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IN THE SWING.

Taese four little
girls are enjoying the
beautifulgummer after-
noon in their comfort-
able boat-swing. As
they goup and down
through the air, now
almost touching the
around, and in another
minute away up among
the green branches of
the trees, they feel as
if they were birds for
the time. They think
they know just what
it would feel like to be
able to fly and feel the
cool air blowing in their
faces on the hottest
day, as they sailed up,
up intothe whiteclouds.
They feol sure that
swinging is the next
best thing to being able
to fly orride in a bal-
loon. The motion of the
swing does not make
them dizzy in the least
and they think it the
greatest fun to have
the leaves tickle their
checks when they go a
little too high among
the branches. The nice
high sides of the boat-
swing make it safer
for the young folk then
the ordinary swing.
There is one thing,
however, very special
about  this swing
There is a bird’s nest
away up in the tree,
and sometimes the four
swingers get a peep
into the nest and there
they can count the

_three little blue cgg-.,

IN THE SWING,

“Aunt Aled ex
claimed Mamic in a
voice of horror, *how
can you say such a
dreadful thing ?°

“ 1 was thinking that
if you had lLeen bLorn
in Chinn that might
have been your fate ™

Why., v they oo
-ucl thang- thee°

Yt.'s. Ill\lu.t] Tlu\y
don't think  girls are
worth risng [ Loand
A issionary tdl of om
puut woman whe had
drewned sin little girl
l.uluu, all er own
When Sl came to
heor abuat Jesus, and
zave her heart to him,
the  tears  astreamed
down hr chieeks, and
she cried out, * Ob, it
seetns to e 1 can hiear
my babies crying, as
they  Jul before |
drowned them  If ]
had Lieard abuut Jesuas
Lefore, | might have
saved  my  babies ™’
Pour motlar  Should
not we  hasten to let
all the mothers  in
Leatlhen lands  huow
abiout vur Jesus

I heard tlas <tory,
and 1 said to mysait

Yes, we must hurry,
gquick, quick, o tell
the poor heathen mnth
ers of Jesus”

But how can we get
to them? Wemust save
our pennics, we must
carn pennies, and bring
them to the 1nission
box, to send mssion-
aries and good books
to tell the glad story

WHAT THEY DO IN CHINA bringing up, and should Lritgr a tub of Aud we must pray, pray, that more mis
«MaMIE,” said Aunt Alice, “suppose your Water and put you in it, and hold your sivnarics may go. Younnd I can do some
papa should conclude you were not worth head down until you were drowned :” thing to help them  Let u- doall we ean
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HAPPY DAYS.

MOLLY

Swips little Molly
Took her new dolly
To look at the chieks i the pen;
But heing alone
She tripped over astone
And_ont flew the angry hen'’

Poor Molly sereamed out,
And the Lhen tried to flout,
Aned pecked ut the poor little maid;
Nur~e eune nlong quick,
Picked up a big stick,
Which shie threw at the old hen'’s head !

Sweet hittle Molly .
Looked ubout for her dolly,
And where do you think ‘twas found ¢
Just inside the pen
Of that cross old hen,
While the chichs stuul staring around.

Nurse picked up the two
Without more udo,

Aud shut the old hen in the pen—
‘Though there is no fear
Molly will @o near

To look at those chicks again.
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LITTLE HELPS.

“Peavme’ How 1 should like to do
that”

Ritty was sitting in an easy-chair read-
ing. Her book was in large print, with
fine pictures.  She had just been reading
wout a dittle girl whose baby brother
wis in danger of being Ladly burned.
11ix clothes had caught on fire, and she had
van to him with a blanket and put out the
T

“ Ritty,” called her wother from the
next room, * will you bring me my thread
lagr ¢

*Yes. mammg.”
from her chair,

But she did not stiv

e

—— e e r—

“She saved her little brother's life.
How everybody must have praised her!
Once 1 heard of a git) that snatehed some
one off n railroad track when a train was
coming.  What a tine thing it must be to
suve one's life,

“ Kitty,” called mamma, “I wish you
would come und stay with the baby.”

“ Yes, mamma.” Still Kitty sat with her
book.

“\What a brave gir' I'd be if there was
some brave thing to do! 1 wouldn’t be a
bit afraid. Why what's that ?”

There was a noise and a cry. _Kitty ran
into the next room to find that the baby
had fallen out of his cradle, and struck bhis
pretty head against the rocker:

(), I wish 1 had come before,” snid
Kitty, in real sorrow,as mamma came run-
ning in fright. “ Why, mamma, T was just
thinking how glad 1 woull be to do <ome-
thing to save his life.”

“1t will be a great deal better, my little
girl,” said mamma, “to do at once the lit-
tle things which you ean do, than to think
of great things which are not likely to be
needed.”

A SMALL FISHERMAN.
BY J. 0.,

RaLri was going fishing with papa and
mamma, uncle and auntie. He said he was
sure that he could catch “five or nine fishes
all his own self, if he had a chance.”

\When they stopped under some trees
near the water, mamma and auntie said
they would rest in the shade awhile. Papa
and uncle said they would go onto the
best fishing-place.

“I want to fish now.
pupy,” begged Ralph.

“You can't go with us,” said papa; “but
il you will promise to keep quite still till
mamuma comes for you, I will let you sit on
the bunk yunder, and cast your line into
the water.”

“Tll sit still as anything,” promised
Ralph; and so papa left him where iamma
could see hini. He sat on the bank holding
his stalk of a rod, and dungling the line as
cagerly as possible.

ut somcehow the fishes did not scem to
care anything about his hook. They just
let it alone. The young fisherman drew it
up and dropped it again as deep as he
eould. He thought he felt something, and
pulled quick. The line broke and floated
away on the water. It had caught on
some roots growing out of the bank.

Just then Ralph thought he saw a fish
wiggle its head in the water. How he did
want to erawl down after his line! *“ But
1 mustn’t,” he said.  And he did not.

Presently mamma came, and by this time
the line was out of sight.

I could have caught a big fish for you,
wamma, if 1 conld have picked up my line:
but I sat still;” and the young fisherman
told all about his mishap.

Mamana hugged hiw tight.  “ You would
have fallen in it you had gone down to the
water.” she said.~ “1 would rather have a
boy who can be trusted to do what he is

Please let me,

- toldd than all the bLig fishes that ever swam.”

S

SLEEPY MAN.
BY @. D. ROBERTS.

WitkN the sleepy man comes with the du
on his eyes,
(Oh weary, my Dearie, s0 weary!)
He shuls up the carth, and he opens the
: skies,
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie’)

He smiles through his fingers und shuts
the sun;
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary ?)
The stars that he loves he lets out one Ly
one,
“So hush-n-by, weary, my Dearie!)

He comes from the castles of Drowsy-buy
Town;
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, su weary i)
At the touch of his hand the tired eyclil,
fall down.
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie )

He comes with a murmur of dream on lis
wings,
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary!)
And whispers of mermaids and wonderful
things.
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie !

Then the top is a burden, the bugle & bane,
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary!)
When one would be faring down Dream-a.
way Lane,
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie?)

When one would be wending in Lullaby
Wherry
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary!)
To Sleepy Man’s Castle by Ceaforting
Kerry,
(So hush-u-by, weary, my Dearie!}

A TOUCHING story was told of Tamber- B

lik, the tenor singer, says the Youth s Com-
panton.  Passing through Madrid one
bright, spring morning, he visited the binl
market, and bought every bird in it. e

ordered the cages to be carried into the §

Plaza, and opcned. The sunny air was
filled with a tluttering host, and from hun-
dreds of tiny throats burst songs of de-
light. Tamberlik looked after them-with
tears of pleasure in his eyes, ‘cxying, *Go,
and be free, my brothers!”

A similar story is told of a kindly old
Virginian, who used to celebrate the fourth

of July by buying up all the caged squir- 4

rels, rabbits, and Lirds in the neighbour-
hood, and then setting them free, that they,
too, might rejoice in the day of Indepen-
dence.  The creatures to whom he gave
happiness are long since dead, but the
children who saw his kindly act have cmr-
ried its influence through their lives,

It is one proof of the power of Chris-
tinnity upon modern life that animals ve-
ceive more humane treatinent at our hands
than formerly.—Sunday Afternoon.

TyE Lord’s people love the Lord's Day
for the Lord’s sake, und spend it in the
Lord’s service, with a view to his glory.

4
i
&
£
I3
3
%
i
¥




o

WHAT CHILDREN CAN DO.
FIRST (IRL.

O, what can little children do
To make thi great world glad ¢

For pain and sin are everywhere,
And many a life is sad.

SECOND Grut.,

thir hearts must bloom with charity
Whenever sorrow lowers,

For how could human days be sweet
Without the little flowerq ?

THIRD GIRL.

Oh, what can little children do
"To make this great world bright ¢
For many a soul in shadow sits,
And longs to see the hight.

FOURTH GIRL.

Oh, we must lift our lamps of love,
And let them gleam afar,

For hiow could night be beautiful,
Without cach little star ¢

FIFTH GIRL.

Oh, what can little children do
To bring some comfort sweet
For weary roads, where men wmust elimb
With toiling wayworn feet ?
SINTI! GIRL.

Our lives must ripple clear and fresh,
That thirsty sou?s way sing;

Could robin pipe so merrily
Without the sunny spring?

ALY VOICES.

All this may little children do,
T'his heavenly world to bless,

For God sends forth all loving sonls
To deeds of tenderness,

That this great earth may bloom and sing,
Like his dear home above ;

But all the work would fail and cease
Without the children’s love,

—Adapted by C. . Cabriel.

NO DIFFERENCE.
BY JULIA A. TIRRELL.

Wiy, came in from school in a half-
ashamed way, hiding his report-card under
the corner of his jacket. Manuna held out
her hand, and Will reluctantly gave it up.

“What! poor marks again this month?
Oh, Will, why don’t you study ?"

“ 1t makes no difference about the marks
now, mother. There’s plenty of time. By-
and-bye I'll show you what I can do.”

“ No ditference ! Suppose a man intend-
ing to build a house -thought the founda-
tion of no conseijuence. What would you
think of him? Don’t you know it’s the
foundation you are laying, my boy ? Your
future suceess depends largely upon your
_kn(])wledgc of arithmetic and granunar
1 » .

Will silenced any further “preaching,”
as he called it, by an emphatic hug and
kiss,

“Oh, yes, ma; I know it all. You'll be
proud of your boy yet; just wait and see.”

With a rush and a whoop he v.us off *or

HAPPY DAYS,
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the pantry, from which he soon emerged
with bulging pockets.

Mr«. Welles watched him fondly as he
ran down the street to join his friends,
but | think a little more care on hix part
would have smoothed the wrinkles gnther-
ing on her forchead.

At the end of the school year Will found
he was not to be promoted with his class.
Another year as scuior in the grammar
school enabled him to “squecze through,”
as he said, and with glowing plans for the
future he became a high-school student.

“ Welles, you must give more time to
your Latin,” said the master one day.
“you haven't had a fair recitation this
week. You have good abilities. With
study there's no reason why you shouldn’t
excel. Haven't you any ambition 7"

“ Why, yes, sir; but there are so many
things to attend to now,and I can't see
that my standing here mukes much ditler-
ence. When I go to college 1 expect to
lead my class.”

The master’s reply was all unheeded, for
though Will appeared to attend, and said,
“Yes, sir,” now and then, he was really
planning for the ball mateh of the morrow.

Four years of high-school, and Will was
admitted to college. I cannot say that he
was prepared for college, but he was
admitted.

“Now you'll see what I can do,” he told
his mother at parting. “I've been foolish
long enough. Now I shall begin stuly in
earnest.” )

To his surprise he found that his record
was known at college. The best students
avoided or treated him indifferently.  We
always find out the previous standing of a
new man,” somcone told him,

He set to work determined to win for
himself a name, but aside from his poor
record he found his former habits were like
chain to bind him down. In vain he
sighed for neglected opportunities.

Near the close of his second year Mrs
Welles died, the property took to itself
wings, and Will found himself thrown on
his own resources. He looked for employ-
ment in his native town. “We need a
new assistant,” said the high-school master,
shaking his head ; “I wish your Greck and
Latin had been more satisfactory. Another
friend spoke of a position in the bank, but
the old grammar-school teacher would not
recommend him us quick or accurate in
accounts. The minister spoke of him as
honest. “But we need trained minds as
well as hionest purposes in our oftices,” said
the business men of the place. At last he
accepted a position as porter in a furniture
shop. The work was hard, the pay small,
but it was employment.

“Don’t tell me it mmakes no difference,”
he often says to carcless boys who are neg-
lecting their studies. “I tell yon it does
make a vast ditference.”

WHY PATSIE PLAYED GRANDPA,
BY MARY LOMBARD BROADHEAD.

MauMa came into the sitting-room on
her tip-toes with her finger on her lip.

Patsic knew what that meant. Do you 7 It
meant, * Hush ' Be still /s a little mouse
Baly is asleep. If we wake him before he
has his nap, his little toothies will ache
and he will cry.”

Patsie did not feel like being still.  She
had about half her blocks built into a nice
high tower. She wanted to keep oun until
she had every one of them on the tower.
Then she wanted to joggle it and make
them all tumble down on the bare tloor,
That made a nice big noise, and Patsic
liked noise almost nz much as she liked
candy.

But when Patsic was a very little girl,
she had been taught a little bit of God's
word, [ wonder if you kuow it too.
“ Children, obiey your parenta” So it never
came into the little girl’s head that she
could go on with her noisy play. She left
her tower standing, and began to  play
grandpa.” She got her little stool and
picture paper almost big enough to make o
paper blanket for Patsic. Then she sat
down with her tiny toes on the hearth and
read funny little stories in a soft voice
that would not waken a sleepy mouse, to
say nothing of a baby.

It seemed to Patsie that she had been
playing grandpa a very long while when
there was a little “coo” from the next
room that said, “ Come, sister, I am awake,
and T am good. 1 want to play.”

Patsie’s feet went Hlying to call mnamma.
Then the tower was finished and tumbled
down with a splendid clatter. It made
baby dance and show his little pearly
teeth, and Patsie thought that tumble-
down tower” had never been so much
fun. Do you know why ?

TWO FRIENDS,

“IN n Minute,” is a bad friend . he makes
you put off’ what you ought to do at once,
and so he gets you into a grent deal of
trouble.

“Right Away "™ is a good friend: he
helps you to do what you are asked to
pleasantly and quickly, and he never gets
you into trouble.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSONS.
Jury 22,

Lessox Toric—Flight into Eeypt—
Matt. 2. 13-23.
Mevony Vensks, Luke 2. 13-15,
GoLbEN TExT.~-The Lord shall preseive
thy gaing out and thy coming in.  Psab
121. 8.
Juwy 29,

Lessox Toeic.—The Youth of Jesus.—
Luke 2. 40-52,

MeMonry Venrses, Luke 2. 46 49,

Gotbex TexT.—And Jesus increased in

wisdom and stature, and in favour with
God and man.—Luke 2, 52.

Gob will give us nothing for our sakes,
but will deny us nothing for Christ's snke.
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THE

QUITE A SINGER
0Y MALCOLM DOUGLAS,

A LITILE man, pressed for a song,
Conld not be induced by the throng.

* I'm sorey,” he said,

With shake of his head,

But I've nut Lronght my music along.

“It’s a pity it happens just ~o,

For you'd all Jike my tenor 1 hnow |
So high it can rise
That I oft close my eyes

So terribly dizzy 1 grow

“‘The musical scale, as you see,
Has the fctters from A up to G,
And, if it were set
Through the whole alphabet,
I helieve I could go up to 71"

ESTHER'S FIVE BIRTHDAYS.

Esmier had really had six birthdays,
and this was her seventh, but there were
anly five to read about in mother’s diary.
listher had just learned to read writing,
and if her mother had not written a very
plain hand indeed, 1 don’t think the little
uirl could have spelled it out.

There was nothing written the day she
wits born; but the next year, the day she

FLIGHT INTO EGYPT.

book, with these words, * May the darling
be like this flower; living to shed sweet-
ness on others.”

Then came the fifth birthday; but ah,
there were many tear-drops on the pages
now" God had taken the little black-eyed
boy to play in the gorden of Paradise, and
mother had written in a trembling hand,
“Heavenly Father, spare me this child, and
make her worthy of being an angel’ssister.”

And there was only one more birthday.
Esther remembered that well ; she had had
a party, with six little girls invited, and six
little candles burning on her cake, and lots
of fun; but mother’s diary didn’t tell any
of that; it only said, “I ask as a birthday
gif? for my darling, the grace to be thy
child.”

“I thought birthdays were for gettin
things,” said the little girl to herself; “ but
mother only thinks about my being things.”

And before she went to bed, Essie peeped
into the old leather-covered diary again.
and read,

“Seven yearsold to-day! Lord, prepure
the darling for what thou art preparing
for her.”

THE LITTLE QUEEN

EisiE was five years old, so mamma gave
her a birthday party, and invited four
little neigbours.  Brothers Jack and Will

was one year oll, there was this entry, and | were invited too, of course, and the seven
the ink wa already a little faded —already, | little folks had a very merry time.

though the little one had handly fearned
to read it:

“ My little danghter is a year old ta-day .
wny God make her a blessing to me ™

And then Esther turned the pages, page
nfter page, for a whaole year'’s writing, and
fonnd the date again

“Esther's second birthday; may God
spare her to bless her father’s life and
mine”

The next y ear there was nothing written,

for a little baby-boy had come into the |

f,unily, and mother was too busy to write
in diartes  But the next, hee birthday was
uarked by a tiny little ower pasted in the

t

Before they began the games aunty
made E'sie sit in a big chair for a_throne,
put a gilt paper crown on her head, a gilt-

“reovered rod in her hand, and introduced

her to her little friends as Queen Elsie,
Will and Jack appeared with high paper
caps on their heads, and toy swords over
their shoulders, and stood beside Queen
Elsie’s throne —the big ehair—and declared
themselves her loyal knights and her body-
guard. The other children came and bowed
to her.

Elsie did not quite know what to make
of it, for she was very shy. She liked it
better after she stepped down from the

g | would know how it felt to be very hungry.

—— e ——

throne, took off' her crown, Inid down het
seeptre. and was plain Elsie Brown, playing
uames with her brothers and little frienda

Many a poor, little real queen would be
alad to he only just an ordinary little girl,
frec to run about and play just as you o,

RAYMOND'S PIGEON.

THE day Raymond was twelve years old,
his uncle sent him a carrier pigeon. Ray-
mond put it in n eage, and asked all the
boys he knew to come and see it. For
awhile it had the best of care, and soon it
became very tame. It would cat corn from
Raymond’s hand, and would perch on his
arm or shoulder and be carried from room
to room. But soon Raymond grew tired
of caring for his pet. One day he went to
play ball, and forgot all about the pigeon,
The next day he went over to Ralph
Weaver's after school, and did not get
home till dark. Then he went to bed
meaning to feed it in the morning.

As soon s he got up, he went down to
the pantry for some stale bread ; but there
wasn't any. So he asked his mother foe
ten cents to buy some corn. His mother
gave him the money, and he ran off for the
corn; but on his way he passed a candy
store, and the window looked so0 tempting
that he bought gum-drops.

He was afraid his mother might ask him
about the corn, so he hurried off to school
When he eame home in the afternoon, he
got some bread-crumbs and fresh water
and went to feed the pigeon. He opened
the door ; but pigie did not comecout. He
looked in, and there it was lying dead
the tloor. It had starved to death. Oh
how sorry Raymond was about the gum
drops: Mother made him go without any-
thing to eat for a good while, so that

THE BIRD AND THE BUTTERFLY.

BE careful, dear little butterfly. Don't
you know that birds like to eat buttertlies?
See that bright little fellow, perched on s
twig, singing his merry song. Heis watch-
ing for you. He sces the brilliant colour-
ing of your wings. He says, “O dear,
such a pretty butterfly as that must be
very good.” See his sharp eye following
you. Now you float carelessly along, and
alight on the necarest tlower. There!
quickly the bird darts down, and you are
struggling in his strong beak. Just a m
ment, and the brightest of insects has
come food for the gayest of birds.

Dr. PresTtox has a big dog named Lio
and when he goes to visit his patients Li
always goes too. He runs along undert
carriage, and when the doctor stops at
house Lion jumps up on the carringe se
and gkeeps guard until the doctor com
out. One day the doctor was visiting
sick boy, and he left his medicine-case i
the carriage. He sent the boy’s broth
out for it, and when the boy put his h
on the case Lion caught his arm, and wo

not let go until the doctor came out.




