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B o has tho smile of Him to wiom she han
B consecrated, not only her wealth and her

b time, but herself.—Chas. E. Reed, in New
B York Observer.

SCOTT, LAMB, AND BYRON.

Scott’s latters are like all else that
B camo from that brave, manly, whole-

e hoarted genius ; they aro sincero, unaffect-

od, [riendly, cheerful, and humane.
B« You know I don't carea curse about
B whet I write!” This was the temper to
l mske 8 good letter writer. Charles
E Lawb, of course, hao a high rank among
the lotter-writers of wark and genius,
B ith his inexbaustible vein of whim and
§ drollery, with his many strokes of pathos
B and tonder humor, with the flashes of ger-
} ious and admirablocriticiem in tho midst
R of all hisquips and jestings. Byron’s are
padoubtedly the hest letters after Cow-

. R per, and some may possibly choose to put

i DByron first; their happy carelessness,
B their wit, their flash, their boldness, their
R comething demonic, all give them a place
3 smongthe pleasantest and liveliest read-
¥ ing for idle hours to be found in any libr-
R ary, whether English or Foreign.—Join
Horley in Nineteenth Cenlury.

BABY'S EYES.

A few years ugo, says Harper's Bazar,
# it was predicted that the children of the
R present day would be troubled with de-
fective vision as aresnlt of using the
gayly colored canopy for the baby-car-
risge, & fachion which prevailed so gen-
erally at that timc. But now a well-
known pbysician protests sgainst the
white parasol 80 much in vogue, and
claims that it is even more .harmful than
the colored oue.

“ It ia surprising,” said he, not long
since, to the writer, ** that an inteliigent
motker should canopy her baby’s carriage
like that,” pointing to one passing at the
moment, jn which lay a baby dainty and
swoet under a white lace-trimmed parasol.

We looked at the preity picture and
then at the doctor inquiringly.

“Yes,” he continued, ¢ it isstrangs,
indeed, that in this day of such general
information among women, motherashounld
ot know the proper caroto bestow on
the precious eyesight of their children in
helpless infancy. I consider it criminal
tosubject an infant’s eyes to the glaring
light of a white canopy, and the sight of
thoussnds of babiesis ‘being burned out
whilo lying under-this deceptive shelter.

“ The bright colors of a fow years
beck wero nearly as bad, and it is no
wonder that after a course of such treat-
ment 80 many of our young children are
obliged to wear glasses,

“The proper color for a canopy is
green of some dark shade, and the
waterial should bo thick enongh to exclude
#s much light as possible,

* Nature provides  screen in the way
of green folisge. . Why do not we take
thehint, and shade onr babies' eyes with
& like gratefal hue ¥ 1f you want to know
just how it seems to the tender eyes of &
littlo child, place yourself in a position
whero tho oye can be upturned to & sunny
aky with nothing intervening but & white
transluceat porasol ; lio that way for an
hour, and note the effoct on oyeball, brain
aod nerves ; then think how crunel an
‘njury is boing dono to6 the children who
aroexposed daily to such an intonse glare
—au injury that nover in this world can
bo repaired.”

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

An the dootor ceased speaking he walk-
&d slowly away, and looking back to amilo
a good-by, said, “I wonder why the
Health Board has not done something to
provent this ‘slaughter of tho inno-
conts, ' "’

A FATHER'S DARING FEAT.

A curious lion story which recently
appeared in an English journal rcnsas
follows :

An English missionary in Africa was
sitting in his tent door when be saw a
party of natives approaching. They were
bringing to him a boy, whose head was
covered with a piece of calico, on remov-
ing which the missionary saw two deop
furrows, one on each side of the scalp.
Tho wounds had besn made by a lion a
fow evenings befcre. The boy had been
brought to the Englishman for treatment,
and while he did what he could for the
sufferer, the men related the following
tale:

The party were on their way to the
coast, and at night had made fires and
laid down to sleep. Suddenly they were
awakened by the deep growls of a lion.
It had leaped among them, and had al-
ready seized a boy, whose screams mingl-
od with the horrid growls of his captor.

The men ran this way and thatin
their terror, each thinkingof his own
safety. .

Not go the boy's father. e was big
and strong, and besides, it was his child
who was screaming. He had no time to
snatch up so much as a spear, but went
straight at the lion, and strack it agsin.
and again, fall in its face with his clench-
ed fist, all the while uttering fierce cries
of anger.

The lion was cowed, it relinquished its
hold of the boy, and sprang away into the
darkness, leaving the father with his
bleeding son in hisarms. The scattered
company came together again, replenish-
ed the fires, and took care of the Iad’s
wounds as best they could. Then thoy
brought him to the missionary who caro-
fully washed his wounds with carbolic
acid and water, aud bound them up.

The patient was doing well when the
missionsry last saw him, more than a
week after.

ORIGIN OF GHILDREN'S BOOKS.

—

¢t Three Blind Mice” is a music book
of 1690.

“ A Froggie Would A-Wooing Go”
was liceased in 1650.

“ Little Jack Horner” is older than

the seventecenth century.

“Pussy Oat, Passy Oat, Where Have
You Been 17 dates from the reign of Queen
Elizabeth.

“ Boys and Girls, Come Oat to Play,”
dates from Charles I1., as doesalso “Lucy
Locket Lost Her Pockst.”

* Old Mother Hubbard,” ** Goosey,
Goosey, Gander,” and “OQld Mother
Goose,” apparently date back to the six-
teonth century.

# Oinderolla,” ¢ Jack the Giant Killer "
* Bloe Beard,” snd * Tom Thumb " wero
given to tho world in Parisin 1697. The
author was Charles Perranit.

“ Humpty Dumpty ¥ was a bold, bad
baron who lived in the dsys of King John,
and was tambled from power. His his-
tory was put-into & riddlo the mesning of
which is an egg.

“The Babesin tho Wood ” was found-
ed on au actual crime committed in Nor-
folk, near Wayland Wood, in tho fifteenth
century. An old house in the neighbor-
hood is still pointed ont upon a mantel-
pieco of which is carved tho eontire his-

tory.

®ur Poung folks:

148 CHILDREN.

Only to keep them 30 !

Soft, warm and young ;
The wee, feeble fingers,

The babbling tongue ;
Tears that we kiss away,

Smiles that we win ;
Careless of knowledge,

As guiltless of sin.

Only to keep themso!
Fraok, true and pure

Of our full wisdom,
So loviogly sure ;

Our frown all they shiink from,
Our fiat their law ;

Our store, whence all gladness
They learlessly draw.

Only to keep them s0 !
Sweet hands that cling,
Sweet lips that laugh fut us,
Sweet tones that ring ;
Curls that we train to wave,

Feet that we guide,
Each fresh step a wonder,
Each new word a pride.

Only to keep them so!
Wemen and men

Are the times that circled us
Lovingly then,

Gentle 2nd good to us,
Patient and stroag,

Guardiop our weaknesses,
Beariog us long.

Teaderly mocking us,
Old thoughts acd ways
That scarcely keep measure
With life's rapid days.
Gond to us—wainting,
Our sunset shows fair !
But only to have them so,
Just as they were !
—Al The Year Round.

AN ASYLUM FOR ANIMALS.

The members of the Society for the
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals would
enjoy a visit to the Asylum for Aged and
Decrepid Animals at Bombay, where birds
and beasts are as carefully nursed as are
buman beings in well-appointed hospitals.
The establishment was founded by a
wealthy native, and hero bullocks, cows,
horses, dogs, cats and birds, otherwise
homeless, find excellent care, food and
shelter. These animals are never killed,
and it matters not how agad or badly in-
jured they are, an experienced doctor and
nurse give them every attention until
naturo ends their livea. The kind con-
sideration shown sll animals through the
East, especially in India, is marked, in-
deed, and this fact accounts for the tame-
n8ss of these creatures on the streets of
all the large cities. Inabotel at Allaha-
bad I made my toilet n tho morning
while two bright plamaged birds were
bopping on my floor, and on several oc-
casions I have dined while rooks were
gorched in the open windows of the din-
ing-roowmn, looking at mo with their heads
turned tooneside, as if to say, ¢ Hurry
up, there ; my turn next ! IfI wasan
Amcrican cat, rat or jaybird and pos.
seased my present knowledge of the
world, I would hiec to the land of the
Hindoo and defend his religion with all
my teethe—Dr. Tupper in Baltimore Sun.

GINGER.

“Ginger is & curi’s cat.” If Zcbedes
has aaid that once, he has said it one hun-
dred times. Zebedee is my husband.
Ginger came to us ono dark night in a
besket, a well grown cat of the tortoiso
shell breed. Sho spurned her now homo
at first, and went back to her old quarters
over & road sho had never seen. Aftor
being returned to us three times, sho con-
sented to stay, and socon her devotion was
complote.

ook at her now! Asloop in my own
rocking-chair | ¢ Ginger, X want that chair
myself.,” She does not raizo her head
from between her paws; her oyss slowly

33!

opon, and her amall black ears bogin to
mova; she bagina to coax ; vhe strotches
out hor protty paws, and throws back her
head and yewns, and oxposes her radiant,
throat and breast, black and salmon und
white and yollow, mingled as richly ag any
of her relatives in the jungle. “Ginger,
you are a beabtifal cat!” Then snuggling

* and hugging follow. I fecl of her shapoly

paws, press my fingers on the inside and
squeero out the white, sickle-shaped claws.
She is soothed, and purrs heraclf off to
sleep again. Yes, she rules the house,
that is, Zebedeo and me. Some cats have
o superb air, and she is one of that kind,
and will have all tho consideration due to
the Queon of Sheba.

Shoknows nothing of scolding. Oats
of high degreo never need any scolding.
Let them do just as they like, and if they
are well fed, they aro always well be-
haved. Now anotion of Zebedeo's is to
read the morning paper before breakfast,
and a notion of Ginger's is to sit in his
lap while he reads. Sometimes ho
begins to read standing; then she
comes up and pulla softly at the leg of his
trousers, with her little black paw, and
asks him to sit down.

For years gshe has travelled with us
every summer to our country home. Once
I made ready to start a few days ahead,
leaving ber for Zebedee to bring. She
know I was going away, and followed me
up-stairs and down stairs, inspecting every
bag and box and acting worried. At last
Itried to slip away, but could not elude
her. She followed mo intothe busy street,
crying so that I bad to take her up and
return to my home. She knew I was
going on a journey, for she never followed
me outside the gate on ordinary occa-
sions.

A more faithiul mother than Ginger
cannot be found, and her ways with her
kittens are o lesson to all motbers, It is
possible to have too many cats, andif all
her progeny bad lived, we should have a
“bunch on ’em.” Would you like one, .
lictle bluc-oyed lassic who loves kittens
s0? Mice? Ah, yes! Mice! It is with
sorrow I acknowledge she will catch mice,
and worse yet, play with them, and still
worse, let them get lost under the rugs,
and if it is night time, come to Zohedee's
bedside and awake him to show him ber
mouse. ‘' Ginger isa curi’s cat.”

X¥ond as she is of her babies, she is so
fond of being with Zebedee that as soon
as the kitties get their eyes open, she will
lug them by tho nape of the nock from the
nursery to the sitting-room, and lic down
with them in a corner, soas to be with
the family.

Her love for music is extreme. She-
will coax Robin, & young man in the
family, to play the pianc. If he begins
when she i3 asleep, she will open her oyes,
listen, get down from her chair, crawl near
him, aad begin to roll over.

AsI bave said, it is possible to have
too many cats. Ginger learned that some
of her kittens disappeared mysterionsly
shortly after they were born, aund at last
sho would not let mo touch them until
they were larger, proud as sho had once
becen to have me tako up the little things
and hugthem before heroyes.

Ono Thanksgiving Day my sister camo
to visit us, and brought with her * Kitty,”
her mugoificent Maltese cat.  Before the
day was over, Gingor had eaught 3 mouso
snd given it to* Kitty.,” Who eayscats
aro sclfish ¥ Thoy will give their daintiest
morsel to their kittens, and, a9 yon see,
somectimes to afriend. Ginger is a cori's
cat ! Her soft fur is aweeter to pat your
face down to thau ten roses,



