WAoo Sxaiks—Vor. XIIL]

TORONTO, NOVEMBER 12, 1893

NBAN NEW RABY. -
8 is onr bran new R D N
¥
He'acomedownfrom
quQﬁki_Bs. tovel
oin go lovély,
'An?!ma such brig}fe‘ ‘
, blop eyea!
“fuow he is the S

wWeslc )

Wee baby ,in the |

H worla,‘ : .

¢ . perhaps, they
have in heaven,

8ome babies lik
Arnold

cugee,ho hss~ rattle,

“Twas 1 who gave
‘him that,

ith all the pennies I
could earn

‘By deiling my old
cab.

do you see my
mamms ?
Well, she’s jush aw-

fal good,
ﬁ:o'us lovely

j  stories,
¥ Just like all mam-
g mas should,

—— e Pt e

| USING THE
" PIRCES.

§ SouEyearsagothere
and v:orkedbin
iy o artish in
o im.g%s skill was
wonderfal, With bits
f plass and stone he
gould produce the mosb
Saiking works: of art
B-Yorks that were
tod-ab thousands of

BRAN|INE BABY.

'uu

’!(1 his workshop wag & poor little boy| One day he came to his master acd

tidy up the room after the day’s work [ have for my wwn the bits of, glass yeau
Rudone. Ho was a quiet little fellow, | throw apon the floor,?”;
B always did his wozk well That was, ° Why, yos,tboy,” said the artish.. ' The
I ko artish knew abons him. bits are good for nothing."

oo business ib was to c]eannuap the floor | asked, timidly. " Pleaso, master, may I
139

Gather ap
tunity lyin

outfyour liF
gracs of God.

D=2y after day, then
tho child might have
been seen studying the
broker piecee found
on tho floor, laying
some on one side, ana
throwing othors awa;
Ho was a faithful little
gorvant, and so year
after yoar went by
and found bim still in
the workship.

One day his master
entered a storeroom
little used,and in look-
ing around he came
upon a piece of work
carefully hid behinc
the rubbish. Hegazed
at it in speechless

amszsmont

“ What great artisi
could have hidden hin
work in my studio?”

At that moment tho
ycung servant entored
the door He stopped
short on seeing his
master, and when ho
saw the work in his
hands a desep flush
lyed his face.
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