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THE LOG HONLSE,

Tursk three little folks huve found «
ce horse.  The horse lets them all vide at |
pce.  He does not trot fast. He is very
ntle, and will not rear up or throw them
t. Charlie cracks his whip, and says,
o along,” and Eftie bas put up her bonuet
p & stick for a flag. Carlo enjoys the ftn
nd keeps up a lively barking. I hope the
"Worse will take the children wheie they
i¥fant to go.
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19 A BOY'S CONFIDENCE.
% A LITTLE boy came to his father, looking
Sery much in earuest, and asked : * Father,
4§ Satan bigger than T am ?”
% “Yes, my boy,” said the father,
& « Is he biguer than you, father?”
H “Yes, my boy, he is bigger than your
{§ther.”
R The boy looked surusised, but thought
Wrain and then asked: “1s he biguer than
sus 7”
“No, my boy,” answered the father,
BJesus is bigger than he is.”
A The little fellow. as he turned away,
id with a smile: “Then 1 am not afraid
& him."—Selected.

3 «GOOD-MORNING.”

B Dox't forget to say “Good-morning!™
&y it to your parents, your brothers aud:
J@sters, your school-mates, your teachcrs;!
Qud say it cheerfully and with « smile. It!
Rill do your friends giod.  There’s 1 kind }
ingpiration in every * Goud-morning!”
artily :nd smilingly spoken that helps to
pake hope fresher and work lighter. It
Ily seems to wake the morning good,
d to be a prophecy of & good day to come
ter it. Such greetings chieer the dis-
ouraged, rest the tired ones, aud sowehow
ghake the wheel of life run more smoothly.
§-Bille Banner.
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PLAYTHINGS OF THE INDIAN
CHILDREN.

Tue Indian children, Yiving in their wig-
wams in the west of the United States and
Cauads, love playthings as well as other
children. The boys play with bows and
arrows, and the girls with dolls or substi-
tutes for themw. The dolls are of rags, with
hideous fuces painted on them, and dunbed
with streaks of red in a style admited by
them. To these, however, they prefer a
live plaything—or a “meat baby,” as the
little girl once said; so they make pets
of ravens, youny eagles, and puppies. A
younyg Indiun girl is often seen with the
wise head of one of these birds or the fut,

vound face of a prppy sticking out of her

Wanket behind,  They ulso imitate the life
of their mothers, and rig an wrwgement
with two poles crossed on the bucik of a
dog, as the squaws do on the back of a
horse, on which queer vebicle they cany
jurs of water or anything they choo.  The
babies of the Indiaus, strapped into their

cradles, play with the dangling strings of

Leads or other articles which awe huwe
before their fuces to make thet squint, that
being considered u great beauty,

The Esquimau children have toys in
plenty, and they are twice as useful us our
toys ; for making them entertains and ceu-
pies the parents, and playing with thon
does the sume for the children.  From ivory
they carve the animals of their conutry —
bears, wolves, fuxes, geese, gulls, walvuses,
seals, and whales. These are quite suall,
—uone three inches long, and svme not
more than one inch,—but so well carved
that the animal is easily recognized.
ARt

Ler us learn upon eurth those things
which call us to heuveu.
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A RAINY.DAY SoNaG
Ty wanted to a1 the el to pray .
Bt the ramedrops dashed and uittered
Avny
On the window, sl day long,
Su the v fretted and cred, little Balph and
Ted,
bt the baby Tftod ats shong head,
And, s unly histen” he softly saud,
CThe tn s sigang aosong * "

Then U whisperd, « Bless hup, the bans
bu)‘,
Whese cts e open o souuits of joy
Thongh vy diys be logy,
Our warld has any o storm my dew
it sty thiowgh teable and pane and
fear,

The heart that listens will always hear
God's min drops singing a song ="
— . >  Q—

NELLIE'S DALLY RREAD.

*Mamma,)” smad littde Netlie one day ut
breakfust, suddeanly, “ overy mormnyg 1 pray
to Gad to give me my duly bread, hat
really it is you who gives it to me—~ian't it ¢

“Let us think a woment about that,
Nellie,” replied her mother.  “ Where do |
get the bread J give you ¢~

“ 'rom the Q\'er, wamma.”

“Aud he gets the flour out of which he
tmakes it from the willer, and the waller
gets the grain out of which he made the
flour from the farmer, and the farmer gets
the grain—where does the farmer wet the
wrain, 10y little gisl 27

*“Why, out of the ground,” said Nellie.
“Don’t you rewember Uncle George was
cutting wheat sad outs when we were at
the farm 2"

“Wdl, now, suppose that Uncle Geonyge
put grain in the ground, and Gad sent yo
sunshine, and no dew, and wo rn, would
Uncle George have any harvest 27

“Why, 10,” suid Nellie, looking sober,

“Then, you see, it s God, wfter ull, whe
gives us each day our daily bread , and
when we have fruitful seasons and plenty
to cat, we vnght to be very thankful to our
kind Father in heaven who never forgets
w give us what we need"—Our Lambs,
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HELPINt. THE MINISTEL.

“Tuere was one thing that helped e
very much while I preached ) day ™ saud o
mintster, once,

* What wis that 77 asked a fricnd.

It was the quict attention of a litide
gitl who sat and looked at sue all the tune
I talked, and svemed to try to understand
what T sad. She was w great help to me.”

Think of that, dear little ones, when

wamtn and papie uke you to church, and
sce if you can’t help the ministes, too.



