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A Truc Story,
O WHERE i the baby . vrondoamma 27
This sweat younyg wather «ulls
Yromt her work tn the cosy ki ohien,
With ity daiuty whito washed walls,
And grandwia Ieayea her knftting,
Aund looks for her all round ;
But not o trace of baby drar
Cun anywhere be found.

Na sound of its morry prattle,
No gleam of fts sunuy hair,

Nob patter of tiny footsteps,
No sign of it auywhere,

Alt througli houss and garder,
TFar out into the field,

They nearel each nook and corner,
But nothing s ravealed.

And the mother'’s face grow pallid;
Grandmamma’s oyes grew dim 3

Tho father’s gone to the village;
No use to look for him,

Anid thoe baby's lost! ¢ Whers's Rover1®
The mother chanced to think

Of the old well in the orehard
Where the cattlo used to drink.

“ Where's Rover? I know he'd find her !
Rover!” 1 vain thoy call. -
Then hurry away to the orchard ;
And thore by the moss-grown wall,
Close to the well lies Rover,
Holdinyg o baby’s dress,
Who was leaning over the well’s edge
In perfoot fénrlessiess.

She strotahiell et little arms down,
But Rover held her fast,

And never seemed to mind the kicks
‘T'he tiny bare feot cast

86 dpitefvlly tpon him,
But wagged his taii instead,

To groeb the frighteried searchers,
While naughty baby said :

 Dore's a ’ittle dirl in the wator;
She’s dust ns big asme;
Mamma, 1 want to help her out,
And take her homo to tea.
Hit Kover, he Wor't 14t me,
And I don’t love him, Go
Away, you naughty Rover !
Ol 1 why sre you crying se?"

The mother kissed hor, saying:
¢ My darling, understand,

Goot Rover saved your liie, my dear—
And see, ho licks your hand |

Kigs Rover 1 Baby steuck him,
Bus grandma understood ;

Sho said : * It's havd to thauk the friend
Who thwarts us for our good.”

Edith in China.
PY LUGIE D. PHILLIPS.

Epirit GRANT is taking her first walk in the
streots of Canton. - Het mother’s ouly sister is a
wmissionury here; and to como some day to China—
fhat faruwny, wonderful vountry, of which she
hud heard und read so much—-has bden the dream
of Edith's life, It would be hard to say how
many questions shio lag dlready asked, and now
that-they are out on the streets, wheré strange and
novel gights greet her on either sidé, shd begins
ufresh.

Tt is “a feast-day; and the houses, shops, and
people wear a holiday air. There is plenty of
noise ; for strect musicians, lantern sellers, snake-
charmers, and peddlers of all kinds of warcs, ave
ot in force.

% Ts Canton always like this?” asks thé ohild,
her eyes taking in all that oyes can of the gay and
busy sceues.

«/fhig is one of their festival-days,” says Aunt
Lona, “¢Tha Feast of the Lanterns, it is called ;
and to night you will see every colout and varisty
iluminuting the dours and windows.” -

HOME AND SCHOOL,

* How heannfal it will bot 1 beheve I should
like 1o five here”

» The Clinese say, to be happy vn earth we murt
be born in Tuckord, Hve in Canton, and dis in
Lianchan.”

* 1 should not think heathen people could heur
the thought of death,” aayvs HEdith; ¢ they know
thut their gods can do nothing for them.”

“’fhey do not seem to care for the future at all
and that is one thing that mnnkes our work so
diflicult. They hold the past in saceed reverence |
the present they fill with work, amusements, and
ceremonies, of which there are said to be threc
thousand ; but they meet death with apparent un-
concern, aftd, after a handsome coffin has been pro.
vided, seem eutirely satistied,”

“ How strange and sad] Is that ome of their
temtples whore thuse men are kneoling on the
steps?”

“Yes, That is one of the Buddhist *Joss
iouses,’” and there are at least one hundred and
twenty-five others in the city. The most famous
iz in the western suburbs, where we ave to drive
to-morvow. It is called tho ¢Temple of the Five
Hundred (ods’ On your right is one of the
oldest buildings in Canton, and is a Mohammedan
wosque.”

“ What a grand, solemn house, just before us,
Auut Tena! It looks like the biggest tombstones
in the world put together.”

“That is one of the temnples dedicated to Con-
fucius, and it is & pity that his followers do not in
the lest resemble hint. He tried to make the lives
of men bettor: but the Chiness of to-day, who
worship his image, are more wicked than any other
idolators we have found heve.”

«This small white church is like a bit of
America. It ust be one of our ohapels. Aw I
right, Aunt Lena$” -

 Yes, that belongs to our mission, and you will
go there next Sunduy, and hear a native conduct
the service.”

% Oh, how these poor heathen should love you,

and thank you for telling thew about the Saviour !””

says the child.

« We must not think too much of what they
feel »—and Aunt Lena looks pale and tired as sho
answers: ¢ We must only do our best to give them
the Gospel. Tts purity is a constant reproach to
them, and varely fails to arouse their prejudice
against thoss who teach it. But others have toiled
aud waited in the midst of persecutions, and we
are content to toil and wait too. Now is the seed-
time—and the hatrvest is sure.”

A Li.tle Talk with Boys.

WorN I meet you everywhere, boys—on the
strest, in the cars, on thé boat; at your homes, or
at school—1 see n great many things in you to nd-
mire. You are earhest, you are merry, you are
full of happy life, you are quick at your lessous,
you ure patrictic, you are brave, und you are
ready to study out all the.great und curious things
in this wonderful world of ours.

But very often T find one thing lacking in you.
You are not quite gontlemanly enough. There nre
so many little actions which help to make a true
gentleman, and which T do not see in you.

Sometimes when mother or sister cones into the
room where you ave sitting in the most comfort-
able chair, you do net jump up abd say, “Lake
this seat, mother ;” or, “Sit here, Aunie;” Lut
you it still and enjoy it yourself. Sometimes you
push past your mother or your sister, in the door-
way from one room to another, instead of stopping
aside politely for ther to pass first. Perhaps you
say “the goveruor,” in speaking of your father;

ael when he comes 1noat night you forget to ax,
Gl
mother bas been shopprue. and passes you on the
curper, eariying a patecl, youn do not mep up nnd
sy, “ Lot we carry that for you, mother,” but you
keep on playuy with the other bovs,  Sometimes
when mother or sister is daing something for yon,
you call cut, *Come, harry up!” just as if you
wors gpeaking to one of your boy companion..
Sometimes when you are rushing out o play, and
meet u ludy friend of your mother’s just coming
in at the door, you do not lift your cap from your
hend, nor wait a moment till she passes in.

Such “little ” things, du you say? Yes, to be
sure; but it is these very little acts—-these geutle
acts—which mnke gentlemen, T think the word
“wentloman” 15 a beautiful word. First, “man”
~—and that means everything strong and brave
and noble; aud then * gentle,” And that means
full of thesa little, Lind, thoughtful acts of which
I have been speaking.

A gentleman! Every boy may be one if he
will. Whenever I see a gentlemanly boy I feel so
glud and proud. I met one the other day, and I
have been happier ever sinco,—Anon.

Greminyg, st Sometiey, Wieh your

Bits of Fun.

—~Pedple who want tc know whether it ig pro-
nounced “ neether” or *nyther” will find, if they
investigate, that it is either.

~—The Force of Imaginntion.—A Boston family
went off on a vacation, and the neighbours saw u
cat in the window and heard it mew pitifully. The
Humane Society broke into the house and reseued
the feline from starvation. Tt was a plaster of-
paris cat.

~—A guilty cons-ience.~—A. doctor who had been
attending a dairyman’s hired girl called at the house
the other day. **How's your milkmuid 1” he asked
of the farmer when ho came to the door.

“It’'s none of your business how our milk is
made,” was the indignaut response, and the door
slammed most efuphatically.

—= Patsy, oi've been insulted. Mickey Doolan

called me a lier,” said an execited Irishman,

 An’ phwat are yez goin’ te do about it 1”

«1 don’t know. Phwat would you do-av ye wor
me?”

% Well, Dinny, I think oi'd tell the trooth
oftener.”

—Miss Hood—* Three in the gold, captain !
T’ve outshot you this time.”

Cuptain Augus—*¢ Yes, but what’s become of my
other arrow ¢ I shot three.”

Voico of tramp in bushes——¢ When you folks git
through countin’ up I wish you'd jest come in an’
unpin my ear from this hickory-tree; ’taint gold,
but it’s got feelin’ in it.”

~—Excited fishorman to summer hotel man—
#There it & bit of fshing around here. Every
brook has a sign warning people offt.  'What do you
mean by luring anglers hero with the promise 5 tine
fishing$”

Hotel man—*I didn’t say anything about fine
fishing. 1f you read my advertisement carefully
you will seo that what I said was ¢ Fishing unap-
proachable.” ”

—Her Modest Choice: “ Now,” said the bride-
groom to the bride when they returned from the
honey-moon trip, *let us have a clear understand-
ing before we settle down to mayried life, Are
you the president or vice.president of this soiety P

«] want to be noither president nor vice-presi-
dont,” sh+ answered. “I will be content with a
subordinate position.”

* What is that1”

“reusuver.”
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