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AN UNCOMFORTADLE
BOY.

Dip you ever see a hoy
in a more uncomfortable
situation than this tel-
low? Everything about
him scems out of place
and out of joint. His
uncombed hair looks like
a mop. IHis shoulders
are lop-sided. Tis dress
is out of shape. Iis
socks have fallen about
his heels, 1Iis hoots are
unlaced. His slate lies
smashed on the ground.
There is nothing about
him that you can ad-
mire. Even his fice,
which looks as though
it was meant to be good-
looking, is out of shape.
His eyes look angry. s
cheeks are puffed up.
His lips are pouted into
crooked lines.  Did you
ever see such a looking
boy in your life?

You doi't see what 1
wanted to print such «
chap as that in the Advo-
eute for? You don't
hey? Ah Charlie, Char-
lie! I know why you
throw that stone of com-
plaint at me. You have
an idea that the picture
is meant for you. You
don't feel quite sure on
that point, however, be-

cause you don’t know |

exactly how vou do look
when your temper is up.
You never peeped into a
mirror when you were in
a fit of sulks, ButI as-
sure you the picture is
yours and that it suits
you to a T. It is you,
Charlie Fiery, as others
8ee you when little Will
is roused and you are put
out with everything and
everybody, your precious
little self not excepted.

How do you like your picture, Master Fiery? { fellow was a trifle. But,‘it is not a trifle,

makes your friends un-
happy, it makes the great
God angry with you.
You wish you had a
better temper, do you?
I'm glad to hear you say
that. That’s the sort of
talk that goes before im-
provement. There's hope
for you, because it is just
as certain that you may
become a sweet - tem-
pered, lovely boy as it is
that you are not such a
boy now. Ilow do I know
that? Why, because I
know that many ugly
boys have been changed
into good ones, and what
hoys have done boys may
do again. DBesides, T
know that Jesus, the
lover of children, is wait-
ing to change you by his
mighty power, which,
vou know, can do all
things, Only resolve,
then, to be what you
wish to be; ask Jesus
to make you so; believe
that he will do what you
desire, and it will be
done. When it is done,
this picture will not
make you angry, for then
it will be your mirror no
fonger. When you have
won this great victory
write me about it that I
may rejoice with you.
T'ge CORPORAL.

For the 8. 8. Advocate.

LITTLE BILLY JONES.

BiLLy JoNES was a lit-
tle idiot boy. The chil-
dren called him “B8illy
Billy,” which was a true
enough name, but they
said it to tease him, and
that made it wrong for
them to call him so. Bil-
ly's mother taught him
all he was able to under-
stand about God and his
laws, and Billy, after
It is a ¢ hearing lier repeat the ten commandments many,

You don't like it a bit, eh? It ian't your picture, eh? é very serious thing for you, a sad thing for your { many times, used to repeat to himself almost con-
Well, it would be & laughal?le matter for a boy not { parents, brothers, and sisters, and a vexatious thing { tinually the words, “ THOU SHALT NOT STEAL.”
to know his own likeness if being a cross, sulky % for your playmates. It makes you miserable. it3 One day in going to a rich man’s house Billy

.
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picked up a silver spoon under the kitchen
window. He put it up his coat sleeve and
walked into the house. Then he told the
servants he ‘“must sce the lady.” They
asked what he wanted with her; but Billy
would say nothing but “I must sce the
lady.”

IIe was allowed to enter the parlor. It
was full of company. Billy held down his
head as if frightened to see so many fine
people. The lady seeing his confusion, said
kindly:

“ Well, my little boy, what do you want ?”

Billy pulled the spoon from under his
sleeve, put it into her hands, and- said
slowly:

“Thou —shalt — not — steal ! — Thou —
shalt—not —steal !

The company, surprised at the child’s
words and manner, formed a circle round him and 5
asked him all sorts of questions, but they could get
no reply froin him except “ Thou shalt not steal.” i

At last the lady of the house took him gently by °
the hand and said:

*Tell me, my dear, where you got this spoon 27

“ Under —the kitchen window —Billy found —
Thou—shalt—not—steal,”

They then understood that Billy, silly as he was,
knew that he ought not to keep that spoon because
God had said, “ Thou shalt not steal.” No wonder
the company admired his conduct, for there are
many hoys in the world with fur brighter brains
than Billy who would have kept that stray spoon
in spite of the law, which says, “Thou shalt not ‘
steal.” :

If T knew that boy T should call him “wise Billy."
He has more heavenly wisdom than many. I com-
mend his example to that boy who found his school-
mate’s knife last month and keeps it hid amonz his
own playthings. That boy is a thicf, but “silly
Billy” is an honest hoy. God bless him!  F. F.

THE LITTLE PILGRIM

I's oalittle pilegrim,
And a stranger here;
Though this world is pleasant,
Sin is always near.

Mine's a better country,
Where there is no sin,
Where the tones of sorrow

Never enter in,

But a Iittle pilgrim
Must have garments clean,
If he'd wear the white rebes
And with Christ be seen.

y

Jesus, cleanse and save mo,
Teach me to obey;

Holy 8pirvit, guide me
On my heavenly way.

I"in a little pilgrim,
And a stranger here;
But my home in heaven

Cometh ever near.

RIGHTS OF SLAVEHOLDERS.

TELL me not of rights—talk not of the property
of the planter in his slaves. I deny the right—I ac-
knowledge not the property., The principles, the
feelings of our common nature, rise in rebellion
against it. Be the appeal made to the understand-
iny or the heart, the sentence is the same that rejects
it. In vain you tell me of human laws that sanction
such a claim, There is a law above all the enact-
ments of human codes, the same throughout the
world, the same in all time, such as it was hefore
the daring genius of Columbus pierced the night of
ages and opened to one world the source of power, |
woalth, and knowledge; to another all unutterable
woes; such as it is this day. It is the law written
by the finger of God on the heart of man.—Lorp
Broucnay,

_you be put?

" thing.
household, a help to ma, a comfort to pa, a hlessing |
to brother and sister, and a sunbeam in the ways of

For the Sanday-School ddvocate,

THE IDLE SQUIRREL

Do von like fables? If not, don't read this arti-
cle. If you do, read on,

A noble lorse, docile and swift, was dashing
round a spacions plain when a sharp-eyved squirrel,

- which had heen watching his motions, said

“My dear Lorse, you need not be proud of your
speed, for
* With equal spirit,
Just such gambols
I can do and even more.

" I can curvet, and run, and leap as lightly and grace-

fully as you can.”
The horse paused, bent his ears forward, laughed,
and replied :

*“No doubt you can skip, and come and go. You .

can turn, and twist, and play more idle freaks than
all the horses in the world.  But what does all your
turning and twisting amount to?  To what use can
I serve my master. My lite is worth
something, but what is. vours worth 2

The syuirrel was dumb.  He blushed, hung down
his tail, and crept into a rotten log. He felt that
his life was one long frolic and nothing clse.

Which part are you playing, Miss Rosy-cheeks?
Idle or useful, which are you? If the former you
had better hide yourselt in some dark corner and
ask the Unseen One to make you good for some-
If you are uscful, if you arc a joy in vour

~life, you may shake hands with me; yes, you may

do more, you may kiss my old cheeks and take my

" blessing with you. ¢

The child Who does nothing but frolic and play,

Like a squirrel, i3 wasting his life away;

The child who is busy as busy can be

8hall frolic enjoy and real pleasure shall see.
THE CORIORAL.

—_———

KATY AND HER MISSIONARY CHICKEN.

OT long agzo a little girl in
the Sunday-school heard a
missionary tell about the
heathen children, especially
the little heathen girls, how
cruclly they were treated
because they were girls ; put
to the hardest work, and
then beat if their strength
gave out and they could
not do it; their fathers al-
ways rough to them and their
brothers never kind; no pretty
plays, no sweet kisses, no beauti-

P
", ful books, no pleasant schools, no God

but an old stone or an ugly block, no
lovely spirit of forgiveness, no dear child's prayers, |
no “ Now I lay me down to sleep,” no knowledge of

Jesus, the precious Saviour of the world; all rude,
miserable, and down-trodden, BECAUSE Jesus was

SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATE.

not there. IIE would put things right and
mend the homes of these little girls and
boys, and no one else could. And he had
already sent them word what to do.

“Ie sent word by Matthew, and Mark,
and Luke, and John, and Paul. But
Matthew, and Mark, and Luke, and John,
and Paul cannot get there without your
Lelp.” said the missionary to the Sunday-
scholars.  * Wont you help these to go and
preach the gospel which tells how sin can
be washed away ?”

The Sunday-scholars Jooked at the mis-
sionary with “I am sure I want to help” in
all their eyes. One little girl said to ler-
self, “O I musT help; T winn.”  She went
home thinking, and said to her mother:

“ Suppose, mother, I was a poor heathen ;
should I not think it very hard if Sunday-
school children here did not send Me the word of
Jesus—didn't TRy to save my soul 7"

So upon the Christian principle of doing as she
would be done by, she began to think what she
conld do. She was very poor. She had nothing to
give.  She was sickly and could earn nothing. She
could pray. Yes, a little child can do that; and she
did; but that only made her the more want to po
something besides.

The next morning her mother took care to wake
her up pretty early, and the first question she asked
- was, ** Mother, i Pet mine to kege {°

“Yes,” answered her mother, “Pet is yours to do
~what you please with.”

Pet was a little motherless chicken about a month
old, which a neighbor gave her, and which the little
girl named and loved dearly.  She never had a pet
before.  And Pet loved the little girl. It knew her
voice, and used to run after her wherever she went
like 2 little dog. This was the little girl's treasure,
her ©all”

" Mother,” she said with a sweet seriousness, “1
am going to give Pet to the missionary, I've noth-
ing else, and 'l carry it to the minister's house this
morning.”

* Well,” said her pious mother, “ do, Katy, as you
think best.”

Katy gave chicken its breakfast with tears in her
cyes. It pecked so cunningly, and these were its
{ last crumbs from ner Land. But mother did not
; like to interfere, It the Holy Spirit was teaching
and strengthening hier little child to give its all to
¢ Christ she should not stop the work. So Katy

» stirred up the wool in Pet's basket and put it in.
Pet did not want to go in, it had rather run about
the kitchen, as it was used to; for, of course, it did
not know it was to be a missionary-chicken, and if
it had been told, I dare say it would not have heen
able to understand it.  Katy took the basket in her
arms and set off to the minister’s, Poor Katy!

I do not know what happened in the minister's
study, where Katy told her story. I only know that
a tear dropped from the good mans eyc on the
study-table, and he said:

“Who of my parish will give their ox, or a cow,
or a sheep, or a barrel of apples, or a load of hay to
preach Christ to the heathen?”

The minister bought the chicken. He paid six-
pence for it. She put the sixpence in the mission-
box on the minister's table, and was about to take
leave of her dear Pet, when the minister said:

“T've nobody to take care of the little chick in
my house, Katy; wont you carry it home and kC(‘p
it for me ¢

“Q yes, sir!” she cried, and home little Katy
{ trudged with basket and chicken as happy as child
%could be. She was faithful in little, and God ful-
§

{

filled his promise in making her “faithful also in
much.”

s -

—_——

A RoMaN emperor once said, “I cannot relish a
happiness which no one shares in but myself.” The
¢ way to increase our own joy is to share it with others,

L4
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A STORY ABOUT A NUT

READ the other day of two tired
% boys who one autumn day threw

under the branches of a noble wal-
nut-trec.  While they were resting
there a big nut fell between them.
Will Sharp seized it, saying :
«That’s mine; finding is keeping,
vou know, Jack.”

“No it isn't,” replied Jack Slow,
trying to snateh the nut from his
friend’s hand.

I saw the nut before you
did. Give it to me.”
said Will, pushing his playmate away.
it and I'll keep it.”
The boys now struggled with each other, rolling over
one another like two fighting bears, and saying words
which ought never to fall from the lips of cither boys or

. ide 3 Waeer) R "y T O . : | ;
girls. In the midst of the ** serimmage, v big boy known " Hiere s a man trying the impossible fask of running |

< through a canc-brake with a bear at his heels.

. * show him to be in a great fright.
The boys ceased their strugele and told their story.

as ¢ Bully Brag” came and said:
«Ihat's this fight about, ¢h ?”

Bully Bragz heard them through and then said:
« fand me the nut. il settle the trouble for you.”
Will Sharp gave him the nut. Bully took it to a rock,
cracked it, divided the shell into two parts, and, giving

one part to Jack, said, “That's for you because you saw ¢

the nut first.” Then giving the other part to Willy he
said, “ That's for you, Will, because you picked it up. I

shall eat the nut myself to pay me for my trouble in de-

ciding this important quarrel.”’

Bully Brag now walked off munching the nut. Will ¢

and Jack looked after him, then at cach other, and then

looking very flat they walked off in opposite directions

without saying a word.

When T read this story I liked it so well that T said to

mysclf, “I'll write this story for my Advoeate family.

Maybe it will teach my children that there can Le no
protit, but that there may be much loss in a quarrel. And !

¢
I
i

ner, the date when vaeation beging, and hundreds of other
things besides. If it be a sieve it must have something

“in the bottom of it.”

«Q, 1 don’t mean that I can’t remember such things,”

©said Carlos. It would be queer for a fellow to forget
~ when or where he was born,”

“Not if a jillon’s memory were a sieve,” said Aunt

- Sally.  “My opinion, is that your memory only needs to

themselves down upon the grass

have some P, P, wires put into it to make it hold hymns,
texts, rules, and anything else you wish to put in it.”
“What are P. P. wires, aunt ¥ said Carlos.
“The tirst P stands for purpose, the second for prerserer-
*waid Aunt Sally, “T mean to say that my Carlos
can make anything stay in bis memory that he vealiy

ance,

ADVOCATLE.

¢ slip through. I'll be bound it also holds the hour for din- »

wislies to put there it he will but persevere in his cfforts -
to get it into his brain.”

like the P. P.owires; and so T suppose he will keep on
blaming his memory instead of himself.  How many of

Carlos laughed, yawned, and went to sleep. He did not

~my readers are like Cavlos?

“T'1 see you put to sleepina crow's nest first,” .
“Ive got

OUR COUNCIL-CHAMBER.

“You are quite merry this morning, esquire,” observes

Corporal Try to Mr. Forrester, upon whose face the bright

rays of humor shone like sunlight on a flower.

1 was laughing at this picture,” replied the squire.

. of the most awkward situations imaginable.”

maybe some of them will be so tickled by it that they ©

will never forget it, When they grow up it may keep them )

from going to law, lest the lawyers should get their nuts—
their property—and leave them nothing but the shells of
their fortune.”

These were my thoughts about that nut story,

eye Spitfire?

_——————

THE BOY WITH A BAD MEMORY.

“I1'3 no use, I can't learn that bymn anyhow. My

memory is just like a sieve.”

Thus spoke a boy to himsclf one evening as, throwing
his Sunday-school hymn book on the table with a dasl,
lic lolled back on the sofa and curied himself up as if he
meant to take a comfortable snooze.

What ;&
are yours, Master Quarrelsome?  And yours, Miss Black- ¢

At that moment his Aunt Sally entered the room. She \
was very fond of her nephew, but not blind to his faults.

Fixing her merry eyes upon him she said:

«Carlos, do you really think your memory is a sicve?
Wont it hold anything ?”
“Nothing at all, aunt,
Tong as I live. Everything goes through my mind as

water goes through a sieve.”

“Tiow old are you, Carlos 2 asked lis aunt.

“Eleven years, five months, aud three days,” replied
Carlos, wondering what this question had to do with bis
memory,  *“Soon be a man, shall I not ?"

where were you born ¥
“In Hickston.”
‘In what year ?”

“In the year 1853, on the 10th of January.”

sieve that holds water after all, Carlos.”
“What do you mean, Aunt Sally v inquired Carlos,

Llushing like a boy who feels he has been caught napping. °

“1 mean,” rejoined Aunt Sally with a quict laugh, “ that

poor as your mernory is, it holds some things pretty well, ; precious,
It don’t let the date and place of your birth, nor your age <

« Awkward enough,” rejoins the corporal, smiling, ¢ but
luckily for the soundness of his bones, the bear seems

; quite as anxious to run from him as he is to run from the

¢ bear.

I shall never know anything as .

They arc a pair of cowards running away from
each other. I wonder who the fellow is.”

He is a French naturalist who once visited that great ¢

His looks |
1le is cerlainly in one

lover of nature, Audubon, who stands in the back-ground *

armed, and laughing at his companion’s fright.
- Frenehman wished to go through o cane-brake. Audu-

bon accompanied him, and while working their way
through the tall, tangled eane they started a huge hear,

¢ which, luckily, rushed past them instead of at thew.
“If you live long enough you may be; but, Carlos, .

The Frenchman felt himself to be in a tight place, and

+ did not recover his composure until he was fairly out of
- the brake.
T guess he didn’t care about exploring a cane-brake

. " - again,” observed the corporal,
ta, ba, ba,” laughed Aunt Sally. “Your memory is a -

The -

e was like some chil-

dren T have hieard of who are very plucky in the parlor
under the gas-lights, but very much given to faint in the

dark.”

Just so, corporal.  Carpet courage is very cheap stutl,
True courage, such as Audubon possessed, is rare and
It is pure
study Audubon’s life,

gold. I recommend my readers to
It is full of adventure and very in-

- moved his family and “houschold gods” two hundred

o from your letter-hag,

©oxxd, 12 13,
Jesus wept.

" words, put the letters into theiv proper order, and they
will give you one of the swectest truths ever taught to
. mankind: Fy, Tomsun.
© As hares L

© puzzies are always given in the next number, xo that
. these answers from readers always come too late.

" as—the 8t. Lawrenee.—L. 1L W, writes:

- takes your dear paper, and we all Jove it.
“tle brother two years old, named Freddie.
: bt
©ypaper and he said it was himself. We have a baby brother
* two months old, and we all love him dearly.”

caloql

structive.* Here is another pleture showing how he
miles down the Ohio river.—Now, corporal, let us hear

“Iear the answer to my last puzzle tirst.  Here it is:
Ly Jael, Judges v, 17,

3. Samson, Judges xvi, 29,

(2.) Esau, Genesis xxv, 27,
(+.) Urialy, 2 Samuel xi, 21 i
(6.) Whisperers, Prov. xvi, 233
(7.) Eutychus, Acts xx, 9. (8) Paul, Acts
(9.) Tyrannus, Acts xix, 9. The sentence—

(5.) Susanna, Luke viii, 3.
Rom. i, 2.

“llere, too, is another puzzle. Take the following

Ma. Ilers? Nay, mine? No.

“My letters are legion. 1 have read them all with pleas-
ure,and youshall hear oncor two of then. Herels onefrom
a Montreal hoy, who sends me a solution to the puzzle in
verse publisbed some time since. The answers to the
The
Montreal boy has my best wishes, May his Jife be as Jong

“\Weare five brothers and one sister. My oldest brother
I have one lit-
e is very
We showed him the picture of Freddie in your last

Give fat Freddie a kiss for me, Liston, and another for
the corporal. We adopt him for our pet.

“Iere are some simple lines about death. I find them
in one of your exchanges, They tell what a little child
said when her baby brother died:

“¢Tell me, mamma, if I must die
One day, as little baby died;

And look so very pale, and lie
Down in the pithole by its side?

tShall T leave dear papa and you,
And never sce you any more?
Tell me, mamma, if this is true?
I did not know it was before.”

% OTis true, my love, that yow must die;
The God who made you says you must;
And every onc of us shall lie,
Like the dear baby, in the dust,

“¢These hands, and feet, and busy head
Shall waste and crumble quite away;

But though your body shall be dead,
There is a part whicli can’t decay.

“¢That which now thinks within your heart,
And made you ask if you must die,

That is your soul—the better part—
Which God has made to live on high”

* Ree * Life in the Woods: or, the Adventures of Auduben,
B. K. Prkee”

By
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For the Sunday-School Advocate.
ABOUT SEEDS AND TREES. !

Ix the spring of 1861, while going across lots to .
visit some of the people of my charge, I came to a .
gentleman who was setting out an apple-tree nursery.
Ie had removed the stumps and stones from the
around, had also plowed it deep and fine, har-:
rowed it well, amd made straight Qrills some three
foct apart. into which, aided by a boy, he was sct-
ting the tiny young trees.  He told me that they
were all grafted, and that he and his wife had put
three thousand grafts into as many stocks or roots
during the previous winter, N

*And where and how do you get the stocks ™
said I, ;
“We go,” said he, “ to the cider-mills and get the |
seeds; we then sow or plant them, and after onc
vear's growth we take them up, cut off the little:
trees near the roots, and put the roots into the eel-
lar: then we get our grafts from the best bearing
trees and of thie best varieties, and in February
March, and April do our grafting.”

Now, little readers of the Advocate, T do not
menn to tell you all the conversation I had with
this nurservman; but I wish to tell you some of the
thoughts which it sugeested.  And first, I thought
that all those little roots came from the worst kind
of apple-seeds, for people do not usually make their
cider of apples that are very good tor any other use.
1 also thought that the grafting them with good
varieties, and setting them out into nurseries, and
carving for them there with pruning-knife, and plow
ad hoe and generous entture, would not, evuld not
make them frait-bearing t

Lrees,

v

)
No; they must be
set out into orchards and cared for there,

Then T thought, =0 is it with good men and
women,  They were all very bad once; they had
bal tempers in bad hearts; but God in his good
providence sought them ont by reficions nursery-

N N N L S PN O

rren, e they were brought and set in the Sunday- |
school) the Churelr’s nursery, where the principles of |
religion were instilled into their minds, and the !
atted word ™ hewan to crow and bear fruit to |
v, it beautitul for the eves of angels to :

look upon, é
And again I thought, as trees in the orchards die?
the demand for trees from the nurseries mntinncs.§
So with the Church—God's orchard,  As the fathers 3
and mothers in it pass away, this orchard can only §
keep its numbers good” by demands upon its nur—z
series, ¢
Little brothers and sisters, you are now in th(‘é
nureery,  God aud good men, and women too, :n‘oﬁ
laboring to cultivate you into healthy, \'igoronsg
trees. You were not designed to be in the nursery
forever, but to become “trees of righteousness.”
Where will you go wheu you learve the nursery? Many
of you have been in it long cnough to go into the
orchard. The trees there are dying and you zu'C%
needed there,  You will soon go into the Church or $
into the world. Which <hall it be? Little trees ¢
have no choice, but vou have. Make it, then, asking ¢
God and the good to lielp you, and may a blessed 3
cternity of fruittulness be yours * in the Eden above,”
Amen, IS D %

TURNED OUT OF HEAVEN.

)
Lrrrue Eppie is a sinart boy of seven summers, 2
One day, after bheing in a thoughtful mood for some ;
time, he said:
* Mother, did God cver turn any one out of
Leaven?? 2
* Yes,” was the reply,
“What for?” was the next (uestion, i
* For being wicked.” $
“Well,” said Eddie, “if T ever get there T am |
afraid he will turn me out some time,” :
Eddice’s reply showed that he felt the evil in his ;
heart.  Ie did not know, however, that Jesus stood |
ready to give him a new leart which would not
want to sin cither on earth or in heaven, S
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FARLY RISING.

“TUP! up!” eries the wakeful cock,

* Did you not hear the village-cloek ?

I have been up for an hour or more,
Crowing aloud at the stable-door,
Dobbin has gone with the boy to plow,
detty has started to milk the cow;
Rure there is plenty tor all to de,

And b are up, youny fricnd, but you.”

SUp!Dup!™ eries the soaring Lark,

COnly sfcep, my voune friend, in the davk.
O Tet it never, never be saild

You wasted the morning hours in bed,
Out of the window vlance your eye,

And see how blue is the morning sky;
Open the casement, your slumber spare,
And simelt bow fresh is the morning air.”?

“CUp! np!™ cries the basy sun,

“Is there no work, little triend, to be done?
Are there no lessons to learn, I pray,

That you lie dozng the hours away ¥

Who would give leht to the world below
If T were idly to stumber so?

What would become of the hay and corn
Did T thus waste the precious morn ?”

“Up! up!” eries the buzzing bee,
“There's work for you as well as for me.
O Low I prize the morning hour,
Gathering sweets from the dewy flower.
Quick comes on the scorching noon,
And darksome night will follow soon;
Say, shall it chide you for idle hours,
Time unimproved, and wasted powers?"”

SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATE.

THE LION AXND HIS KEEPER.

THERE was in the menagerie at Brussels some
; years ago a large lion called “ Danco,” whose den
happened to require some repairs,  The keeper
{ bronght a carpenter to mend it; but when the
% workman saw the lion he started back with terror,
|

3'
%
§
!
{

The keeper entered the animal's cage and led him

2 to the upper part of it while the lower part was re-
§ fitting. The keeper then amused himself for some
| time playing with the lion, and, being wearied, he
7 soon fell into a sound sleep.
{ The carpenter, having full reliance on the vigi-
ﬁ lance of the keeper, pursued his work with rapidity,
"and when he had finished it he called him to see if
the repairs were properly done.  The keeper made
"no answer. Ilaving repeatedly called in vain, he
" began to feel alarmed for his situation, and resolved
to o to the upper part of the cage, where, looking
through the railing, he saw the lion and the keeper
sleeping side by side.  From the impulse of the mo-
ment, the astonished carpenter uttered a loud cry.
The Hon, awakened and surprised by the sudden
yell, started on his feet and stared at the mechanic
with an eye of fury, and then, placing his paw on
the breast of his keeper, lay down to repose again,
At length the keeper was awakened by some of the
attendants, but did not appear thie least appreliensive
for his own safety, but took the lion hy the paw and
then quietly led him to Lis former residence.,

A LITTLE boy who had scen but four summers
ran to his father a few Sabbaths since and, over-
come with grief and his cyes full of tears, said to
him:

{ “Papa, Ifec haa!”

£ *“And what is the matter, Frankie?” said the
 futher,

5 “I have been a naughty boy. My mamma told
\ me not to play on the holy Sabbath day for it was
{ displeasing to God. I did play, and 1 feel bad be-
¢ cause I hurt God's feelings 27

! “Dut how do you know that you have hurt God's
‘ feelings?” said his father,

E “ Because,” said the little boy, “my conscience
* bites my little heart.”

s
%
§
! “I FEEL BAD”
5

“I SPOKE TO MY HEAVENLY FATHER.

A LITTLE girl gasping for her last mortal breath,
. =aid, * Father, tuke me!”

Her father, who sat dissolved in tears by her bed-
side, lifted her into his lap. She smiled, thanked
him, and said, “I spoke to my heavenly Father,”
and died.
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