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found its way into the O'Brien’'s home, judging from
the way Mary Ann listened, awe-struck, one day when I
played to her, not from the classics, but the songs of the
day, hoping she wounld sing, but Mary Ann wonld not
sing a note.

1 don't enppose Mary Aun ever had a quarter of a
deliar all her own, in her life, yet that is what Marian’s
papa gives her every week. Marian has such a dear,
kind mamma and papa, such a aweet little sister and
such a nice home, she ought to be very happy - Which
little gir] do you like the better and which in@xoll
like you ?~Mrs, . W. Wheeler. & -
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The Truth About Lady Tumblebug.

FRANCIS MARCARET FOX

o>

Baby Tnmblebug was tucked away in an ege, sound
asleep.  Father Tumblebug and Mother Tumblebug, his
parents, were two black beetlea who live in the barn-
yard Of conrse, they talked Tumblebug talk, and no
one can be sure of exactly what they said
be something like this:

Said Mother Tumblebug :
is warm evough "’

Said Rather Tumblebug :  “'Put some more blankets
on him if yon think he isn’t. Here, I'll help you. We
must roll him up snug and warm,"’

Then they rolled Baby Tumblebug in- so many blan-
kets that he was entirely hidden among them, indeed,
be was wrapped in a regular ball of blankets—a ball big-
ger than his father and mother put together, The blan-
kets were nothing but dirt. The Tumblebug family
have always used that kind. Thousands of years ago,
in Egypt, their ancestors set the fashion,

It was a lucky thing for Baby Tumblebug that he wa s
sound asleep, or he might have been frightened when
his father and his mother began rolling him over the
hills and the valleys on the way to his nursery.

*'It seems to me,” said Mother Tumblebug, ‘‘that un-
der that tall grass by the fence is just the place that wil]
suit us.”’

They were looking for a spot in which to bury Baby
Tumblebug. He was too young to be left on top of the
ground, exposed to the hot sun and possible enemies.
AH Tumblebugs spend their baby days in underground
nurseries

“Just as you think best,” replied Father Tnmblebug,
standing on his head and getting in position to push the
ball, while Mothér Tumblebug climbed on top of it.

“*Now I'm ready, Father Tumbiebug,” said she, lean-
ing all her weight toward the front of the ball. Father
Tumblebug, walking on his bands, kicked with his hind
feet. Mother Tumblebug pulled, and over went the ball,
This was done again and again. Often, as the ball went
over, Mother Tumblebug climbed to the top, ready for
another start.

Not for an instant did the leave baby Tumblebug.
Even when Father Tumblebug gave a mighty kick
at the top of ‘a hill she kept tight hold of she precious
bundle, rolling over and over with it until the ball stop-
ped. If Father Tumblebug langhed, who could blame
him ? Mother Tumblebug did look funny golng heals
over head down the hill,

“Are you hurt ' he asked, running to her assistance.

*'No, thank you," replied Mra, Tumblebug. *'I bump-
ed my head a little, that s all."”

Mother Tumblebug’s head was flat—oh ! ever so flat

T was afraid the bahy would get uncovered ; but he
is safe, the little darling. You must be more careful,
Father Tumblebug. I told you we should have gone the
other way. I almost knew we were on a hill."”

Father Tumblebug did not say a word, but he Jooked an
crose as & bear. It was not so easy as it seemed to help
roll that ball by standing on his head and kicking with
his hind legs. She ought to have told him of the dan-
ger. ® i

At last the place wis found to put the baby. It ex-
actly suited Mother Tumblebug, so she and Father Tum-
blebug shovelled away the earth beneath the ball.

“‘Now, run away, Father Tumblebug ; run away. I
can get the baby into the nursery without any more help,
thank you."”

Father Tumblebug was only: too glad to be excused.

Mother Tumblebug was & ereat worker. She was not
a bit afraid of spoiling her bands or her clothes. Up-
gside down she went beneath that precions bundle of
hers, digging into the earth with her hands and feet,
and tossing it above the ball. Slowly Baby Tumblebug,
cradle and all, went into his down-cellar nursery
Mother Tumblebug had a middle pair of legs with which
she clung to Baby Tumblebug's bundle of blankets, at
the same time pulling it downward. 5

In a little while she was out of sight, and however she
managed to dig deeper into the darkness of the ground is
wmegﬂng known only to Tumblebugs. When her work
was finished. Motber Tumblebug climbed throvgh the
loosened earth into the daylight. Thet was the last she
ever knew of Baby Tumblebug.

When he swoke, he crept out of his egg and ate every-
thing he found among the blankets. He ontgrew his
baby clothes in no time, and finally. when he was big
enough to wear the same kind of a suit that his father
and mother did, he left the nursery, pokiog his queer
flat head out of the earth—a baby Tumblebug no longer.
—Sunday School Times.

It seemed to

‘Do you suppoese the baby
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Datly Bible Readings.

Monday.—Self-control & Hnk in the golden chain of
Christlan graces. 11 Peter 1 :1-11.

Toesday.—Self-control & fruit of the Holy Spirit.
Galdtiane 5:16 26

Wedpenrday — Paul preaches to a corrupt governor on
self control * Acts 24 : 2247 .

Tharsday, —Temperate in all things. I Coridfhians

123 27

Friday
1:516

Saturday — Abstinence for the sake of others.
inthians 8: 1. 3 A

Sunday —Let all our eativg and diinking be to the
glory of God, I Corinthians 10:23 33.

B

Cultivate temperance and purity. Titus

I Cor-

Rev. G R. White furnishes Comments this week on
a topic that may be used for a Temperance Meeting
This is fitting, in view of the fact, that Sunday, Nov
23rd, is widely recognized as Temperance Sunday, and
that the Sunday School teachers of the land will be en-
gaged in teaching a Temperance lesson on that day.

SN
Prayer Meetiog Topio, Nov. 23.

‘' SELF MASTRRY."” (Temperanee Mz=eting)
25. Gal. 5: 16-26

Here is a battle-field on which many soldiers have
fallen—here the slain lie in heaps, Alexander the
Great, who practically conquered the world, and as’
the story goes, cried because there were mno
other worlds to conquer, was unable to conquer
self. The art of self-mastery he did not possess.
For history¢tel's ur he died at Babylon, the result
of a drupken revelry, a lack of . self-control.
He is an example of many. Self is a small, but a hard
kingdom to conquer. He who conguers self may hope
to conquer alloutside of self. Solomon ssys: ‘‘He that
is slow to anger is better than the mighty; and he that™
ruleth his own spirit than he that taketh s city.”’

The Indian boy who died at Hampton Institute, had
some idea of the importance of relf-mastery, when he
gave among other reasons for bis coming to Hampton,
that he might learn the ‘‘art of self-control.”” Perhaps
he wrote more wisely than he understood, but he touch-
ed the human keynote of all success for time and” eter-
nity—self-mastery.”’ But this lesson of self-mastery
cannot be fully learned apart from the gospel of Christ.

For the one who hasjlearned self-meastery has learned
Christ. Editor Geistweit says: ‘‘There are masters of
others who are slaves to themselves ; there are rulers of
kingdoms who are captives to a tyrannons temper. Self-
mastery i the beginning of a hlngnhlp—lndfvery one
may be crowned if he will,"”

But self-mastery means—

t1). A Battle: And great victories are not won by
little battles. Self-mastery is a great victory, hence the
battle must be great.  Here we war ‘‘not agalnst flesh
and blood, but against principalities and power, against
spiritual wickedness in high places.”” The foe is large-
ly subjective, heis within. Self has flesh and blood, but
the rea! self ls spirit.al. This foe is not objective noy
outside of self.

The foes of one’'s own household are the strongest and
most formidable we have to meet. This battle for self-
mastery will also be a long battle. The grave itself may
come in sight before the struggle will end, and if yon
are victorious then you will have done well. But we
speak encouragingly for it is a battle in which victory is
promised to the faithful. ‘‘Be thou faithful unto death,
and I will give thee the crown of life.”

(2.) Howto win: This victory is the result of a
double conflict, There {8 the human snd the divine
struggle. This victory cannot be won alone Phil.
2 :12, 13. We must use our best endeavor to conquer
all known sin, to turn from every evil deed and thought.
And this can only be done by laying bold on Jesus by
faith. For to what profit isthis struggle aside from faith
in Christ ? As one has so well sald : ‘‘Faith, Christian
faith, holds the key to the blessedness of eternal life.
Faith opens the gate of pearl and lets us in. Strong,
gerene, nnguenchable faith in the loving kindnessof God,
the wisdom of Providence, the guidance of the Holy
Spirit, and the redeeming love of Christ. will enable us
to look fearlessly toward the end of the temporal exist-
ence and the beginning of the eternal, and will make it
possible for us to live our lives effectually, grandly.”
Then herein lies the victory, in believing on the Lord
Jesus Christ, as your great sin bearer, then doing your
best to render obedience to his will in all things, the
victory is yours, And this epitaph may be yours also.
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“Were lirs a soldier whom all must appland;
Who fought many battles at home and abroad
But the hottes igagement
Was the cox t of self in the
Hantsport, N. S. G
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battle of sin.*’
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SUGGESTED SONGS
‘YVield

1e. 1 my cross have taken,"

“Standing by a purpose tfx
tion,’’ *‘Hold the fort, * ' J¢
““I am thine, O Lord,”” “'Holy Spi it
““Precious promise God hath given.”

a8
¢ Self Mastery.”

The Common title ¢f man i “‘maater.’

not to tempta

faithful guide

s'nce ‘‘mister’,

is onmly & corruption of that word., But, alas! there is
many & *‘Mr' but that. The
proper designation of many would b, not *‘Mr. John
Smith,” for instance but *‘Mastered Johy Smith" —mas
tered by his appeti
Who does not sdmire a man ths
“Jack of all irades and master of nove,"" is one of the
most contemy Wh
a man who is master of other men,
Cromwe!l, or Willlam of Orange
ton? And yet to be macter of
to take a city or to bul!d one.
abundance, like Alexauder the Gre
city, but could not take the citadel of
and the enemy there conquers At
I like to see a mau ridin
splendid exbhibition of 1
valve, justa turn of a lever,

who deserves any tit

3, desires, habits and passione
s master of a trade ?
uous of proverbs lors not admire

Napoleou: was,
yeorge Washing-
If ia greater thén

ve been men In
, who would take a
their own souls’;
iast
while {t is sucha
Just a touch on a
and the wonderful contriv-
ance curves and darts, slackena ite speed and rushes
ahead, like a creature of intel'ect
intimate and powerful, should be
the impulses of his mind.

But, strange to say, this mastery of
sible only as one ia mastered hy God
eat or drink, or whatever we do " we
the glory of God © We get s'rong, nor
drink to get merry, nor work to get As
soon as we begin to sgsociate a self-motive with anything,
we begin to Jose are self mastery
due our rebellious ratures  As well expect to lift yourself
by yonr own armpita as seek to dig yourself ont of a pit
of your passions.
for his own. If you ¢at aved drink to his glory, yon will
not “'eat and driuk dammati~n*’, but health and joy

That is the bright side of the picture, but therels a
dark side, a terrible side.

I have just read the story of a wild beast tamer, who
for twenty five years had hardled a !oa-constrictor.
He had watched it grow toa monster thiriy five feet
long, but he gave daily performances with it, and sup-
posed he was its master, One day, however, asthey had
reached the climax of their exhibltion, and man sud
serpent were wound together and seemiugly blended in
one, a faint scream was heard, and the gsound of break-
ing bones, The serpent slave was master st last, and
the trainer was lifeless in the midet of its colls

That is & pleture of the fate of the drunkard, the
sensualist, the man who loaes his mastery over himself.
The lower passions will grow stronger, the victim will
seem to be mwaster, still there will come a day when the
“old serpent” will tighten hia coils D .ath. —Selected.
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The Shadow on the Child.

Such, only far more

a man's control over

one’s self is pos-

‘' 'Whether we
are to do all to
are not to eat
fame or food,

God alone can sub

But if you beeome Gol's, he will care

One evening, just after the lamps were lighted, a mother
was seen golng along the street with her little boy. She
was plainly nnder the influence of liguor, and the child
was just as plainly full of avxions care abont his mother,
She staggered and swayed from oneside of the sidewalk
to the.other, while the pror little fellow would run
aronnd to the side toward which she lurched, bravely
offering put ' his between her
and danger. Ouca she seemed angry because he got fn
her wav, and she raised her h'nd asif to strike him;
but though the tears came in hia
ful, and on np the street, asfar as they could be seen, he
was still trying to bolster lier up and to keep her from
falling. Once, as she passed hy a lamn pn_ﬂ,'fhe shadow
of her body fell athwart the child, and one looking on
thought how significant of the whole tragic scene There
is no shadow over childhood so black and terrible as the
shadow of drink, and the woman who yields her deli-
cate, sensitive, nervous organization to the touch of wine
is ''as a fmliu% flower

to tiny strength

#ves heremained faith-
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[llustrated Gatherings
There is only one person you need man z-, and that is
yonrself.—Talmage.
The aim that is not steaight upward i+ L waward
- passions de-
d Massey

He who reigns within himeelf and »
sires and fears is more than & king —Ger
Why crmes temptations but for v in to meet
And master and mske couch beneath bis feet?

~ R Lert Browning.,




