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{t carefully, and with
o™ e s heavy hesrt orossed
: - the atreot to the stable,
< - - A What could she be
Ry - golng over there for ?
BT AN To have room to ory ?
RN Star DS Or call papa names?
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A TRUE WOLF STORY.

NzAR Waverly, in Jowa, & nest of wolves
wasfound, Thelittle fellows were 80 young
that they had not yet opened $heir eyes;
and the man who found the nest took one
of them, and put it with zome pupples about
the samn age, and the mother-dog adopted
it.

The young wolf was of & yullow-gray col-
our, while all the pupples were jet blac!,,
It grow fagt In its new home, and was soon
Iarger than the mother-dog, who seemed,
however, to have the same effzction for the
wolf as for the other members of her fam-
ily.
All the pupples were finally given away,
and the mother-dog had only the young
wolf left. It was amusing to see them play
together. The wolf had become aolarge that
he would toss his adopted mother about as
he pleased,

This wolf is still allowed his Liberty, and
rans about llke a dog. Thus far he has
doro no injury to the boys, who delight to
play with him. I suppose he imagines him-
self a dog; but the nelghbours who hear his
doleful howlings night after night thick
diffurently. They fear that he may not con-
tinue his geod behaviour, and are snxicus
to have him killed.

A STORY ABOUT A LITTLE GIRL

“ NELLIE, you can’t go to Sunday-zchool
any mors”  So eaid Mr, R——, an infidel
father, a8 his sweet-faced child came home
oneflunday, Hehated the Bible,” Hehated
God. Nellle looked him straight in the eye,
not sauclly, not angrily, but only tosee it he
meant it She belisved he dld. What
should she do? Cry? Pout her Hps and
look croas? Golnto the bed-room, and slam
tho door with vengeance? She went quietly
to the outslde door,;opsned it, went out, shat
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Her papa was ourlous
to know. Her not
naylong a word, her look
of sorrow, her quiet
way of leaving him,
stung him, He rose,
and looked ont to see
where Nellle want, No
eooner had the stable-
door closed behind her,
than he wont quletly
out and across the way
to listen. As the conscience-stricken man
slmost held his breath to hear every sound,
be heard a sweet, tremulous voice saying,
“Desr Father in heaven, bless my desr
papa; glvehim a new heart, and make him
willing I should go to the Sarday-achoo, for
Jesus' sake, Amen,”

Scarcely was the prayer ended bsfore the
father rushed Into the stable, and, pressing
the child to his bosom, said, “ You msy go
to the Sunday-zchool e2 much as you please.
I will never say another word against it.”

Two weeks passed, and the infidel father
lsy on a sick-bed, from which he was nover
to zise. Nellio watched him very tenderly,
as did the anxlous mother, “Paps, may I
come and sit by you when yon are awake?”
“Yes, Nellle.” * And may I bring my little
Bible, papa?” “Yes.” * Aund may I read
to you some of my Sunday-school lessons
and tell you what my teacher said * « Yes,
Nellie, you may.”

A few weeks elarsed. Every day found
the little elght-yeer-old preacher by the
infidel father's pillow, telllng of Jesus,
The Spirit owned the word, and sent it home
to the proud heart. He would hide in his
“refuge of lies” no longer, He was soon to
face God, whom he had trled to deny, His
strong will ylelded ; bis heart melted ; and
the dear child’s prayeras were heard. The
infidel owned his God, accepted his lttle
child's Savlour, and died rejoloing in Jesus,
Is anything too hard for the Lord? God
bath chosen the weak things to- confound
the mighty,

“ We've 'listed in a holy war,
Battling for the Lozd;
Eternal life, eternal joy,
Battling for the Lord”

It i3 apleasure to obsy those we lcve,
Thelr commands we do not forget, If we
love God, we will keep}bhis commandimenty

A MITE SONG.

OxLY a drop in the bucket,
Bat every drop will tell ;

Tho bucket would soon be empty
Without tho drops in the well.

Only a poor little penny;
It wasall I had to give;

But as pennies make the dollars,
It may help some cause to live.

A fow little bits of ribbon
Aund some toys ; they were not new,
But they mado the sick child happy,
Which has msade me happy, too,

Only soms outgrown garments ;
They were all I had to spare ;

But they'll help to clothe the needy,
And the poor are everywhere,

God loveth the cheerful giver,
Though the gltt be poor and small;

What doth be think of bis children
‘When they never glveat all?

NO TSE FOR 1T,

Ar school little boys and girls learn
lessons about how many Inches make a
foot, how many ounces make a pound, and
hiow many iarthings make a peany. One
day, when the lesson was the tablo called
«ale and beer measure,” & little boy re-
markable for the correct manner in which
he usually sald his lesson, was quite un-
prepared.

«How Is this, John ?” eald his teacher,

«1 thought it was of no use,” said John,

“No use " interrupted the teacher,

“ No, sir; it's ale and beer measure,” sald

¢ | John,

« T know it 13,” sald the teacher,

« Well, sir,” sald the boy, “father and I
both think it is no use to learn about ale
and beer, s we both mean never to buy,
sell, or drink it.”

TAKING THE CHILDREN,

A 11TTLE boy was deeply interested in
reading “The Pllgrim’s Progroes,” the chax-
scters in that wonderful book belng all
living men and women to him, One day
he came to his grandms and said

« Grandms, wkich of all the people do
you like the best ”

«T like Christian,” was the reply, giving
the little boy her reasons, “ Which do you
like the best?”

Looking up into her face with some
hesitation, he said, slowly, I like Chrls.
ﬁan“”

“ Why, my son 1"

« Because she took the children with her,

grandma,” .
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