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So mother takes off my load ofwoodand A IteSSON IN ARIETHMeTI[C.
pute the great gourd of beer in nîy hands.
It ie so heavy that I stagger and almost Four irnn take Part in this shiort oxercise, ecdi givinîr

fail Fater alleout:"Ifyou pilltha one rpcitation. Soinu appropriatu soug znny bu sung in,fall Fahercals ot: I Ifyouspil tatconclusion.
beer I wili beat you."I Oh, how I tremble
as I drop on niy knees before hîi, vh ile he ADD.

drinks and treats his friende. AdV orfihfo a ody
He je better natured now; and whien the A# oyu ad loe, ad you thenwi

gourd je handed back he tells nme to drink à nweg
the thick dregs left in the bottom. I go Aspray

Asneyer before, for sou]e in need
back to our but) and inother hands nme a Who look to you, as fir help they plead.
large clay pot, and telle me to hurry and Add to your love, the patience etrong
bring water from the brook to cook our That will stillkeep on, though the 'way be,
food. long.

On the way down the hill I pase a lot of; Add to the pennies, nickels and dimes,
boys, who are having a nice tume lying on And make them. ring the pleasantest
the soft green grass. I wish I was a boy, ohimes
like Jamba. lie neyer has to carry wood A hysend good newe to the far-ofF
or water. He sees me as I go by, and cal s thie
out to make haste and bring the evening1 And to sad waifs here far happier tiaeEi.
meal. Adadkeep adgfroi dyt a

I hurry on and 1111 my pot; but juet as 1 ddInd te soadse, day th o .
arn climbing Up the steep rocks my foot in nniso as,'i h nywy
slips, and my waterpot lies broken at my SUBTRACT.
feet. O, dear! O, deaz! I covýr my face
with niy bande and wvail till sonie one Subtract froni your I.,eart each se]fi-h aim,
bringsrmother. Sie isvery angryandsays Let your gifr> be brought in the Savîor's
it will cost lber mucli corn, as it was a bor- naine.
rowed pot and she muet pay for it. Froui the gold and, silver subtract the

I fiee to this deserted but, creep into a dross,
dark corner and cry alone. I arn so tired Make the offering pure, for ail else le lose.
and hungry. 11y head aches, and now 1 Subtract ail pride and ail mere dispiay ;
anm ail burning up with fever. In the work for Christ, 'tis tbe only wniy,

I keep thinking about that broken pot. And thus will He blees you, day by day.
Perhaps my uncle xvill sell me for a slave
to pay the fine. Oh, if I could only die! MULTIPLY.
Then they would cover nie with lots of
cloth-more than I have ever had in my The seed that je sown muet be inultiplic d,
life. They would send for ail the relatives And ecattered and scattered far and wide.
who would wail for me and shoot off gun- The workers here and in every ]and
powder; they %% ould danîce and beat drums Should be inoreaeed to a mighty band.
and make beautifuil noises ail night. They The Homes for the destitute and ead
would have a big fenet, and thon they Should be niultiplied, and the world made,
would question niy spirit as to who caused glad.
niy death. 1 ythe help of aIl, ie rhe work increaeed,

Then I would. corne back and torment Prom the greateet, down to the very least.
with fear those who have made me so un- The helpers should multiply each day
happy. It le a dreadful thi-ng to be a hea-, Lu the great world's work, 'tie the only
then girl in Africa. j way.


