6 THE MESSENGER.

But he showed them the piece of cookie
that he had brought, and ome taste of that
made them quite crazy. One and all, they
trooped out after him and Scamperfoot proud-
§y led the way. Even his little lazy play-
mates ran along, tco, and if you can believe
it, they spent the whole time talking of the
wonderful things they would have found them-
selves if they had not been too tired to go
when he did! Did you ever hear of children
like that? Weli, when Scamperfoot led them
1o the cookie box the whole family tumbled
in head first, and what a time thesé®hungry
folks did have! The people to whom the
house belonged had gone away for the rest of
the day, and, as it happened, none of them

ceme out into the kitchen when they returned °

that night. But in the morning, what do you
suppose they found? I can tell you, for I was
cne of those peiple, and, as I made the ccokies
myself, I cught to know!

The first thing that we noticed was a cur-
ious red line, entering at a crack under the
kitchen door and leading up to the cookie bhox;
and another, red and white line, leading along
bzside the red line from the cookie box out
to the kitchen door. And when we looked
closely we found that the red line was no-
thing in the worid but 2nts, ants, ants, too,
all hurrying off in the opposite direction and
each with a crumb of cookie to stow away in
his own house. For other families beside
Scamperfoot’s had joined in the raid, and all
the neighboring antdem “was busy and happy
that morning.

And then, when we opened the box itself,
we found regiments and regiments of ants do-
ing mothing but breaking up the cookies into
bits for their friends and neighbors to carry off.
The whole thing was well planned and or-
ganized and nearly half the box of cookies
had already disappeared. More than half of
those remaining were all crumbled into bits,
and so, making a virtue of necessity, we put
the box out in the backyard and let them
finish their work, which they did, most hap-
pily and premptly. It was necessary to bake
more cookies for our own family, but it was
a pleasure, after all, to know that there were
hundreds of “little red neighbors who would
not be hungry again for many a day.

As for Scamperfoot, he ‘became a hero in
his tiibe, but that did not matter so much as
to know that he had dome his best toward
helping others.

A Happy Family.

Several weeks ago, while visiting a friend’s
family, I saw one of the most interesting fa-
milies I have ever teen—an old cat, a kitten,
ana two gray Squirrels. ihe Squirceis naa
been given to the cat when about three days
old. Her kitten was about the same age.
Mother cat does not seem to know any dif-
ference between the members of her family,
washing their faces and nourishing them as

' if all were kittens. The squirrels are
now about half grown, and run all over the
house, While locking at this happy family
I thought how Jesus adopts into his tamily
boys-and girls that come to him, and how
anxious he is for all to come, and when they

come, though they be helpless and blind, as
the squirrels were, he cares for them, feedmg
them with just the spiritval food they need.
He cares for them inore tenderly than an
earthly pareat can, and makes them members
of his faxmly —-John G. Barkley, in ‘Christian
Observer.
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Talking in Their Sleep.

(Edith M. Thomas, in the ‘Standard.’)

‘You think I am dead,’
The apple tree said,
‘Because I have never a leaf to show;
Because 1 stoop,
- And my branches droop,
Ard the dull gray mosses over me grow.
But I am alive in trunk and shoot,
The buds of next May
I fold away—
But I pity the withered grass at my rcot.

‘You think I am dead,
The quick grass said,
‘Because I have parted with stem and blade.
But under the ground ;
I am safe and sound,
With the snow’s thick blanket over me laid,
I'm all alive, and ready to shoct,
Should the spring of the year
Come dancing here—
But I pity the flower without branch or root.’

‘You think I am dead,
A soft voice said, S
‘Because not a branch or a root I own,
I never have died,
But clese I hide
In the plumy seed that the wind has sown.
Patient I wait through the long winter hours.
You will see me again—
I shall laugh at you then,
Out of the eyes of a hundred flowers.

Happy Evenings at Home.

A delightful way of spending an occasional
evening is suggested by the following account
of ‘A Picture Social’ taken from an exchange.
A miscellaneous collection of persons may be

taken, or ome’s special bent may be followed

by making motre than one set of plctutes,
grouping them under separate classes, as ‘Sov-
ereigns,’ ‘Scientists,’ ‘Authors,’ ‘Artists, ‘Mis~
sionaries,” ‘Statesmien,” and the like. The par-
ticular leaning of a friend could be remember-
ed by the gift of one of these home-made out-
fits for a social eveming.

‘Cut from magazines and papers a large
number of pictures of prominent persons, and
paste them upon cardboard. Trim the name
from each one, and put a number upon it in-
stead. Make a list of pictures with the cor-
responding numbers.

‘Seat the guests in a circle about the room.
Supply each one with a card having as many
numbers along the edge as there are pictures.
Each one who recognizes the picture that he
holds writes down the name of the person he
believes it to be opposite the cerresponding
number on his card, and then passes the pic-
ture on to his next neighbor on his left hand.
At the same time he rcceives another picture
from his next neighbor on the right, and so
on until the pictures have gome around the
circle.
card, and they are gathered up. A prize is
given to the one having the list most nearly
complete.

A Boy s Whistle.

Hs wag an odd-lock'ng little figure as he
tame merrily whistling down the street the
morning after the big stow. His nose was red,
his hands were bare, his fect were in shoss
several t'mes too large and his hat was held
in place by a rol of baper under the sweat-
band; but ke piped away like a steam whistle
and carried the b'g snow shovel much -as a
merching scldier carries his rifle.

‘How much’ from an nnpdamg looking man,
who was askel if he wanted hls walks cleaned.

‘Ten cents.

‘A nickel’s enough

Each one then signs his name to his-
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Tt would be if I couldn’t do no better; but
I've got to do the best I can and business is
rushing. ‘Good imorn'ng,’ and the merry whistle
filled the air as the boy started away.

‘G> ahead and clean ’em!’ shouted the man,
wheosa admiration and better nature had been
aroused.

‘Tuzt see that little rascal make the snow
fly!’ he laughed to his wife, who stood at the
window with him. ‘Why, he’s a regular snow-
p-ough; and he does it well, too.

‘What a little mite! and how ccmical!l I
worder if he’s hungry?’

She called him in as soon as he had fine
ished, but he would not take time for more
than a cup of coffee.

“Tao busv. he said.

‘What are you going to do with the money?
asked the man, as he insisted on settling for
twenty-five cents.

‘I’'m going to get mother a shawl for Christ=
mas. She's wearing one you can see through
and it ain’t right)

On he went with glowing cheeks and hig
cherry whistle. But they had his name ard ad-
dress. It was the wife who took a shawl to
the mother, and it was the husband who in-
stal'ed the sturdy little snow-shoveller as hir
office-boy in a tright new uniform and with
permission to whistle when he felt I'ke it~
Exchange,

—————————

The Bible First.

That well-known writer, Julian Ralph, ia
his ‘Making of a Journalist, advises the can-
didate for journalism to study good literature,
and practise constantly.

He gives a long list of models from Shakes
peare to Hugo. But he remarks with emmha-
sis, ‘The Bible first?  If money be lackhg,"
and books are hard to procure,’” he adds, ‘be
content with the Bible, and “Robinson Cru-
soe.”’ But the puts the Bible first always, ag
the beginning of the candidate’s studies.—

“Christian Age.

—_————

Child Life in China.

The dusky, almond-eyed baby of the Flow-
ety Land has by no means a cot of roses,
Here are one or two of the ceremonies wrap-
ped about his infancy—some lingering in re=
mote parts of China, others in general use:

When three ‘days old he is washed before
the image of a special goddess of children, and
a thank-offering is made to her. Then fol-
lows the binding of each tiny wrist with red
string  or cotton cord, to ‘which is attached
ancient cash, or, in some cases, 'silver toys.
The cash disperses evil spirits, the toys indi-
cate a desire for wealth and honor, while the
cord prevents disobedience in after life.

‘Didn’t mamma bind your wrists?’ is oc~
casionally asked of a troublesome Chinese '
child.

He receives his first name—the ‘ju-ming,

or ‘milk name’—about a month after birth,
wixen his head is sbaved. Fanciful names are

- often given—‘a flower,’ ‘a sister) ‘a gem, for

instance, in the case of a girl—but it is quite
usual for parents to bestow such titles as
‘dog,” ‘Log,’ ‘puppy, ‘beggar, or ‘autumn kid,
under the idea that they will ward off the evil
eye. The gods are not supposed to send sick-
ness upon beggars or autumn kids. The giv-
ing of the namse is celc’%rated by a feast. ;
Most comical of all ceremonies is ome 0c-(
cu ring at four months old, when the child is
first taught to sit down. The maternal grand-
mother app2ars with yreumrts, which include
a chair and a quantity of molasses candy. The
cardy is spread on the seat of the chair, and
baby is deposited thereon. He stays, perforce.




