TAPPY DAYS.

THE LITTL}

FIVE LITTLE BROTHERS.

Five little brothers set out together
To journey the liveleng day.
In a curious carriage, all
leather,
They hurried away, away.
One big brother and three guite small,
And one wee fellow no size at all.

made of

The carringe was dark and none too
roomy,
And they could not move about.
The five little brothers were very gloomy,
And the wee one h-g:m to pout.
Till the biggest one whispered: “What
d(. yvon §:|}'?
Let's leave the earriage and run away.”
So out they serambled, the five tozether,
And off and away they sped,
When some one found that earriage of
leather,
O my, how she shook her head!

*I'was her little boy’s shoe. as every one |

knows,
And the five little brothers were
toes,

five little

THE LITTLE MISSIONARY.

Little Aunie is the daughter of a mis
‘i!ill:lr}', who fives 1n the N orth-\West, far
away from any white people.  She 18
cleven vears old, and has never seen a
white child, excepting her little Tl
brother. she
for some little white girl companion.

N avertheless, she is contented to live
she knows her

rels :--:u—-ulnv

Sometimes

where she does, because
papa is doing a great deal of good Ih--fv.
She sees how miserable and ignorant the
poor Indians are, and she declares she will
never go avay from them until they are
all Christians.  Often she goes with her
father to meetings, and helps in the sing
ing, and sometimes her sweet volee sings
a song alone.  The Indians are very fond
of .'\hni(‘..‘ Sil’lgih_ﬂ. for ﬂu-}‘ fove hor ve Ty

R e

MISsSIONARY.

much. and call her “the little white

angel.”

Not only does she help ber papa in the
cerviees, bt <she goes also with him on his
visit< to the Indians” homes. Most of them
live in ients made of heavy skins. Some
have bark huts, and a few have made for
thems=elves little log eabins.

In the picture we see her talking with
two old squaws.  They have been recently
converted, and Avnie is telling them about
Jesus, how good he is, and how he came
to die for them. Even though this little
wirl is only cleven years old, she has been
the means of bringing many of these poor
heathen to know and love God.

POLLIWOGS AND HEATHEN.
BY MES. E. Y. MULLINS.

“ Polliwogs ! lu-”i\\'ﬂ_’_’i ! five cenis a
dozen ! was the unusual ery from a
small squeaky voice that came i. at the
windows along Eln Street one morning in
carly June. It hronght all the children
to the sidewall. and even the older folks
little Jimmie Stone
trudeing along with a tin bucket full of
polliwegs, or tadpeles, as they are more
vroperly ealled. - The rubber boots were
4ill wet with the wade in Still River, and
the little enrly head about as wet from the
He was soon

jooked ont. to see

heat of the lomg tramp.
q,.;q_w-l I.\ Z!u‘ '_'rnllp nf (‘:l.'_'l'r ("l”'l!‘(‘ﬂ
that elnstered abont him, while questions
and exelamations came thick and fast.

“ Where did vou get “em, Jimmie 77

“(), just see ‘em wriggle ! 7

“ What'll we do with ‘em, Jimmie ?7
was the first that found an answer.

“ Why, put ‘em in a glass bowl of water
and some sand. and a stone, and see ‘em
turn to frogs.” said Jimmie, with busi-
Ness ‘11\1 ch-\i!}‘.

“Oh: will 7|u-_\. though, ever turn to
froes 77 asked one, with astonishment.

Another added, “ T don’t believe it.”

But a big boy standing by, who had

been to college, said they would in a few
weeks 1 so that settled the matter.

And then, sure enough, when they came
to Jook closely at some of the little fel-
lows, there were legs already sprouting
from the wriggly, black bodies.

There was a general scampering away
after nickels, for every child wanted a
into the frograising
Jimmie said to some
ceomomical ones, who thought a penny’s
worth would do, that they must have at
least a dozen, ** ‘eause some was sure to
die.” and there wouldn’t be enouga left to
raise a respectable family.

Soon the little erowd came back, with
tin-pans and buckets, to get their portion
of polliwogs, and also reccived instrue-
tions that the water must be changed every
morning.

“They ain't no trouble,” said Jimmie ;
“don’t eat anything, and don’t make any
dirt.”

Then the nickels were turned over to
Jimmie. and as his little hands were
about full, their interest was turned for
a moment to the money.

“What are vou going to do with it,
Jimmie ?7 asked one.

“Send it to the missionaries out in
China,” he answered, promptly.

Some looked a little awed at the high
purpose in Jimmy's polliwog business,
while the college boy gave a laugh of
amused superiority, and then said:
“ What do vou know about missionaries
in China 77

“Know about 'em ? I know a heap
about ‘em. I know there are lots and
lots of heathen in China—millions of
them ; more than all the people we've got
in our countrv—and they don’t know
about God, and live wicked lives.”

“ But they are cowards,” said one boy ;
“ the Japs whipped them easy as nothing.”

“Well, T don’t care,” said Jiramie ;
“ if they were Christians they would do
evervthing better, live better, tight for
their country better, and—evervthing,”
his argnmentative powers giving out.  “1
heard papa and mamma talking about it
at home, and they said our missionaries
were so brave to stay there and work
on for the Chinese when the -ar put them
in so much danger.”

“ Turninz polliwogs iuto frogs, and
thereby turning heathen into Christians,
that's an idea worthy of progressive
vounz America,” said the big boy, as the
little gronp dispersed.—Our Monthly.

dozen, so as to go

business at onece.

In the infant class a week or two ago
the minister was questioning on the lesson
about the “ spies,” when he askid, “ Now,
what wonld vou do if you had such a
large bunch of grapes that you could not
earry it ¥ One little nipper replied, “ I
would sit down and eat half of them.”




