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THE GOLDEN
STAR.

“MornER, moth-
er!”  exclaimed
Charlie Morris as
he rushed into the
house after school
in great excite-
ment, “what do
you think we are
woing to do in
school 2

“Study,IThope,”

-said his mother
while the little
boy stopped to
take breath.

“ We shall have
to that’s the fact,”
said Charlie, “but
that is not what. L
wanted to tell you,
mother. Youknow
there are six weeks
before examina-
tion, and they are
going to give cer-
tificates to the very
best scholars, who
have most excelled
in study and con-
duct during the
term.”

“ And you mean,
of course, to rank
among the very
best if you can,”

. *Of course I do,
mother; but there
is one thing more,
The boy who has
been at the head
of his classes for
the longest time
is to have, besides
the certificate, a

on his breast. He
will be called the

will rank highest
in the schoot.”
8o you are aim-
ing at this bright
particular star ¢”
“Yes, mother,
and will hare it too
—vyou shall see!
Dr. H. says it is a

said Mrs. Morris. ,

~ goldenstartowear.

star scholar, and.

more honorable
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distinction than the Legion of Honor. Wont you
be proud, mother, to see me wearing it at the even-
ing exhibition ! Mrs. Morris smiled. “Wont you
be glad, mother ¥ asked Charlie, eagerly.

“Glad I shall certainly be of the scholarship that
has won the honor, if it is fairly earned,” replied the
mother. “But what are your grounds of expecta-
tion {”

“ Why, mother, I am at the head of all my classes
but one, and in that there is no one abeve me hut
Henry Colton; I den't suppose there will be any
hope of going beyond him if he is always there, but
he is sometimes absent at the hour we recite, and so
he woat have as good a chance of keeping his place
in the class.”

“ What is the cause of his absence ?"

“He has to do errands for his mother. She takes
in sewing, and they are too poor to have a scrvant,
8o Henry carries the bundles home.”

“Mrs. Colton has made great cftorts to keep her
boy at school. He is & good scholar, is he not

“Yes, mother; I don't know a boy that studies
harder than Henry Colton.”

“Not even Charlie Morris 7"

“No, mother; but then I am not obliged to study
80 much, because I have been to scliool more regu-
larly than he has, and then I have more time to my-
sclf at home. Why, Henry is up and studying
before any one else is stirring in the morning, and
always sleeps with his book under his pillow at
night.”

“Then, if he fails to obtain the highest rank in
the school it will not be for want of diligence, or
even of scholarship, but from the mere accident of
his outward circumstances. But he will; doubtless,
make a great cffort to be punctual these six weeks
to come.”

“Ie will if he knows of the plan,” said Charlie,
moodily.

“He learns his lessons at home, docs he not, so as
to keep up with his class, though he should be ab-
scnt a single day ?”

“Yes, mother; but to-day we had a special ex-
planation of sonicthing in arithmetic that I know
he cannot work out by himself.”

“Is my boy conscious of the spirit he is indulg-
ing ¢ asked the mother gently. “Does he really
wish to gain the prize for himself at the expense of
one who desires it full -as much and descrves it,
perhaps, even more ¢”

“Then you don’t want me to get the star after all,
mother 2" gaid Charlie after a few moments’ silence.

“You will not doubt your mother’s interest in
your improvement, even if she should be less solicit-
ous about this particular honor,” Mrs. Morris replied ;
“you know all the awmbition I have in the world is
centered in my children. I would see them active,
energetic; foremost, if possibie, in the pursuit of
every honorable attainment. And yet there is a
¢more excellent way,” which I would have them fol-
low, an attainment higher even than mental wealth—
without which, though possessing ‘all knowledge,’
they are nothing.”

Charlie’s glowing ambition had somewhat cooled
during his mother's calm but earncst conversation.
He was listening attentively as he sat in his favorite
place at her feet, though his eyes were downcast and
a sense of shame stole over him.

“You remember the passage in which this ¢ way’
is described ? asked his mother.

Charlie took down the little well-worn Bible, in
which he always loved to read to his mother. Turn-
ing to the thirtcenth chapter of firat Corinthians he
slowly read the first six verses.

“Do you think, mother,? he asked, “ that this for-
bids secking any honor for onc’s self? It snys
‘sceketh not her own. "

“Jt is not necessary for us to scttle the bearing of
this on the question of prizes at school. But one
question comes nearer to the case in hand. Do you
think that, in strict honesty, the star would be your
own if you gained it, not by superior scholarship,
but by your more prosperous circumstances and
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Henry's hinderance through his mother’s necessi-
ties? The only value of the sign is in the thing
signified. To me this badge would mean, not that
my boy was a better scholar than Henry, but only
that his father was richer than Henry’s mother.”

“Mother, I don't want that star at all,” said
Charlie with a resolute effort, “that is, if Henry can
getit. I am going round now, if you are willing,
to show him about the arithmetic, and to ask his
mother to arrange, if possible, so that he can attend
the school constantly the next six weeks.”

Mrs. Colton's consent to the latter arrangement
was easily gained, especially when Charlie had
begged permission to assist in doing the errands
after school-hours,

The obstacles in arithmetic were cleared away, so
that the two rivals started on their friendly race
with a fair field and no favor to either. Henry had
been at the head of the class just the same length of
time that Charlie had been before him, when, three
weeks before examination, he was taken ill, It
would be difficult to say which of the two class-
mates was most disappointed at this derangement
of their plans, Chartlie watched the progress of the
fever almost as anxiously as Mrs. Colton, and dayly
beset the doctor, to learn the prospect of a speedy
recovery.

The third weck had arrived before Henry was
able to be dressed and breathe the outer air for a
few minutes of the day. Examination-day came,
and by Charlie's earnest cntreaties the invalid was
permitted to be present on the important occasion.

He sat next his friend, and leaned upon him when
too weary with the effort and excitement. After
many intercsting exercises, the president arose, and,
with some words of explanation, proceeded to con-
fer, as he said, the highest mark of honor ever con-
ferred in the institution. The star was awarded “ to
Charles Morris, for punctuality of attendance, pro-
priety of deportment, and success in scliolarship,”

There was a moment of almost breathless atten-
tion through the crowded audience as Charlie walked
to the foot~of the platform and was scen to address
a few words to the president. Those who were
nearest could hear him say :

“The star, sir, does not rightly belong to me;
Henry Colton has worked harder than I to obtain
it. He is a better scholar, and but for his illncss
would have heen at the head of his classes.”

After a moment’s consultation with the gentlemen
on the platform the vencrable-looking president
replied :

“The examiners, Morris, prefer that you should
retain the star, as you have literally fulfilled the
conditions prescribed.”

“It would not be right, sir,” said Charlie firmly,
though with a trembling voice; “ I beg you will give
it to Henry.”

“In that case you must yourself bestow it,” said
the president, * Henry Colton will come forward.”

Henry, not suspecting what was going on, ad-
vanced, his pale face flush¢éd with wonder and ex-
citement. Charlie, stooping down, fastened the star
upon his breast, and then supported him back to bis
scat. The noisy applause of the audicnce jarred
almost painfully upon his heart, full as it was of a
deeper joy than earthly fame can give—the joy of
obedicnce to the precept, *In honor prcferrmg one
another.”

In his mother's loving smile he found a full ro-
ward for the sacrifioé’of his selfish ambition. Cov-
cting earnestly the best gifts, he hisd fousid in the
spirit of brotherly kinduess *“a more excellent way.”

For the Sunday-Sciool Advocate,

OUR FATHER AND HEAVEN.

Our Father! Who is our Father? God. What
is heaven? God’s home, our home, the home of
good children. Isn’t it nice for a child to have God
for a Father and heaven for a home?

Well, every child may have God for Ris or hker
Father, and heaven for Ais or Aer home. Why?

SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATE,

Because Jesus died for every child, prays for every
child, offers help to every child, forgives every child
who calls on his blessed name.
Dear boy, sweet girl, is God your Father? Is
Jesus your Saviour? Is heaven your home ?
QUESTIONER.

For the Sunday-8chool Advoeate.

JOINNIE’S RESOLUTION.

BY MRS. H. C. GARDNER.

I'M trying to be good;
I have a father dear,
A kind and gentle mother
Whose counsels I revere.
"Twould grieve them very much
If I should wicked prove,
If I should slight thelr wise commanas
Or scorn their tender love.

I'm trying to be good;
For only goodness lends
To us the real beauty
Which wins and keeps dear friends.
I might be very fair
In figure or in face,
But I can gain no real love
Without that sweeter grace.

I'm trying to be good,
That, when I come to die,
I may be happy as an angel
Above the starry sky.
Bad children cannot go
Up to that holy place,
So while I am a little boy
I'll seck the Saviour’s face.

For the Sunday-School Advocate,

THE BOY WHO HAD PRESENCE OF MIND.

ILLIE HINTON carried a
lighted candle to his
chamber one night and -
set it upon the table near
his bed. After disrobing
and saying his prayers he
blew out the candle, and
jumping into bed, soon
went to sleep.

In putting out the can-
~ dle Willie did not notice
that he blew a spark from
the wick into the folds of the
bed-curtains, This spark did
not go out, but sinking into the muslin slowly set it
on fire. The smoke filled the chamber and woke the
boy from his first nap. Btartiug from his pillow, he
saw flames rushing up the bed-post!

" What did he do? Most boys of his age would
have rushed from the room screaming frantically.
What did Willie Hinton do ?

He leaped from his bed, ran to the door, and"
sbouted, “Pa! pal” Then closing the door, he
took the ewer from his wash-bowl, and standing on
the table, poured its contents steadily upon the
flames. The effect was that when his father and
mother entered the room a moment or two later the
fire was go far subdaeed. that it was essily put out.
‘Willie had saved the'heuse frwm being burned down.

Willic ‘had presend:gf ménd; that is, he thought

He f'

"{ clearly and' scted wiscly in s moment of danger

This quality of m is very desirable. Children
should cultivate it 1i little things by not allowing
themselves to be fnghtened at trifles, Some little
folk, for example, act wildly if they see a cow or a
dog near them; if, in crossing the street, a horse is
coming toward them, they run wildly hither and
thither; if they hear any unusual sound in or around
the house at night, they grow so scared that you
can almost hear their hearts beat. Such conduct
shows want of clear thought and wise action. It is
the reverse of presence of mind. Those easily
alarmed little folk should try very hard to think
clearly and act wisely whencver they sce anything
that alarms them. U. U




- Sundap-Srchool Ddvorate.

TOBONTO, APRIL 8, 1865.

THE SPIRITED

WORKING BOY.

MANY years bhefore
the readers of this pr-
per were born there
was a boy in Ohio who
worked in a country
storefor twenty-flvecents
a week. Besides his
work in the store he
did chores in the house

for his mistress, He
. i cut wood, made fircs,
<, IS

fetched water, and
the store. He did all this work barefooted and meanly
clad, for he was too poor to buy shoes or to purchasc
many garments.

This boy did his work well, for he was a boy of prin-
ciple. But his mistress was an old scold, and one morn-
ing after he had finished his chores she said to him:

“You are an idle boy. You haven't done your work.”

“[ have done what I was told to do,” replicd the boy
respectfully.

“You are a liar!” rejoined the scold very angrily.

The boy was indignant at these insulting words, but
did not get into a passion. Risiug to bis full height he
gaid, “ You will never have the chance of applying that
worid to me again.”

With these words hie left the house, andgwithout o
penny in his pocket started out into the world friend-
lcss and alone. After walking some distance he met a
teamster, to whowm he said:

“I will drive the leader if you will only take me on.”

The man looked at him with surprise a moment or
two and then replied :

“I don't think you'll be of any use to me.”

“ Q0 yes I will,” said the boy earnestly. “I can rub
down and wateh your horses, and do many things for
you If you will only let me try.”

“ Well, well, my lad, get on the horse,” said the man.

That was a poor start in life for a fatherless boy,
wasn't it? Now what do you supposc that boy sccom-
plished in his after life? Not much? Ah, you mistake
greatly. Listen to some of his deeds. First, he became
a scholar by dint of hard study at West Point, to which
he soon gained admission a8 a cadet. Next he was
assistant professor at West Poiut, U.8. Then he became
an officer in the army. After that professor in a col-
lege. Then a lecturer on astronomy, the founder of
an observatory,acivil engineer ; and finally, as a general in
the United States army, he fought in many glorious battles
for the Union. He died in his couuntry’s service. Better
than all these achiecvements is the fact that he loved Jesus.

That is a grand record for a boy to make who had such
a poor start in the world, wasu’t it? Don't you wish to
know this boy’s name? It was OrRMsBY M’KN1GHT MIT-
CHEL. You have all heard of General Mitchel? Now you
know how be began the race of life.®

Gen. Mitchel's success in life should encourage every
poor boy to look hopefully on the future. I dou’t mcan
dreamy, lazy, ugly boys, for therc is nothing in young
Mitchel's early carcer to encourage them. He worked,
studicd, thought, and prayed’ with all his might. He
wasted no time. Indeed, he does not appear to have
cared much for play. Work was his delight, and work
and prayer made him a great, useful, happy, beloved man.
Now I don't know whether working aud praying will
cause the poor boys who read my paper to become great
men. Neither do I care much about that. But Ido know
that praying and working witl make them useful, beloved,
and happy. Isn’t that a prize worth working and pray-
ing for?

KILLING A NEIGHBOR.

TaAT woman with the basket is killing the one who
stands witbin the fence. “Killing ber?” you ask; “she
don’t look like a murderer. 8he has ncither gun nor
pistol, and her face don’t look as if she had an ‘evil eye.’”

* A very excellent biography of Gen. Mitchel for boys has been pub-
lished by W. H. Appleton. Tt is cajled *“ The Patriot Boy: or the Life
and Career of Major General Ormsby M. Mitchel, by Rev. P. C.
Headly.” It is a good book for a boy’s library.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATLE.
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You don’t understand me, I perceive. Listen, then.
That hatchet-faced creature over the fence is a regular
scold. Her tongue is tipped with fire, for her bitter words
shoot from it hissing hot. Ier heart is full of gall, and
pours out unceasing tides of hatred, envy, and spite. 8he
is, in short, a most unhappy, disagreeable creature, and
one of the worst of neighbors.

The other woman is her neighbor, and has suffered very
much annoyance from her. In fact, she has borne so

scrubbed floors early in the morning before going into §

much that she ins made up her mind to bear no more.
Shic has resolved to kill the seold. Mark! the seold, not
the woman,

Her weapon is kindnress. Kind words and kind actions
arc the shots she hurls at the seold.  8he sends her flow-
ers and vegetables., 8he speaks geatly to her.  She never
answers back the seold’s angry words. 8he has even
watched over her in her recent sicknese, and has given
the scold so many wounds that she is almost dead. Why,
she is actnally asking the kind woman a kind question.
She is saying:

“Tlow are you off for sass %

The kind woman did not need any “sass,” but knowing

that accepting a favor would help the scold to die, she
took a few beans, ’

Weil, the scold died but the woman lived. Kindness
killed the former, and warmed the latter iuto beautiful life.

Do my children understand? Of course they do. Very
good. Now let them go to work Killing all the ugly folk
they know of—with kindness, mind! That's the weapon
for children. They soon learn to shoot grandly with it.
If they are out of ammunition, there is plenty to be had
in the arsenals and magazines of Jesus. Prayer is the key
to his magazines. They have but to pray, * Please, Jesus,
ill our hearts with love for all the ugly people in our vil-
lage,” and they will soon have large stores of loving fecl-
ings, kind words, and gentle decds with which to kill off
every scold, every passionate and hateful thing in their
neighborhood. It may requirc several batties to do it,
but if they kecep fighting they will do it. If you doubt,
read and then comuwit to memory the following text:

“If thinc enemy hunger, feed him; if he thirst, give him
drink : for In 8o doing thou shalt heap coals of fire on his
head.” Rom. xii, 20.

MY LETTER BUDGET.

“I HAVE written you three times and you have not pub-
lished cither of my letters,” says a sweet little girl, pout-
ing her pretty lips and looking as if she had a great mind
to be cross with the editor, the Corporal, the 'S8quire, and
the Advocate, )

I am sorry the little puss is cross, but what can I do?
1 have more lctters than I could print if the Advocate was
as large as the front of the cathedral at Montreal. Will my
children be angry because I cannot do what is impossible ?

ol

)

I think not. They will be content to know that I read all
their letters, print what I can, and kiss all the writers in
my heart. Is not that enough?

Here is the answer to the enigma in the last number of
the Advocate: Thongs, Acts xxii, 25; Jncense, Exod.
xxx, 1-10; Manna, Exod. xvi, 15-21; Flders, Num. xi,
18, 17.—TIME.

“ Thongs—upon the Apostle Paul
Cruelly his limbs enthrall:

Time can no man bind or clasp,
Ever slips it from the grasp.

“ Incenge—rising pure and sweet,
Earth delights its Lord to greet:

O! may time to heaven hear

Love and faith, and praise and prayer.

é “ Manmna—left upon the ground,

§ Melting, was no longer found:
Time misused s lost for aye,
Ne'er returns a wasted day.
‘* Elders -men accounted sage,
Wi by reason of their age:
Time-taught they to honor rise;
Time-taught may we win the skies!”

ISRAEL W. CLOWES, of L——, says:

“I have comsented to act as scribe for my four
younger brothers and Sister S8arah. I must tell you
that James is safe at home after an absence of more
than three years. 8ister Mary, aged five years, Sister
Hephzibal, eighteen ycars, and Sister Emmna, twenty-
one years, have gone to the ‘happy land.” They
all belonged to the Try Company. Poor Emma was
burned to death in a great fire here. ‘The last hymn
she sung on carth was ‘I would not live alway;’
and dear Ileppy, when dying, called us to her one by
one, and kisscd us and said, ‘Mect me in heaven.’
Father sung, ‘All is welll All is well!” Dear Mary
died saying, ‘I love Jesus! Sing, pa, “I love Jesus.”?

¢ Jamesielnngs to the Try Company. He joined in
Philadelphia, U.8., at five years old. Israel, sixteen ycars,
and Fredetiek, fourteen, both belong to the Try Com-
pany; but, dear sir, will you not take dear Brothers
George, Stephen, and Sumpter, and Sister 8arah into
your Try Company?® They promise father and mother
to try. Father and mother have been in the Try Com-
pany for more than twenty-five years. Father is a local
preacher, and says some of the bravest soldiers that ever
fought for King Jesus will come out of the M. E. Sun-
day-school Try Company.

“Bat we have the best to tell you. We are having a
gracious revival here.  Very many have found the 8av-
iour, and quite a number of the Sunday-school boys and
girls have found the ‘pearl of great price.’ I have often
scen father and mother happy, but when Brother Fred
and I found the Saviour there was great joy. We have
a delightful Sunday-school, a dcar superintendent and
assistant, the best of teachers, and near two hundred
scholars, a beautiful organ, and a Sunday-school teacher
to play it. We can sing near all the bymns in the
‘Golden Chain.’ It is one happy place. We have a
good library, but are going to get more books. And
then we have the dear little Advocate. Mother says it,
is the best in the colony. We shall raisc in the Sunday-
schiool more than onc¢ hundred dollars for the mission-
ary cause this year. The Rev. W. B—— is our minister.
! He is always at Sunday-school. Father says, ‘He is a
5 captain in the King’s own.” We send one dollar out of
our family fund to help to send the Advocate to poor boys
and girls.”

§
!
E “That is a real family lctter,” the Corporal remarks.
{ They appear to have plenty of joy and sorrow. Well,
that is what wo must all expect here. Happy are they
who know where to find joy in grief.””

Harmig E. P., of ——, says:

“J have no sister, only a little Brother Jobnnie, who is
delighted with thé plctures and the poetry in the last num-
ber. Iread it to him, He said, ‘ That's good; read that
again.’ 8o I read it three or four times, and now he says
it every day. We do not bave any Sunday-school here in
winter. We do in summer and then I go. My brother
and I want to joln your Try Company. We will try hard
to do right. I wont feel disappointed if you do not print
this, only send me yourself, please.”

Hattie writes like o girl who knows how to be useful to
ber brother. May she be to him a8 a guardian angel gll
through life. All sisters can be such angels to their
brothers if they try hard and right.

KaTie M. P., of J——, says:

“I have one little sister in heaven, and I am trying to
meet her there. I do not go to school this winter. I at-
tended Sunday-school last summer and pa was the super-
intendent. I have one lttle brother Eddie. He says he
would like to join your Try Company. 8o would J, if you
will accept of such a sinful creature. I send you cighteen
cents for your phiz.”

Katie must go to the fountain opencd for sin. The
blood of Jesus will wash bher soul white, and tuen when
her earthly life ends she will be sure to meet her sister in
heaven. My ‘“phiz” went to Katic in the mail.
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THE BEAUTIFUL DANCER.

She lived more than
cighteen hundfed years ago, and not on our side of

. HER name was Salome,

A A P A A S A A A A A P

the world, but far in the East. Yet she really lived,
as much as you or I, and breathed the same air that
circulates about this earth, and talked, and laughed,
ahd sung as you do now.

. Did you ever think, when your minister or Sun-
day-school teacher talks to you about coming to
Jesus, that if you could only have lived in the very
time and the very country of our dear Lord it would
have been far easier to become his disciple? I have
known children who thought this, but they were
mistaken. Salome lived at this very time and in
this very land of Judea. But she was very far from
making it her great joy to follow Jesus, very far
from wishing to sit at his feet or to minister to his
wants, Instead, she lived a life of pleasure, just as
many do in these days. She dressed and danced
graeefully for the purpose of pleasing wicked men.

Once, on the king’s birthday, when he and his
nobles and courtly guests were feasting and drink-
ing wine, Salome came in and danced to entertain ;
them, This might have been through a deep-laid |
plot of her mother, who was an artful and extremely
wicked woman. For this mother of Salome's had
murder in her heart, and against one of the best of
men; against John, who was a preacher, and who
baptized our Lord. She hated him because he re-
praved her sins; and she had been trying to induce
the king to take his life; but the king did not dare
kill so good a man. He went so far, however, as to
put him’in prison. Anrd now when Salome danced
hefore these men it happened as her mother hoped
it would. The king was so delighted with the girl
that le told her, binding his promise by a great
oath, th.xt he would give her anything she might ask
1t it were not more than half his kingdom, Salome

ran to her mother and said:

“What shall I ask?”

Would yeu have believed a mother could have
instructed her daughter to ask for the head of a
prisoner to he brought her on a dish as a present?
And this was'the end of that dance! '

How much one would rather have been in the
place of that little Israclitish girl who lived long
before in the same country, and was carried away
from her dear home and friends captive into Syria!
Bhe did somé good in the world.  She was the
means of the heéaling of the nobleman on whose
‘wife she waited of a dreadful disease, and thereby
of introducing the knowledge of the one true God
to those idol-worshipers; '

How much better even to be like Pocahontas, the
heroic Indian girl you read of in your history, who
saved the life of Capt. Smith by throwing herself
between him and the war-club, who saved the life
‘of many others by going in the dark and storm }
many miles through the wilderness to put them on
‘their guard against the savages, and who from lov-

S.n iour.

: , : ]
But we are not in the place of any of these,

God §
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our Father has given us a place in life which no one
but ourselves can fill. When he created each one
of us he had a plan for us. If we come to him in
prayer, believing in his love and willing to become
what he wishes, he will show us what he intends us
to do for him in the world. UNA LockE.

THE MAGPIE'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

A MERRY and sly
Little magpie am I;
(For I will not my faults and my failings deny ;)
My plumage is bright;
Very keen is my sight;
And I chatter and chatter from morning till night.

For, like girls and boys,
I am found of a noise,
And find in loud talking the chief of my joys.
IU's all very tine,
As a sonz-bird to shine,
But I'd rather by half have a tongue such as mine,

But then when I go
To my work, you must know,
I'm as still a8 & mouse, or else whisper quite low;
And that is how you
8hould endeavor to doj;
Whien your dutics are weighty, your words should be few.

Some folks when they see
My large nest in the tree,
Pronounce it a great deal too spacious for me;
But I should suppose
A magpié best knows
How to fashion the dwelling he wants for repose.

I build mine with sticks,
And thorns round it fix,
In order to kcep off the boys with their gricks;
For now if they come,
Thoy are sure to get some
Of these sharp little points in their finger and thumb.

8ix eggs, or else eight,
Small in size and in weight,
Are laid in the spring by my excellent mate;
And no one can tell
The glad feclings that swell
. In our breasts when our young oucs burst forth h‘om
their shell,

A merry and sly
. Little magple am I,
! Enjoying mysclf as the moments glide by;
As happy and free,
Dear young folks, may you be,
As I am, and also much * wiser " than me,

For the Sunday-School Advocate,

LITTLE YAN THE “DUCKIE DOCTOR.”

AN was the pet name of
a little girl whose father
lived among the * Granite

Hehad horses, cattle, sheep,
turkeys, ‘hens, geese, and !
7 ducks.  Her brothers had |
' a big dog, and she what
she called the “ very nicest
little Kitty that ever was,”
: 5\,—{ And a fine time they all
i had. .
When Yan was a little girl she used to think the
mothers of the little chickens and ducklings very
unkind and-cruel becausc they did not take care of
them when sick and give them medicine to mnke
them well as her mother did her. .
"But as she grew older she learned better. She
learned that when God created man he breathed tlie

breath of life into him, “and man became a living’

soul.” But to the beasts and fowls he gave life only
to the body. And because they have no souls she
knew they could not think or reason as even a little
child may, And though for this reason she did not ;
now blame: the mothers for not taking care of their
sick children, yet she did not cease to pity them.

i After using the powor of thought that God had
'mw the white man came to love the white man’s { given her, she concluded to try and doctor them/

herself.
She gt along so nicely in her new profession that .

hills” of New Hampshire, {
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¢ { her brothers gave her the name of “ Duckie doctor.”

¢ She did not like this name very well, but so long as
{ she-could relicve the little sick creatures of their
suffering she did not mind it.

Once in a while one would die in spite of all she
could do. Baut this did not discourage her. Instead
of sitting down to mourn over it, she said, “ Well,
I'm glad if I can save any. May be they would all
have died if I hadn’t taken care of them.”

Now, dcar children, do you think the name
“ Duckie dS®or” was a disgrace or an honor to lit-
tle Yan? I think it was an Aonor, for in her case it
meant a “religf angel.”

I would rather be a pauper, and have a heart
to relieve the pain of body or mind of my fellow-
creatures, than be a qucen on her throne and have a,
hard, selfish heart. What do you think, Miss Bright-
eyes? And you, Master Love-fun ? LiLra. -

A BOY’S RELIGION.
“My son,” said the Rev. Legh Richmond, “re-

{ member you must die, and you may die soon, very

soon. If you are to die a boy we must look for a
boy’s religion, a boy’s knowledge, a boy's faith, a
boy’s Saviour, a boy’s salvation; or else a boy's igno-
rance, a boy’s obstinaey, a boy’s unbelief, a boy’s
idolatry, a boy’s destruction. Remember all this and
beware of sin; dread the sinfulness of an unchanged
heart; pray for a new one; pray for grace and pardon,
and a soul conformed to the image of Christ Jesus.”

|

WHEX we see the rapid motions of insects at even-
ing, we exclaim, “ How happy they must be!” 8o

§ mseparably are happiness and activity connected in
our minds.
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