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Edmund’s Christmas
Prayer.

BY FRANCIS FORRESTER, ESQ.

“To-MorRROW is Christ-
mas.  Wont it be jolly | I
shall have heaps of pres-
ents,  Hurrah! I wish
Clristmas came every quar-
ter, instcad of every year.
Wouldn’t it be jolly to
have four Christmas days
instead of one!”

After this fashion young
Epyrxp Crawroxrp talked
to himself one afjernopm-ss
he sat on an ottomaw’in his
father's parlor, with bis
slate, his marbles, tops,
balls, and numerous other
playthings scattered on the
carpet around him. ‘He
was ecrtainly a very well
pleased, boy, though, as you
can see, his pleasure was of
a very selfish sort. It all
arose out of his expectation
of receiving “heaps of
presents.”

Just then he heard a foot-
fall on the piazza. Next a
shadow fell on the floor.
He looked up and saw at
the long window the figure
of a beggar woman, Her
face was pale, pinched, and
forlorn. Her eyes were dull, and her lips elmost
colorless. A more pitiahlc face young Edmund had
never scen, ] .

The woman held out her hand as if asking for
alms. She had rung the bell, and when the servant
opened the door the beggar left the window, and in

if found to be a proper subject for charity re-
lieved.

Edmund had been struck with that pale, sad
face. It seemed glued to the window pane after the
beggar was gone. "Her words too rung in his cars,
“Give me bréad to keep my little boy from stary-
' ing.” He drew pictures of that starving boy in his
“Please give mc some bread to keep mjy little § fancy until his heart ached ~ - - -
boy from starving?” His pleasurd was all gene now, and his soul was

* We don't give anything to street beggars,” said ; full of pity. He wished he was rich, that he might
Edmund's mother, spsaking from tho head of the { save that woman’s boy from dying a cruel death.
stairs. The servant shut the door in the beggar's Finally, he thought he saw a way to help him. He
face, and the poor creatufe glided off the piazza, ) would ask his father to give him money instead of
and walked slowly to the néxt house, ¢ Christinas presents, and then he would try to find

Edmund’s mother was no doubt right with rogard { out the boy and save his life.

o street boggars generally. Nine out of every ton 3 This was a noble purpose, and it brought a purer
of them are impostors, and need not beg if they were g Joy into Edmund’s heart than he had ever tasted be-
not too lazy to work. But it is well to observe ; fore, Btill he was afraid his father would not grant
beggars closely, because now and then a really de- ¢ his request, and, acting under the impulse of a good
serving person is forced to beg from door to door : thought, he gathered up his playthings, and went
or die. Any one having such an appearance { up to his little bedchamber.

should be visited by father, mother, or pastor, and : pPresenﬂy his father came home from his office.

a low, soft voice said:

».

On gcing to his  room,
which was next to Ed-
mund’s, he heard a murmur
as if some onc was praying
aloud in his kLoy's cham-
ber. Beckoning to his
wife, he stepped with her
very softly to the docr.
Peeping in quictly, they
heard Edmund praying
very earnestly, using thcsc
words over and over:

“ Please, God, male papa
give me money for my
Christmas present, that I
may keep the poor Leggar
woman’s boy from starv-
ing?"

Stepping back into the
room with her hushand,
Edmund’s mother told him
of the beggar woman she
had sent from the door, and
said, with tears in her eyes:

“Maybe I was wrong in
not asking who she was.
Perhaps she is deserving of
help. We had better search
her out if we can,”

Mr. Crawford said noth-
ing, but wiped his eyos,
and waited to sce what
course his little Loy would
take. He did not wait
long, for Edmund soon
came to him with his story

' of'the pale face, and petition
for bread to save thc little boy from starvation,
He closed his story by saying: '

* Please, pa, give me money for my Christmas in-
stead of playthings, and I will try and find out the
boy and help him.” _

Mr. Crawford kisscd his son’s cheek, and promn-
ised to do as he desired. Never was Edmund so
happy as thé next morning, when, with his Christ-
mas present of threc dollars in his pocket, he
trudged aldng the street, holding his father’s hand,
in search of the poor beggar woman. You will be
glad to learn that they-met her, found her home,
learned that she was 8 worthy widow in deep dis-
tress, and that she bhad a son of Edmund’s age.
The three dollars were soon changed into bread and
meat and coal, Mr. Crawford added his gitt to his
son's. The widow and her little boy had a merry
Christmas you may be sure, and Edmund declared,
in his boyish way, * that it was the jolliest Christ-
mas he had ever enjoyed.” Mr. and Mrs, Craw-
ford were happy too. Ever after they were true
friends of the honest poor, and many widows and
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orphans had cause for rejoicing, owing to the cffect
of young Edmund’s Christmas prayet.

Children, let Edmund’s example teach you to care
for others as well as yourselves. Seek your enmjoy-
ment more in making others happy than in self-in-
dulgence.

e ~
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For the Sunday-Scliool Advocate.

The Little Humpback,

BY MRS, H, C. GARDNER.

A little humpbacked girl
Came slowly up the street ;
I watched her pale sweet face,
Her weary, lagging feet.
I saw the carnest look,
Too thoughtful for her years,
And caught the passing smile,
That sadder seemed than tears.

Sweet, merry voices chimed
In happy, childish play,
And joyous laughter rang
Along the dunsty way.
Strong bealthy boys and girls,
With many a carcless shout,
Were telling all the world
That school was just let out.

The little girl, apart,
Stole silently along,
Too tired to join the plays,
Too weak to swell the song.
’Twas sdd to think that life
Such sorrow held in store,
To see the burden rough,
Thosc young, frail shoulders bore.

I saw a sadder sight :

The little boys and girls,
With rosy cheeks and lips,

And hair in sunny curls,
Turned scornfully away

From that poor, suffering child,
Or with loud taunting words

Her misery reviled,

“ Hunchy !* I heard them say,

“ What have you in that pack ?
You carry all you're worth

Upon your broken back,”
The little boys threw stones ;

The rude girls laughed and jeered,
As if *$were fun to see

How wretched she appeared.

As God looks down from heaven
Upon them all to-night,
‘Which of those little ones
Is fairest in his sight t
He sees the stricken one,
But not as others see;
Alas! he also sees
The heart’s deformity.

For the Sunday-8chool Advocate,

Jumping too Fast,

Romring Tom, quiet Mary, and bluc-cyed Ellen
were standing before the kitchen hearth, onc even-
! ing in early winter, watching the corn popper. By
¢ and by as Nelly, the cook, was gently shaking the
popper, the tiny kernels began to pop, pop,
pop, swell, and turn their jackets inside out.
The children cried “O1” “ Aint it funny!”
etc. At last Tom, putting on a grave face, ex-
claimed :

“0, now I know what snow is—it is popped
rain !l”

Mary and Ella laughed at Tom’s queer notion
about snow. The cook said he was more witty
than wise. When his mother heard it she
said:

“ That’s just like our Tom, he’s always jump-
ing into false conclusions.”

The mother was right. Tom saw a resem-
blance between the white popped corn and the
white snow-flake. He concluded that as the
former was popped by the heat from the
pretty round kernel of corn, the latter
was popped out of the round rain drop.
You know he was wrong, because snow is
caused by cold and not by heat. Tom’s mind
jumped too fast, and so landed in the wrong
place.

Wide-awake boys and girls are very apt to
make such leaps. I admire their wit, some-
times, but not their wisdom. They would be
wiser if, instead of jumping to false conclu-
sions, they inquired, “Why is this or that so?”
“Please explain to me the reason of this or that ¢”

QUEERSTICK.

—e

For the Sugpday-8choo} Advocate.

Having your Own Way.

Do you like to have your own way always, or
does it give you pleasure to yield to your parents,
and friends, and playmates, and somctimes consult
their wishes? Youlike your own way best, do you ?
Well, I want to tell you what you may expect in
that case. I want to tell you about a little girl
that would have her own way, and what sort of a
woman she made.

We will call her Lura. She was a pretty little
girl, and her parents loved her and wanted to make
her happy ; and I suppose they thought the best
way to make her so was to let her have all she
wished, and do just as she liked. But they were
mistaken, )

God, who knows that we cannot always have our
own way as we go through life, has so arranged it
that we may learn while we are young to give up

{ our own wishes gracefully and cheerfully, by yield-
ing perfect obedience to the wishes of our parents.
% And if. we do not learn to obey our parents, we arc
not half preparcd to mect the crosses and vexations
¢ of life. That is something that children forget
{ when they pout, and say that it is very hard to be
{ obliged to obey pa and ma.

But Lura did not obey. S8he had her own way,
and we will see what she got by it. Sometimes her
pa and ma tried to insist on something that they

¢ knew would be for her good, and then she would

¢ scold, and cry, and sulk, and be very morose and

¢ unhappy, until she could bave it just as she liked.

¢ Of course she often made herself ridiculous, because
her judgment was not so good as that of her par-
ents, and she often felt mortified; but she was no
more willing to give up her own way after that
than she had been before.

Among her playmates she did not show out her
disposition quite so much, because she liked to have
their good opinion, 8till, in all their visits, and
games, and amusements, she would usually make
some naughty or hateful remark, or show in some
other manner that she was not pleased if they did
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not yield to lier wishes, And then she found fault
with the weather if that did not suit her, and with
a thousand other things that could not be helped,
so that she would often spoil a pleasant visit or ex-
cursion by her complainings; and if afterward she
had occasion to speak of it she remembered and
talked about all the unpleasant things. Of course
it often happened that her friends could not please
and when they tried, and some of them thought she
never was quite pleased with anything, and they
doubted if she was able to please herself,

So as youth and vivacity passed away, her friends
dropped off one by one, and what new friends she
made did not last long, and she became more un-
happy than ever.

When she was quite advanced in life her par-
ents died, but those who knew her did not wish to
take her into their houses even to board. She then
married, but when her husband found out her dis-
position, he treated her so unkindly that she could
not feel at home in his house. She then went to
her brothers with her complaints, but they said to

themselves, “ Why should we make ourselves and
our families unhappy by trying in vain to please
her? She never was satisfied anywhere, and she
never will be, no matter how much is done for
her.”

I do not know what is to become of her., She
thinks, “ O if I could go to such a place, or if I
could do thus and so, I should be happy!” but she
is mistaken. Her habits are fixed, and I do not
think she will ever be really happy in this world.
Bbe is trying to be religious, but she finds it very
hard to submit to God’s will, much more difficult
than it would have been if she had in early life
learned submission to her earthly parents. O chil-
dren, when you are tempted to be willful and diso-
bedient, stop and think whether it pays te insist on
having your own way ! BEREA.

The Child’s Time Table,

S1xTY seconds make & minule,

Sixty times the clock ticks in it,

Sixty minutes make an our,

To stay its flight we have no power.
Twenty-four hours, one day and night ;
Some hours of darkness, some of light.
Seven days there are in every week ;

To keep the seventh day holy seek.

In every month the weeks are four,

And some have two or three days more.
And twelve months make up the whole year;
Spend well each one God grants you here.
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“THE DAY OF REST."

“ And on the seventh day God enied His work
which He had made : and He rested on the seventh
day And God blessed the seventh day.”"—
Gen. il 2,3

“ Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy.”
Ezod. xx.

It was a lovcly Sabbath morning in early autumn,
There was a beauty, beyond the power of men to
copy, in the falling leaves already strewing the
ground; and a yet deeper beauty in those that
remained on the branches, where they had formed

a rich foliage through the glorious summer that @

had just passed away.

All around was quiet, and seemed to invite rest
and repose, as an invalid, gazing on the quivering
of the Jeaves in the very gentle breeze that stirred
them, and listening to ihe song of a little bird that
nestled among them, turned on her pillow, and
with a grateful heart thanked her heavenly Father
for the quiet of the Sabbath morning.

But the sound of youthful voices from an adjoin-
ing garden fell on her car. Some one was inviting
the tao youngest of a group to prepare for entering |
God's house, and a voice sounded harshly on the
still air in reply,—** W——is not going to church !”
And as the firs¢ speaker again sought to induce the
little ones to follow her, again the voice exclaimed
in louder tones,—*I tell you, W——is not going
to church! Are you, W—-1? You won't go, will
you " The invalid could not hear the answer, but
there was enough in these brief words to bring
discord into the peace of that sunny Sabpath,. The
voice that hal s'oundé'g 86 harshly, the invahd well
knew belonged to one who, a little more than
twelve months before, had in the sight of God and
men professed himself a * willing soldier of Jesus
Christ.” Had hethen so far forgotten that promise,
and what was contained in it, as to feel no regret
in wasting the hours of the Sabbath in idle amuse-
ments? Had the command of Him whose servant
he professed to be, and who had said, ‘* Remember
the Sabbath day, to keep it holy,” become as &
thing never known ?

These thoughts, and many more, passed through
the mind of the invalid; and the sounds of mirth
that rose to her through the succeeding hours,
grated sadly on her car; and the words floated
befere her, that seemed to have passed away from
those young minds, “ Remember the Sabbath day,
to keep it holy.”” And the wish rose in her heart
that she could go forth and speak of that loving
Saviour to the littlc ones, and, perhaps, speak a
word that should prove a word in season, to wake
the slumbering memory of him who seemed to have
forgotten his profession to be a child of God.

But it might not be that she should speak of
Him whose day she loved so much, He who knows
what is best for everyone whom his hand has made,
had seen good that she should be shut out from
the bustling world, and in weakness and suffering
shovld learn His will, and listen to His voice. She
might not speak for Him then! But the thought
pressed on her as she listened to the thoughtless
words that, not on that Sabbath only, but on many,
had marred to her the peace of *the day of rest”
as far as outward things could reach her,—Could
she not write the message she might not speak ?
She had prayed often for the little group who now
disturbed her quiet; but she felt that more was
needed perhaps, and asking for her heayenly Fa-
ther's guidance, she commenced writing a few of
the thoughts that occurred to her, and would ask
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her young friends to give her their attention a brief
season. And first, the thought arose, Whose is
the Sabbath day? And the answer came in the
words of Jesus, *‘ The Son of Man is Lord—of the
Sabbath,” The Son of Man! then it is the Saviour
{ Himself, who gave His life for us and all who love
{ His name and Word, for Jesus is one with God the
Father. * Remember the Ssbbath day to keep it
holy.” Remember, then, the sin of jforgetfulness
; will be of no avail to us; for what God has com-
manded, He will never fail to give all who ask His
help strength to perform.

! But what has He bid us remember on the Sabbath
day? ¢To keep it holy.” Now, perhaps, you may
ask, “How am I to keep it holy " But God has
! not left us in ignorance of His meaning in anything
i He commands, if we read His Word. He says, “If
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doing thy pleasure on My holy day, and call the
Sabbath a delight, the holy of the Lord, honorable ;
and shalt honor Him, not doing thine own ways,
nor finding thine own pleasure, nor speaking thine
own words; thenshalt thou delight thyself in the
Lord, and I will cause thee to ride upon the high
: places of the earth” (Isa. lviii). And Jesus, when
on earth, went into the synagogue on the Sabbath
i day. So it would seem not doing our own pleasure,
not speaking our own words, and entering God's

house to worship Hiin there, is the way in which
é God would have us keep the day He has set apart
¢ as His own. *‘Six daysshalt thou labor and do all
§ that thou hast to do; but the seventh day is the
{ Sabbath of the Lord thy God.”

But we must not think it is enough to go to our
appointed place in His earthly courts on the Sab-
bath, with thoughts wandering on things around
us; for “ God is a Spirit, and they that worship Him
must worship Him in spirit and in truth.,” It is no
use going to God’s house on earth, then, unless we
ask Him to give us His Holy Spirit in our hearts,
that we may understand His Word and may ¢ruly
worship Him there ; may keep holy the ‘‘Sabbath
day,” the day on which He * rested,” even as he
would have us to do.

May the young friends of the invalid so live by
His Spirit's teaching now, that when he who gave
Himself, “the just for the unjust,” as *‘a ransom”

- to all who willlisten to His loving invitation, “ Come
unto Me,” shall “*come again” to judge the world,
they may be found ameng those that shall rejoice at
His approaching

% Remember !” for the one who Speaks,
I8 living now on high,

Yet loved thee with a love go great,
He came to earth ¢ to die.”

A e AP AP AN A i . 25

“ Remember!” Jesus calls to thee,
‘“ Come in the days of youth,

And learn the way of life from Me,
The Way, the Life, the Truth.”

Remember then the day he blessed,
And in his house of prajer

Seek Him with humble, earnest heart,
And theu shalt find Him there,

Remember! He wxll come again,
 When % every knée shall bow ;”

And all who would not fear thlt day,
Must learn to love Him now,

—_— e

WHERE THERE'S A WILL THERE'S A WAY.

Lambert is a well-grown boy, and able to do
almost a man’s work ; but he does not think him-
self too big to go to Sabbath-school. He sometimes
labors on the farm for his uncle, with whom he lives ;
and sometimes he works in the carpenter shop with
his brother. But his work does not prevent him
from having a good long Sunday-school lesson well
prepared for every Sabbath.

.

thou turn away thy foot from the Sabbath, from >

One afternoon, when he had recited several hun-
dred verses from the Testament and hymn book, his
teacher inquired :

“Lambert, how did you manage to commit to
memory so many verses last week, when you were,

; as I know, hard at work in the carpenter shop every
day ¥

Lawbert replied: “I will tell you how I did it.
I laid my book, opened, on the carpenter's bench,
and as T passed by it, going from one end of the
board I was planing to the other, I stopped long
enough to read two or three lines, which I repeated
while I was pushing my plane, until I knew them
by heart ; and thus through a good part of the day I
worked and studied at the same time.”

A few Sabbaths after, Lambert came to school
| again with a long lesson, which he recited very ac-
curately. His teacher again inquired:

‘“How did you find time to get this lesson last
week? I kuow that you were plowing every day
early and late; and as you had no bench to put
your book on, how did you contrive to commit so
hany veérses !’

Lambert thus explained the mystery:

‘ Before I started with my plow, I tacked a leath-
ern strap upon the plow-handle, and in that I stuck
my book. Then when I came to the end of the fur-
_row, while my horses were turning around, I caught
up my book and read overa verse, and this I repeat-
ed to myself until I reached another turning place,
when I could look at another verse. And thus I
could learn as many verses as I ploughed furrows.”

Let no scholar who reads this say to his teacher,
“I have no time to get my Sunday-school lesson.”

WHAT A SIXPENOE DID.

“My child,” said 2 mother to her daughter one
day, ¢ what have you done with the sixpence which
you got from your aunt ?’

“1 have given it to a bad boy, mamma.”

“To try and make him good, my dear "

“Yes, mamma; but tell me, do not the birds
belong to God ?”

‘“Yes, my dear, we and all other living beings
belong to God, and he tells us in the Bible that not
one, even of the smallest birds, is forgotten by
him."”

‘ Well, mamma, this bad boy had caught a little
bird, and was taking it to the town to sell it. Poor
thing, it cried as loud as it could, and tried to get
i away, but the bad boy held it by the beak that it
might not cry. I think, mamma, he was afraid
God would hear the poor little bird, and punish

H ”"
h"H'God hears every cry, my dear, and will punish
the wicked. What did you do ?”

“I gave the bad boy the sixpence, mamma, that
he might let the bird fly awuy. O! if you had
seen how happy it was when it was set free, you
would have been pleased.”

“Yes, and I am pleased at what you have done.
God loves every thing that he has made, and we
show our love to him by being kind to all things,
great or small, which he has made,

—_—

THANKSGIVING,

Once more autumnal shadows
Are slowly gathering round,
And the dry leafy carpet
Lies thick upon the ground.
Again has come the summons
Our annual feast to keep ;
To offer to our Maker
Our thanks, sincere and deep ;
Thanks that we were permitted
The * Harvest song” to sing,
And to the festive table
Accustomed offerings bring,
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“EVERY ONE OF YO0U.”

When the murderers of Christ cried out on the
day of Pentecost, *Men and brethren, what shall
we do ?”  Peter replied, *Repent, and be baptised
every one of you; I shut out no one of you, for I
am commanded by the Lord to deal with you as it
were one by one, by the word of llis salvation.”

Objection.  But 1 was one of them that plotted
to take away His life. May I be saved by Him ?

Peter. Every one of you.

O. But T was one of them that bLore witness
against Him. Is there grace for me ?

P, For every one of you.

O. But I was one of them that cried out,
“Crueify Him! crucify him!” and desired that
Barabbas, the murderer, might live. rather than
He. What will become of me, think you ?

P, Tam to preach repentance and remission of
sins to every onc of you.

0. ButI was one of them that did spit in his
face when He stood before His accusers. I was
also onc that mocked Ilim when in anguish I'e
hanged bleeding on the tree. Is there room for
me ?

P. For every one of you.

O. But I was onc of them that in his extremity
said, “ Give him gall and vinegar to drink.” Why
may not I expect the same, when anguish and
guilt is upon me ?

L.
there is remission of sins for every onc of you.

O. But I railed on Him, I reviled Him, I hated
Him. T rejoiced to see him mocked by others.  Can
there be hope for me ?

2. There is for cvery onc of you. ** Repent,
and be baptized, every one of you, in the name of
Jesus Christ, for the remission of sins; and ye shall
receive the gift of the 1loly Ghost.”

O what a blessed “every one of you is here!
How willing was Peter, and the Lord Jesus by His
ministry, to catch these murderers with the word of
the Gospel, that they might be made monuments of
the grace of God! How unwilling was Ie that they
should escape the hand of mercy! Yea, what an
amazing wonder it is to think that, above a'l the
world, and above everybody in it, these should have
the first oZfer of mercy !

———— e

“THE ARCHER.”

There is a little archer,
Whom [ have never seen,
But I have felt his arrows,
And they are swift and keen:
My path he cver watches,
Whatever way I take;
My ear he often catches,
Whenever ['m awake

“Take care my bow and arrows!”
I often hear him shout ;
And only by much praying,
I get his arrow out:
There never was an archer
Could strike a dart so deep ;
And none that he has wounded,
Can put his heart to sleep,

Most fiiendly is this archer
To those who iove the right :
He goes with such to bLless them,
Through all the day and night.
Once I was sitting thinking,
And very near he came,
And said in gen:le whisper,
That Conscience was his name.

%
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Repent of these your wickednesses, and .
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And suddenly there was with
the angel a multitude of the heav-

¢

Lessons in the Sky.

SoxME children fret and grumble when the !
weather does not suit them. Uncle Philip had ag
way of reading the sky which he advised little |

him a sort of lesson-hook, and when he looked at it
all clear and bright, the lesson he read was, “ Love ¢
Gop.” ¢

<

Ilove them that love me, and
Suffer the litile children to come
unto me, and forbid themnot, for

those {hat seck mec early shall
of such is the kingdom of heaven.
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And when the clouds broke away after a storm,
and the sun showed himself, the lesson then

Praise ye the Lord. Praise ye
the Lord from the heavens
praise him in the heights,

Fiftcen cubits upward did the
waters prevail: and the mount-
ains were covered

But sometimes it was covered with dark, heavy
clouds, threatening a storm; then he thought the
leaf was turned over, and he read, “ FEAR Gobp.”

The angel of the Lord encamp-
eth round about them that fear
Ye children, hearken

him, and delivereth them.

Come,
unto me: I will teach you the

fear of the Lord

But when it was cloudy and threatening in one
part, and patches. of ‘blue sky appeared in another
part, the lesson he read was, “Love Gob, FEAR
Gop, and Pra1sE Gop,” all on the same page.

Glory to God in the highest,
and on ecarth peace, good-will to-

ward men.

enly host praising God, and say-

ing,

Jenny thought these were easy lessons, and she
would read the skyevery day. But Peter (who did
not think she was much of a reader) said if she
did she would be likely to read it wrong, and
when the lesson was “ Love God,” she would read
“Fear God.” §

“No matter,” said Uncle Philip: “never mind |
that, Jenny ; for you will please God whether you §
love or fear or praise him. He wants you to do all
three, and they are all lessons of the sky.” S

;
N
S
was, “ PRAISE Gop.” j

SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATE.

e e A A A A A AP . e i .

The Hedge-Hog.

Ir the name of this animal leads you to suppose
that it Dears any resemblance to the common hog,
you will fall into an crror.  The only similarity be-

§ Jenny to follow, e told her that the sky was to ¢ tween the two is in the satisfied grunt they utter as

they trudge along in scarch of their daily fare,
The shape of the hiedge-hog is more like that of
the beaver; but he has no such soft coat of fur. A
very coarse suit of hair suffices to keep out the win-
ter's cold from his skin; and outside of this he
wears the most curious suit of armor. It is made
up entirely of little spines or quills, an inch or two
in length, but very sharp at the points. We must
not blame the poor creature fer making free use of
them when he is attacked by dogs or other animals,
for they are his only means of defense. He is a
very harmless animal. He can ncither run away
when molested, nor wound his enemy with his teeth
or claws ; still he is well provided for. When dan-
ger approaches, he slowly tucks up his feet, rounds
up his back, draws down his head, and converts
himself into a very fair-shaped ball—only a ball no
one would desire to play with. The dogs may bark
and worry around him as much as they Please, e
never stirs, but knows he is as secure in his prickly

o castle as if he were
cased in steel. By
and by the dogs
>, give it up asa poor
* chage, and travel off
: for some more prof-
table sport. If
2 some poor fellow
allows his temper
to get the better of
his judgment, and
ventures to seize the creature, he is sure to pay dear
for it. I knew of one dog who got his mouth and
head full of these quills, and his owner was com-
pelled to shoot him to put an end to his sufier-
ings. ,

A gentleman had a nest of little ones, with their
mother, brought to his place in order to watch their
habits; but though there was an abundance of food
given them, the mother ate up all her babies. She
could not have been a very affectionate mother, or
else she was not well pleased at losing her freedom.
The Indians make many beautiful articles of birch-
bark, worked with these quills, which they stain
various bright rolors,

A Reason Worth Weighing.

“FATHER,” said a shrewd little girl some time
ago, to a drunken parent, “I know how it ig you
are so wicked.” “How ?” said her father, as he
ceased for the moment to Dlaspheme his Maker,
“Because you never ask God to Lelp you to be
good.”
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