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i bﬁmYING DOCTOR.

- a—

nearer and nearer, until

fﬁ/«arxu CHARLIEL 88Y8
P i going to be a doc-
gwhen he grows up.
) ho begins to practice
1 lns sister’s doll. He
1u his father's coat and
ires bn, and with a grave
Flepd ecls the doll's pulse
dz orders gruel anu
F’edlcme. The little
l;ﬂe obeys his orders,
ssm‘; between the two I
th they will soon have

‘ " afdoll well again,
ot

—0:

‘THE SNALL'S
] LESSON. ’
EREDDY sat on a wall
ol fhe garden with 8
L aok in his hand, at
hich he was looking
lﬁl a very sad face.
AT'm  sure I shall
quer learn it !” he cried
. tones of despair.
.’I;he school-master had
ven all the boys a hoii-
K task, and Freddy
sott had let the time
jpiaway without touch-
eé‘ia book till only a
sek was left, and he
1\ his long poem to
am by heart.
;l'nke most boys, he
uihed to get the prize,

at length the - amit
was reached, aul, as of
in triumph, the old snail
renred itgelf up and
waved its horns, tll
Fraddy laughed out-
right.

Then the thought
flagshe 1 upon him - sup
pose the snail hand sad
what he hal =Tt s of
no use trging " He
would never have reach
ed the top of the wall,
that was certain.

“T won't be beaten by
a anail!” cried he. and
he set to work at once
in downright earncst,
aud by the timne the holi-
days cawe to an end he
knew his poemn by heart,
and could recite it with-
out a mistake.

Prize-day came, and
the boys listened eagerly
for the prize boys' nomes.
Freddy’s surprise can
scarcely  be imagined
when he heard his own
called out; but there
was uo mistake about
it; he had won u prize.
—Nelected.

— 0

Soug little boys and

d did not like the
,lur of working for it.
fther an idle lad was Master Freddy, in
-ut, though he had got it into his head
&ehow that he was not so dever as
er boys, and that it was not much vee
im to try.
e was thinking tlmt very thing just

e R

girls} are “always tulk-
ing about “lmt. they
now, when his eyes fell upon a soail will do when they are "prown wp” Ttis
crawling up the bottom of the wall on better mot to think so far ahead. Gul
which he sat.  “Surely,” thought he, “ that , wants you to dv sumething fur Lin now,
silly thing is nut guing to try to get to the ' before you grow up.  And the Lest way
top at that place!” Yet, slowly, a9 he " to® beg,m is by being kind audYubedmul i1
watched it—very slowly—the snail came home

PI.A\'INU Docrog,
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HAPPY DAYS.

LITTLE LIPS

LitTLE lips that dimple
With a joyous smile,

Which with words so simple,
Oft my heart beguile.

May those sweet lips nover
Speak the thing that's wrong ;
Be their love notes ever
Truth’s most lovely song.

Sing it, darling, siog it,
Through thy life's long day;
Never for a minute,
Let fear thy warblings stay.
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NELLIES DAILY BREAD.

“ Mamuma,” said little Nellie one day at
breakfast, suddenly, * every morning I pray
to God to give me my daily bread, but
really it is you who gives it to me—
isn't it 7"

“YTet us think a moment about that,
Nellie,” replied her mother, “ Where do I
get the bread I give you ?”

“ From the baker, mamma.”

« And he gets the flour out of which he
makes it from the miller, and the miller
gets the grain out of which be made the
tlour from the farmer, and the farmer gete
the grain—where does the farmer get the
grain, my little girl 2"

“Why, out of the ground,” said Nellie,
“Don't you remember uncle George was
cutting wheat and oats when we were at the
farm 7"

“Well, now, suppose that uncle George
put grain in the ground, and Go3 sent no
sunshine, and po dew, and no rain, would
uncle George have any harvest?”

“ Why, no,” aaid Nellis, looking sober,

- —-— e e s m e e == = s

“ Then, you ree, it is God, after all, wno
gives us each day our deily bread; and
when we have fruitful seasons and plenty
to ent, wo ought to be very thankful to our
kind Futlier in heaveun, who never forgets to
give us what wo need.”—Our Lambds.

———— g Ba e o w

Mi MOTHER'S BEEN PRAYING.

IN February, 1861, a terrible gale raged
along the const of Lugland. In one bay
(Hartlepool) it wrecked eighty-ono vessels,
While the storm ‘Wwas at its height the
Rising Sun, a stout brig, struck on Longrear
Rock, a reef extending one mile from one
side of the bay. She sank, leaving only
her two topmasts above the foamirg waves,

The life-boats were awsay, rescuing
wrecked crews. The only means of saving
the men clinging to the swaying masts was
the rocket apparatus. .Before it could be
adjusted one mast fell. Just as the rocket
bearing the life-line went booming out of
the mortar, the other mast toppled over.

Sadly the rocket men began to draw in
their Jine, when suddeuly they felt that
something was attached te it, and in a few
minutes hauled on to the beach the ap-
parently lifeless body of a sailor-hoy.
Trained and tender hands worked, and in a
short time he became conscious,

With amazemeut he gazed around on
the crowd of kind and sympathizing friends,
They raised him to his feet. He looked up
into’ the weather-beaten face of the- old
fishermen near him and asked: -

“Where am I7”

“Thou art sale, my lad.”

“Where’s the cap'n 7”

“ Drowned, my lad.”

“The mate, then?”

“ He's drowned, too.”

“The crew 7"

“They are all lost, my lad ; thou art the|"

only one saved.”

The boy stood overwhelmed: for a few
moments; then he raised both his band
and cried, in adoud voice:

“ My mother’s been praying for me ! my
mother’s been praying for me!” and then
he dropped on his knees on the ‘wet sand
and hid his sobbing face in his hands,

Hundreds heard that day this tribute to
a mother’s love, and to God’s faithfulness in
listening to a mother’s prayers.

A 1177LE fellow asked his parents to take
him to church with them. They said he
must wait until he was older. * Well,” was
his shrewd suggestion in response, “you'd
better take me now, for when I get bigger
I may not want to go.”

by PO

»

MISS LAUGH AND MISS FRET,

Crues little Miss Fret,
In a very great pet;
« 1 hato this warm weather: it's horrid |
tan,
It scorches my nose,
Angd blisters my toes,
And wherever I go I must carry a fan.”

Chirps little Miss Laugh
“Why I couldn’t tell half :
The fun I am having this bright sumt
day.
T sing through the hours,
I culil pretty flowers,
And ride like a queen on the sweet smell;

4
f
!
hay.” i 41
AT MOTHER'S KNEE. ;

ONE day a group of children were p} 3
ing out-of-doors, having some fine fun; .
their games, when suddenly the school.t - 1
rung. Most of them dropped their ki
and hoops and marbles and balls, but at
of the buys did not seem ready to go iu,

“ Come on,” said one, “lct's play try
to-day, nobody will know it.””

Some of them consented; but one Ji
fellow stood up like a hero, and said, “}
T mustn't.” 3

“Why not 7” asked the others, i

« Because,” said he, “if I do, I shall b
to pray it all out to God at my moth \i
kuee to-night.” :

BETIER TO UFFER THAN LIL |

A LITTLE orphan lad, having loitered] *
an errand, recollested himself, and rud
back to his uncle’s store with all speed. 3

“ What are you running yourself ouf 1
breath for?"” asked one of the men. *
your uncle that the people kept }
waiting.”

“ Why, that would be a lie!” Pt

“To be sure it would; but what's }Z}
odds?” o

“Ialiar! I tella lie!” cried thel )
indignantly. * No, not to escape a bex!
every day. My mother always told mei -
lying was the first atep to ruin.” ;

GOD'S CHILD. of

“Do you feel that you are one of G,
children?” asked a lady of a Sabbath-sc 1,
scholar. -

“T do not know,” he answered; « 1 (%
know that once my Saviour wes a g
way off, and I could not see him, Norx¢
is near, and I love to do things, and b«
not to do things, for his sake, like asly
for my father's or my mother's sake.” *

Here, indeed, was that sweet spiriP
obedience which is the root of 21} true po!

in the heart, b
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“1 DONALD AND HIS SISTER. : JESSIE'S SEWING ACHES,

} {Poor Donald McDonald had given his  JESSIE sat down by her wmother to sew.

pparents much trouble. He was a fine,  She was making a pillow-case for her own
. ibright 1ad, but he lacked decision of charac- ilittle pillow.
a}tér. Bad companions had drawn him intoj “I have a dreadful pain at my side,” said
‘much mischief; but, ut last, he had to face Jessie, in a few minutes. “Oh, my hand
) in'great calamity. He was charged with!is so tired!” was the next. Next there
Aj;@}ieft, Maoy things seemed to prove his!was something the matter with her foot,
e‘;g"x;xilt; yet, bad as he had been, he knew he,and then with her eyes, and so she was full
‘wps not a thief. He sat on kis bed in great of trouble,
‘'sorrow, after failing to convince his father, “ Will 1 send for a doctor?” said her
of hisinnocence. He knew not what to do, ‘ mother.
Gor’; whither to go. He had never prayed: “The doctor for me, mother 2" cried the
§ 'b"e"fore for months, but he prayed that night little girl, as surprised as she could be.
u‘x_gos(, fervently for help and deliverance. | «Certainly = little girl so full of pajns
g‘,f_l‘b his great joy, his sister rushed into his|and aches must be sick, and the sooner we
otrdom in much excitement, and exclaimed,!get the doctor the better.”
”""9”’ Donald! it is all right; old Mr.| I have heard of other little girls besides
' {Ferguson bas just called with the missing|Jessie, who bad sewing aches and pains
;phise, he found it under the rug in father's wheunever their pareuts had any vgork for
m.Fs them to do. This is & diseasa call “ gelfigh-
ypoffice” Donald had already made a good

; Q4 alr :ness," and I hope none ¢ my little readers
resolve, and he bas kept it, {are afflicted with i,

SOW, SEW AND 80,

Suw, sow, sow,

So the fariners sow !

Busy, busy, all the day,

While the children are at play,

Stowing, stowing close away

Raby wheat and rye in bed,

So the children may be fed,
So, 50, s0.

Sew, sow. sow,
So the the mothers sow !
Busy, busy, all the day,
While the children are at play,
Sewing, sewing fust away,
So the children may have frocks,
Trowsers, conts, and pretty socks,
So, so, so.

Sow, sew, 80,
So they sow and sew;
S, and O, and W,
This is what the farmers do,
Put an E, in place of O,
This is how the mothers sew,—
So they'sow and sew for you,
So without the W,

So, so, so.

— l'cxpcr Bells.

- —— - -

TUHE ECLIPSE,

Dinp you ever see an eclipse? May-be
you don’t know what “eclipse " meaus: for
that is a pretty hard word for little people.
To tell yon about it, you must first know
that the sun is a great body of light, from
which the moon aund the stars and the carth
all receive their light. The earth revolves
or turns around the sun, and the moon turns
around the earth—just as if’ there was a
lamp on a centre-table, and you walked
slowly around the table, while sister walked
around you. If you will try that, you will
gee that gister's head is sometimes in the
way, so that you cannot see the light.
When this bappens with the heavenly
bodies, that is, when the moon passes be-
tween ¢he earth and sup, so that we on the
earth cannot gee all or a part of the sun, we
call it an eclipse of the sun. The best way
to see an eclipse is throngh a glass that has
been held over a candle or torch, until smoke
has collected on it, and made it quite dark.

Ask papa, or wamina, to tell you when
there will be an eclipse, aud look at it
through a smoked glass. then see how much
you caun remember of what 1 have told you.

~

— — e -

SickNEss should teach us what a vain
thing the world 18,— what a vile thig s
is,—what a poor thing man is,—and whata
precious thing an interest in Christ is.
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THE BABY'S PRAYER.
Suk knelt with her sweet hands folded ;

Her fair little head bowed low;
While dead vines tapped at the window

And the air was thick with snow.
Without, earth dumb with winter;

Vithin, hearts dumb with care,
And up throngh the laden silenco

Rose softly the baby's prayer.

* Bless all whom 1 love, dear Father,
And help me be good,” she said,

Then, stirred by a sudden faney,
She lifted the shining head.

Did she catch on the frozen maple
Somwe hint of the April green,

Or the breath of the woodland biossoms
The drifts of the snow between ?

*The beautiful trees,” she whispered,
“Where the orioies used to sing;
‘They are tired of the cold, white winter,
Oh, help them to grow in spring;
Aund the flowers that I loved to gather,

Lord, bring them again in May,
The dear little violets, sleeping
Down deep in the earth to-day.”

Ah, earth way be chill with snowilakes,
And hearts may be cold with care,
But wastes of a frozen silence
Are crossed by the baby’s prayer;
And lips that are dumu with sorrow
In jubilant hope may sing;
For when earth is wrapped in winter,
In the heart of the Lord ’tis spring.

gy~ i -

A THOUGHTLESS BOY PUNISIIED,

T swaLL never forget an incident of
my childhood, by which T was taught to
be careful not to wound the feelings of the
unfortunate. A number of us school-chil-
dren were playing by the road-side one
Saturday afternoon, when the stage-coach
drove up to the neighbouring tavern and
the passengers alighted.  As usual we gath-
ered around to observe them. Awong them
was sn elderly gentleman with a cane, who
got out with much difliculty, and when on
the ground he walked with the wmost curious
contortions. His feet turned one way and
his knees another, aud his whole body
looked as though the different members of
his body were independent of each other,
and every one was making wmotions to suit
itself.

T unthinkingly shouted, “Took at oid
Rattle Bones!"” while the poor man turned
his head with an expression of pain which
I can never forget. Just thea, to my sur-
prise and extreme horror, my father came
around the corner, and innediately step-

warmly, and assisted him to walk to our
house, which was but a short distance.

I could onjoy no more play that alter-
noon, and when tea-time came I would
gladly have hidden myself; but I knew it
would be in vain, and so tremblingly went
into the sitting-room. To my great relief,
the stranger did not recogunize me, but 1e-
mnarked pleasantly to my father, as he in-
troduced me:

“Such a fine boy is surely woith the
saving!"”

How the words cut me to the uick!
My father had often told me the story of &
friend who planged into tho river to save
me a3 I was drowning, when an infant, and
who, in consequence of a cold then taken,
bad been mnde a cripple by inflammatory
rheumatism ; and this wss the man [ had
made & butt of ridicule, aud a laughing-
stock for my companions !

I tell you, boys and girls, I would give
a great deal to have the memory of that
eveat taken away. If ever you are tempted
as I was, remember that when no good
comes of sport whereby the feelings of
others are wounded, yon may be laying up
for yourselves painful recollections which
will not leave you for a lifetime.—The

Christian.

e — - s A ot e & e

SOWING SEEDS,

LirTie Bessie had got a present of a book,
and she eagerly opened it to look at the first
picture, It was the picture of a boy sitting
by the side of a stream, aund throwing seedd
into the water.

« 1 wonder what this picture is about ?”
said she ; “ why does the boy throw seeds in-
to the water?7”

*“Oh, T know!” said her brother Edward,
who had been looking ». the book; “he is
sowing the seeds of water lilies.”

“But how small the seeds look,” said
Bessie. “ It seems strange that such large
plauts should grow from such little things.”

“You are just sowing such tiny seeds
every day, Bessie, and they’ll come up large,
strong plants after a while,” said her father,

“Qh no, father, [ have not planted any
seeds for a long while.”

I have seen my daughter sow a number
of geeds to-day.”

Bessie looked puzzled, and her father
smiled and said :

“Yes, 1 have watched you planting flow-
ers, aud seeds, and weeds to-day.”

“Now I know that you are joking, for 1
would not plant ugly weeds.”

“I will tell you what 1 mean. When
you lnid aside that interesting book and at-

you were sowing seeds of kinduess aud lo:
Whon you broke the dish that you ko
your mother valued, and came instantly ay
told her, you wore sowing seeds of tru
When you took the cup of cold water to
peor woman at the gate, you were sowigs
seeds of mercy. These are all beautit
flowers, Besste,”

“ Aud the weeds, father?”
“When you were impaticut with bal
you sowed the seeds of ill-temper. Wh
you waited gome time after your mothé
called you, you sowed disobedience a
seltishuess. ‘These are all unoxious weed
Pull them up. Do not let them grow {

your garden.”

{
“G0 AND DO IT” L
Don'r live a siugle bour of your life wit}
out doing exactly what is to be dove in
and going straight through it from beginnige
to end. Work, play, study, whatever it
take hold at once and finish it up squaregy
and cleanly ; then do the next thing, withe
letting any moments drop between. It
wonderful to see how many hours th
prompt people contrive to make in a dy
it is as if they picked up the moments tgy
the dawdlers lost,
Aud if you find yourself where so m
things are pressing you that you ha
know how to begin, let me tell you a sec
take bold of the first onethat comesto h
and you will find the rest all fall into f
and follow after like & company of soldig
A man was once asked how he “acced
plished so much in his life.” “My fatys
told me,” was the reply,“ when [ had ag
thing to do, to go and do it.” There is §

secret.

DEAR BOUGHT EXPERIENCE. §

“0 11’s hot! It burned me!”

The cry brought Willie's mamma in ha
from' the other room. “MMamma told
to wait until it was cool,” she said, sti
the porridge briskly. I said it was tooig
to eat now,” _

“1 wanted to see for myself,” said Wil

“Ah! that was the trouble. You §
not trust me,” replied his moter, sorrd
fully.

We know that some temptalions seew
pleasant and harmless we think they can
be wrong, until we have yielded to thg
and then wo wish we had seen the ¢
lyir 4 back of what seemed allvight. 2
ma aud papa are older and wiser than
and they know how temptation comes.
what it leads to, 'We should trust
listen to them, ‘

ping up to the stianger, shook hands

tended to what your maother wished done,




