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and h'^iii to talk and 
I Wnianl liad nojumped up

taicbK|j"‘l'l'h‘; iviiclur k-avv him 

bun. all cuvm .lwi.l, sugar,
ofher basket. , r . . . ,

When they had finished, she 
sikh “And now we will have a
,,une of Musical < hairs, tins rainy 
L‘ They all went n]> to the 

of the svhiHil-room.
row oflong

dav.
other end 
where there was
chairs. -

••Run round the chairs with the 
others." she said to Bernard, “and 
t|ie instant the music stops 
scramble into a seat : if you can t 
find an empty one. drop out for 
that round and watch the others. 
And remember, children,” she 
added, “no crowding or pushing, 
no two can sit in the same chair at 
once, and the one that gets a chair 
the oftenest shall have this for a 
prize!" She put a great golden 
orange upon the edge of the table, 
and then she sat down at the piano 
and began to play a tune that made 
everyone long to dance.

Round and round they went, 
and were in full career, when sud
denly the music stopped. Bernard 
could not stop his legs quickly 
enough, but he managed to hop 
up into the nearest chair. He had 
just drawn a breath when a big 
girl in a plaid frock sat down on 
the same chair beside him. The 
new boy was so little that he was 
squeezed to the edge : he waited a 
minute, but Miss Hartley had said 
that two children 11111st not stay in 
the same chair, so lie got tip and 
went and sat down on a form near. 
The others joined him as they 
dropped out. They sat and clap
ped in time to the music, and 
watched the game till it had 
dwindled to two children, first 
hurrying, and then hanging hack, 
around the single chair ; finally the 
girl in the plaid dress was left 
alone.

tn the next game, the same 
thing happened ; just as the hoy 
sat down a bigger child got into 
the chair beside him. He looked 
at the orange and grew rather 
grave.

^un along!” said the big girl 
I got here first! I didn't think T 

should get a seat this time!”
Phe third game was just the 

same; apparently Bernard was too 
small, some other child, usually the 
S'd with the plaid frock, took Ins 
;eaî" , He felt quite giddy. He 
0°ked at the teacher, hut though 
10 elt she saw everything in the
[00,n?’ she always seemed to be 
°oking at the piano.
^ When it came to the seventh 
I* ?’ and he had not been able
woniaeep-a p!ace- he thought he
s l . ,sit stlP this time, hut the 
ihoolmistress had tQld them al,
roPay’ ,s° he got up, and trotted 
2nd. with the others. This 

last ^me, and when ittlie was
was
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over the children all crowded 
round the teacher.

"I‘lease, .Miss Hartley, I got 
a chair the oftenest.”

“1 kept my chair five times run
ning.’" said the girl in the plaid 
frock.

The teacher took up the beauti
ful orange. Ah, how sweet and 
juic\ and delicious it would taste! 
Her eyes shpne. “Do you know 
who got the prize?" she said. 
“You did get a chair more often 
than the others. Flora, hut it was 
the little new hoy’s seat every 
tinu, and he was too well-man
nered to say anything about it. 
Come here my dear!” And she put 
the fruit into Bernard’s hands.

1 UK B( >YS AND GIRLS IN 
THE FAR NORTH.

SURPASSING ALL OTHERS
“All over the world.”

SIMPLE________STRONG

Some of these cold winter morn
ings, when you boys and girls 
start out for school, you think it 
ih quite a hardship to walk against 
the hitter raw wind, or plunge 
through the snow. But do you 
ever think of the children in the 
cohl countries, whose winter is not 
only cold but dark ? You have 
bright, warm school-rooms to 
study in, and when you come 
home, the rooms are cheery and 
pleasant.

The Esquimau girl and boy have 
a house under the snow, a house 
with only one room. There is a 
low opening at the bottom, close 
to the ground, which is the door, 
but one must creep on hands and 
knees to enter. There is a small 
hole above the door which is the 
window. This is made from the 
inside of a seal, and is stretched 
oxer the window hole to keep out 
the cold and let in a little light.

The clothes the children wear 
there are very different from yours, 
too. hirst, there are socks of bird 
skins, nice and warm, which the 
mother has sewed together with 
the soft down upon them. Over 
these come moccasins of real skin. 
Next are leggings or trousers of 
white bear skin, very rough and 
shaggy, and a little frock of the 
same, with a hood, like little Red 
Riding Hood’s, which is pulled 
up over the short, black hair. 
When the children go out and run 
about to see each other, there is 
mi sun shining on the snow. It 
is dark like night, and the stars 
shine clear and steady like silver 
lamps in the skv. But in these 
cold countries at times there are 
beautiful Northern lights.

The children have sleds, not at 
all like yours, for no trees grow 
for wood. The father takes the 
hones of the walrus and the whale, 
and binds them together with 
strips of seal skin. It has a back to 
lean against and hold by, and two 
little brown puppies to draw it. 
Oh, there is a lot of fun when the 
children go out sled riding. I do 
not know hut they are just as 
happy as you are when the first 
hard snow storm comes.
. When the children go into the 

lÿttlc house, they take off these 
clothes, for the house is as hot in 
side as the air is cold outside.
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ing. February 10th, In the 53rd year of her age 
Fanny H. Walbridge, wife of James K. Allen

There is a big lamp in the centre 
of it full of moss and walrus oil. 
Sometimes the mother cooks soup 
over it, but the children live most
ly on raw walrus meat, torn into 
long strips. This, with milk from 
the reindeer, is their daily food.

You would not like living in 
that wav. ( )li, no. I hope you 
will remember it when you are 
tempted to push aside your plate 
at the table and say : “There is 
nothing here that 1 like to eat.’ 
You certainly always have some 
thing better than the Esquimau 
children do. It must be a very dis
agreeable place—that one room in 
those snow houses. \\ e should 
not enjov beifig in such an atvnos 
phere long, but the people xvho 
live there arc not at all disturbed 
b\ >h<- disagreeable odor.

It is said that the most homesick 
people in the world, when they 
are away from their country, 
are those very ones. But perhaps 
it is because the sun does shine 
at one part of the year and shines 
day and night. Then there arc 
little hmbks and a few flowers and 
great flocks of birds that lay their 
eggs in safe little corners and shel
ves of the rock.

.—Hope is the lantern that il
luminates the hard places in the 
path to heaven.

—The man who walks by faith 
is in no hurry for God to expiait 
himself.

1. It is loyal to Church prin
ciples.
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—The sense of God’s nearness 
charms axvav a thousand fears.

—If we would bring a holy life 
to Christ xve must mind our fire
side duties as well as the duties • >f 
the sanctuary.
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