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MISSIONS FOR BOYS.

Hcljl?: ‘:le?y long ago, in a ansumptivcs‘
Ninotoe, tich I sometimes visit, a boy of
way gl; 1 was dying.  Week by weex life
ohe nlllzimllg away from hom, and one by
Young , 1e hbf'léillb hopes of his youthgand
a]ud:,wvmm] ood were departing. Ile was
singg | e'm””‘d looked poverty in the fice
m)w“' ' was a little child. I~lc hal never
or in all his life what it was to be
oughly well clothed and fed. While

a[l:fi “l child he had been obliged to work,

8 scanty wages had always been and an

ile oxcollent nursing which he received
sl tio nourishing food whicl he ate began
to (el upon his cxhausted system, and he
Logan toaevive, lie misse 1 bis former busy
i 5 and his old friends and companions
desperately.  He missed their boyish talk,
tLeir fun and laughter above all, This
quict, monotonous life was something he
was utterly unused to, and he beeante very
lonely. The ladies who manazed the home
cane often to sce him, and he was very

rateful to them and learnedto love them.
His mother and sisters came, gorrowful
xious, so their visits could not cheer

IN SCHOOL.

can }? 00R tired boys! What though the
Sighi ear the birds singing and chirping 1
a% Ing in the soft wind? They are comp

It is really too bad. So thinks Dick,

R too, who is always plodding.

day is warm an

n the play-ground, and

lled tos D
y as he whistles defiance to it all.
but never seems to get a
king anything, bu

d fine? What though they
the trees moving an

ay from it
So thinks
long, he thinks, like the
tton his trouble in sleep.

tay in that old school, aw

t has forgo

o
ther boys.  Poor Jerry isn’t thin
aid to his Sunday-school

fil;:ﬁ,rf\}ny divided with his mother and
o iSters ; and then, just as the future
eﬁ%:? to grow brighter before him, the
ag of his long years of toil and privation,
With made manifest and he was stricken
consumption.
lln:lend"l procured tor him a pleasant and
un({ room at the ‘* Home,” where, Sur:

Wwel by every comfort, he was free an!
come to remain as long as he lived.
first the peace and quiet of his little
”Orm’ the rest and freedom from anxiety,
. he craved. But afterward) when

im, and as he § ‘ d
{l;:::,her, he wanted “the boys.” So s}(xle
told his old class about it, and they a%ree L
as they expressed it, ¢« to stand by Fran
as long as ho lived.” So they wenb t:ot see
him- regularly every visiting day l'nh }\:}-n
and spent every Sunday morning wit! 113
besides. They were all working boys,t }?n
it was sometimes & real sacrifice for them
to spend the scanty l?l:;“: ‘?he);l e}\lr?i xfnoil;sreeci

i i ut the
;Eerztfrr‘lc;mh Frank, y o 000

for nearly & Yyear
diseovered that Frank did not care to talk

about his sufferings, but that he did like
very much to kuow all about their plans,
their work and play, and all the details of
that dear every doy life which he had left
for ever behind him; so they talked to
Lim about what they were doing, and many
a hearty langh rang out from Frank's room
at the relation of rouse droll anecdote or
bit of nonsense from « ne of the boys. On
Sunday mornings they always used to go
over the Sunday-school lesson togethier
and then they would read aloud from some
good paper.

These boys kept, besides their regular

yet, as Frank said, they all we

Towards the last Frg,nk couri(tlto(fr]:le SpsOt.
his kind friends for a few minuteg’ a,te:
tie ; they used to go in and sit quiet]

by his bed, and when they left they woul(yl
give his hand a gentle clasp and say warmly
“I\eep up your courage, old boy,” or
“Don’tgive in: we fellows remember you
in class and prayer-meeting every time.”
And so, helped and encouraged by his
friends, Frank passed through the dark
valley, brave and faithful to the last, and
reached his home in that happy countr

whose inhabitants never say, ‘I am sick.x

KEPT IN.

THs is Dick again. He doesn’t seem so defiant now, you will noti is i
9 A 1 notice.
the hardest stroke of all ; he is in disgrace and has to stay inyfor three?q:f:rterzh;?t:'

the rest have gone.

away. We are sorry
misery,
mMOrrow,
thinking how ill-used he is.
stove on which Dick is scrawling.

This is almost more than he can bear, and he is sulki is ti

: for Dick, but we know how he could have saved hlilirllgglfh :;1 ttlzgli:
df)n t you? And even now it is not too late to prevent the same thing to
if he would only turn_around and get at those books behind him instea%. o%
This is a German school and that is a big p(;rcelain tile

envelope for Sunday_collections, a horn
which was tipped with silver and whie
had this inscription around its edge :

¢« Once I was the horn of an ox,
Now I am a missionary box.”

And in this they used to take up collections
for whatever object they chose, and during
Frank’s illness he had frequent presents
which were bought with this money.
Rather amusing were the purchases, &hd
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NELLIE'S MISSIONARY GARDEN.

NELLIE has a missionary garden. Sheis
going to raise vegetables to sell, so that
she can make her missionary money.
Every morning she gets up early, putson
her gloves, apron, and big sun hat, and
goes out into her garden to plant seed, or
to weed and hoe the tiny green things that
are coming up. Will not several of our
boys and girls try this way of making their
missionary money ?



