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A CHILDS PRAYER.
I come to-night with loving $hanks
For father and for mother;

But most of all, dear Lord, for him
We call our Elder Brother.

I come to-night with loving thanks
For those who are to me so kind ;
For pleasant schoolmates, happy days,
For health and strength and mind.

I come to-night with loving thanks,
Dear Lord ; for I would show
That gratitude within my heart

51 sweetly spring and grow.

OUR SUNDAY-SCHOOL PAPERS.

most entertaining, the most

Yeariy

Sub'n

1w

w, % pp.. monthly,

20
and Methodist Magazine and
29
;ardian and Onward to
35
100
L
. monthly 080

G

x, weekly

Sunbeam.

TORONTD, MARCH 23, 101

MARY, THE HINDU CHRISTIAN.

When Mary was a little girl six years
old she was married to an old Brahman
priest. When she was eleven she had to
go and live with her cruel old husband as
his wife. All her happy childish days
were now over forever. She was shut up
in a big dark room with three other wives
of the oid Brahman, without books or toys
or sewing.

One day s missionary lady came to the
house and asked if she might teach this
poor little girl to read. The old man said,
“ You might as well try to teach my cow.”

But in a few wonths he was astonished
to hear little Mary read. All this time
Mary was learning about Jesus and how
he had died for ber, and she told her hus-
band she could not worship idols any more.

When the old Brahman heard that he
took Mary and beat her cruelly, and sent
the missionary away. But downin a dark
corner Mary had hidden a Testament and
a hymn-book, and every moment she
could get she spent in reading them.
One dsy her husband found her with

‘| thinking she wanted to feed them. Not

the Testament and took it away
and tore it up and then beat her
again But stil! Jesus kept his

little lamb and said, “ No one shall be able
to snateh her out of my hand.”
One day her husband found her hymn-
book. In a rage he tore up the little girl's
last treasure, and then dragged Mary to
the fire and with red-hot iron burnsd
away the palm of her hand. But even
this was not enough. He gave her another
cruel beating and kicked her into the
street half dead. The Lord Jesus sent one
of his missionaries along, and she was
carried safely to the missionary s house,
where she was loved and cared for.
Mary is now a happy Christian in a
mission school, and to-day she is singing
from her Bengali hymn-book, “I am o
%lsd that Jesus loves me” She loves her
ible, she loves to pray, and loves to work
for Jesus, and every day she is growing
to be more like him.

HARRY AND THE SQUIRRELS.

Harry had gone with his mother to
market, and had spent the only three
pennies he had in the world in buying
peanuts for the squirrels in the grounds of
the State house.

As Harry and his mother entered the

unds, an old woman with a big basket
ull of provisions on her arm brushed past

them. She had gone only & little way
when she stop to look at the little
creatures.

The moment she stood still, the squirrels
ran toward her from every direction,

understanding this, and being terribly
frightened, the old woman screamed, and,
dropping the basket, ran off as hard as she
could go.
The old woman was very glad when
mueh surprised to see him stand still and
let the squirrels run all over his coliar and
his little red mittens.
«If 1 were your mother, you shouidn's
do that,” she said, as she walked away.
Harry laughed. “I'm glad I have a
mother who isn't afraid of squirrels,”
he said.

THE FIRST WRONG BUTTON.

“ Dear me,” said little Janet, “ I buttoned
just ons button wrong, and that makes
the rest go wrong,” and she tugged and
fretted as if the poor button were at fault
for her trouble.

“ Patience, patience, my dear,” said her
mamma. “The next time look out for the
wrong button, then you'll keep the rest all
right. And” wdded mamms, “loock out
for the first wrong deed of any kind; an-
other and another is sare to follow.”

Janet remembered how ome day, not
long ago, she struck baby Alice. That
was the first wrong deed. Then she de-
nied having done it. That was ancther.
Then she was unhappy and cross all day be-
cause she had told a lie. Look out that

THE BABIES MRS. BIDDY FOUNXI

Harry carried her basket to her, and very rage

BY BELLE SPARR LUCKETT.
In one corner of Mrs. Hart's woodshel #p. .. gt ¢t

is & box. In the box is a nest. Thel® pre yet
nest is made of hay. It is just @, clot!
nicest and nosiest nest you ever saw. = To give

Mrs, Biddy, the old yellow hen, made y =
her mind that a family of chicks would 'y = 1.0 )
a nice thing to have when there was sudi 8 . o)
s snug home to keep them in. So sheigs) ¢ a5
clucked and clucked from morning unt S8 gioie ¢
night, and sat on the nest without a singe 8
egg to sit on, and would not even com

to her meals, until she grew quit % lent the
thin. oL
; . . J Bhe still,

Mrs. Hart did not wani a family o  With m

chicks to scratch up her garden, and s
told Mre. Biddy so very plainly, and even 2

she went out to the woodshed and pullc #ut one p
Mrs Biddy off the nest by her tail. = Weepin
Ah ! but that did make Mrs. Biddy fiu #eep wert

up her feathers and scold like an old lag @ And ey
in & bad humour
One day, when: Mrs. Hart went into tt ¥nbraidec
woodshed, there sat Mrs. Biddy looking« = That «
roud and happy as could be. As M= press
art came near the hen uttered a lou #nd deep
warning cry, as if she screamed : = That re
« Honds ofi! Hands oft!” Just the =
a little soft head peeped out from unici@nee, twic
her wings, but it was not the head of = She loc
chick. = eyes,
Mrs. Hart lifted Biddy up quickly, eve Hoping to
though she pecked at her sharply, =& (gutofi
there in the nest lsy four little blnd
kittens. They began rubhing their lit & bird ap
noses against each other, and sereaming * Sang—
the top of their voices. Mrs. Biddy, wi & faint br
all her feathers turned wrong side o = And wo
clucked and scolded by turns. =
Just then a lean old mother cat that & soft blu
doubtless heard the hungry cries of k8 The comn
babies, came running into the shed. {ind, one |
sight of the cat the hen flew into a gl The sigr
. and ran at her savagely. They i
a pitched battle for a while, puss spitin
and striking with her paws, and the b
fiying at her with her sharp beak. Hé
it would bave ended no one can tell B8
Mrs. Hart had not caught Mrs. Biddyi®
the tail, and put her out, and shut SBd she, t
door, leaving Mrs Puass in peace with S8 Hears
family. is but ¢
Next morning Mrs. Hart was up S0 tend
daylight sndoutinthe woodshed. Theress
found Mrs, Biddy and Mrs. Puss with
babies all sleeping peacefully in the o8
The tabes were cuddled away snuss
under Biddy's wings, excepting one wit
and yellow ball of a kit that was ro=
up sound esleep on Mrs. Biddy's back. 8 h, they
Mrs. Puss did not seem to feel entinSbood sir
safe in Biddy's house, so she soon cariiEat is tho
her kitten's into Mre, Hart's kitchen, gi'ell me,
hid them away in a corner, where she 8
sure Mre. Biddy could never find ti
Poor old lady! She was lonely ind®
after that. She clucked and clucked =

lovingly sll dni long, as if trying to

A man |
eless h
hen re

gside the
He stop:
in low
Whom s

the kittens again; butas they didi®
come che gave it up, and went back tol§ soft 1i
nest in the woodshed, hoping, perbé™S8 happy

to find another family of babies, some &

the first button does not go wrong.

to love and care for.-—S.8. Times.



