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The BReasom Why.
BY PRISCILLA LEONARD.

1 know a little malden who is always in
2 hurry,
She races through her breakfast to be
la time for sechoesl ;
She scribbles at her desk in a hasty sort
of flurry,
And comes home In a breathless whirl
that fills tha vestibule.

She burries through her studying, she
hurries through her sowing,
Like an engipe at high pressure, as it
lejsuré were a crime ;
She's always in a scramble, no matter
Where she’s golng,
Apd yet—would you believe it—she
never is in time!

It seems 2 contradiction, until you know
the reason,
But I'm sure you think it simple, as I
do, when I state
That she never has been known to begin
a thing {n season,
And ske's always in a hurry, because
she starts too late.

HOW THEY LEARNED ABOUT GOD.
BY RUTH ARGYLE.

Do You s<2e tte woman who sits in the
lett corner of the picture ? Let us hear
her story : One day her husband was
very angry Wwith her, and threatened to
kil ber because she bad listened to the
“white preacher-man,” who was telling
the people fn the village about the true
God, and the Saviour who died for our
salygtion, snd the beautiful home awalt
fng all those who love and serve him on
carth. But the woman longed to hear
more about these wonderful things: so,
when her hard day’s work was done and
her lazy husband lay fast azleep in thelr
miserable hut, she crept softly away to
the missionary’s h~use, which Wwas
cleaper and pleasauter than her own
bome. It was So late that acbody was
up, but the woman's timid knock brought
My, Wiigon to the door. He asked her
what she wanted.

> To hear more about the ‘new God,
plezse, good man.”

So the milssionary's wife brought the
poor creature in and told her all about
the Dblessed Saviour: and in the early
dawn sbe Wwent on her way rejoicing.
She bhad found a Friend who would love
and guard her all her life long and re-
cilve her into his own beauntiful home
when she should die. How bhappy she
wag !

* YWhere have you been, bad woman 7
cried the angry husband when she came
home.

I have been to near more about the
true God. OQur gods are nothing but
bits of wood and Jumps of earth that
mep make; they are no gods.”

She was going to tell him all that she
had just heard, but he struck her down
with his club, and continued striking
until he thought her dead; then he left
the poor creature lying senseless on the
myd floor of the hut and hurried away to
brag among his friends of the brave
deed ke bad just done. They praised
bim, Fou mmay be sure, and not one of
them cared for the sufferings of the poor
wornan he had left w die alone. But
the two women whom you see standing
in the picture found her, and, not know-
Ing what else to do, carried her to Mrs.
Wilson's, Who took her in and uursed
her back to life. The kind act won
the confidence of these three women, and
the fourth soon joined them {n their
frequent visits to the missionary’s house,
and learned with them the way of
peace. The enraged hushand would not
allow his *ife to come back to her home,
so she gladly gave up her life to spread-
Ing the story of the cross and him who
hung thereon, among her friends.

The other three women, who Wwere
gentle, bhard-working wives, dfd not
gro+- discouraged because they could not
go about tellicg the story of Jesus, but
in 4heir simple way lived the story their
lips told; and that is just what we must

do. It ts not cnough for us to say that
wo are Christians; we must behzave like
Christlans. We must be gentle, obed!-
ent, forgiving children of ur Father in
heaveu,

ABOUT THE SUN.

Mornings when it was pitch dark,
have you never woke quite early to find
Yuu could see nothing, not even your
hand ? As you lay there watching, the
light came gracdually creeping in at the
window, It you have done this, you
will have noticed that you can at firat
only just distinguish the dim outline of
the furnjture; then you can tell the dif-
ference between the white cloth on the
table and the dark wardrobe beside it ,
then, little by lttle, all the smaller ob-
Jects—the handles of the drawer, the
pictures on i1he wall, and the different
colours of all the things in the rvom—

hundred and seventy-one years for you
to .recach the end of your journey.

And when you arrived there, how large
do you think you would find the sun to
be? A lcarned Greck was laughed at
by all hig fellow-Greeks hecause he sall
the sun was as large as thzt Httle corner
of their country called the Peloponnesue
How astonished they would have been
if they could kave kpown that not only
i3 he bigger than the whole of Greece,
but more than a milllon times blgger
than the whole world !

Qur worid itself, as »ou already know,
i1s a very large place. so large that it
would take nearly a month for an ex-
press train to travel around ft. Yet
even this great globs 1s but a very smal
object when compared to the sun, for it
measures only eight thousand miles
across, while the sun measures more
than eight hundred and fifty thousand.
Imagine that you could cut the sun and

it e
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become clearer ard clearer, till at last -

vou see all plainly in broad daylight

\What has been happening kere, and

why have the things in the room become
visible so slowly ?
sun is rising, but we kzow very well
that it s not the sun which moves, but
that our earth has been turning slowly
round, and bdbringing the little spot on
which we live {ace to face with the great
tlery ball, s» that his beams can fall
upon us.

How far away from tus do you think
the sun is? On a fine summer’s day,
when we can gee him clearly, it looks as
it we had only to get into a balloon and
reach him as he sits in the sk¥; and yet
we know quite certainly that he is more
than ninety-one millions of miles from

our earth. These figures are so large |

that you cannot realiy grasp them. But

imagine yourself in an express traln, *

traveliing at the rate of sixty miles an
hour, and never stopping. If it were
possible for you to travel at that rate,
streight to the sun, it would take one

We say that the

the earth each in half, as you would cut
. an apple; then, it you were to lay the
flat side of the half-earth on tke flat
side of the half-sun. it would take ogpe
hundred and six such earths to stretch
across the face of tne sun.

One of the best ways 10 form an idea
of the great size of the sun, is to imagine
it to dbe hollow, like an air-ball, an-
then see how many earths it wonlu wke
to il it You would hardly be..eve
that it would take one million three
huadred aud thirty-one thousand globes
the size of our world squeezed together
Just think; if an {mmerse glant could
travel all over the universe apd gather
" a number of worlds. each as big as ours,

2nd were to make first a heap of ten
{ such worlds, how huoge 1t would be.
Then dh~ must have & hund 21 such
beaps of ten to make # **ausy,.. worlda:
and then he must gather tog..her again
" a thousand times that thousand to make

a mliljon: and should he pnt them ail
| into the sun-ball. he would fiil only
| about three-quarters of it

After hearing this, you will npot be
astonished to learn that eo Immonse a
ball should glve out a very great amount
cf light apd heat, 80 great that it 1s
almost {mpossible to form any 1dea of
it. It will help us to understand this,
it we remember how {ew o’ the rays,
which dart out on all sides from this
flery ball, can reach our tiny globe, and
yet how powerful they are

100k nt the flame of a lamp in the
middle of the recom, and see how its Hght
pours out on all sldes und into overy
corner, then take a graln of mustard-
sved, which will very woll represent our
carth In size, and hold it up at a dis-
tance from the lamp. How very few
of all those rays which are filllag the
room fall on the little mustard-scod.
And yet, as a Rraln of mustard-sced s
to the flame of the lamp, so is our earth
to the great globe of the sun. On! the
two-billionth part of all the rays .ent
out by tke sun @ver fall upon tho earth.
But this small qQuantity does nearly all
the work of our world.

“In order to see how powerfui the sun's
rays are you have only to take a mag-
nifying glass and gather them to 2 polni
on a piece of brown paper, for they will
at once set the paper on fire.  Sir Jobhn
Herschel tells us that at the Cape of
Good Hope the hcat was even so groat
that he cooked a piece of beefsteak and
roasted some eggs by merely puttling
them in the san in a box with a glass
Hd.

Indeed, just as we should all be frozen
to death if the sun were cold, so we
shouid all be burned up with tho heat
if his fleree rays fell with all thelr
might upcn us. But we have an unseen
vell around us, made of— what do you
tbink ?—those tiny particles of water
which the sunbeams have turned into an
1ovisible vapour and scattered io the
air. Thess cut off part of the great
heat, which wouid otherwise reach the
earth, and thus, even in the hottest days
of midsummer, the air {8 much cooler
and more plcasant than it would be were
the sun's rays to fall with thelr ful)°
force upon us.

MR. LINCOLN AND THE DYING
SOLDIER BOY.

One day, 1o May, 1863, while the great
war wae raging between the Nortl: and
suvuth, Piesident Lincoln pald a visit to
oac of the mtlitary hospitals, says an ex-
<hange. He had spoken macy cheering
words of sympathy to the wuunded as he
proceeded through the varjous wards,
and now he Wwas at the bedside of a
Vermoant boy of about sixteen years of
age., who lay there mortally wuunded.

I1zking the¢ dy.ug boy’s thin, white
hands ip his own, the President sald, in
a tender tone :

Well, m3y pcor boy, what can I do for
you?”

The young fellow looked up into the
President s hindls face and asked .
*\Won't you Wwrite to my mother for
me 7

“That I will, answered Mr. Lincoln;
and calling for a pen. ink and paper, he
seated himself by the side of the bed
and wrote ‘rom the bos’s dt~tation. It
was a lorg letter, but the President be-
traved no sign of weariness. When it
was finished, he rose, saying :

*1 will post this as soon as | get back
to my officc. Now, is there anythicg
else I can do for you ?”

The boy looked up appealingly to the
President.

* \Won't you 8tay with me 7 he asked.
* 1 do want tc hold cn to your hand.”

Ar. Lincoln at once perceived the lad z
meaning. The appeal wa: too strong
for bim to reslst; so he sat down by his
side and tock hold of his hand. For
two hours the President sat there
patiently as though he had been the
boy’s father.

WWhen the end came he bent over and
folded the thin hands over lis breast.
As he did so he borst into tears, and
when. soon afterward, he left the hos-
pital. they were stil] streaming down his
cheeke.
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