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A Famine Kitten.

a BV RVAN RORARTS.1 he Inglenook «e W Sarah Jane Simmons stood at the door of 
CM the farm house, bright May morning.

» 1 he sunbeams danced among her golden
\vhr>« * a .... ‘ curls, and did their best to light up her pale

at A Reaver l>ld. The Sick Child. face and Nark dress. The scent of the apple
Mr A. |>. Harriett, sun of the late super- Of the minor .i-t.ii. „r.t, ;s . Iilossoms came wafted on the air hum the 

"«cmlent of the I on,inn/oo, has an inter- whhm„, h^nresstl ,h ! T’k' «'chard, and the cherry trees at the pate
est,ng story of a captive Canadian heaver. A ” ,he Tshin, n ThlLh “nl,amed ob?erver were shedding their snowy petals on the 
l.iige willow tree in the gardens had blown dtmk to the natient who mu ("rTk *'1”^ “ 8,rlound' rhe pink and white hawthorn was 
down. A branch ah,ml twelve feet long and recumbent o'sitinn Thl? d b ’T“ all in bloom down the lane. The birds 
thirty inches in circumference was firmly tendant whose sole ',,1 |he "rdlnary ty «• chirrupped under the caves,keeping a cautious 
fis, din the ground in the lieaver’s enclosure. ,’|le ,ick persont„ / h»lf°™ " tye °" ,he llltle Kirl as they stole nice long
I lunthe heaver was watched ,0 see wha, he quarter sitting pSLIe, hmkM m wolrde! *"Z tier' ‘sound ^f td Tscent of

Ti c beaver soon visited the spot, and hand undeMhe sick *''chilrTs head* in'ïir ***[ flowerriached Sarah Jane She was deep in 
walking around the limb commenced to ever so sliuhtlv InrivirH I’m w I thought, her white Persian kitten was tightly 
feoff the hark and gnaw the wood about glass'to his hn. bl’lds ,lhe fu'' clasped in her arms Robin redbreast watch-

twelve inches fmm the ground. The rapidity „ ,.., l ! " n cases of heart weak- ed her from a bush near bv wondering it
ol his process was astonishing, lie seemed daienil unor''k ^ |ul'cn,|inaV Ihe sober face of his little*' winter friend,
f.i put his whole strength into his task, al- ,u,.h j. . A ; ^ "f hlm lal.on hls back, Sarah Jane's blue eyes had a far-away look, a
‘ mgh he left off every few minutes to rest dispensable 8 8 Mourlshmcnt ls ln' pucker of care was on her brow; she was

' look upward, as if to determine which More difficult i«„,„i ,l , . . thinking of yesterday’s sermon. She did not,
way the tree w ml,I tall. .-J ? l" "'quire than this is the as a rue, think much about sermons' thee

Now and then he went into his pond, dist-essine^heumieni^T “"d* ^ aWerc oflcn lonf! and dreary in the village 
which was about three feet from the hase of dle sm ed shee . l " ",rdcr d,, lhl’' church) but yesterday a strange, had come 
-he tree. Then h, would come out again Ihe bed Id folded n aTô ™e V* ° »nd told them of the heathen%h.ldren in a
with renewed energy, and his powerful teeth cl„se |h„ „ar en, » long compact roll land far away who were dying of famine on
would set a. work anew upon the branch. S,L' ^ clean sheet „ the roadside, and who had never heard™

About four o clock, to the surprise ol those which has been ren 'l*n ,n lllajx‘ °f'hat Jesus. Sarah Jane had very few friends, and
who saw Inin, he left his work and came dnwn over the ,,n a' a"d Î u' bcm* 'he whole love of her lonely little heart was
hastily toward the iron fence. The cause of K nl!,, m,. ""covered part of the matt- given to the l.ord Jesus, her dead mother and
this sudden movement was soon apparent. ,d sheets' The ,hM has ,h* ' |,CT "ï"6 kit'en- 11 was a strangely divided
He had heard in the distance the sound of his si(1 ',u„ ,,,p , has been turned on love, but the objects of it knew its value,
the wheelbarrow, which was brought daily to i„. s '^rls against hls hack Her heart had nearly broken when the pale
his paddock, and from which he was anxious- ÏÏT f on h's °‘h« sldc, both little mother had laid her white wasted hinds
ly expecting his supper. Lh! u”'! h'"\ ,hLC *°,iled lovingly on her head Ind told her she was

1 he keeper, not wishing to disappoint the covering h i be' ’■ anf lhe going to Jesus, and she must take
beaver, although sorry to see his task inter- ™lerlng ^'.="“1 down in ,t, place. When poor father,
rupted, gave him his usual allowance of ™ P*tlen» “ '" he may be lifted by Her father was
carrots and bread. The fellow ate it and £eet™ ILner' V th"d dra” oul lhe seen swimming about the pool until shcus'-Harper s Bazar- 
about half past five. Then he returned to 
his work.

caie of

. a big burly farmer, who
had no time to spare from his fields for his 
little daughter, and more fear than love was 
in her regard for him.

The white kittenQueer Little Historians.
Just a raindrop loitering earthward. 

All alone.
Leaves a tiny “tell-tale story"

In the stone.

tiravel tossed by teasing water 
Down the hill.

Shows where once in merry laughter 
Flowed a rill.

wonderful thing 
and had come to her in a wonderful way. 
Coming home in the November dusk from 
his wife s funeral, Mr. Simmons had found it 
miles away, hiding under a hedge. Being 
tender hearted just then he picked it up and 
carried it home under his coat. That was 
his story, but Sarah Jane’s firm belief was 
that her mother had dropped it down straight 
from heaven to comfort her in her loss.

The preacher’s picture of the heat en 
children had sunk deep in her pitiful child
ish soul. He had said he would come hack 
in six months, and he hoped the good 
people of Burnfoct would have some money 
gathered after the harvest, that he might 
send more help to the missionaries in India 
who were trying to help the starving people. 
He spoke to the boys and girls in church, to 
their great surprise, for they 
turned to be taken

was a
In ten minutes the “tree” fell to the 

ground.
Afterward the heaver the log into 

three convenient lengths, one of which he 
used in the under part of his house.

Kaffirs Setting A l imb
In the coal bed dark and hidden, 

Kerns (how que 
Left a message pi 

“We've been I

After the recent invasion of European 
skill there cannot be much room left for
primitive surgery in South Afric a. Yet L__
was when, if a Kaffir broke his leg, it would 
be placed in a hole dug in ihe earth, and 
kept there till the bones were set. We have 
heard of a case in which the bones of a lad 
having been set by a European aid, the 
Kaffir father, had the splints 
tied the boy home

plainly saying,

You may sec here tiny ripples 
On the sands,

Leave a history written by their 
Unseen hands.

Why. the oak trees, bv their hemline, 
Clearly show

The direction playful winds blew 
Years ago !

So our habits tell us, little 
Maids and mer 

What the history 
Life has been !

rt-mov
horseback, and then 

had the limb set in the earth, with the result 
that it took six months to effect a cure. The 
Kaffir doctors are hereditary, the cleverest

being usually chosen to succeed__From
the “Leisure Hour."

were not accus- 
any notice of by the 

ministers, and told them that five pounds 
would keep for one year an Indian child in a 
school where he would he fed and taught, 

Keep The Children Busy As » lrain w=s moving out of a Scotch a"d Sarah Jane had set her whole earnest
... y' station 1 man in one of the compartments £ Û 1 “ 'l1'1* boy ai school. She
Children in a house should he always noticed that the porter, in whose charge he , vcnlured a t,m|d hand on her father’s 

taught to do little things in the household had given his luggage, had not put it into j6 ?S sal sm°king in the porch on Sun-
fur two reasons. First, it trains them to be the van and so shouted at him and said • da^ a'lernouni and stammered out a wish for
useful ; and, secondly, it keeps them happy. “Hi ! you old fool ! What do you mean bv s‘,me.n?uney tu K»ve the missionary. “You’re 
Very often teaching entails some trouble on not putting my luggage in the van ? a hearted little lass, just like your
the house-mother. She may he inclined to To which the porter replied : “Eh man! mol"er* he said, not unkindly. ‘‘But you
say that she would rather do the thing her- )'er luggage is ne’er such a fool as verst II! may put that out <>f your head. With the
self than teach the little ones to do it. This Yer i’ the wrang train !” and so deaL and the crops so poor, it’s little
will be a mistake on her part, for, if she will ______________ enough Christians
teach them no -, she will find the little ones His wife _“Ii v,- » L maV shift f°r themselves*
a help as they grow older. Moreover, by Bour war for a fJw minutes II "ha!’°.1! ,‘he , Bul ,the heathen children had squeezed
giving them interest in this way, she will thing to tell you about the cook ” ^ lht‘n^e,vcs ,n'° Sarab lane’s heart and would

, , ,hc” 'ha' miserable cry, “I don’t know The Suburbanite. -“Yes ? Is she eoinv to 1 be ejected, and now, with sadly puzzled 
what to do I p» K K face, she was turning over plans by which a

little girl can make money all of her own. I

• of our whole past

get, so the heathens

1■to


