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THE YOUNG ARTIST.

is no#_she kind of “ard etudio” we
to find, iz i4? Bl it is an ardist’s
kallop, all the same. It is a pily that
&:ﬁhing on the wall is so dim we
mrcely judge $he abiliby of she young
f*  gfrom ib, and the ca¥'s head he is at
W drawing is in such an
OR Miafactory sizge. We are
r.edrdain that it 18 going
cab. The boy must
work, for he has, we
ad, been doing some wood
. [The ship and the
on which ib slands, the
' Jooking walklng-stick,
‘We partlally carved dog
mdelmens of this work If
s on ab i§ and contioues .
pove, week by week, we
tely hear of him as soms
&% arkish or firsk-class
J-earver, but he will need
frinommeas peresverance, tasks,

jronl

was Christmas Day, but
3 sdood by the window.
ing.ous on the falling snow
K | a'very gober faca

ks is the matter, Kate?’

aoi%snntie. “ Why don's
with yoor new doll ¥~
. 's eare for her now,

SR Kate said.

an rt? I thought you

awsl Mer very much Ilast
e

w

otl did; bak my doll has
head and a crimson
d I've seen Mary
to-day, and i¥'s ever
pretiler. She's & wax head, and
drgssed in blae silk. I don't like my
witeither; I wanted gilt-and-white
‘odfof tiowered ones And see, it's
. and I shan't ges a ride $o-day.”
oMb thoupht a few minukes

Re, desr, shall T tell you a little
ad lash Ohrisimas?”

i “ Yes, auntle, pleasa”

title pirl named Palvy lived with
wotber in a basement-room—one room,

Kabie—in a large cily. Thoy wero very
poor, and the mother had to go ous $o work,
leaving Patty alone a great deal. On
C'arisymas Eve the poor womsn was gaing
homs from work, looking in at the lighted
ghop windows, andjwishing ahe could buy
| a gifh for her lisple’glr). She did not shink
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of he-solf, though she shivered with cuil.
She was not going §o have turkey or ronst
boef, pudding or pie, for dinner next day,
bas she £aid to heraolf they should not be
hungry, and that was a great dea! They
had bread and milk and potatiea. Aad
she spont one bright penny—ali she counld
spare—30 huy somo sweets for Patty. Bat
a3 gho walked along she saw something
whiis on tho pavemeat. Shs stooped and
picked up a picce of clay pips—only a

piece, Katie. You don’s know how pleased
she was. Home she went with a cheerful
hears, and when she litble girl was in ved
and fasi asleep, she slippsd into her sbook-
ing the swects and broken pipe. Very
early Patty awoke, and she fairiy scroamed
for joy when she found them.

“ For hours of that day sho
blew bubbles happy as a bird.
Whas would she have eaid,
Katle, to your Chrisimas
gifts 7”

Kate looked ashamed. “1
was nob good, auntie,” she
said “J don't desorve my
pressy things ™ ,

Auntie kissed her, aud sho
wen$ $o0 her play wilh a bright
faso, and kopt it
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UBECHE

Une gB lived away off in
a villags ia Africa.  Thero
was o fence buils around the
village %o keep off lions and
tigers, and the listle African
baysand girls genarally played
inside the fence B 1% one day
TUbche went cus with his
mosher to gather berries Some
men came by cn camels, and
they carried Ubeche off hun-
dreds of miles, iniondiog to
soll him. Ba$ one night thoy
lo3b bim.

Tho next day a gocd mis-
sionary lady was silting by
the barnk of n river, when &
poor, ragged boy camo up to
her and asked her for eome-
$hing to eat It was Ubecho,
who was trging to fiad his
way back to uis tome. Tho missionary
lady did no$ know the way to his bomse,
baé shy was 80 sorry for him thas she
$ook him home with ber, and washed him
and gave him some supper. Ubsche had
never hesrd abons the Good Shephard,
and $he missionaries sold hun abous Jesus,
and saught him $o0 read and write. He
lived there for msny years, and when ho
died overybody remembsred him a3 2a
noble Christian boy.



