
ifLITTLE FOLKS
Lost--A Watch -

(A True Narrative, in ' Light in the
Home.')

After an illness which left me
very weak, I had been ordered to
the. seaside, and was sitting. -one

morning in my lodging quietly en-
joying the soft. breeze which came
througli the open window.

Therq. are tinies in our lives wlien
the gve and goodness of God are
more realized than at others, and
this morning as I looked out over
the open sea, and heard the sof t
swish .of the waves on the shoré,
my heart was full of tlianlsgiving
and praise.

At the saine tiine a feeling of in-
tense pity for those who, like my-
self, had been il], but were still con-
fined to the courts and lanes of th-
great city, made me resolve to do
what I could to help some at least ELEPHANT

of my fellow-sufferers.
I was quietly thinking how I s te fc

could lessen the contrast in our pf
fo-are caiiglit and killed inainly forlives, when I heard hurried foot-

stes 01 tie tars.Tli door astheirý great tusks, ont of which
steps on the stairs. The door was

flung open, and' my daughter e n- ory articles are made, and which
tered looking wildly excited, and
flin'ging herself into a chair, she A big, deep pit is dug in the
exclaimed, 'Oh, mother, mother !'

If is flien covered over with s-tieksý
She. was. alon:e-and one. had

gone ouf witli lier, flT darling of and branches.of trees, aud over

our house, my younkgest boy.
Suddenly I found I could. not tlié watch. was a very cosÉly one,

spcak-rny lieart sccrned to stand flie gift of, niy' father before iny
StR, and vainly, as I looked at lier, marriage, so I a ds w aered- -

1 tried f0 utter flia words- 'You are severly punished, Lena,
'Wliere is your brother You have putished youself for
Just then all things were grow- youracf of disobedience, ith I wil

inY indistinct around me, I heaid a say no more. Youe liad better go
little patterig footstep on li at once to the nearest stationer
stairs which seemed to caline describe tIc watch and tell him to
bai to aife, and Ily boy entered, offer a reward of £5 for it. Then,
Sf1 I could not move, fi, tlrow- as I thouglt of is value with ifs
ing iis trns round me, lie ex- appeudages, 1 added, 'No, you had

claim~-better say £10.'
'lit ats the matter wit i mo- ntow lile do, we zuow of the

ther ? f e history of hose wo, it may be,

I need not describe hin, except approadl us i- our daily lives, and
to say lie was beautiful and full of perhaps ministèr fo our wants
health; but, as I held him close, i WThat nun!bers throng our. streets
turned to my sobbing daughter,
and said quietly-

Now, Lena, what is the mat- Eac wher& lis fask or pleasure
ter ? cau,

'Oh, mother, I have lost your They pass, and heed cadli other
watch and chain, and seals, and nof
everything, and you told me not to But.there is One wlo lolds theni
take it !a

It seemed such a light thing In His large love and boundless
h wwatcl I hhwasaverycot toounie

eldmriae so Ialig answered--ut

HUNTING.

this rough floor a thick layer of
grass and leaves is laid, so as tO
make the place look just like the
rest- of the ground. . The unsus-
pecting animal walks on to this in-
nocent-looking coyeiing, when, sud-
deuily, itplumps into the great pit
below and is a prisoner, and at the
mercy of his heartless enemies.
-'Daybreak.'

low little did I kiiow, for in-
stance, that the bright, obliging lit-
tle fellow who brought our fish
from the fisli-monger's bad a sick
and widowed mother who, the very
day of my loss, was to leave the
home txat had been hers from lier
marriage ! It was very dear to lier,
and vainly lad she striven to keep
it.

'We inust go, Charlie,' she had
said, after their scanty breakfast
tiat morning. 'I am not strong
enouglh to go out charifig, and the
needlework pays so badly. We
owe two months' rent and our land-
lord Ias been so good -! It isn't fair
to hin ! 'I have seen two rooms in
this street, and we must go.'

' Very well, mother,' replied
Charlie; ' but '-and lie hesitated-
' didn't father say, and didn't you
say, that God would help us if we
asked Him ? And I am sure we
have.

' And so He Ias,' answered the
widow. 'We have been hungry,
but have never wanted bréad· and


