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For the 8. 8 Advocate.

GRANDMA DON'T LOVE
ME.

Tuar little curly-head-
ed fellow seems to be
very much in a hurry,
very impatient about
something. See bis fin-
gers! How they long
to clutch the rod which
the old lady holds in
her hands, How eager-
ly he watches the old
lady’s proceedings. How
little he minds what she
is saying.. What is the
secret of his restlessness?
Don’t you wish to know,
Miss Curiosity 2"

The hoy’s name is

jans. You will, on the
other hand, be patient,

truthful, and submiss-

ive. U. U.

For the 8. 8. Advocate.

THE SCOTCH BROTH-
ERS; OR, SUFFERING
FOR OTHERS.

Two brothers, the old-
est still quite young, re-
siding in a mountainous
part of Scotland, had a
long distance to walk to
reach the school which
they attended. At the
close of a day in win-
ter, just as they left the
schoolroom, it com-
menced snowing. They
were hearty boys, accus-
tomed to the cold and
to severe storms, and,
without thinking of dan- |
ger, they started cheer-
fully for their home.
But the storm increased
rapidly in severity, and
the winds that howled
over the heather were

plan. IHis father and
mother have both gone
to the spirit-world and
left him to the care of
his good, loving old
grandmother. She, good
soul, is poor, but John-
ny is the darling of her
licart, the joy of her old
age. For his sake she

toils in her little garden o bitter cold. For a while
like a laboring man, she spins flax on her wheel in § lady, “I must fry our potatoes for supper—only { the boys urged their way bravely against the tem-
cold and wet weather; she, in a word, gives her . think, fried potatoes, which you love so much.” pest; but the younger brother hegan to suffer with

whoe strength to the task of loving and caring for
Johnny. .

Now I have little doubt but that Johnny loves
his grandmother after a fashion, but he is so petted
that he is half spoiled. He loves his own way and
will have it, if he can tease his grandmother to let
him have it, as, indeed, he most always does.

On the present occasion Johnny has a notion that
he can catch some of the shining trout which he
has scen darting from beneath the rocks and playing
round the pools in & brook which runs past his
grandmother’s cottage. So running to his grand-
mother just now, he said:

“] have seen the fish leap in the brook. There

“1 don't want fried potatoes,” cries Johnny in a ¢ the cold. He was so wearied hie could no longer,
whining tone, “I wont have fried potatoes. 1 am { unaided, stand against the tempest, and it was be-
sick of fried potatoes”—here Johnny's whine be- } coming rapidly dark. The older brother saw that
came a howl—“I want a fishing-rod—a fishing- { something must be done at once or they would soon
rod! Grandma don't love me. Grandma don’t { be overpowered and be covered Dy the snow. He
love me, or she would make haste and give me a g looked carefully round, and discovered an overhang-
fishing-rod.” ing crag of the mountain, with quite a hollow place

These last words—grandma don't love me—won § under it, affording considerable shelter from the
the victory over poor grandma, and she speedily { beating storm. Hither he drew his poor trembling
fastened & crooked needle to a strong thread, which { and chilled little brother and sat down with him in
she tied to a slender stick and gave to her impaticnt § the back part of the cave. They were shielded from
grandchild, the winds and snow, but now the little fellow began

Now I want to know what you think of those { to moan with the cold. His brother cheered him
words which won the victory over the weak but lov- { with the assurance that help would soon come, and
will he good fishing. You must make me a rod { ing old grandmother—grandma don't love me? Did | taking off his own coat, he drew it around the shiv-
right off.” not Johinny know that she did love him? Of course ; ering form of his little brother. He then drew his

His grandmother thinks him hardly old enough | he did. He said she did not hecause he knew the  head down upon his breast and pressed him as
to go fishing, and tries to turn him from his purpose ! old lady couldn’t bear to hear him say so, and that closely as possible to himself, until, with the ad-
by saying: her loving heart always gave way when he said it. { ditional coat and the heat of his brother's body, the

“You wouldn't like fish, Johnny. Those fish have | So you sce he told a wicked fib for the purpose of { little fellow became quite comfortable.
many bones and choke people. Would you like to { getting the old lady to make the rod. What do ¢ . The family at home had watched tl'xe storm, and,
be choked ?” you think of him? as it increased in violence, and the time for the re-

“No,” replied the boy, “ that I shouldn’t, but Jem {  Ie was a wicked, self-willed boy, was he} Exactly § turn of the boys had come and no.thmg was seen of
Marvin eats them and he isn't choked. I can eat{so. Iam glad you see things so clearly. Only act | them, they began to take immediate steps to look
what be can, and should like them as much as he { up to your light, my dear child, and you will never  for them.  'With lanterns, and dogs, a“d. extra cloth-
does,” { lic to gain your ends. You will never set your will } ing they started out across the heath in the direc-

“See, deary, I haven't time just now,” said the old » up in opposition to that of your parents and guard- { tion that the boys were expected to come, They
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looked carefully in every direction that they might
be sure and not miss them.

The older brother had now become badly chilled ;
but still he pressed the younger in his arms, and
prayed to the heavenly Father that he would send
them aid.

Voices are heard shouting around the cliff. The
light of the lanterns gleam through the storm into
the dark recesses of the cave; a faint response is
heard, and the boys are found. But what a sight is
this, melting all eyes to tears! The older Loy sits
still, almost perished in the cold, while the younger
lies unconscious, breathing gently in his slumber
upon his brother’s breast. He had saved his broth-
er’s life at the risk of his own.

How different his feclings that night, as both sat
around the warm fireside with their parents and ¢
talked over and over again the perils of the storm,
than if he had thought only of himself and his little
brother had been chilled to death in the snow. “It
is more blessed to give than to receive.” Our heav- !
enly Father has made us to be happier in feeking ;
the welfare of others than in trying only to shield ;
ourselves from suffering, or to obtain for ourselves
enjoyment. Ilow much nobler it is] Ilow we ad-
mire it in others! and it is just as noble in ourselves. :
If we would do noble acts we must think of them; %
we must deny ourselves, pray for divine help, and 3
be constantly seeking some way to do a kind deed
for another. Then when the hour comes in which
we may aid another, even at some peril to ourselves,
it will be natural and easy for us to do it.

A lad, among many other noble boys, volunteered
to enter the army. He was a brave boy, beloved by
all because he was always ready to offer his services
for the comfort of others. In a battle one of his
company was shot down and lay bleeding upon the ;
earth, The enemy was close upon their lines, driving
them back. They had to leave their companion be- g

g
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hind them to save themselves from being taken
prisoners.

Just at this moment the fallen soldier raised his
hand and called for water. Feeble and blceding, he
was burning with thirst. This lad started with his
canteen of water to relieve him. The officers and
men of the company called him back, telling him it }
was at the risk of his life that he went. But he
persevered. He could not leave his suffering com-
rade, he said, begging for a drink of water. Just
as he stooped over him, pouring the refreshing drops
upon his parched lips, a cannon-ball took off one of
his arms! He did not regret the act. He was nobly
doing what he believed to be his duty, and what le
would desire to have done to himself in the same
hour of suffering. Every one that saw the deed re-
spected the generous boy. One might live a whole
life and not win so warm a regard or so well-de-
served a fame as is secured by one such noble, self-
sacrificing act. It is becoming, in some measure,
like our blessed Saviour, who “lived not unto him-
gelf,” but “tasted death for every man,” and who,
“for the joy that was set lefore him, endured the
cross.” In following the example of Jesus Christ in
suffering for the good of others and in yielding up
our comforts for their benefit, we shall experience a
portion of his joy, and by and by hear Him say who
notices every sacrifice made in his name, * Well done,
good and faithful servant.” P,

)

For the SBunday-School Advocate,

“CAN'T YOU READ AT ALL?”

“ WHAT, can't you read at all?” said RonErT
KixpLy one day to a poor orphan boy who was his
fellow-apprentice.

“No,” replied LEoNARD, “I wish I could.”

Poor fellow! He had never had a chance to learn,
and was not in the least to blame for being a dunce.
But several boys who heard his reply, not thinking
of this, burst into a loud laugh and shouted, “ What
a dunce!” “Why, he's a regular blockhead!” “Q
my, can't read ” and similar unkind phrases,

But Robert Kindly was made of better stuff. So,
instead of laughing, he said, *“ Then I'll teach you.”

“ O thank you, thank you!” said Leonard.

So Robert Lecame Leonard’s teacher. Leonard
was quick and smart. He soon lcarned to rcad. He
is a prosperous farmer to-day, and never thinks of
Robert without saying in his heart :

“He was the making of me. God bless him !”

Now suppose that Robert had been like the other
boys, what would have followed? Wouldn't Leon-
ard have grown into an ignorant man? Wouldn't
his ignorance have kept him poor? Might not his
poverty have made him wicked ?

Didn’t Robert do a good decd then when he said,
“T'll teach you?" Yes, Robert sowed good seed that
day. The fruit is Mr. Leonard Parsons, a respecta-
ble farmer and a pious man,

Shall we not all pray, God bless Robert Kindly?
Better still, will we not all imitate him by doing
good to all as we may find opportunity?  U. U.

For the Sunday-School Advocate,

THE LITTLE BROWN HOUSE.

BY MRS. H. C. GARDXER.

Just over the brow of the hill,
Overlooking the valley below,

Where the feathery pines are all tipped
With crystals of beautiful suow,

A little brown cottage doth stand
And some of the inmatcs I know.

There's Jimmy, a red-headed lad,
Full of business from morning till night,

Nicely blending his work with his play,
And sceming in both to delight,

With 2 motive that's higher than they—
An earnest desire to do right.

There's Aunnie, a gay little witch,

With round rosy cheeks and black eyes,
With a voice that is sweet as a bird's,

And lips that would scorn to tell lies,
With hands always ready to help—

Is not little Annic a prize?

The gray-headed grandfather sits

In a chalr by the warm, glowing fire;
Half asleep in the soft light he sits,

And the children draw near to admire
The thin snowy locks and white beard

Which mark the long years of the sire.

The dear mother's grave, pleasant face

For 2 moment a dull shadow wears,
But shadows are tkere out of place,

And the wife has forgotten her cares,
For hark! on the still evening air

Her husband’s quick footstep she hears.

There is poverty, go says the world,

In the little brown house on the bhill;
There are riches of value untold,

That the heart with contentment doth fill ;
The wealth that is better than gold,

That all men may have if they will.

For the Sunday-School Advocate.

THE TWINS.

MAURICE and MAUDE are twins. But you would
never guess it. Not only are they unlike in their
faces, but they arc almost opposite in their charac-
ters, Maude is & very industrious, persevering child.
She never begins any piece of work without finish-
ing it, and she does not like to commence one thing
while another is unfinished. Now Maurice will have
four hooks which he is reading lying about at once.
Then there will be a kite, two boats, a cradle for
Maude's doll, a work-box for his mother, a rolling-
board for Bridget, a new pigeon-box, a checker-
board, a water-wheel, a weathercock all commenced
at once, as well as several tools and playthings to be
mended. He has not a single drawing finished,
while Maude has several which her father has caused
to be framed. '

“Ho, I can't stop to finish things. You see it
isn't in my nature,” said Maurice.

“T would make it so, then,” said his aunt.

But Maurice docs not attend to her advice. If it
were not for his dear little sister, who finishes his
compositions for him and writes out half ljis other
excrcises, he would be in continual disgrace at
school.  If Maude is missing for some time you may
be sure she is off in the attic or some other out-of-
the-way place finishing something for Maurice as
fast as her fingers can fly. I am not sure it is best
for the lad that he has this help, but tender-hearted
Maude could not endure to have him blamed. The
scholars have a newspaper which is issued by them-
selves every Wednesday, of which Maurice is sup-
posed to be editor, but it never would be prepared
in season if it were not for the quiet little twin who
says nothing-but works the more,

Pierce, the man who cuts the fuel for Maurice’s
father, says, “ That boy is like the bird called the
woodcock, which is always crying ‘Do, do, but
builds the poorest nest of any bird in the woods.”

UNA LockE.

For the S8unday-School Advocate,

A CHARITABLE DO0G.

A cmarrrABLE dog? Yes, a charitable dvg. Why
shouldn't a dog show charity to a brother or sis-
ter dog?

This dog’s name was Carle. At one time, instead
of eating his dinner as usual he was seen to carry it
away. He did this for several days. His owner,
feeling curious to know what he did with it, fol-
lowed him, and found that he carried it some dis-
tance to a hole in which a lost dog with a litter of
puppies had taken rcfuge. Carlo seemed to pity
the stranger and her helpless family. He showed
his pity, too, by giving up his own meals and
picking up stray morsels of food for his own sup-
port.

Noble Carlo! If he was a dog he knew how to
be kind to a fellow-dog in distress.

1 have seen a big boy tease a little one in distress,
I have seen a well-dressed boy laugh at a ragged
onc. I have secen a boy with nice warm boots on
trying to tread on the naked toes of a boy who was
too poor to buy boots. I have seen & boy with a
stomach so full of the good things he had caten that
he could scarcely walk, turn a hungry beggar child
from the door with a harsh word. If I had these
boys and Carlo together in my room I should tell
them the story of Carlos charity and say:

“There, boys, Carlo is the noblest fellow of you
all.”

I don’t know as that would alter them any, for if
boys wont mind Jesus, who tells them to be kind,
and merciful, and loving, I'm sure they wouldn’t
mind a dog’s actions, Such boys are “hard cases.”
:I don't know whether anything will make them
;‘kind. I know what would do it. If they would
ask Jesus to give them new hearts he would do it,
and then O how kind, gentle, and charitable they
would be, T. U.
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A THOUGHTFUL DOG.

I READ not long since of a little boy who, while cross- "
ing a ncighbor's ficld, was pursued by a large, fleree dog }

3

belonging to the owner of the lot, The boy was fright- ¢
encd, and ran with all possible swiftness into the next 2
field. The dog followed bim closely. The boy, while ;
looking back to see if the creature was gaining on him,
stumbled over a root, and fell headlong into an old gnarry,
breaking his leg as he fell.

The poor Loy was now at the mercy of hLis fierce foe,
and cxpected to be torn and perhaps killed. But the dog
nosooner saw, by the child's actions, that lic was hurt, than
he turned round and ran to the nearest house and barked
for help. No one heeded his barking, or, at least, no one ¢
understood what it meant. 8o the dog ran back to the ;
helpless boy, looked sorrowfully into his fice, and acted ;
as if he wanted to say, “I'm gorry T frightened you. ]
feel very bad to se¢ yom with a broken leg; but be pa-
tient! cheer up! TI'll go again for help.”

Having acted this speech, or something like it, the dog
went to another house, and suceeeded, after much whining
and barking, in inducing a man to follow him to the quarry.
Thus the boy was found and earricd home. The dog bad
saved his life,

Curious, wasn't it? That dog was fuithful to his owner
when he tried to drive the boy out of the field. He was
pitiful toward the boy when lhe saw that he was hurt.
His pity was active too, for it led him to gpare no pains to
procure relief. The only fault I have to find with the dog
in the whole matter is that he was too rough in his way
of ordering the boy out of his master's field. With that
exception he acted like a dog which had both a head
and a heart—a head to perceive and think and a heart
to feel.

Solomon sent men to the ant to be taught lessons of
wisdom. In like manner I bring you this dog. 1lis fierce
barking, which drove the poor boy into the quarry, says to
you, “Don't be rough in your speech and ways.” His
treatment of the boy when in his power says, ¢ Be kind
and forgiving to your cnemices ; pity and help them out of
their troubles.” Pretty sound teaching for a dog, I think.

?
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COSTLY FUN.

3

ONE summer day a schoolboy named James, feeling
slcepy at recess time, laid himself on a beneh and went to
sleep.  Peter Winton, who loved fun, took a feather aud Z
tickled the slceper’s car. James rubbed his car, raised his
head, yawned, and after saying, “Don’t do that, Pete,”
went to sleep again.

Peter tickled bis chum again. James started up in an-
ger, and looking fiercely at bis tovmentor, said:

“Don’t do that, I say!”

Again James fell into a doze, and again did the thought-
less Peter apply the feather to his ear. He was now thor-
oughly roused, and, leapiug from the bench, e snatched
a pair of compasses from a mahogany desk and threw ¢
them with violence at Peter’s head.

2
{
é
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Unfortunate boys! The compnsses struck Peter on the
side of his head. They entered his brain, He felt dead
st his youthful murderer's feet!

This was a dreadful end to Peter's fun, wasn't it?
it teach you not to carry pll)fulncss 80 far as to vex your
companions. But James was worse than Peter hecause
he gave way to suels u furious burst of passion. No doubt

! my temper,”

" added,
, holy angels.”

¢ that washed me from my sins in his own blood. O how 1

0
=
}
¢ what Jesus had done for her soul.

{ keep this truth in mind.
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be bad a quick temper.  No doubt he had so often given |
way to it that it bad beeome Lis master. Like a wild, un-
bridled horse, it carried him wherever it chose to gallop.
It made him shed a schoolmate’s blood.

A quick temper should be bitted with the dounble bit of
prayer and watchfuluess, A child ean no more control it
with his own strength than he could drive a wild horse
with a pack-thread. God alone can enable bim to hold it
in. Let every quick-tempered child keep this in mind
and pray dayly, ** O Lord, help me to control and conquer

3
2
LOUDER THAN THE ANGELS ]

A LITTLE boy eight years old, named JoHN Ross, when
lying on a sick-bed said to his mother:

“ Ma, I shall die and go to heaven.”

¢ But all children who die do not go to heaven,” replied
his mother, * What makes you think you shall ¥

* Why, all for whom Christ died go theve, and he died
for me,” rejoined the sturdy little believer; and then he
“1 must sing a louder song in heaven than the

*Why, my son ¥ asked his mother.

“My song,"” said the enraptured boy, “will be to Him
love him!”

Don’t you think Johnnie's faith was very strong and
very beantiful? I know you do. But thinking so wont
benefit you unless you imitate Johnuic and love Jesus so
truly and well that you will also want to sing louder than
the angels when you go to heaven where Johnnie is.

|
|
|
k
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EDITORIAL TALK.

WuAT is that old colored woman about?  She is telling

Chlurist 18 no vespeeter
of persous, and that poor old ercature is as welcome in his
kingdow as the queen. Those who turn up their noscs at
poor people, whether black or white, would do well to
Nice little misses and pretty
little boys should never despise poor half clad little ones
with black faces, for they may be despising children to
whom Christ has sent the seal of his love. O if love !
reigoed in all hearts there would be no pride, or scorn, or
hate in any breast. Love is a beantiful thing. 1t destroys §
evil; it makes misery flee before it it moves its pos- ¢
sessors to seek goocness and to become like its hlessed

Author. God is love; let the children be glad. God is
love! God is love!

I have a letter before me which states that last summer é
at a camp-mecting a young lady was golng from her tent
toward the stand to hear preaching, when a thoughtless boy ]
or man discharged a pistol. The wound made by the ball
was futal, and in two days she died, trusting in the Lord,
The boy or man who did the deed was not dizcovered. !
Careless fellow! He will earry the thought of Lizzie's §
death with him to the grave. Let his earclessness make ;
| you careful, especially boys who handle fire-arms,  Better !
et such things alone, boys. They are dungerous play-
¢ things.

Here are some Seripture querics which you ean readily
answer if you are familiar with your Bibles. If, however,
you prefer story-books to the Scnptures they will puzzle ;
you:

e A A A A N e e N e N A

1. The father of one concerning whom it was foretold
that he shonld be * fastened as a nail in a sure place, upon
which to hang all the glory of his fathier’s house.”

2. A captain of the host appointed fn the room of an.
other eaptain, by whom he was afterward treacherously
slain under the guise of friendship.

3. A prophet, whose divinely-inspired message carried

; one of our missionary teachers.

¢ write their names wrong end foremost.

39
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conviction to the conscicnce of one who had yiclded to
temptation.

4. A famous captain, who was cured of a malady in a
manner unexpeeted.

5. A king, who offered up prayer amid the din (or noise)
and confusion of hattle.

6. Another king, whose confidence in God in a time of
perplexity, though challenged and scoffed at by the eneiny,
was not misplaced.

The tnitial or final letters, cither backward or forward,
! furnish a character distinguished for plety, gratitude, and

maternal love,

Peter Puzzichead's questions, published some wonths
since, have been answered by L. F.and C. B. 1. 1 print
what the latter says of them:

“1. Is there any resemblance between the conduet of
the viper-hunter and our own actions 2

Answer. T thiuk there iz, We are disposed to hunt or
scek after worldly pleasure and honor until they become
as a eauker in our breast or a viper in our bed,

2, What may the vipers represent *”

Ans. They may represent our carnal desires and evil
thoughts,

*3. What lesson may the bunter sleeping while the
vipers erawled into his bed teach ¥”

Aans, It should teach us ever to be on our guard lest at
any time the devil shouid tind us unprepared to meet bis
attacks.

*4, What does his fright on awaking represent ?”!

Ans. It represents the frightenced condition of a sinner
when he is first awakened to his sins.

5. What may bis deviee for escaping from the vipers
teach ?”

Anas. That however hideous our sins, the blood of Christ
is sufficient to cleanse them.

“6. What should we learn from his acts of killing the
vipers and quitting the business of catching them 97

Ans. Repent of our sins, seck forgiveness, and sin no
more.

Pretty good! L. F.'s answers are very nearly like them.,
—Here is & pleasant letter from the land of the “Celes-
tialg,” as the Chinese love to call themselves, It §s from
Read it

. Tus Far East, Oct. 20, 1854,

My LitrLe Friexps,—Our Chincse school-girls ave as
unlike yourscives as can well be.  They do not wear stock-
ings, and always o barchead, They do not have divsses
with waists, but their garments, sleeves and all, are cut in
one picce; and even when these girls are otd wormen they
will still wear them short nearly to the knece. At night
when they go to bed, balf the girls get in bed as they
should, while the other half sleep with their heads where
their feet ought to be. They do not go to the pump in
the morning, as some of you do, to wash their faces with
pure cold water, but they wet a cloth with hiot water and
wipe their fices off with that—indeed, they have no
pumps, but wells, with a stone laid flat on the glound and
a bole in it just large enough to let down the bucket,

They do not make bre: \d but eat rice from a bowl with
two sticks. Somctimes onc girl fishes with her own chop-
sticks in the center-dishes till she finds something nice,
and this she puts into the mouth of another to whom she
wishes to be very kind and polite.  If one has a bad head-
ache, instead of kecping very quiet, she gets some one to
come and pound her aching head with doubled fists,

When they study they all read as lond as they ean, as if
¢ the one who made the most noise would obtain the most
knowledge. They begin to read at what you would call
the end of the book, and read from the top of the page 1o
the bottom. They cannot spell out words for thewmselves,
but must be taught the name of cvery eharacter, as they
P bave no other way of finding out what it ix. They even
A little girl of
the Ting family writes ber name, Ting Apricot Blossom,
while you would say it should stand, Apricot Blosaom
Ting. They do not use English except to count, and if
you were to hear them trying to count a h\mdud in En-
glish it would puzzle you to tell whether it was Esqui-
maux or Irish,

When they pray In sceret they pray aloud. Now, if you
will only think of them as doing everything just contrary
to what you do, you will know something of Chinese
ways. Yours sincerely, 8. I W

Eppie §, of South —, writes:

I have a little adopted Sister Mary, one year older than
myeelf, who is a little mischicvous. We all think a great
decal of her. Ever since I can remember the Sunday-
School Advoeate has been one of our best friends, As
soon a8 the paper comes we both leap with joy to look
over your “Letter Budget.” Will you not add a conple
to your Try Company ¢ We both mean to try and learn
move verses tbis year than we ever have before, and we
will try and get as many to join with us as we can.

Eddic and Mary shall train in the Corporal's company
until they cease trying to grow like Jesus. That, T trust,
they will never do, and 8o they will be lkely to train with
the old soldier as long as they live.
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A NOBLE BOY.

Soamegopy made disturbance—
a Dbuzzing, mischievous, forbid-
den noise—in a crowded school-
room. The teacher listened and
watched, and finally fixed upon
a particular boy as the offender.

Joln was called up, and after
some conversation the teacher
commenced chastising him. In
an instant another boy sprung
to his feet, and walking rapidly
to the teacher’s desk, exclaimed,
“You may give me the rest, if
you please, ma’am !”

The teacher paused and looked
at both the boys. She could not
bear to strike the manly, truthful
lad who stood so nobly before
her.

N et e
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“Shall I lead you across, sir ¢

“ O yes, ma'am, if you please,”
replied he so gratefully.

So she took hold of his baskct
and led him safely across to the
paved portion of the walk, and
then each went their way, feeling
the happier for this little kind-
ness given and received.

AuNnT JULIA.

PRAYING AND GIVING.

OxNE of our friends keeps a
family missionary-box, and a lit-
tle daughter of some six sum-
mers was very desirous of putting
in her pennies also with the rest.
Some time after she was saying
her evening prayer at her father’s

* Charles,” said the lady, “is it you who has been } have no friends, others have no money, and some, { knee, when, to his surprise, she hesitated a moment

making that noise these three days so slyly you have
not been detected 27

“T helped to make it, ma’am. I was worse than
John, and I ought to be punished more than he!”

“Q, Charles,” said the lady, “1 am so very, very
sorry. You knew better than this, and I trusted
you! What shall I do, Charles?”

“Whip me, if you please,” said the boy.

“ And then, Charles—what ?”

“T never will do so again as long as you are in

this school. You may trust me this time.”

“Promise me, Charles, that you will never do so
mean a thing to any teacher.”

“T can’t promise for anybody clse,” said Charles;
“but for you, Miss C, I pledge my word 1 never
will.”

I am sorry to say that Charles was, by habit, some-
thing of a rogue in the school-room ; but I am proud
to testify that he kept his word, honor bright, to
the last day of his attendance in Miss C.'s depart-
ment,
beautiful justice never allowed a comrade to suffer
for his fault.—Child at Home.

DARE AND DO.

DARE to think, though others frown;
Dare in words your thoughts express ;

Dare to rise, though oft cast down;
Darc the wronged and scorned to bless,

Dare from custom to depart;
Dare the priceless pearl possess;
Dare to wear it next your heart;
Dare, when others curse, to bless,

Dare forsake what you dcem wrong;
Dare to walk in wisdom’s way;

Dare to give where gifts belong;
Dare God’s precepts to obey.

Do what conscience says is right;
Do what reason says is best;

Do with all your mind and might;
Do your duty and be blest.

For the Sunday-8chool Advocate.

PITY THE BLIND.

, HAT would you do if you
were blind. Perhaps you
have sometimes closed
your eyes and tried to
imagine how you would
feel if you could never
open them again. But
you have soon tired of
the experiment. You can
get very little idea in
that way of the darkness and
loneliness that would come over
you if you knew that you could never see again.
But there are such, many such; some who have never
seen anything, but more who were able to sce once,
till their eyes went out in darkness. Some of these

He was truthful in everything, and with a}  Tyey rise in the morning at half past six, dress ! and they shine like silver.”

i alas! have neither. Perhaps they are not old ecnough
{ to work—they cannot learn much at school, and
they have no means of support. What will they
do? Why, the state will take care of them. The
state government has Luilt this handsome edifice in
) the city of New York, on Ninth Avenue, just a little
way from our Thirty-fourth-strect Church. Here
they will find admittance, and if they cannot pay
they may go in * without money and without price.”
God bless our Christian government! Long may it
! stand !
g The blind are treated here very much as you would
§ be in a seminary. They have nice airy sleeping-rooms,
; dressing-rooms, bath-rooms, besides the dining-room,
g the school-room, and the chapel. They have kind
{ superintendents and teachers, whose great aim is to
! teach them to take care of themselves as much as
possible. They soon learn to go about the house
1 without a guide, to cut up their own food, and feed
. themselves very nicely.

) themselves, and attend prayers at seven. Then they

and then added, “ Lord, bless my two pennics, for
Jesus’ sake. Amen.”

Waiting until she was in bed, he asked his wife,
“What made Gracie say that?” and the reply was,
“She has prayed thus every night since giving her
pennies to the missionary-box.” .

May we not believe that the little one’s pennies
will surely be blessed, and learn from a child the
lesson ever to send a prayer with our almsgiving ?

WHAT A BLIND GIRL SAW.

A poor blind girl, who had lost her sight some
years, and had lain many weeks on her bed, wasting
away of consumption, was happy, quite happy, in
the prospect of death; and when her end was draw-
ing near she said to her grandmother, “Grand-
mother, look !”

“Look at what, my dear?” was the reply.

“0 there's some women, and they are all in white,

On another occasion shé said, *Grandmother,

{ have breakfast. The time from eight to twelve | there's beautiful stars, and they are all different.”

{ o'clock they spend in the school-room. Here they

}
pursue the same studies that are taught at other

§ schools, only they devote more time to music. Some
> of the blind are very swect singers and beautiful

’

“ Ah, my dear,” said the grandmother, *that's

E)are taught in books with the print raised so that { what we read in Seripture about one star differing
Ethey can feel the letters with their fingers. They { from another in glory.”

A L1TTLE boy playing with a dog discovered for

» performers on the piano. You know that the latter { the first time that the animal had claws; whereupon
¢ requires a light touch and a good ear, and the blind ¢ he ran into the house exclaiming, with open-eyed
“excel in both these respects. They cultivate the ! wonder:

senses of sight and hearing to make up for the loss g

;of sight. When a person comes into the room they

¢ hear him as quickly as you would sce him; and ean
, tell who it is almost as readily.

In the afternoon, instead of going to school, they

learn to work. The boys make baskets, mats, mat-

{ tresses, carpeting, and band-boxes. The girls do

{ plain sewing, faney knitting, and bead-work. And
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¢in this way many of them learn to support them- .

“selves. The things they make are sold to help sup-
 port the institution, and once a year, in anniversary
¢ week, they have an exhibition in some large hall or
{ audience-room in the city.

I hope you are always Kind to blind people and
lend them your eyes when you can. You might
read to them. They love to hear reading, and you

will often find it pleasant to he with them, for they
arc usually very gentle and sweet-tempered. If you
see them in difficulty anywhere be always ready to
help themn, Not many mornings ago I saw a poor
blind man, who peddles brooms and brushes about
the streets, passing by a lot where & house was go-
ing up. 'The sidewalk was torn up and great stones
were Iving about, and he did not know what was
before him, for sometimes these places are quite dan-
gerous. This one was not, and so the workmen paid
him no attention; but a young miss, who just then
came tripping by, saw his fears, and she spoke up
very kindly and cheerily :

“ 0, mother, Fido has got teeth in his toes!”
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