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it will keep you usofully employed, and help to drive
away selfish thoughts, and fill np a little of your idle

The end of it was, that Mary consented to go to the
ladies'. meeting to work for the poor.

How many ladies are there who have tiie hanging.
heavy on-their hands, and yet nover set a stitch in an
article of cloth ing for the poor 1 "God loveth a cheei
ful giver;" and Ho loves equally woll a cheerful worker
in the vineyard of [fis poor.

MY FIRST: SJHOT AT A TIGER.
Pr was in April, one of the bottest days of an unusually
bot Indian season, some ten or telve years go, that T
set out 1with mny friend Pullman on a tiser huntin g
expedition for the Jngdispore. This vast jungle, or
i mponetrable forest, as it may be justly termed, -was, at
the time of which I write, the hanit of namorous wild
boasts, and auong these, many Bengal tigers, wvhich
w'ere the terror of the nÔighborhood; and which, froni
their immense strength andferoeity, proved themselves,
in several encounters, such dangerous antagonists tht -

eèw Europeans carod to attack them.
From the first moment of my placing foot on Indian

so.il, however, I had greatly dosired to make closer aè-
quaintance %vith these formidable brutes, ofvhich I had
heand so mnuch, and on the day in question I was in higb
spi•its on setting ont with imy friend PuUlman.

Puilhnan (or Clemont, as I faniliarly called him) was
a thorough sportsman, and a splendid shot; and, although
this Was to be my first meeting with those "nonarchs
of the Indian forests," 1 had little doubt of our success.

Carrying each a trusty rifle, we left the small town of
Jugdispore, where wc had been stayin, at an early hour
in the morning, and in about two hours' ime we arrived
at the borders of the jungle of the same naine.,


