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WHAT THEY FOUND
4 AT THE BOTTOM.
«TTRLL you,Joe, what's
osa of fan,” said Eva, as

ey stood red-cheeked
ing ad the top

Rer up from thegtbottom.
Lelt see how many
y.thingt we can guess we
ight find aé the bottom
of $he hill, while we ars
ing down.”
‘ “All right,” said Joe,
1"witling down behind the
shabby lithle sisier ;
Fyou guess firsd.”
he} A little swaying for-
‘ a light push of
m‘ge’s foos from behind,
and away they flew.
{{The rapidly inoreas-
ng mofion was almosb
00 $ $o think, and
anch too great to dalk ;
b Jos heard & word or
wo that suggested “a
airy princess, & crown of
nponbeams, an icicle for
i moeptre,” and then the
sifdle guesser had all sbe
suld do to keep breath
asher body for the final
3, and none o wasto

tI'They couldn’s stop right
§ 4he bottom, of oourss,
ik wené, on and on over
s leval smow, as if the
moners had life and

( xunmng away.
en fhey did pull up,
l{was not in a place
nfters one might look
a fairy princess.

4§ was on the edge of &
igged wood,andthe poor-
"«dgmd listlo figure at

of fairy
and

ot

ogk there looked as if she needed the|
; or haman very much indeed. | gazed astonished at the little aledders,
o)X she was hunting under $he snow for
. twigs to burm; a hard $ask for | princess,” whispered Joe.

sgloved hands and half-shod fooh,

gathorer,

THE TOBOGGAN SLIDE.

She stopped rooting in the snow, and |

“Eva, I spect she thinks we is a fairy '

“Happy

- - —— -

wild neglect of grammar
as Joo limself Then
going up tu tho foyg.¢
she said, av
much liko a fairy princess
as she know bow, “ We
are going %o help ™

So now thero wero
three pair of hands in-
stead of omo, and tho
mittened ones, nod being
a¥iff wath cold, could work
faster. Thon thero was
merry company, which
makes all work light
Then there was the sled
to pull the fagots homo
on, and finslly thero
were three happy litble
hearts—the helped and
the helpera How much
better than tho fairy
princess, with meonbeam
crown and iciclo sceptro’
—E P 4

-d - -—

“THE GRUMBL.
FAMILY.”

Dip you ever hear of
this family? Ok, so many
belong to it. Thoy are
all over the world, and
you can toll them jush
as 800n~as ‘you'soe thum

They travel a great
desl, too, on stenmbosts
and cara, yes, and they
stop in hotels !

This big family aroe all
the timo on tho watch for
something to grumble
abond, you can't suit
them any way,no matter
how hard you try

Don't grow up to be
growb'y children g4
will never be liked if you
do, and the family is too
large already.

i Look bright and cheerful aund happy,

satisfiod with overyshing tha! is lope fir
you. Join that othor large company the
family,” and_so bring comfart
“ Ob, s'pose we do,” cried Evs, with as | and cheer to overybody abou$ yon "
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SMILE AND BLESS.

Tuzne's nothing more puro in heaven,

“:And nothing on earth moro mild,

More full of tho light that is all divine,
Than tho smile of a little child.

80 aweob it is, 8o simple,
And yob a0 angel-wise,

With tho peace of God on tho olear brow
And the love of Ohriet in tho eyes.

Tho sinless lips, balf parted,
With breath as swesh as the air,

And tho light $ha$ scemsso glad to shine
In tho gold of the sunny hair.

O littlo one, smilo and bleas me!
For gomehow—I know not why—
I{ool in my soul when children smile
That angels are passing by.

I foel that the gates of heaven
Aro pearer than I knew,
That the light and the hope of thab swoeb
world,
Like the dawn, are breaking through.

e
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THE FIRST-FRUITS.

A LIITLE girl was once made the owner
of some grapes upon & large vine in her
father's yard. Very anxious was she that
the frait should ripen and be fit to eat.
The time came.

“Now for a feast,” enid her brother to
her one morning, as he pulled some of the
beautifal ones for her to eat.

~Yes,” said she, “ bub they are the firab
ripe fruib.”

“ Well, what of that 1"

“Dear father told me thab he used o
give God tho first-fruit of all the money
ho made, and then always fels the happier
in sponding the resh; and I ,wish to give
the first of my grapes to God, ¢00.”

“Ab, but,” said her brother, “how can

you give grapsa to God ! And if you wero

able to do such a thing he would not care
for shem.”

“Oh, I have found oub tho way,” she
ssid. “Josus said: ‘Inasmuch as yo have
dono it unto the least of theso my brethren
yo have done it unto mo;' and I mean to
go with shem to Mrz. Martin's sick child,
who nevor scen grapes, because hor mother
is to poor %o buy them.”

And ar.ay ran this little girl with a large
baskeb of tho “first-fruit” of the vine, and
othor good things all beautifully arranged,
{o tho couch of the sick child.

“T bave brought Mary some ripe fruid,”
sho said to Mra Martin.

“ Dearest child, may God bless you a
thousand-fold for your loving gift! Here,
Mary, seo what a basked of nice things has
been brought you 1"

The sick one was almosh overcome with
emotion as she clasped the hand of hor
young benefactress and expressed her sin-
cere thanka.—Presbyterian.

PERCY'S DAY.
BY ANGIE GOLDMAN,

LirTLE Percy was one of a family of six,
five brothers and one sister. The sixth
and oldest of the flock hed bsen #aken to
heaven, and Mrs. Fletcher alwaya said thap
Percy was more like this litble one than
any of the other children. Perhaps it was
on accouns of this that some people
thoughd Percy was his mother’s favourita.
This assertion Mras. Fletcher denied, and
said that cha lavad all her children equally,
Be that as it may, I think Percy held the
best claim upon her affeclion. I have
heard his mother say that when she was
sick, Percy would be the last one to retire,
and always placed a glags of water and the
candle and matches by her bed bafore he
left the room. You see this was in the
country, where they did nod use gas,

Percy's little sister was too young to
help her mother, and the work always fell
to him. But I started to tell abous Percy’s
day. He roge in the morning, lighted the
fire in the stove, filled the kettle, seb the
table for breakfast, and then went off to
feed the ducks and chickens. After break-
fast he tied on a long apron, which his
mother had made eapecially for her “girl-
boy,” as she called him, and washed the
breakfasb dishes, putting then away anicely.
He did nos forget, either to wash the pans
and kebtles, as 8o many “ hired helps” are
aph to do. After that he filled the wood-
box and brought in water, and then trotted
off to school as happy a little fellow as
you counld find anywhere.

At school all the children loved Percy.
He was 80 obliging ; always ready to give
up his own pleasure to the wishes of o$hers
When school was out Percy went home
quickly, nob stopping to play on the road,
a8 I am sorry to esy his brothors some-
times did. When he reeched home he ran
directly to the wood-shed, and got some
wood and carried it to the kitchen read
for $ho nexé morning, then he wenb to his
mother's room.

“Mother,” the little fellow said earn-

e ]

estly, “I have beon a good boy to-day., I
received perfech marks for all my lessons,
and I tried to bear in mind my verso,
*Thou God soest me,’ and to bo kind to
the little boys and girla.”

Mrs. Fietchor kissed the flushed cheek
prossed againas hers, and laid the baby in
the outstretched arms, :

“He has boon fretfcl all day, dear, He
is not woll, I think; ho has nob slop$
worth speaking of all day. I am afraid
you are tired too."

“I am never foo fired to help you,
mother; and I love baby, you know,”

Mzs. Fletcher went aboud her work smil-
ing, a8 she watchad sho pasiens litéle ﬂ?ro
swaying back and forth in the low rocker,
crooning o sofy, sweed lullaby which musi
have besn very grateful to the baby's ears,
for in half an hour he was fasy asleep.
Mrs. Flotcher laid the little one in his exib,

his brothers. Don's you think ho enjoyed
his play more than if he had known all
s$he while his poor, dired mother was aiill
holding she nexvous, fretful baby ?

“My boy has made me very happy to-
day,” the mother said, as the litile cﬁng-
ing arms encircled her neck for the
Et:od-nighi kiss, And I think the angels

$oned while God heard the little boy's
prayer thas night: “Lord Jesus, help me
fo be a good boy always and mind my
mother.”

A GOOD WAY,
“Look in there,” said Willie, as he led

his brother to where he conld get a peep |

ab a small table se! oud with doll-dishea.
On the dishes wer some nice litsle gakes.
“Nell’s getting ready ior a porty,” he said,
“But she’s out of the waynow. Let'seall
Rover and see what he'll do.”

“ Here Rove—Rover.”

The big dog came with a bound. Into
the arbour he sprang and knocked over the
pretty table. Ib wasa very low one, and
none of the dishes were broken.

Bub you should have seen Nellie when
she saw the mischief. Tears flsw to her
eyes. Nellie was angry as well as sorry.
“I'll pay you up,” she cried. “YIl do
something mean to you.” ,

She went and told mamms how unkind
her broshers had been, aud that she was
going to do something to punish them.

“ What shall it be, mamma 7" she asked.

She and Nellic had a long talk abous it.

The next day Nellie set her table out

ain.

“ My, what a fine spread!” said Jack,
as he saw it. “I'd hike to be abib myself.”

“So would I, said Willie; “but she
won’s ask ue”

Nellie brought her dollsand seated them
a¥ he sable. Thon she called her brothera.

**Come," she said; “there's skrawberries
and cherries and plenty of good things.”

They had a fine time all fogether.

y | Don't you snppose the boys were 80ITY

ihey: had been unkind to $heir sigber?
Don'd you shink it was a good way for

her to pay up ?

and Percy was free for a game of ball with
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THE BOTTLE OF GIN.
BY ELIZADETH A. VOSE.

ONCE a boitlo of gin,

In o smard, lashy inn,
Looked crafiily ou$ on the stroot;
Till a boy happered by—

(Likod “$ho spider and fly "
Is $he tale I'm abous $o repsad.)

Said the bottle of gin,

“Qomo in, come in,
gir, and be friendly with me.”
d tho youth camo awhile,

A4 the botile’s bland smil~,

¢TIl stop bus a momen$,” thoughs he.

Yo

Then the boitle spoke up,
“Take & sup, take a sup,
Young sir, and make merry with me.”
d the boy ook a drink,
{(Oh, children, juss think!
It was dreadful as dreadful could be.)

Oried the botile of gin,
With a bad, mocking grin—
*Tab! tub! my young sir, oh, I say !
Your nose is too red,
And too Light is your head,
You are really in quite a bad way!”

Then the bottle of gin
Looked a8 ugly as sin,

And laughed in a demon-like glee ;
For he well knew he had
Enchained the poor lad,

Till a slave of the bottle was he,

PHE SUFFERINGS OF CHILDHOOD.

1'mE sufferings of a bashful boy! Can
any torture chamber be mmore dreadful
than the juvenile party, the drawing-room
filled with critical elders, the necessary
parade of the Christmas dinner, to a shy
boy? I have some#imes taken the hand
of such a one and found it cold and
clammy; desperate was the struggle of
that yoang soal, afraid of he knew not
what, caught by the machinery of aocieby,
which mangled him a$ every point, crushed
every nerve, and filled him with faintness
sud fear. How happy he migh$ have

been with that brood of young puppies.

in the barn, or the soft rabbits in their
nesh of hay! How grand be was, pad-
dling his poor leaky boa$ down the ra-
pids, jumping inko the river and dragging
it with his splendid strength over the
rocks! Nature and he were friends; he
was not afzaid of her; she recognized her
child, and greeted him with smiles. The
young animals loved him, and his dog
looked up into his fair blue eyes, and re-
cognised his king. But this oreature musb
be tamed; he mus$ be brought into prim
parlours,and dine with propriely; he must
dreas himsolf in garments which scratch,
and pull, and hurs him; boo$s must be
pub on his fesk which pinch; he muss be
clean—{orrible injustice #0 & faun who
loves to roll down hill, to grab for roots,
to follow young syuirrels to their lair,
and %0 polish old gur  sther than his
manners |

And then $ho sensitive boy, who hos a
finor grain than tho msjority of his fol-
lows, suddonly thrown into the pandomo-
nium of a public school! Nails driven
into tho flosh could not inflict such pain as
such o ono suffors, and the scars romain.
Ona gontleman told wme, in maturo lifo,
that tho loss of a toy stolon from him in
childhood still rankled. How much of tho
infirmily of human character may be
traced to tho anger, tho sonso of wounded
feeling, ongendered by a wrong dono in
childhood when ono is holpless to avenge.

All this may be called the necessary
hardoning procoss, bus 1 do not believe in
is.  Wo havo learnod how to temper iron
and steel, bud wo have not learnod how to
tread childron. Could ib be mado & money-
making process, liko the Bossemer, I be-
lieve one could learn how to temper the
human charaoter. Oar instincts of intenso
love for our children are not enough, we
should study it as a ecience. The human
race is very busy; i¢ has to tako care of
itself, and to feed ile young; ib must con-
quer the earth—perhaps 18 has nct time
to study Jim and Jack and Charley, and
Mary and Ewily and Jano, as problems.
Ba, if it had, would it not perhops pay ?
Thero wonld be fewer criminals.

Mony observers recommend a wise neg-
lect—nob too much inquiry, but a judici-
ous surrounding of the best influences;
and then—Ilet your young plant grow up.
Yes; bus it should be a very wise neglech
—it should be a neglect which is always
on the watch lost some insidious parasito,
some unnoticed bub strong bias of charac-
ter, $ako possession of the child, and mould
or ruin him. Of the ten boys rutining up
yonder hill, five will be failures, two will
be moderate successes, $wo will do better,
one will be great, good and distinguished.
If such are the terrible statistics—and I
am told that they are so—who is to blams?
Cortainly tho paren$, or guardinn, or cir-
cumstance—and what is circumstance ?

WHAT OUR GOOD BOYS MUST
LEARN.,

To cultivate a cheerful temper.

To choose their friends among good boys.

To learn to sew on their own buttons

Not to tease boys or girls emaller than
themselves.

To take pride in being a litle gentleman
abt home.

To be polite and helpful to their own
sisters, ag they are to othor boys’sisters.

To treat their mother as politely as if
she were a strange lady, who cid not spend
her life in their sorvice.

To feel a noble pride in making their
mothers and sisters their bost friende.

When their play ia over for the day, to
wash faces and hands, brush the hair, and
spsnd the evening in the hous:

If they do anything wrong, to take their
mothers into their confidencs, a.d above
all never to lie about anytbing they have
done.

Nob to tako the easiost chair in the room,
and pub it directly in front of the fire, and

to forgoet to offer ib 4o their mothor when
sho comes in to sit down.

Not to grumblo, or refuso, when asked
to do some orrand that must bo done, and
which otherwiso will tako the time of some
ono who has moro to du than themsolves

To mako up their minds nod to learn to
smoke, to chow, to drink, romemboring that
theso things cannot bo unlearned, ana that
they aro terriblo drawbacks to good men,
and necorsities to bad ones,

THE STORY KITTY MADE UP.’

Lou was naughty tha$ day, and Kiity
said, “ Now lot's read a nico story.”

The sistora liked to take a pictare book
and protond to read storics from the pic-
fures.

“You road this time,” said Lou.

* All right,” said Kitty.

So sho turned the leeves until she eame
to a pictare of a littlo girl with ¢ big poud
on hor pretty lips, and this is the story
ghe read:

"Onco a good fairy said to her queen,
‘Please send mo where I can do a kind
decd! And the queen eaid, ‘Go to that
boeautiful house over there, and you will
find some work to do.’ Now, the good
fairy did not know #hat a bad epirit
named ‘Il Temper' had been there all
the morning, and had lefs a pout on tho
litsle girl's lips. What do you guoes
{te good fairy did? Why, she just went
and kissed that pout, and it all weal away,
quick.”

“QOh, oh!" cried Lou; “you're the good
fairy, fur you kissed mo, and then I fely
good.”

NOT OUR OWN.

A LITTLE boy was debating what o do
with some money bis uncle bad given him,
He wanted to buy caudy with i, but feld
that he ought to give & part of i$ for $he
missionary society of which he was amem-
ber. At last he gaid, “I guess ib is mine,
and I can do as I pleaso with it.” “No,”
said his hrother, * you capnot do as you
please. for you are not your own; I heard
our minister say that we were all bought
with the blood of Christ. If ho has bought
u9, we are his, and the missionaries are his,
and we must please him, not onrgelves”

SUNDAY.-SCHOOL LESSONS
«FEBRUARY 4.

LEssov Toric —Beginning of the He.
brew Nation.—Gen. 12. 1.9,

MeMoRY VERSEs, Gen. 12, 1.8,

GoLpEN TEXT—I will blers theo, and
make thy name great; and thon shal Le
a blesging —Gen. 12 2.

Teanrany V1

LzssoN Tofic—Qod’s Coveaant with
Abram.—Gen. 17. 1 J.

MEMORY VERSES, Uen. 17. 7, 8.

GoLDEN TEXT —Ho bolieved in the Lord,
and he counted it to him for righteousness
—Gen. 15. 6.
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cutest baby equirrels in” it - you

ROSALIE.

A rBouGHTFUL litéle Miss,
Is our protty Rosalie,
She'dakes such care of doily.
Which she nurses on her knee.

OUR NEW PETS,

WE had covaries in cages one time, bud
Muudie forgot to foed them so often thas
Aupb Jane said we shouldn'd have them
any longer, 80 she gave them eway. . You
see wo lived with Aunb Jane bzcause our
mamma was dead. We loved Aunt Jane,
of course, bud she wasn't one bit like our
own mamma. You gee she had never been
used to children, and I s'pose we were lots
of trouble. Bub somehow, mamma never
seomed to mind the trouble that wo made
her.

Well, wo had some kittens once; bub
they got into the pantry and drank up all
the cream Aant Jane was eaving for ccm-
pany. The next day we couldn's find our
kittens anywhere, and Aunt Jane's eyes
looked queer whenever we said those kit-
tens were lost. Somehow, we didn't like
to ask her if she knew where they were,
‘cause we had no business to%go into her
prntry, but wo did, snd we left the door
open, $00.

We folb protty lonesome after that,
Moudie and I, until one day I ‘stovered
our new pets. I beard a noice up in the
old apple tree, and thero were two of the
cutess gquirrels you ever saw. I brought
Maudie to geo them. We wanted awfally
to catch thom and keep $hem in a box in
our room, but we 'membered what Aund
Jane did to tho birds end tho kitties, 80 we
thought wed bettor let them sbay in the
trec. 'We wero glad we did, for they didn’s
goem ono bit fraid of us, ard by-an’-bye
wo saw they had a nest, with thros of the

Joother to $his country ; bub early in 1889

evor anw 18 was lute of fan tc
w atch the old squirrels bring nuts
to therr babies, and foed them
Aunt Jano didnt touoch t$hoso
pots. Somo who I think sho
liked to watch them frisk and
play horsolf. Thoy ve gono to
elecp for tho winter; but noxd
summer wo'll have thom again,
I know.

— e s — s

LITTLE JACK.

Ha\E you ever read of “ Little
Jack, sho Boy Missionary ?” Per-
haps not. Well, litélo Jack was
the son of Captain and Mrs, E. O,
Hore. He was only eloven woeks
old whon, in 1882, thoy starled
for Africa, in company with o
number of other missionaries,
including Bishop Hannington.
The baby was carried in a wheel-
barrow to Mambois, then back
to Zanzibar, and afterward round
o gread portion of the African
continent, while he also acsom-
panied his parenis on many
of their miassionary journeys
into the interior. He quickly became
very popular with tho natives, by whom
he was known as “ the little missionary,”
sud byhis winning ways contributed much,
i¥ can hardiy bs doabied, to the tuccess of
his porants’ missionary endeavours, He
passed safely through the many dangers of
Africa, and in 1888 returned with his

he was stricken with moasles, and on the
5th of April of that year he died. A $ab-
let, subsenbad for Ly Sunday-school chil-
dren, was put up to his memory in High-
gate Cemetery. It bears the text: “A
little child shall lead them.”—London Frez
Methodqst.

“A LITTLE OBILD SHALL LEAD
THEM.”
BY PICCIOLA.

A GREAT many years ago, Gregory, a
Roman monk, went into the slave market
near the Forum, and saw, among others,
some beausiful children, wita long golden
hoir fallingover their shoulders,fair,peachy
complexion, and sad biue eyes, exposed for
gale. Their pathetic expression appealed
powerfully to his batter nature. He asked
who they wore,and was told that they were
from the people of the North, and were
alled Anglos.

“ Ab,” said he, “they would be angels
were they but Christians.”

Their pleading faces went with the old
monk into his cell and into his prayers,
and he began to contrive means to converk
them to the Christian faith. He determined
to go to their couniry, England, but his
friends induced the Pope to forbid his go-
ing. Ko oboyed reluctantly. A fow yeurs
after this tho Pope died, and Gregory was
ordained in his plage.  Still intent on the

conversion of tho Angles, he seut Augus-

fino, tho groat won of $ho afill groater
Monica, with forly other monks, and $hoy
woro succossfal Thousands among thom
woro converted to the roligion of Josus,
and among them the king, Etbelbers,
bowed before tho cross of Carish  In the
little slavo children of the Roman Forum
was this propheoy fulfilled - “ A litslochild
shall lead thom."

MOTHER GCOSE IN CHINA.

SoME paople seom to $hink that Chiness
children are all moou.faced, solemn-eyed
little people, without a spatk of life or fun
in them. This is quite & mistake. They
have their plays, and ars very noisy in
them aometimes; they have also their
songs and rhymes, which iLay repeay as
glibly and with as much zoah as American
children do their Mother Goose Molodies.
It may interest soms of she young' folks
who read our paper to know how $heir
thymes sound. The Chinese words are 80
shors $hat it io nob casy %o get verses of
tho same longth to rhyme in the transla-
tion:

Walk around, walk around !
Through the garden fair,
Sago caken for all are found,
And soft rice dumplings rare.
A man is calling me,
The dragon boat to 828 ;
_T will not go for suck a sight,
Though she pess my tack
With all her mign#,

This is the tranalation of cther verses to
which the little Celestials listen intently:

Ants, ants, ants, both litdle and big,
Oome out and carry off my litile pig!
When the little pig gets big and fa$,
We'll take him off and sell him.
“ How much monsy,” says the man, * for
that 7"
‘“ Two basketfuls,” we tell him,

A golden girdle you ehall have,
d a silver girdle gay ;
Then all $he dames shall o'er thee rave,
Anud grostings to thee pay.
Let them worship ; who's to blame
For winning such a wondrous fame?

—Children's Work for Children.

OBEYING MAMMA

Mary, Ella and John went out in the
garden to play. John rolled his hoop.
Bu$ Mary and Ella looked a¢ tha flowers,
and gathered a few. Jusé as Ella was
going to pluck one from the bush by the
fence, Jobn said, “ Mother don’$ wond us
to pick any from that bush.” I am glad
to $ell you that the little girls went cheer-

fully away, and did net worry about the -

one they might nod have. This was chesr-
ful obedience. Do you always obsy papa
and mamma in that way ? I hope you do.

MANY a man has made a goose of him-
self with a single quill, ‘

.
-




