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especlally, their work was Very manifest,
Elijah and Elisha, the first of the grea(
prophets, left no writings; but later pro-
phets did.  The last seventeen Old Testa-
ment books were written by Pprophets,
Can you name them ? Malachi was the
last of the Old Testament Prophets, and
the * serives " took their piaces, John
the Baptist was the prophet of * tpe
kingaom of heaven "—the great torerun-
ner of Jesus Christ. The Juniors shoud
know the few introductory facts given
above, and others similar may be added
by the superintendent in introducing tms
subject.

Here are some Questions to call forth
Bible search, and at the same time im-
bart wholesome moral truths ;

How did Elijah show zeal
cause ?

How did he relieve distress ?

How did he restore happiness to a very
sorrowful home ?

How did he show great bravery in God's
work ?

What fact in his history shows that
after all he was but a man ?

What New Testament writer distinctly
refers to this to encourage us ?

On what occasion did Elijah appear
with Jesus ?

How did Elisha show that he was a
man of decision ?

What act of benevolence did Elisna
perform at Jericho ?

How did he reprove rudeness and im-
piety in children ?

In what way did he provide means for
a poor woman to pay her debt 7

How did he restore Joy to a sorrowing
and bereaved mother ?

When and how did he relieve famine 7

What great soldier-leper wag healed by
direction of Elisha, and how 7

How did ‘Elisha restore confidence to a
fearful young man in danger ?

On what occasion diq he return good
for evil ?  (Rom, 12, 20.)

When Isaiah was called to speak to the
beople, what did he say, and what hap-
pened ?  (Igq, §, 5-8,)

What happened in Jeremiah's case ?
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Whae do these last two facts teach us ?
(We need God to 80 with us and help us
with others,)

How did Daniel show himself a true
boy of God ?

How a true man of God ?

Who were the twelve minor prophets 7

What lesson does the experience of
Jonah teach us ?

Such questions as these given our g
week or two ahead will ensure a good
topic-study fn the meeting, and remem-
ber it ig not only what is learned in meet-
ings, but « between times,” that counts,

Encourage the Juniors to read the
daily Bible verses in each case.

The Impolite Monkey,

A monkey once decided upon a visit
to a foreign country, n due course,
having arrived at his destination, he im-
mediately proceeded to exhibit extreme
and contemptuous surprise at the man-
nl;ars and customs of the animals he found
there,

** Now, look here," said he to a horse,
“ My whiskers ! but you are a queer lot
Just think of not being able
to hang on to the bough of a tree by
your tail.  Why, in monkeyland every
one can do that."”

“ Indeed,” replied the horse, who felt
it incumbent upon him to be polite to a
stranger, “[g that 80?7  Well, I sup-
Pose you are all very clever beasts in
monkeyland 2

" Oh, yes, of acquiesced the
monkey, turning up his nose with a dis-
dainful alr, “anq 1) tell you another
thing. You haven't the least conception

of the proper way to spring here,"”
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“ We have not 9" returned the horse,
With a touch of irony in his voice,

“ No," continued the monkey, Why,
it makes me grin wyen | think of it. |
saw a dog jump after g rabbit the other
day, and you shouid have seen the ex-
hibition he made of himself.”

1 should certainly noc nave cared to
do 50," replied the horse, decisively, * pe-
cause the dog happeus 1w pe a great
friend of mine,”

“1s he v laughed the monkey. * Qh,
what a beast to cnoose 1o a friena,
Why, we don't think anything of dogs in
monkeyland, We just regard them as
lower creatures, Bt teil we why in the
world do you sleep on the grounu instead
of in trees, as we do in our country ¥

** Because it is not our. CUsiow,  replied
the horse, suppressing a sharp retort with

difficulty,
“It is! Well, I don't want to live
here, returteu e wonkey,

“You will pardon me,” replied the
horse, in a dignified tone, ** hut you cer-
tainly are not bound to remain,”

" Now, that is insulting,"” complained
the monkey, " Reaily very rude and f]1-
brea indeed,"

‘The horse opened his eyes wide in as-
tonlshment, - tuppose it does not oc-
cur to you,” said he, * that your criticisms
of our way of doing things are even
more so, Honestly, unlesg You can con-
form to our customs, | think you had
better run swiftly back to your own coun-
try.”

Ihen he went on with his grazing.

“They are an ignorant, uncouth set,
these beasts,” reflected the monkey. *1'll
be shot if I can make any friends among
them,”

The moral of this fable is easily found :
If you desire to make friends in a forelgn
country, above all things avoid deroga-
tory comparisons.—Pets and Animals.

Where a Little Boy Lives.

The little boy was fast asleep, and the
clock struck twelve, The piano began a
scale, but stopped short.  * Well, I can’t
&et any further," it groaned, * That pin
!s still there. I shall have to be tuned.
Twenty-nine times without stopping to-
day that little boy sang * Hurrah for the
red, white, and blue,' and I had to bang
out the most frighttul discords each
time !

** We all heard you, and were very sorry
for you !" squeaked the little French writ-
ing desk. * As for me my legs tremble
under me every time he comes near and
throws back my lid, my poor scratched
liad 1

“You young people may have your
mahogany scratched a little, but just
think of me !" came from the tall Na-
poleon desk between the windows. “Wait
until you are one hundred years old, as |
am! That little boy has no more re-
spect for me than he has for his woolly
dog ! He tried his new penknife on me
to-day.”

A mufiled tone was heard from the
floor, It was the cashmere rug speak-
ing.  “Half the bread and jelly he had
to-day is daubed over in this corner., You
can't imagine how uncomfortable it is to
have your face left sticky over night !
And I am always left in a tumble, bhe-
sides being trampled full of sharp bits or
nut shells 1"

“ Do let's go to sleep now,” sighed the
soft, cushiony voice of the green easy
chair, ' He has Jumped about on me so
much to-day that I ache still ! Good-
night.”

The next day two men came in and took
up the cashmere rug. What a beating
and shaking it did get ! It was too much
exhausted to even groan when, all clean
and bright, it was once more spread on
the floor,
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Meanwhile a White-capped maid was
Washing all the wood of Lhe furniture in
& sparkung soap-suds; then, with a queer
UArk oil, sne rubbea ana rubbed 1t until
she cowd see her face in every glossy
sutlace,

NeXt came a man with a litle black
bag and ok the plano all apart, the dust
anu pios that haa choked iis volce were
removed, and i sang sweetly under his
nngers, =

Ahen the chairs and desks and tables
and sofas were but m piace, and night
came again,

" Well, how do you all feel now 7
asked the piano, as the clock struck
twelve, [ am not quite as happy wy-
self as I expected to pe, The httie boy
hasn't been near me ail day, ana tnoughn
I can sing now, sumehow 1 don't fee| lke
it.”

" As for me, remarked the Napoleon
desk, * Cuntess that 1, too, muss the
lictle boy. Now that all his uttle tinger
marks and the dents ang s rutches are
polished away, 1 miss them, ; have feit
@ grandfather to that littie buy, and 1
miss his little greasy pats !"

I should like to hold him in my arms

for a minute or two, | confess,” sighed the
green chair, *1 hey have bounded every
crumb of hig candy and cake from my
cusnions, and every little dusty heel marg
has vanished 1"
" It's aitogether too bare and dismal,”
sald the cashmere rug, I'hey have
carried out his horse, and picked up his
toys and all the picture books,"

“ Well, don't let us distress ourselves,”
observed the piano, * for by to-morrow
night we shall have a brang new lot of
love pats and Breasy spots, and around
Us Will be the sawe iitter of pis Loys anu
things, ang they will not clean house
again untit next 1all "—Little Folks.

Three Ships,
Three ships there be a-sailing
Betwixt the sea and sky,
And one is Now, and one is Then,
And one is By and By .,

The first little ship is all for you—
Its masts are Bold, its salls are blue,
And this is the cargo it brings :
Joytul days with sunlight glowing,
Nights where dreams like stars are grow-
ing.
Take them, Sweet, or they be going,
For they every one have wings.

The second ship is all for me—
A-sailing on a misty sea,

And out across the twilight gray,
What is brought of gift and blessing
Would not stay for my caressing,
Was too dear for my possessing,

So it sails and sails away,

The last ship, riding fair and high,
Upon the sea, is By and By,
O wind, be kind and gently blow !
Not too sWiftly hasten thither,
When she turns, sweet, you'll go with

er—
Sailing, floating, hither, thither—
To what port | may not know,
—8t. Nicholas,

Junior R:pomn.

A certain Junior League appoints a
member each Sunday to give an account
of the pastor's sermon at the next meet-
ing

8.

The preacher frequently enjoys listen-
ing to the report, which reveals how
nearly he succeeds in planting truth in
these young hearts, It serves to make
the children attentive, for any one can
add a point omitted by the reporter.




