we shall rejoice over when we come to under- 

stand it all, some day? 

Study the verses carefully, and pray while 

you read, that no Pansy in all our great garden 

will travel ‘‘ to long darkness and the frozen 

tide.” 

POETS. 

THE TWO STREAMS. 

Behold the rocky wall 
That down its sloping sides 

Pours the swift rain-drops, blending as they fall, 
In rushing river-tides ! 

The slender rill had strayed — 

But for the slanting stone, 

To evening’s ocean, with the tangled braid 
Of foam-flecked Oregon. 

So from the heights of Will, 

Life’s parting stream descends, 

And, as a moment turns its slender rill, 

Each widening torrent bends — 

From the same cradle’s side, 

From the same mother’s knee — 

One to long darkness and the frozen tide, 
One to the Peaceful Sea! 

The ‘‘Familiar Letter to Correspondents,” I 

am sure you will enjoy. The world is full of 

people, young people too, who want to write 

poems, and stories, and get them 

Every mail proves that to me. Here is a les- 

son on the art. The ‘ book full of words” 

must surely be the dictionary. Queer, isn’t it, 

that all the words we can possibly use are 

stored there for us? and the difference between 

great writers and great failures — in literature 

—is only a difference between the choice of 

words ! 

I should like to hear the ‘‘ Familiar Letter”’ 

well recited. JI have by no means given you 

the entire poem; we have not space, but it is 

easily found in any standard collection of 
poems, or in Dr. Holmes’s own works. 

printed. 

A FAMILIAR LETTER TO SEVERAL 
CORRESPONDENTS. 

Here’s a book full of words; one can choose as he fancies, 
As a painter his tint, as a workman his tool; 

Just think! all the poems and plays and romances 
Were drawn out of this, like the fish from a pool ! 

You can wander at will through its syllabled mazes, 
And take all you want — not a copper they cost — 

What is there to hinder your picking out phrases 
For an epic as clever as ‘‘ Paradise Lost ?”’ 

Don’t mind if the index of sense is at zero, 

Use words that run smoothly, whatever they mean; 
Leander and Lilian and Lillibullero 

Are much the same thing in the rhyming machine. 

There are words so delicious their sweetness will smother 

That boarding-school flavor of which we’re afraid — 
There is ‘‘ lush ’’ is a good one, and ‘‘ swirl’? is another — 

Put both in one stanza, its fortune is made!
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With musical murmurs and rhythmical closes 

You can cheat us of smiles when you’ve nothing to tell; 

You hand us a nosegay of milliner’s roses, 

And we cry with delight, ‘‘O, how sweet they do smell!” 

I want to close with a temperance recitation 

for the benefit of the L. T. L’s. I once heard 

it recited in concert by two boys. The first 

boy gave the original words, and the other in 

ringing tones gave them ‘‘ as altered by a tee- 

totaler.”” The effect was splendid. ‘Try it, 

boys. 
ODE FOR A SOCIAL MEETING. 

(With slight alterations by a teetotaler.) 

Come! fill a 1resh bumper — for why should we go 

While the logwood still reddens our cups as they flow; 

Pour out the decoction still bright with the sun, 

Till o’er the brimmed crystal the dye-stuff shall run. 

The half-ripened apples their life-dews have bled; 

How sweet is the taste of the sugar of lead! 

For summer’s rank poisons lie hid in the wines 

That were garnered by stable-boys smoking long nines. 

Then a scowl, and a howl, and a scoff and a sneer, 

For strychnine and whiskey, and ratsbane and beer! 

In cellar, in pantry, in attic, in hall, 

Down, down with the tyrant that masters us all. 

Pansy. 

AN INDIAN TRIUMPH. 

T is said that three girls who live in Okmul- 

gee, Indian Territory, have committed to 

memory the Westminster Shorter Catechism and 

recited it perfectly to their teacher. 

Any young person who has examined this 

catechism, will be willing to agree that the 

Indian girls have shown perseverance and 

pluck. A little friend of mine who has reached 

the seventy-third question in it, says she can- 

not understand why it should be called ‘‘ shorter 

catechism ;” that it is the longest thing she 

ever saw. Some people think that it is not 

wise to ask young people to learn their church 

catechism, because there is so much in it that 

they cannot understand until they are older. 

But such persons forget, I think, how easily 

-young folks memorize, and how valuable it is 

‘to have in their minds correct forms of the 

truths they are taught to accept. The writer 

learned her church catechism when she was 

seven years old, and has always been glad that 

her father and mother encouraged her to do so. 

A PANSY. 

  

ONLY A PANSY. 

UCH a hot sultry day; the sun’s rays fell 

upon the already burning pavement with 

such force it seemed unendurable. The air 

was close and scorching and not a breeze 

stirred a twig or leaf. 

In the hot street of a dusty city, under the 

shadow of an awning which projected from 

above the window of a florist’s shop, stood a 

tiny little hunch-back, her face shriveled with 

pain. She was looking with longing eyes 

through the deep glass window, at the dainty 

flowers which were artistically arranged to 

please the eyes of the passing crowd. A tiny 

fountain played in the midst of the many plants, 

and the cool trickling of the water fell like 

music on her tired ear. She was thinking what 

a world of wealth it would seem to possess a 

flower—one little flower was all she wished 

for; with this she felt she would be quite con- 

tent. Perhaps the sad little pinched face ex- 

pressed all the longing and desire within her 

heart, possibly she spoke her thoughts aloud — 

at all events, someone coming hurriedly out of 

the florist’s, noticed her, stopped, and pulled 

from the basket of pansy plants which he held 

in his hand, a large yellow pansy with a strag- 

gling root, bent over the little hunch-back and 

dropped it into the outstretched hands, then, 

before she could even thank him, passed quickly 

on to be lost in the crowd. 

For half a moment she gazed at the yellow 

flower as if quite uncertain where it came from
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or how it got there, then holding it close to her 

heart, she stooped and picked up her fallen 

crutch, hobbled painfully down the street, until 

she came to a large, half-tumbled-down old 

tenement house. 

Ragged, dirty children were playing noisily 

about the door, and now and then a woman’s 

harsh voice was heard above the clamor. Upon 

seeing the little hunch-back the children paused 

for a moment in their play, and gave her a 

scornful, half-pitying glance. One boy, some- 

what older than the rest, came clumsily toward 

her and said in a not unkindly tone, ‘‘ Your 

father’s got home, Meg, an’ he’s worse ’an 

ever; ye better not go up now.” 

She started, half-frightened, dreading to go 

forward, and still reluctant to turn back. The 

pale little face looked more pinched than ever, 

then suddenly, as if ashamed of her hesita- 

tion, she said, ‘‘ Thank ye, Joe,” and went 

bravely in. 

The stairs were narrow and crooked and it 

was a long time before she reached the top. 

There at last, she stopped with beating heart 

before the closed door which led to the low 

wretched garret she called her home. Here 

she and her father had lived for two long years ; 

since her mother’s death Meg had been left en- 

tirely to his care, but the brutal way in which 

he treated her had aroused the pity of even 

the hardened neighbors. 

Bad and unfeeling as they were, she had won 

a place in their hearts, until the roughest had 

ceased to jeer at her crutch, or mock her 

drunkard father when he would return after 

days of absence. 

Yes, this poor little hunch-back’s father was 

a drunkard, who abused her shamefully, and 

wounded her tender heart even more with his 

brutal words. And now she stood hesitating 

before the door, fearful of what might follow 

when her father saw her, yet knowing that if 

she waited much longer her heart would fail 

her. 

With a quick step forward, she opened the 

door and entered the room; before her, with 

his head bowed on the table, sat her father. 

He did not see her, and she timidly approached 

him and laid her hand upon his arm. This 
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little act irritated him, and raising his head he 

stared at her rudely for a moment, then burst 
into a cold mirthless laugh, which hurt her 

more than anything he could have said or done. 

Suddenly he caught sight of the pansy she 

held in her hand. ‘‘Give it to me,” he cried 

hoarsely. She crouched back, still clinging in 

a pitiful way to the flower she knew would be 
instantly taken from her. With a mad desire 

to torture the poor child, he reeled forward and 

tore the flower from those clinging fingers, 
then, as if half-ashamed of what he had done 

he laid it on the table, and in a stupid way sat 

down and looked at it. The dainty pansy, all 
crushed and broken, seemed to awaken what 

little manhood there was left in him; strange 

as it may seem, this tender plant had appealed 

to his heart. 

He rose unsteadily and left the room, return- 

ing a few minutes later with a dilapidated old 

flower pot filled with dirt, and into this soil he 

planted the root of the yellow pansy. In his 

sober days he had been a florist, and now his 

fondness for flowers had conquered him and 

made him a man once more. 

After this the days were happier; the little 

hunch-back was overjoyed at the fate which 

had befallen her dear pansy, and took the 

greatest care that nothing should happen to it. 

Her father grew more kind to her and inter- 

ested himself in the plant, so that it grew and 

flourished. Gradually father and child were 

drawn together more and more, he was almost 

always sober, and seemed to feel a tender com- 

passion for his little hunch-back daughter. 

She, with her loving ways and tender heart, 

had won the good will and affection of all who 

were in the tenement. 

It was little Meg who made their lives more 

bright and holy, who ministered unto the sick 

and suffering and made every one’s burdens 

lighter, until she seemed a sunbeam in that 

dismal tenement. 

But one day she went out for a walk and 

failed to return, some noisy bootblack said; 

‘«¢ She had been run over and killed,” and then, 

someway, all the neighbors knew her sad little 

life was ended, and the little hunch-back was 

with God.



OUR PICTURE GALLERY. 

But the flower grew on and on, and the pale 

yellow pansies blossomed and blossomed. Her 

father never drank now, but had a good place 

as gardener, in a park. He tenderly cared for 

the pansy she had left, and it seemed a help 

and encouragement to his sad life. 

Every one missed the little hunch-back; for 

days the children seemed oppressed and quiet, 

and they did not laugh so loudly or play so 

boisterously. Sometimes they went up the 

narrow stairs while the gardener was away, 

and looked at the pansy; there was always a 

tiny sunbeam on it, and they said, ‘‘It was 

her spirit.” Frorence M. Brexpine. 

OUR PICTURE GALLERY. 

  

PROFESSOR ASA GRAY. 

OME young people think that college pro- 

fessors, especially if they have written 

what are called text-books, for others to study, 

are grave and dignified men, who never smile, 

and never think of making a joke for others to 

smile at. It is well to learn, every once in 

awhile, that this is a mistake; that men may 

be great and learned, and at the same time 

merry and fun-loving on occasion. This was 

true of Professor Gray. I wonder how many 

of you are studying his delightful book, ‘‘ How 

Plants Grow?” It seems to me that even 

people who are not studying botany, and per- 

haps do not expect to, would enjoy reading 

this book; there are so many curious and in- 

teresting things in it. Professor Gray of Cam- 

bridge was the author. But it is about his 

dog, instead of his book, that I wanted to tell 

you. I found the account in ‘* The Congrega- 

tionalist.” It seems that Jap, the dog, was a 

little fellow, but very full of mischief. One 

day while Professor Gray was entertaining a 

caller, Jap was busy with the caller’s overshoes. 

So busy, indeed, that he quite spoiled them. 

The next day a new pair was sent to the caller, 

and the following letter went with them: 

Dear Sir: 

Will you be so good as to accept a puppy’s penitent apolo- 

gies for his naughtiness, and a new pair of rubbers in place of 

those which I wickedly destroyed — because it was my nature 

to—at the time you last visited my master? I wish you to 

know that [ am as sorry for it as Iam capable of being, and 

that I have been punished as well as scolded, and that the cost 

of the rubbers has been stopped out of my allowance. So no 

more at present from your disobedient Jap Purp. 

I do not know how you feel about these 

things, but I chose this incident for my ‘‘ Pict- 

ure Gallery ” because I think it tells us what 

kind of a man Professor Gray was, better per- 

haps than a long article about him could do; 

  

therefore it was worthy of being called a ‘ pict- 
ure” of him. To be sure it is only one view, 
but that is all we expect from a single picture. 
What other thing do you know about the pro- 
fessor and author?
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Part II. 

ERHAPS the Crawfords never 
had a busier day than that one 
in which the Hunters went to 
help keep Grandmother’s birth- 

day. It was such an important 

day that Mr. Crawford actually 

staid from the office for several hours to help! 

The Hunters’ sitting-room was found to be in 

good order, and with so little furniture in it, 

that very little was to be done to make it ready 

for the tree. But after that was dragged in, 

and set up in state in the very center of the 

No ‘+ Afterwards,” 

surely, had ever grown after the fashion of this 

  

room, business began. 

one! There were dollies, and books, and 

slates, and drawing paper, and Christmas 

cards, and jackknives, and stockings, and 

dresses, and caps, and mittens, and hoods, and 

sacks, and— but what is the use of trying to 

tell it? One present must be described. It 

filled Earle Crawford’s heart full almost to 

overflowing with joy. Robbie Hunter, although 

he was nearly six years older than Earle, was 

Now Robbie 

Hunter had remarked to him perhaps twenty- 

five times already this winter, that if he only 

had a wheel he could get lots of errands to do 

for folks and earn a good deal of money. 

‘¢ You see,” he would say, ‘‘ we have so lit- 

tle snow here, that a wheel can be used almost 

all winter; and things are stretched so far 

apart that a fellow can’t do many errands be- 

fore the day is done, if he has to depend on 

nevertheless a dear friend of his. 

“AFTERWARDS” TREE. 

his feet; and as for the street cars, why, they 
take all the profits.” 

Earle had listened, and been convinced, and 
the two had wearied their brains trying to plan 
some way by which a wheel might be secured; 
all to no purpose up to this time. Yet here, 
standing under the tallest branches of this 
‘‘ afterwards ” tree was a first-class wheel in 
perfect order, although not quite new, and 

marked, ‘‘ Robert E. Hunter; from Santa 

Claus’ cousin.” ‘ Because,” said the giver, 
‘Santa Claus is supposed to come this way 
only at Christmas time; but his first cousins 

scurry over the country for the ‘afterwards’ 
things.” 

When Mrs. Crawford saw that wheel, she 

said: ‘*O, poor boy! that must have been 
hard. But wasn’t it noble That 

needs explaining. The wheel had belonged to 
Dr. Holland’s only son, Fletcher. It had been 
a present to him on his last birthday. ‘+A 

trifle too large for him just now, perhaps,” his 
uncle had said, ‘‘ but I wanted to get one that 
would last; and he’ll grow to it.” No, he 
wouldn’t. The accident which had broken his 

leg and hurt his hip, happened months before 
Robbie Hunter was hurt, and now Robbie was 

out, on crutches, and with a fair prospect of 
throwing them aside in a few days. But 

Fletcher Holland would never be able to do 
without his! Oh! worse than that; he knew 
his father feared that even crutches could not 

be used much; and that by and by he would 
be unable to step at all. It was some trouble 

about the hip which Fletcher did not under- 

stand, but he knew the fact as well as though 

they had told him, which they tried not to do. 
Yes, it had been hard. It took him one long, 
bright morning, sitting in his easy chair, with 
one hand on his crutch and the other just cov- 

ering the quiver on his lips while he gazed out 
of the window at nothing, and thought. Should 
he? Could he? Why not? It was his very 
own to do with as he would. Robbie Hunter 
needed it; could help support the family with 

it, and he, Fletcher —then there was a long 

break even in the thoughts, and Fletcher let go 

his crutch to brush away the tears lest mama 

should come in and see them. But he settled 

in him?”
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it that morning, and sent the wheel in the 

afternoon, around to the Crawfords, to be 

ready for the tree. 

Well, the busy day was done at last; so was 

the work. None too soon, although the Hunter 

family did not get back until after five o’clock. 

They had not meant to stay so late; but 

Grandma had cried when they talked of going, 

and said it was probably her last birthday with 

them, and they had lingered to comfort her. 

Because of this, and some other things, the 

ride home was a quiet one. They had had a 

good day, and a good dinner. Grandma’s son- 

in-law was far from wealthy, but he had a 

farm, and a good many things can be raised on 

a farm to make a dinner table inviting. Aunt 

Jane had done her best, and every 
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hard time, I hear. I suppose they will not 

have much of a supper to-night; and here you 

and Alice are fretting because I forgot to order 

the augel cake; when we shall probably have 

cold turkey and muffins, and I don’t know what 

not! I presume the Hunters will have to be 

contented with plain bread and butter.” 

Much he knew about it! Mrs. Crawford’s 

cook, Nannie, and Mrs. Holland’s second girl, 

Kate, were at that moment engaged in putt 

the finishing touches to as dainty a tea table as 

the Burtons themselves could desire. There 

was even cold turkey, in delicate pink and 

white slices, and angel cake, besides. This 

supper had been Earle Crawford’s final stroke 

of preparation. ‘* Because, you know, mama, 

  

body enjoyed it. Yet, in spite of 

it, the Hunters were getting hun- 

gry again. Dinner had been quite 

early in the day, for Grandma’s 

sake; now it was five o’clock, and 

it was found to be impossible 

to forget that they had almost 

nothing in the house for supper. 

O, yes! they had bread, of 

course; and some butter; they 

were not starving ; but stale bread, 

and butter which one needed to 
remember was scarce and high- 

  
  

priced, did not make a very in- 

viting meal. Mrs. Hunter, as she 

tucked her shawl closer about the baby and 

snugged him to her, could not help thinking 

how dingy and desolate the little kitchen would 

look to-night with its fireless stove, and the 

chill of a day alone upon it. Other people too, 

looked at the Hunter cottage and thought some- 

what the same thoughts. 

‘¢Isn’t that a gloomy little house where the 
Hunters live?” Carl Burton asked his father as 
they drove by on their way from school. Mr. 
Burton nearly always stopped at the school- 

house for Carl and Alice; he had them with 

him now, tucked among the bright-colored 

robes, and done up in costly furs. The Bur- 

tons all turned and looked at the little house. 

‘¢ Yes,” said Mr. Burton, ‘it does look 

rather desolate. The Hunters are having a 
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they always have splendid Christmas suppers ; 

and an afterwards Christmas ought to be just 

as nice.” 

Just as Nannie set a plate of mufiins on the 

corner of the stove to keep warm, Kate ex- 

claimed: <‘‘ There they are! now let’s scud! ” 

Away they scurried, out of the back door 

and down the hill, just as Clara Hunter blew 

around the corner, holding to her bonnet with 

both hands lest the wind carry it away. 

‘“<Give me the key, father,” she had said, 

‘¢and Pll run around and unlock the back door 

so that mother can get in quick, with Baby. 

And J’ll have a fire in a— why-ee! we didn’t 

lock this door, after all! Why, there is a fire! 

mother! there’s—O, mother, mother! what 

does it mean!”
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They were all in the kitchen by this time. 

Father, and Robbie, and all. For the first 

minute they stood and stared! There was the 

table laden with dainties, aglow with light from 

a new lamp which did not smoke, and had 

come to stay! ‘‘I didn’t know there were 

witches nowadays,” said Father Hunter, and 

he rubbed his eyes. Robbie hobbled around 

the table to investigate. ‘‘ Look here!” he 

said, ‘‘here’s a card; and it saysonit: ‘An 

Afterwards Christmas from Santa Claus and 

his friends.’ ” 

At last they got down to that table; the 

horse having been come after by an unusually 

obliging fellow from ‘‘ The Works,” who said 

he wanted her right away, and it would be all 

right to leave the wagon in the back yard for 

the night; Mr. Crawford said so. 

‘Good! ” said Robbie, rubbing his hands, 

‘¢ Now we can sit right down and eat this sup- 

per which the witches have brought, while it is 

hot. Mother, I wouldn’t be afraid to wager 

my old hat that Mrs. Crawford’s Nannie made 

those muffins; they look just like her.” 

Whoever made them, the Hunters voted them 

and everything else splendid; and were not too 

busy wondering and guessing, to eat heartily. 

Once Mrs. Hunter said, with a bit of a sigh, 

‘¢There is enough on this table to-night to 

have been spread over several days.” But a 

clamor of voices silenced her, father joining in. 

‘¢Some of our friends,” he said, ‘+ have in- 

tended it for a Christmas treat; and we’ll en- 

joy it and be grateful, even if we should be 

hungry next week.” 

It was Mary who finally said that it was get- 

ting very warm in the kitchen, shouldn’t she 

open the door to the other room a crack? 

Which she did, and exclaimed, and threw it 

wide open, and behold! there was the ‘‘ after- 

I wish I could 

describe that tree, and the things which lay 

about it and under it and behind it; and the 

bewilderment and joy of the Hunter family. 

‘¢What can it all mean?” first one Hunter 

said, then another. And when each had had 

his turn, they began again and said it over; 

for nobody knows how many times. By and 

by Robbie discovered the wheel; then he 

wards” tree in all its glory! 
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shouted so loud that his mother said: <‘‘ Rob- 

bie, if you were not on crutches you would 

almost deserve to have your ears boxed! see 

how you have frightenea Baby!” Then Rob- 

bie sat flat on the floor, and laughed, and 

laughed, until Mary said: ‘* Why, I believe he 

is crazy!” Then what did he do but plump his 

head into a cushion which was under the tree for 

the baby, and actually cry! He had wanted a 

wheel so dreadfully! and had not expected one 

any more than he expected to have the moon. 

Father Hunter, however, had not heard this 

last uproar at all. He had found a letter. 

The very letter which Earle Crawford had 

feared he would not care for, and was reading 

and re-reading it, and wiping his eyes and say- 

ing, ‘‘God bless him! that will help us through. 

I can see daylight. But it was a very short 

letter; only a receipt for eight months rent; 

the two which he-was behind, and the six 

which were to come before the year would 

close. Meantime, Mary, and Clara, and Min- 

nie, were finding packages which read: ‘* From 

your loving classmates; ”’ or, ‘‘ For a dear girl, 

from another girl,” or some such equally 

bewildering statement. 

‘¢ Here is another letter,” said Mrs. Hunter. 

She leaned over her husband’s shoulder to read, 

and drew a long breath of intense relief as she 

said: ‘¢QO, children! it is Dr. Holland’s bill, 

receipted ! ” 

There! I’m going to give itup. I wanted 

to tell you about it, but I cannot do the sub- 

ject justice. Earle Crawford declared months 

afterwards that the very best time he ever had 

in his life, had to do with that ‘* Afterwards” 

tree; and every Hunter in the company agreed 

with him. 

‘© A capital idea,” said Dr. Holland; ‘:a 

worthy tribute to a good family who had been 

unfortunate, and needed only a lift over a hard 

place. And it cost very little time or money. 

Everybody gave the little that they could get 

along without, as well as not. There wasn’t a 

sacrifice in it; except yours, my boy.” And 

he laid his hand tenderly on Fletcher’s shoulder, 

his eyes dimming with tears. But the boy 

looked up brightly and said: ‘‘ Never mind, 

father, I’m getting used to it.” Pansy.
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HE Heron family is a 

very large one, whose 

members scat- 

tered widely over the 

world, except in 

the coldest regions. 

North America is 

said to be the poor- 

est and South Amer- 

ica the richest in 

these inhabitants. 

There are but three sub-families recognized : 

the true Heron, the Bittern and the Boat-bill. 

There is such a sameness in the way of life 

of these birds that the greater part of what can 

be said about one species will apply equally 

well to others. The main object of a heron’s 

life — an object to which he devotes all his 

mental and physical energies and many hours 

of daylight and darkness — is the all-absorbing 

pursuit of food, to satisfy his inordinate appe- 

tite. Patiently, hour after hour, he will stand 

on one leg in the water, with his head drawn 

down between his shoulders, and as motionless 

as if carved out of stone; in this attitude, its 

dull plumage and absolute quiet makes it a very 

inconspicuous object. In birds ‘of other gen- 

era, a hearty repast is always followed by a 

period of sluggishness, during which no food is 

taken or required; not so, with the heron, how- 

ever, whose food is so rapidly digested that no 

matter how much he devours he is always ready 

to gorge again, consequently he is not bene- 

fitted by what he eats and appears in the same 

half-starved state when food is plentiful as 

when it is scarce. All the other species that 

subsist on the same food as the heron, from 

the smallest to the tall Flamingo — become ex- 

ceedingly fat at certain seasons, and are at all 

times so much heartier than the heron, that 

compared with them he is a slim bird indeed; 

the explanation of this condition lies solely in 

are 

  

the peculiar organization of the bird himself. 

When not actually on the wing, or taking a few 

solemn steps along the shore, the heron usually 

stands with head drawn down in the attitude 

before described, and any one who thinks him 

a stupid or an apathetic bird is very much mis- 

taken — from that position nothing escapes his 

observation, and woe to the luckless fish or 

frog that comes within range! Like a flash the 

long neck is extended, and the next second the 

struggling victim is in the sharp beak. The bird 

eats mostly fish and reptiles, but sometimes 

catches mice and other small mammalia. In 

the stomach of one of these birds were found 

seven small trout, a mouse and a thrush. Eels 

are greatly enjoyed, but are difficult to handle 

on account of their wriggling propensity. 

Like many other birds the heron is able to dis- 

gorge the food it has taken. One instance is 

on record where a fish had his revenge, though 

he perished. Onthe banks of the Potomac this 

summer was found a dead heron, and lodged in 

his throat was a cat-fish, whose spreading fins 

had penetrated the skin of the bird’s throat. 

The best-known species in this country is the 

one shown in the illustration — the Great Blue 

Heron (ardea herodias) ; this bird is about a 

year old before he gets his adult plumage; the 

young ones, though they may be nearly as 

large as the fully-grown bird, are very sober in 

coloring, lacking the white on the head, the 

black patches on either shoulder of the wings, 

and the free plumes of breast and back; their 

nests are made in large trees in swampy dis- 

tricts, and are built of sticks matted with grass 

and moss. The eggs are three in number, 

about the size of turkey eggs, and are a light 

greenish-blue color. 

A New York boy gives an account of a visit 

he made to the nesting place of the Great Blue 

Heron in Tonawanda swamp, which is from four 

to six miles wide, and extends the length of two
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IN COMPANY WITH THE GREAT BLUE HERON. 

counties ; he says: ‘* I, with my two companions, 

started in equipped with rubber boots, and found 

the water in most places not more than a foot or 

two deep, but every little while we would land 

in a hole nearly waist deep, and found it alto- 

gether rather hard traveling; after several 

miles of this work we found the herons’ nests, 

a hundred or more of them, in the tops of the 

immense black ash-trees which cover this part 

of the swamp in every direction, and there 

were anywhere from one to five and six nests 

in each tree — each nest an immense bundle of
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sticks as large as a bushel-basket. We had 

expected to get some eggs, but were a week or 

so too late, as there were broken egg shells 

floating under nearly every nest, and we could 

hear the young ones jabbering to themselves 

overhead. It is doubtful, however, if we 

would have gotten any eggs if we had been in 

. time, as I don’t think there was one of the 

party who would have cared to try a climb to 

the nests, as the trees were from four to six 

feet in diameter and very tall. The old birds 

were anxiously flying around, making a great 

‘noise with their hoarse cries, but were so shy it 

was difficult to get ashot. Finally, one came 

overhead, though clear above the tops of the 

trees, and I managed to bring him down with a 

rush and a ‘*gouse” that splashed the water 

up fifteen or twenty feet high. It was a fine 

specimen and measured six feet six inches 

from tip to tip of wings. This nesting place 

is nearly twenty miles from Lake Ontario, and 

some of the birds make the trip to the shore 

every day or evening, flying with the neck 

folded back, with the head resting on top, and 

the long legs dangling out behind.” 

Being always hungry, this bird has no objec- 

tion to taking a fish even though it be the lawful 

property of a fish-hawk, and will chase and 

worry the latter until he drops it. There is 

one instance related where a heron’s zeal in 

robbing a hawk cost him his life. The hawk 

was over a pebbly beach when he was compelled 

to drop the fish; making a dart for it the heron 

missed the fish and struck a small stone, break- 

ing the upper part of the bill short off. The 

beak of a species of heron set upon a stick is 
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used by some savage tribe as a spear. ‘These 

birds when wounded fight desperately, and 

prove no mean antagonists. Other members © 

of the heron family that are found throughout 

temperate and tropical North America and 

northern South America are the Black-crowned 

Night Heron, Louisiana Heron, Snowy Heron, 

Reddish Egret, Green Heron, which bears the 

nicknames of ‘‘Fly-up-the-creek,” ‘+ Schyte- 

poke,” ‘* Crab-catcher,” etc., Little Blue Heron 

and Yellow-crowned Night Heron. The bit- 

tern and boat-bill are also relatives. The 

booming of the bittern is a curious sound that 

most of people know little of. The English names 

of the botaurus stellaris, such as ‘¢ mire-drum,” 

‘¢ bitter-bump ” and ‘+ bog-bumper ” only faintly 

describes this nocturnal performer’s roaring 

ability, who sometimes bellows and rumbles 

throughout the entire night. The noise sounds 

at hand nearly as loud as the bellow of an ox, 

and on a still night under favorable circum- 

stances can be heard several miles; the sound 

is said to be made by the bird with its bill 

under water. The American bittern (Blenti- 

gtnosus) produces a somewhat different sound. 

Dr. Bachman, in a letter to Audubon, said that 

‘¢ their hoarse croaking, as if their throats 

were filled with water, were heard on every 

side ;” others compare it with a sound produced 

by driving a stake in boggy ground — hence 

its nickname of ‘‘stake-driver.” The South 

American boat-bill is regarded by some as be- 

longing to a separate family, but equal in rank 

to the heron’s. To all external appearances, 

with the exception of the remarkable bill, the 

boat-bill very much resembles a night heron. 

L. H. M. Parmer. 

 



A SCORPION’S BATTLE. 

A SCORPION’S BATTLE. 

OHNNIEF’S Ant Farm, of 

which I have told you, is in 

one of the beautiful valleys of 

Southern California. One 

clear morning in early sum- 

mer, when the air was as crisp 

as the breeze from snow-mantled 

Greyback could make it, Johnnie found his 

There seemed 

to be something unusual going on. Instead of 

dividing among their various little paths to 

gather food, they were all going in the same 

direction, except that now and then they met a 

soldier, who seemed to stop a moment to tell 

  

and cool 

ants behaving rather strangely. 

some news from the field, then. hurry on as if 

for new forces. Johnnie followed the trail for 

perhaps twenty rods, when he found them enter- 

ing the flume, a square trough open at the top, 

from which the orange grove is irrigated. He 

followed a few steps farther, then came flying 

back to where papa was at work among the 

trees. 

‘¢Pa-a-apa!” he cried, ‘there’s a Santa Fé 

in the flume, and the ants are at him!” 

Papa at once translated centipede from 

‘*Santa Fé,” and followed in haste, hoe in 

hand, ready to interfere in behalf of the ants. 

When he reached the spot he found a curious 

battle in progress. There to be sure was a 

brown-jointed fellow with several feet, which 

perhaps caused Johnnie to call him a centipede, 

of which he had seen many. But this was a 

scorpion. He had been somewhat benumbed 

during the night in his cool, damp hiding place, 

and the ants had charged upon him, perhaps 

thinking him a dainty breakfast; but he had by 

this time aroused to the importance of the 

enemy. He was a fine specimen, three inches 

long from head to the curved sting in his tail, 

and the huge palpi or feelers, ending each in a 

strong pair of forceps like a crab, reaching an 

inch and a quarter each way. 

It was indeed a contest between numbers and 

streneth, and for a time it seemed really doubt- 

ful which would gain the victory. Little com- 

panies of ants charged as bravely as the ‘‘ Six 

Hundred,” and with as fatal results. The 

scorpion waved the sting, curved, over his back, 

furiously from side to side, but his chief de- 

pendence in this case was in his forceps-like 

feelers, which he used as deftly as a pair of 

With one he would seize an ant, quickly 

tear it in two with the other, cast it aside, and 

seize another to be served in the same way. 

He seemed to be able to reach them no matter 

what part of his body they attacked, and soon 

the battlefield was covered with ants thus torn 

in pieces. But the ants had no idea of order- 

ing a halt, and each one managed to inflict a 

bite, sometimes to add a sting, before he died. 

The scorpion, to say the least, was becoming 

very much annoyed, but was as stubborn as the 

ants in continuing the fight, when Johnnie 

thought it time to interfere. 

‘¢ A fine specimen for our cabinet,” thought 

Johnnie’s papa, and sent Johnnie for a large 

tin can. The open end of this was set down 

behind the scorpion, and with a quick movye- 

ment of the hoe he was imprisoned and carried 

to the house, where all the family soon gath- 

ered around to see. 

His body was brown, and made of six seg- 

ments joined together so that he seemed to be 

covered with a coat of mail; the tail was made 

of six more joints, the last one having the 

curved sting, with the large poison sac at its 

base. There were eight legs, the crab-like 

palpi with their large, strong forceps, the small 

head, and papa assured us if we could see him 

well with a magnifying glass we would find 

breathing places all along the sides of his body. 

‘¢ Would it kill you if he should sting you? ” 

queried Johnnie. 

‘¢The sting is rarely fatal, but very severe,” 

answered papa. ‘* You would hardly think him 

a cousin to the spider family, would you? 

But heis, though; one of the Arachnida” — 

A very distant relative, ’m sure,” inter- 

rupted Aunt Edith. ‘*What are you going to 

do with him?” 

‘* Bottle him, and put him with his relatives 

on the shelf.” 

Johnnie wanted very much to see how he did 

it, but papa preferred to be alone in an empty 

room for this rather dangerous proceeding. 

Once secured in the small, wide-mouthed bottle, 

arms.



CHARLIE AND 

he was brought down to the library, where papa 

proceeded to drown him in alcohol. It had 

always proved a swift and sure method of exe- 

cution to the specimens already collected, so 

the whole family had come to think it the kind- 
est and best way of dealing with such things as 

would be crushed in killing them in any other 

way than drowning. 

But to the horror of all, the scorpion didn’t 

die right away as all the others had done. He 

crept up as far as he could in the neck of the 

bottle, where was a little empty space below 

the cork; several times he slipped back only to 

try again. He tried to fight as well as he could 

in his narrow prison. For several minutes he 

tried to escape; then at last he seemed to 

realize that escape was impossible and buried 
the cruel sting in his own back, and was dead 

in an instant, a suicide. 

The alcohol changed the albumen in the 

blood into little white drops as it ran down on 

either side, and there it remains, a continual 

reminder of the tragic death of our scorpion. 

Marie McCrovp. 

The following story is a first effort of a youthful member of 
our P.S. What do the Pansies think of ‘‘ Charlie’s”’ sister ? — 
(THE Epivors.] 

CHARLIE AND THE MUCILAGE. 

é6 DEAR! what a dull day it is,”said 
9 Helen. 

‘¢ Well, I tink you might play wiv me,” said 
little three-year-old Charlie. ‘No, dear, I 

must finish this letter for the noon mail, and 

you must keep quiet,” answered Helen. 

‘May I paste pictures in my sc’ap book, 
then?” 

‘¢Oh, dear—yes! anything to keep you 
quiet. Runand get it; I am going in the other 

room, and see if I can write this letter there,” 

said Helen. 

Off ran little Charlie after the scrap book, 
mucilage and cards. Upon returning, he 

THE MUCILAGE. 

placed the mucilage upon one of the chairs. 
The next word from him was: 

‘©Q, my! dare does de mucilage all over 
ebery ting! What shall I do? I know—I 
will get de duster and wipe up de carpet,” said 

Charlie. 

This done, he sat down on the floor to paste 

his pictures in the scrap book. Ding, ding, 

went the bell. 

‘« Pick up this mess, Charlie, and take them 
in the other room, there: is company here,” 

said Helen. 

-**How do you do, Miss Pine?” 

Helen. 

‘©Oh! I am very well— how are you? 

have come to show you my new dress! ” 

‘It is very beautiful,” said Helen. 

‘©Q, Helen! dat lady is sitting on de chair 
I spilt de mucilage on,” exclaimed Charlie, 
appearing in the doorway. 

‘“©OQ, oh! my new dress,’ 

jumping up. 

‘«Ts there any mucilage on it?” cried Helen, 
examining it. 

“©Q, dear! a large spot; I am afraid it will 

never come off,’”’ exclaimed Miss Pine, bursting 

into a flogd of tears. 
‘Never mind, papa will pay for all the 

damages that are done,” said Helen, with a sigh. 

After Miss Pine had gone, Helen went in 

search of that dreadful boy. ‘Just you wait 
until mamma comes home, then you’ll catch 
it, young man!” exclaimed Helen, grabbing 
Charlie and dragging him upstairs. 

‘¢ What I do?” asked Charlie, in 

tones. 

asked 

I 

? 
cried Miss Pine, 

mournful 

‘Yes; you never do anything. You’re just 
going right to bed, young man,’’ said Helen, as 
she gave him to the nurse, saying: ‘+ Put him 

to bed-at once, Annie.” 

So Charlie was put to bed by the nurse. 
When I left he had cried himself to sleep, so I 
don’t know what his mother did to him. The 
next time I go to call I may hear what his fate 
was. If I hear I will Jet you know. 

Epna Fisner Stour. 

ha Se ahfsas



BABY’S CORNER. 

BABYS CORNER. 

EFFIE’S BABY. 

FFIE’S little friend Cora had a 
baby sister, and Effie wanted 

one of her own. One day she cried 

because she had no baby sister. Aunt 

   

                                                                                                                        
                  

    

baby’s. It could open and shut its 
eyes, and its arms were jointed, so 
they could be placed in any shape 
natural to a baby. 

Kiffie’s mama set dolly up in the 
great cushioned chair, rested her little 

elbow on the arm, put her 
little hand up to her eyes, 
and called Effie to see the 
baby. 

Effie looked and looked ! 
Mama told her it was her 
own baby, and she laughed. 
She was very glad. She 
took it in her arms, and       it opened its eyes and                           looked at her; then she                                                                                                                                                                                             danced for joy. But after 
a few minutes she brought 
the dolly and laid it mourn- 

fully in her mother’s arms. 

“ Hiffie doesn’t like it,” 

she said, “it isn’t like 

Cora’s baby.” 

“But why ?” said mama, 
“see, it has eyes, and 

mouth, and a nose like 

Cora’s baby ; and its little 
feet look like Baby’s, what 

is the difference? Why 

does my little girlie not 
like it?” 

  

              

  

    |   

EFFIE’S BABY. 

Kate heard of it and sent a dolly from 
New York, as large as a baby. It had 
real shoes buttoned around its ankles, 

and clothes that were made like any 

“Tt can’t wink,” said 

Effie, her facevery sober. 

“Tt can’t wink its eyes a single 

bit. It just stares. Effie wants a 

wink baby.” 
Mrs. M. A. BrELpon.



Son: 

Father: 

Son: 

Father: 

Son: 

Father : 

Son: 

Father : 

Son: 

Father : 

Son: 

Father: 

CHRISTMAS, A. D. 

CHRISTMAS, A. D. 1893. 

Father, why write A and D 

Eighteen hundred ninety-three? 

It?s Anno Domini, my boy. 

And who is Anno Domini? 

Is he a better boy than I? 

Don’t give to him my Christmas toy. 

My child, it only means the year 

Since Christ the Saviour did appear. 

By Domini the Lord is meant, 

Joy of my life, sweet innocent, 

And all the years, we will agree, 

Are eighteen hundred ninety-three 

Since Christ was born, you see. 

Did Santa Claus take gifts to Him 

When He was born in Bethlehem? 

Not Santa Claus, my darling boy, 

But wise men from the East. 

I’m sure you knew all this before. 

What questions more have you in store? 

Where did we live so long ago? 

I was but eight last May, you know. 

*Twere better far, my curious son, 

-Of life eternal you should learn — 

How God, to make us one with him, 

Gave us his Son to free from sin. 

Christ came, you say, to make us 

One with God. What had we done? 

Youw’re not too young to learn the plan. 

When Adam fell, sinned every man. 

And where were you when Adam fell? 

If you were there I know full well 

You helped him up again. 

Not I, indeed; but God was there. 

1893.—THE NEW YEAR’S WELCOME. 

Son: I know that God is everywhere. 

But why did he let Adam fall? 

Father: That man through sin what sages call 

The highest good may know. 

Son: Then when must I begin to sin, 

This highest earthly good to win? 

Father: My son, you long ago began. 

F’en now, your Christmas toy in hand, 

With selfishness you grasp. 

Pray God, who gave this only Son 

To cleanse us from these sins, 

And daily look to him, and ask 

For light to search within. 

A nobler record, if begun in time, 

You then will make by eighteen ninety- 

nine. CAROLINE TURNER. 

THE NEW YEAR’S WELCOME. 

ING, bells, ring! for the king is here; 

Ring, bells, ring! for the glad New Year. 

He mounts his throne with a smiling face, 

His scepter lifts with majestic grace. 

Ring for the joy his advent brings ; 

Ring for the happy songs he sings; 

Ring for the promises sweet and true 

With which we gladden our hearts anew. 

The new-born year is a happy fellow; 

His voice is sweet, and low, and mellow; 

With the Christmas holly his head is crowned, 

With the Christmas blessings we’ll wrap him 

round. 

Then ring, bells, ring! for the joyous day — 

The past is silent, the present is gay ; 

Ring out your merriest, cheer after cheer, 

To welcome the birth of the Happy New Year. 

— Sunshine. 
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