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TEDDY AND HIS
DOGS.

TEDDY BATES carned
his pet dogs in an un-
usual way. His father
and mother were poor,
unambitious  people—
happy and contented
if they got three plain
meals a day and had
respectable clothes to
wearon Sundays. Teddy
had always longed for
a dog, but his father
was too r to buy
him one, ago?I‘eddy was
anxious to own a pretty
dog.

One fine morning as
ragged Teddy was saun-
tering down the street,
he saw a l;]orse and
carriage dashing  to-
wardzghim at a furious
rate. He soon per-
ceived it wasa runaway,
and as it came nearer he
saw that there was no
one but a little girl in
the carriage.

«“Ah, it is] Dr. Fl}l-
ton's pretty little girl,”
thought Tzddy. “ Her
father’s left her with the
horse while he's been
makin' a call, an’ it’s
run away. Poor little

* thing!”

And quick as thought
Teddy was out on the
road ready to stop the
mad horse. The buggy
swung from one side of
the road to the other,
but still the frightencd
little girl managed to
cling to the seat. It
was a lonely street,
only a few children
being anywhere in sight,
but Teddy was a bright, ' : e
manly boy, and had . TEDDY AND UIS DGGSj
h how to stop a
horse, though this was his® first chance what he would Jike best as a reward. The
to try todo it o . boy knew all about the doctor's fine dog

He was successful, and when Dr. Fulto. , with the pretty littic pups,and Lie (1. refore

lesmed of his brave conduct he asked Te . | asked for one of the Iatter Dr TFulton

was fo grateful to Ted-
dy that he gave him
two instead, saying he
might sell one and keep
the other. Teddy has
them, and do you
wonder that he is proud
of them ?

-— o aPtne ——-oe

INDIA RUBBER.

AwAy in  South
America there are a
wreat wany tall trees.
called  rubber trees,
that have a sap or juice
in them. ‘The people
who live in that coun-
try take an axe and cut
a small hole in one of
these trees, and fasten
a cup near this hole
When the sap first comes
from the tree it looks
very much like cremm.
It would bLe rather dith
dult to send the rubber
to this country in that
condition, nnd so the
men who are gathering
it build a fire and dip a
peddle in the sap and
hold it over the smoke.
When the sap begins
to harden they dip it
in again until there is
a great deal of rubber
on the paddle. Then it
is cut oftf and sent to
this country in large
quantities.

Of course, when the
rubber reaches us it is
full of dirt and bits of
bark. These have to tn
taken out, and thon
things are mixed with
it to make it bend easi
ly und to take away
the bad smell which the
rubber has.  Next, the
rubber is put between
two heavy rollers unti)

it has Teen”rolled into a long, thin
Then it is ready to be made
intu boots and

shoes, hats caps, aad
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SOMEONE'S LITTLE DAUGHTER.

Waen mamma scolds her little girl,

Or papn sugar-plums has brought her,
She -ys with saucy emphasis,

“I'm papa’s little daughter”

When papu chides, or frowns at Ler,
For naughty ways we have not taught
her,
she says, with sweet, coguettish stress,
“ I'm mamma’s little daughter.”

When papa and when mamma too,
Must scold her forwrong inwhich they’ve
caught her,
She sobs in broken-heartedness,
“I ain't— nobody's daughter.”

But when she's sweet, and kind and true,
And sces the good that love has brought
her,
She says with loving promptitude,
*I'm bofe you's little daughter.”
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SISTER NELL.

“ CoME up to my roomand take off your

Halifax, N2 |

“Miss her! Is she doad?” asked
i Irma.

* Oh, no indeed !
boarding school.”

“Hem! I wish my sister was away at
boarding school, or anywhere else. She
*looks assweot as an angel, but—well, she
'just isn't, that's all. Say, Gracie, do
‘you really love your sister, or do you
only say it because she is your sister, you
know 7"

“Why, Irma Martyn! What a ques-
tion ? I wouldn’tsay what isn’t true ; and
besides, if you only knew my sister Nell,

‘ F\]'ou would love her as much a= I do. She

elps me with my lessons; she mends my
! gloves and dresses; she makes the loveliest
' ﬁolls’ dresses and paper dolls for me ; when
Im sick she reads to me, and tells me
stories ; she—she—why she's almost as
lovely a8 mother, and I miss her every
minute of my life.”

“I wish all sisters were like her,” sighed
Irme.

“Sister Nell is a Christian. Maybe
that makes & difference,” answered
Gracie.

?“I shouldn’t wonder if it did,” said
rma, thoughtfully as they went down-
stairs.

Sho is only away at

JIP AND THE JACK IN THE BOX.

Jir was a fox-terrier. He came to
Teddy in a box by express, the day that
Teddy was five years old, and Jip was five
. months old.
~ Jip soon learned who was his master,
iond although he liked everybody in the
| house he was especially devoted to Teddy.

All day long he foﬁowed Teddy wher-
| ever he went, and at night he slept on the
i foot of Teddy's bed.

! He was very fond of %laying ball, and
, whenever his sharp teeth destroyed ovne
, ball, somebody was sure to buy him
| another.

. Like dogs in general he was very jealous.
' Whenever 'Teddy petted a cat or another
dog, or even & baby, Jip would jump and
. bark, and try to get into Teddy's lap.
It was very fanny to see him sometimes;
he was s0 unhappy until Teddy took him
'and put away whatever he had been
" petting.

One day, Teddy’s mamma went to the

, city for a short visit, and when she came

things,” suid Gracie Lee toherlittle visitor, | back she brought Jip a fine new ball, and

Irma Martyn,

Irma was from the city, and was stay- |

ing for a few days with her grandmother,
Gracie’- nean <t neighbour. ’ghe two little
girls had met at Sunday -school, and Gracie
had invited Irma to come to see her the next

day.  So now, as the two little girls went

up tu Gracie's ruom, they felt already yuite
well acyuainted.

“Oh, what a pretty room !” said Irma.
* And what a lovely photograph that is on
your bureau  Who is it, Gracie 2"

“ That is sister Nell,” answered Gracie.
“ It she pretty 2

“Ye«  Lhave a <ister who is a regular
beauty too, so folks say.”

“ How nice! T do miss sinter Nell ro.”

: How Jip did bark and
. a8 if he would tear himself to pieces, he
| was 8o angry

Teddy a “Jack in the box.”
Teddy was of course, delighted with his
.new toy. Jip was out in the kitchen eat-
ing his Jdinaer when the “Jack in the
Box " was fiven to Teddy, and so his little
. master had time to show it to everybody
before Jip saw it.
The new ball was lying on the front
. steps near Teddy, and Jip pounced upon it
at once, and bad quite a romp. Then
Teddy thought of his “Jack in the Box,”
and called exé) to come to sece it. The
box wus closed, but as Teddy released the
catch the lid flew up and Jack popped out.
wl! It seemed

- ]

Teddy laughed until he almoat fell ovor,

Jip never got used to the new plaything,
and always barked as furiously whenever
he saw it as at first. He was jealous of it.
I suppose he thought it a mew kind of
baby, and was afraid that his little master
would love it better than him. His
di;i?ity was hurt in being laughed at tuo,
Ithick.

MISSIONARY APPLES.

THE other day I read a story about a
missionary apple tree. A good many yeurs
ago a missionary was entertained by an
English lady. When he was going away
he thanked her for her kindness to him
and wished to pay her for her attention,
but the lady would not receive any
money.

“Then,” said the missionary, “I will
plant an apple tree in your garden as a
token of my gratitude.”

So he planted the tree and went away.
The tree grew finely, and when it be
to bear apples the lady said they should b
missionary apples. And she sold them and
gave the money to missions. It seemed as
though the tree had a blessing on it, for it
bore every year more than any other tree
in the garden; and the neighbours, know-
ing its history, were always glad to buy
the fruit and offered a specially good price
for it.

When Iread thisstory I thought, surely
our little readers can think of some way to
help the missionaries when they hear of
what this lady did.

THE AFTERNOON NAP.

WEE Bessie was very tired and sleepy,
but she did not know what was the matter.
Mamma knew, and she took her upstairs
to the cool, dark room and undressed her
and laid her in her little bed. But Bessie
kept crying, “Don’t want to go to bed.
Want to go see the pitty Howers.” And §
mawmma was afraid that she would have to §
take her out and put her in the corner
awhile, when sister Sue slipped into the §
room. :
“See, Bessie," she whispered, * 'the pitty |
flowers’ have come to see you. They say
it's very hot out there in the sun, and 4
they'd like to take a nap in this nice, cool §
room,” :

Bessie took the daisies and looked at |}
them. In a moment she was fast asleep, {.
]with the flowers held fast in her little fat §§
1and, o

OrrEN the most useful Christiuns are
those who serve the Master in little things.
He never despises the day of small things,
or else he would not hide his oaks in tiny
acorns, or the wealth of the wheatfield in
bags of little seeds.

HERE is the way one lady spells “mite
society ”: she calls it “a might society.”
She was thinking of the great things it
might do
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THE RUDDER.

OF what are you thinking, m{ little lad,
with the honest eyes of blue,
As you watch the vessels that slowly
lide o'er the level ocean floor,
Beautitul, graceful, silent as dreams, they
pass away from our view,
And down the slope of the world they go
to seck some far-off shore,

They seem to bo scattered abroad b,
chance, to move at the breezes’ wil
Aimlessly wandering hither and yon,
and melting in distance gray ;
But each one moves to a purpose firm, and
the winds their sails that fill
Like faithful servants speed them all on
their appointed way.

For each has a ruddor, my dear little Iad,
with a staunch man at the whesl,
And the rudder is never left to itself, but
the will of the man is there;
There is never a moment, day or night,
that the vessel does nob feel
The force of the purpose that shapes her
course and the helmsman’s watchful
care.

Some day you will launch your ship, my
boy, on life’s wide treacherous sea—
Be sure your rudder is wrought of
strlength to stand the stress of the
gale,
And your hand on the wheel, don't let it
flinch, whatever the tumult be,
For the will of man, with the help of
God, .hall conquer and prevail,

-—

THE GENTLE SOUTH WIND.

“ Now, Walter Harrison Ames, you get
right out of that chair this minute, for
that's my seat, and I want to sit there;”
and little Miss Rose, who looked more like
a snap-dragon just then, tried to shake her
sturdy brother, who had & very cool way
of pretending not to hear when he did not
mean to heed, and who sat as calmly look-
ing out of the window, as if only a fly wera
attempting to move him.

Papa was reading in the other window,
but he seemed to know exactly what was
going on, and 8o he called the little snap-
dragon, though he did not use that name,
}t:: come to him, as he had a story to tell

er.

A story was always a delight, and so the
little changeable flower, almost a rose
aguin, went instantly and seated herself
on grzittle bench by his feet.

“Tnis morning, Rose, as I was goin
down town,” he began, “ 1 met a di S eg~
able north wind and it snapped and snarled
in a very spiteful way. It began by
tryini to injure the trees and break off the
branches, but the branches were too strong
for it and wouldn't give way. Then it
rushed at me and blew my coat as hard as
it could and said in a gruif tone as plainas
a wind could talk, ‘Take off your ooat
quick, I won'd wait” But I Jaughed ab
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tho idea of obeying such n command as
that, and just buttoned my coat as tight as
I could, and the north wind tugged and
tugged in vain,

“In the afternoon as I came home the
south wind met me, and such sweet
manners as it had ! It came up and kissed
me first, and then said so gently, as it
played with my hair and patted wy check,
*Open your coat, please, open your coat.” I
opened it right away, every single button,
for I was 80 glad to get all the south wind
that I could, and it is doing e good yet.
Which is my little girl, the stormy north
wind or tho sunny south ?”

“The sunny south, papa,” answered littlo
Rose cheerfully, as she went up to her
brother Waltor anl kissed and patted him
and said: *Pleaso lot me have that chair,
Walter, dear.”

Brother Walter didn't say one word, but
he whisked out of the chair in a second,
caught the littlo south wind ua, clapped
her in the chair, gave her two kisses, an
scampered off to play.

TOMMY'S SURPRISE.

“It’s Hallowe'en,” says Tommy Lee, “and
I'll put my big jack-o™-lantern in little
Benny Bly's window,” thought Tommy.
“Won't he be scared !” *

So the round-eyed pumpkin stared in at
the window, while naughty Tommy hid in
the dark to hear Benny scream.

Pretty soon he heard, not & scream, but
a merry little shout. The door opened,
snd out irotted tho doarcst little curly-
head, chattering and laughing.

“Isn't it a beauty, mamma?” said he,
hugging up the ugly pumpkin in his fat
little arms. “I've wanted and -.anted a
Jjack-o’-lantern all my life!”

“Where could it have come from,
Benny ?” asked mamma.

“Oh, I s'pose somebody brought it here
for me,” said Benny, with a wise little nod.
“Somebody awfully good and kind. It'sa
a’prise, isn’t it, mamma 7"

“I should think it was a surprise,”
thought Tommy, in the dark, " to hear him
call me kind! I'm just as shamed as I
can be !”—Companion.

AN IRISH GIRL.

‘THERE are always brave men and women
in the world who are willing and eager to
risk their own lives in the service of others
whenever there is need for them to do so.
An exchange tells of an Irish girl out in
Iowa who lived in a farmhouse near the
railway bridge over Honey Creek. One
night there was a cloudburst, followed by
torrents of rain. The bridge was carried
away by tho swollen waters. An engine,
sent out in advance of a passenger train to
ascertain if the track was clear, ran into
the creek, and the engineer and firewan
were drowned.

It was eleven o'c’'ck. The passenger
train would soon b ae. The gurl resolved
to give warning. &ne took a lantern, scl

out through the woods, and roached the
track, wading knee deep in water part of
the way. Threo times she was thrown
down by the wind, and the last time her
lantern was extinguished.

In black darkness and in » flooding rain
she ran down the track, and reached a long
bridge that had open tica Tho train was
already due, but she did not falter. Creep-
ing cautiously from tio to tie, and clinging
to tho sides of the bridge, sho forced her
way agross, Tho station was not far from
the bridge. Cold and bLenumbed with
wind and rain, sho made a dash for it, and
fell exhausted in the doorway.

“Stop the train!” she cried.
Creek bridgo has fallen!”

The agent sprang to his instrumont and
wlegmpﬁod to the next station: “ Hold
the passenger train. Honey Creck bridge
is out.”

The train was caught in the nick of
time. It was held back, and its two

* Honey

d { hundred passengers owed their lives to the

brave Irish girl.—Selected.

. —— -

SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSONS.
NoveEmBXR 11.

Lessox ‘Topic—The Twelve Chosen.—
Mark 3. 6-19.

MeMoRrY VERsES, Mark 3. 13-15.

GoLDEN TEXT.—I have chosen you, and
ordained you, that you shoui. go and bring
forth fruit.—John 15. 16.

NOVEMBER 18.

LessoN Topric.—The Sermon on the
Mount.—Luke 6. 20-31.

MEemony VERSEs, Luke 6. 27-31.

GoLDEN TexT.—As ye would that men
should do to you, do ye also to them like-
wise.—Luke 6. 31.

“How long does it take to be conm-
verted 7" said a young man to his father.
“How long,” asked the father, “does it
take the judge to discharge the prisoner
when the jury have brought him iz not
guilty ?” “Only a minute.” “When a
sinaer is convinced that he is a sinner, and
i sorry for it ; when he desires forgiveness
and deliverance from sin, and believes that
Christ is able and willing to save him, he
can be converted as speedily as the prisoner
can be discharged by the judge. It does
not take God a hfetime to discharge a pen:-
tent soul from the condemnation and power
of sin.”

Now that there are so few flowers to
send to sick boys and girls, can you not
think of something else to send?  Games,
dolls, picture-books, jellies and nice little
things to eat are always welcome. The
other day I read about a little girl who
sent & dear young kitten to the Children’s
Hospital. Wasn't that splendid? And
don't you sup the sick boys and girls
had a lovely time with it 7
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A QUERR BIRD

A QUEER BIRD.

Mus. Woopcork has a very long, strght
bill and a flat head  She is very shy, and
nlways stays in the deep woods in the day-
time. The light of the sun seems to dazzle
her eyes At night she leaves her home and
2oes to damp meadows or marshes to hunt
for worms and grubs

In the spring Mrs. Woodcock builds her
nest of grass and roots on the grouml, near
the trunk of a tree.  Here she lays three
or four cggs  When the baby woodeocks
nre hatched the mother is very fond of
them  Buton the dry ground there is no
food that they like, and as Mother Wood-
cack does not want her little ones tostarve,
<he takes then to some damp ground. But
the little woodcocks cannot walk very
far, and theit wings are not yet strong
enough for them to tly, so Mother Wood-
takes up one in hier strong claws and holds
it tightly Letween her legs, and then off
she flies to sum place where there 1s the
right food for her and the bLabies.

A BIRD STORY.

Wit a British brig was gliding suwth-
Iy along before a zood Lreeze in the Seuth
Pagiic a finck of ~mall Lirds, about the
wizg, shape. and colour uf parcqucts, scttied
down in the rigging, and passed an hour
or more resting.

The second mate was s ansious to find
out the speecies tu which the visiting
strangers belonged that he tried to entrap
a specimen, but the birds were too shy to
be thus caught, and too spry to be seized
hy the yuick hands of the sailors

At the end of ahout an hour the birds
took the brig's course and Jdisappeared,
hut toward nightfall they came back, and
passed the night in the rizxing The
next morning the birds lew ol amain, and
when they returned at noon the cailors
scattered some food nlout the decks By

this time the birds had
hecome so tame that they
hopped about the decks
picking up the crumbs.

That  afternoon an
astonishing thing happen-
el The tlock came Hy-
ing swiftly toward the
brig. Every bird scemed
to be piping as if pursued
by some little in visible
enemy on wings, and they
at once huddled down be-
hind the deck-house.

The superstitious sailors
at once called the captain
of the brig, who rubb..
his eyes and
the bLarometer. A glance
showed that something
was wrong with the ele-
ments, and the brig was
put in shape to outride a
storm, Tne storm came
about twenty minutes
after the bicds had reach-
ed the vessel. For a few
minutes the sky was like
the waterless bottom of a lake—a vast
arch of yellowish mud—and torrents of
rain fell.  Why it did not blow very hard
no ono knows, but on reaching port two
days later they learned that a great torna-
do had swept across that part of the sea.

ELLEN'S KNITTING.

ELLFN has joined the Brownies of the
Needle-Work Guild. The Brownies are
little people you know, but perbaps you
do not know that the Needle-Work Guild
is made up of many ladies and girls, each
of whom agrees to make two new gar-
ments each year for the poor. Two gar-
ments isnot much, is it ? I think each one
of you can do that. Perhaps you can only
hem two towels, or crochet two wash-

 cloths ; or you may try to knit a pair of
 little stockings, as Ellen is dving, or you
may wake two aprons. Then when the
culd winter days cume you will know that
you have tried to make some child com-
. fortable.

Ellen seems to have dropped some

stitches. They must be taken up at once
ror they will go farther and farther down
, and spuil the stocking.  That is the way
with your life. If anything gets wrong
you must find what it is and make it right
at once, if you do not it will become worse
and worse.
¢ Ellen's kind mother is willing to help
her in her work, as in everything that she
does. What could you do without the lov-
ing mother who smoothes out all the rough
places? Do you try to make your mother
happy ?

Ellen works on her knitting half an hour
cach day. By-and-bye she will have fin-
ished the stockings. Then she will fasien
the pair together by putting a thread
through the top of each stocking and ty-
ing it. I think she will feel very happy
{ When she hands the stockings to her Direc-
. tor at the Guild.

looked at}to
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HOW HE WAS PHOTOGRAPHED.

“DoN'T want my picture taken,” whined
little Roland Abbott.

*“\Vhat, not to send to dear Grandmna
Burton 1" coaxed mamma,

“No! Don't want it taken 't all,” he
ingisted.

Now mamma could make her little boy
sit in the chair and be photographed; but
she could not force a pleasant expression
upon his face, and she did not want to
send a cross, pouting, teary face to dear

randma, for she might think that little
oland looked so all the time. And that
would not beone bit fair, for no little boy
could look swecter than hewhen he wanted

X Suddenly a happy thought occurred to
er.

“Roland, let's have the baby photo-
graphed, and send his picture to grandma.”

“All right. I'd raver” (rather), he
answered.

“Well, but you and Williec must stand
beside him to help hold him on the chair,
and to keep him from being afraid of the
strange man,” she added.

Willie lzaghed, ior he understood what
mamma wanted. And soon the little group
was arranged as prettily as possible.

“Now baby, look at this singing birdie,
and please do not stir, little lads, or the
baby will turn to look at you,” said the
photograph man,

“Click,” went something, and the man
threw a cloth over the camera and went
into the dark room.

A few days later a fine picture of the
baby came home. But there was Roland
on one side and Willie on the other.

“Why-ec!” said Roland. “How'd that
picture man get my picture and Willie’s ?
I never saw him take them.”

———

BETTER THAN GOLD.

“I wiLL give that to the missionaries,”
said Billy; and he put his fat hand ona
half-sov~reign, as he counted the contents
of his money-box.

“ Why 2" asked little sister Susie, quite
earnestly.

“’Cause it's gold. Don’t you know the
wise men brought Jesus gifts of gold?
And the missionaries work for Jesus.”

Stillness for a little, then Susie said.
“The gold all belongs to him anyhow.
Don't you think it would be better to go
;ight to him and give him what he asks

or?”

“ What's that 7" Billy asked.

Susie repeated softly : “ My son, give me
thine heart.”

Tures little King's Daoghters, who
could not find sufficient number to
form » “ Ten,” called themselves the « Tri-
angle”, but they spelled it " Triangel.”
When some of the boys found out their
wmistale. they nick-named them the “ Try-
augels,” which was a pretty pice name
after all.




