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CLIMRING THE MOUTNTAINS

Travellers  frequently  visit the cele-
brated mountamns in South Ameriea, and
go up to their taps after the manner shown
in the picture  Thoswe mountains are <o
high that they are always covered with
snow. and they ure <o steep and rugged
that horwes wnd waggons eannot climb
them. The ivnorant and poor peopla who
hve there fasten n kind ~f chair «m their
backs by means of stout straps. A ‘ravel-
ler takes a seat in the chair, and the poor
native lugs him up the mountsin, over
rocks, across ugly streame and gulches on
logs, and throurh almost every kind of
danger It is n tiresome chmb for the
poor fellow who carrics the load, but I
have long thought I wou'd as ~oon take
his place as to risk my chances on his buck
in vho chair  If his foot should slip as he

crosses o yulch on a log, it would be good-
But T suppose s man’

bye Mr. Traveller.
would feel as safe rding in a chair on
another man's back, after he grts used to
it, us in 8 saddle on a burse’s vack. To
those who were ncever on horseback it
does not logk at ull sufe to see a man go
prancing over the country vn a rolhicking
steed  Dat thuse whu are accustomed to
it never think of there beng any danger
in it.
——— et ¢ ED -

HE GUESSED RIGHT.

« Well, I didn't mean to do 1t, erv-baby.
You make as much fuss asif it was a live
baby.”

“Oh, my poor dolly:" wailed Nannie,
the big tear-drops running down.

Lee really was very sorry. He had
caught the doll by her arms, and was
dancing her on the table, when the rubber
that holds a “jointed doll’s ” arms together
anapped, and they fell apart. and poor
Nannie burst into tears.

Lee was sorry, but he was s little mad

too  mad at dJolly, for
being so easy to break ,
mad at Nannme, for
teing so eu.s{ to make
ery, and a littlo mad
at  himeelf, so  he
eallod the little sister
a cry baby. and that
1 o'ther mended dully’s
arms nor  Nannie's
hurt feelings,
“*Didn’t mean to’ iy
puur puynmnt," sand
muther, coming in.
[ee was  ashamed
now, lbesules beiny
sorey and wed. 1
Jun't sce what I can
Jo about it,” he said

gloomily.
“Soveral  things,”
answered mother.

*First, you can kiss
Nan and tell her ycu
are surry, then you
can come snd smile at
me, and say, ‘Moth-
er, won't you please
mend this doll?’ in such a way thet I
' couldn’t refuse you, and while I am doing
it you can bring an armful of wood for
i the tire; and—"

' “Stop, mother,” cricd Lee, laughing;
“*don’t you think that enough ¢”

' “There was one more thing,” said
'mamma, “ but maybe you'll find it out
' yourself.”

. And sure enough, while mamma mended
the doll, and while the mended fire roared
'up the chimney, Lee went over io Nan's
table, and drove away her sad looks by
playing castle-building with her. “That's
it,” uid mamma, smiling; “you have
auessed right, being nice to the little
sister was the other thing.”
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NOT AN UP-TO-DATE SERPENT.
BY MISS 0. V. WILLIAMS.

You have heard, dear children, of “the
"wisdom of serpents,” but I am going to
tell you a little story of a chicken snake
that casts some discredit on the family.
Down on the South Carolina coast is a
long, narrow island known as North Is-
land; to distinguish it from Sonth Island,
which lies in sight right across the bay.
-On North Isiand is a tall, white light-
i house. built in 1811, kept at present by
(Mr. R , & Dane. One of the married
' doughters sent Mrs. R—— six china nest
ieggs. Well, in June a year ago, a couple
- of chicken snakes glided out of the woods
behind the sand dunes and visited the hen-
‘house In the mornin four of the eggs
' were missing. The summer passed away
and the fall and nearly the whole of the
winter. One day in February Mrs, R——
t went to visit her chickens, surprising a
.snake. She picked up a hoe and struck it
'on the head. She noticed three curious
-lumps in its body, and, her husband being
| up in the tower, called to s coloured woman
"in the governmend house near by to come

a1 help her disseet it.  Theoy found three
of the missing egge, but the fourth wans
nover recovered, The supposition is that
tho ather snake inade a meal of that, It
must bave been the wiser of the two.
Thero is an old saying that “ Onco a fool
is no fool, but twice o fool—" And what
about a serjnt being three times fooled ?

CULTIVATING THE VOICE.

“Mamma, mayn't 1 have something to
eat’ I'm so hungry,” whined Willie
Cooper as he came in from school,

“ Certainly, my dear,” replied the mother,
“ but you must ask in a different tone from
that Now smile and say, ‘ Mamu n, please
give me something to eat,’ in this tone ;"
and she spoke in cheerful accents to show
him how.

It took two or thres trials, but at last
Willio got all the whine out of his voice
and all the cloud out of his face, and was
given a generous slice of bread and butter
to “stay” his hunger till supper time.

It was hy no accident that all the
Coopor children had pleasant voices and
clear and distinct enunciation of what they
said, for the cultivation of their voices had
begun very early in their lives; so their
vocal organs had no opgortnnity to form
wrong habits or learn bad ways. They
had not been allowed to talk incorrectly
to clip their words, to indulge in slang, or
to whine; and the example of the clear,
swect, ringing cadences in which their
parents spoke was more potent, perhaps,
than any other influence in forming their
habits of speech.

A child may be indulged in whining
until its vocal crgans are so set that it
cannot speak without whining, or it may
be allowed to talk in & high, shrill key
until it loses command of the lower regis-
ter and can use only & high key. It may
be taught to speak with distinct articula-
tion, with natural, resorant tones, with
grammatical propriety and correctness,
until this shall become & part of him and
an inalienable possession.—Religious In-
telligencer.
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FRANK'S CHANCE.

Sunday morning when Frank went to
chur b he found the building crowded with
people. In the pulpit there wasa mission-
ary who had come all the way from India.
He talked about the psople in that coun-
try who had worshipped idols and did not
know about Jesus.

The missionary said that fourteen cents
would buy a New Testament to gend to
these poor people. Surely any boy could
make fouzteen cents. Frank tried to think
how he could earn that much.

The next day Mr. Long, who lived next
door to Frank, said, “I wish I could find
some one to cut the grass in my front

ard.”
Ve There's a chance,” thought Frank, and
he asked Mr. Long to let him do the work.

He worked sll day and earned enough
to buy three New Testaments,



