,

" heavy on"their hands, and yeb never set a stitch in an
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ibmll keep you usofully employed, and help to drive

T oawe Ly selfish thounhts, and fill’ up @ 11ttle of your idle

tlme.

The end of it was, that, Mar ¥ consented to go to. the
ladies’. meeting to work for the poor. .

How many ladies are there who have time h'm«rmO.

article of clothing for the poor ! 4 God loveth‘a‘che'éx-': -
ful giver;” and He loves: equnlly well a cheu'ful worker .

Hn the»vme) ard of His poor.

-

MY FIRST. SHOT AT A TIGER.

Ir was in April, one of thc hottest dws of an unusua]ly' o
hot Tadian season, some ten or twelve years 230, the at 1

“seb ottt with my friend Pullman on a tiger huntmu
- expedition for the Jugdispore. This vast jungle, or
i 11111)eneL1'able forest, as it may-be justly telmed was, ab,

the time of which I write, the haunt of numorous wxld__': L
beasts, and among these, many Bengal tigers, wlnchy Sk
were. the terror of the nemhborhood, and wlnch, from” E

" their immense strength and ferocity, provcd themselves, LR

: SOl] however, I had greatly desived to make closer ags

“in’several encounters, such dangerons antafromsts that,
fu\V EBuropeans cared to attack Lhem v
. Prom the first moment of my placing foot on Indian -

‘quaintance with these formidable brutes, of w]uch Thad -
heard so much, and on the dz y in question I was in hwh

! bpm(s on getting out with my friend Pullman,

~ Pullman (or Clemont, as T familiarly called him) was ’

o tholough sportsman, and a splendid shot ;. and, althoufrh

tlns was to be my first meeting with these « monarchs : '

of the Indian forests,” I had Ilttle ‘doubt of our success. '
Cfm ying each a trusty vifle, we left the small town'of.

ST ucrdlspore, where wo had beul staying, at an early hour o

in the morning, and in about two hours’ time e arri ved .

at the bordu-s of the Junrrle of the same name.




