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€« CHIP-"
pY RTIIEL 1. BRELS

Rorit had been
studying her history
lesson over a8 ghe sat
by the school room
stove. Justther there
wasa tap at the outer
door,

“Come in,” she said,
and then the door
opened, and a boy
pearly her own age
with frowny yellow
curls sticking out from
his cap aud poor shoes
on his feet, asked,

«May I get warm?
mogt froze, My name's
£ Cuip.” And as Ruth
explained that it was
the ‘room where she
came to school every
day he looked around
<curiously at its fittings
,@nd then at her.

{ «“Kin you read?”
. he said, as he turned
'3 his red hands aroun”
y the fire. “I can’t,
nyw nothin’; kinfish,
d watch fur boats to
co:ne in, a'xd pick old
)'Opes over.”
=’ « Why don't you go
to mission school?
It.'s real nice thera fo
lﬁarn."

; “T ain’t goin’ to
gchool there, lfthey are

‘migsjonaries.”

"] «OChip! whynot?”

A S

CCHIP

alwars, and you won't

“want to sit there when

FuuToero a map You
tnow some day you'll
be a big ship-carponter
or somtething hiko that,
and then you'll havo
money 1n the bank,ani
you can't wnte yout
name for a chocki”

* Realin' ain’t wnt-
m " grumbled Chip,
taumphantly,

* How can you write,
Chup,f yon don’t know
what to say 1 Now if
yuu'll cume real early
[l teach you a bit
every day before the
other boys come. My
mother taught me
when I was a little
wee bit of a thing”

“It must ha' besn
nice to have a mother!”
aud puor Chip picked
st his cap until there
was 8 hole all ready
for hisyellow curls to
stick through, “I guess
T bad one unce, but it
wasawful long ago. I
shet my eyes some-
wmesand try to'mem-
ber bow shelo.ked, 1
guess 1 wasn't Chip
when she hved. Lz
«alls me Chip ‘cause
sue wud the shlp
timbers so rouch, and
ghe says I amtoo poor
to have any other,
‘Ratty’,is the other

} «’"Cause thay look ata chap so, and they aftarnoon \Id rather sit on the dock feller that lives with Liza"
‘taro when he goes blunderi’ over a book, | timbers in the sun, sny Jay”  ~  , “Is Liza good toyou, Chip?” said the
3’ke they did when Ratty went in one| “Yes, bat Chip, the sun don't shine jlittle woman pityingly.
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* Not werry, She licks us when wo don't
ateal wood anywhere.”

Ruth Roe coaxed the friendless boy to
learn his letters, Every morning rain or
ghine, he come stealing in softly, with one
hand clutching his cap, and the other trying
to smooth down his yellow locks. At first
Chip ran timidly away as soon as any of
the scholars came; but little by little he
grew accustomed to them, and they to him,
and sometimes Ruth would have a quiet
group of listeners around her as she taught
I-r one scholar his lesson.

But there came a bright spring day when
Caip did not make his appearance, and
Ruth looked up street and down in vain.
Another and another day went by, and
then she felt so troubled and anxious that
she asked her teacher’s counsel.  There
scemed no clue by which to find him, and
as the days went by, Ruth bagan to think
that he had fallen off the dock. She missed
her bright-eyed scholar and his funny
stories, but a week passed without a sign of
his appearance.

The next Sunday afternoon Ruth’s father |-

went to the hospital to sce a fellow-work-
man who had been injured. After his
return he was speaking of the varied pain-
ful sights of wounded and injured men, and
pretty soon Ruth laid down her book, for
she heard the name of “ C'aip.”

“Queer name, wasn't it, Betsy?” he
was saying to his wife—"that's all the
name anybody knows"”

“ What happened to Chip, father?” and
in .. moment Ruth stoed beside him.

“ What do you know about Chip,
daughter ?” said her father. “He was only
a poor littlo loafer from the docks who got
cut on the head with a piece of timber;
they were bringing him into a larger room
as I passed out.”

«Q, father, why ! he is my scholar;” and
then she told of her effort to help the poor
lad. “And I must go and ses him, and
you'll take me, won't you ?”

*Why, Ruth, he won't know you; his
talkin's all kinds of gibberish now. You
can go with your teacher to-morrow and
gee your scholar.”

. The next day Ruth lost no time in find-
ing Miss Stewart and inducing her to walk
to the hcupital with her.

Through the long lene of beds in the
children’s ward, they came at last to ono
where no name, only a number, was on a
ticket at the foot of the bed, but the nurses
had in some way found out from his ramb-
lings aud disjointed talk his queer name,
and knew at once where to direct their steps.

Poor little Chip. The face that used to
be 80 rosy was pinched and pale, the hands

that had never been thoroughly clean be-
fore were white and idle now, and the
yellow cutls had been cut off aud the eyes
were closed.

The quick tears came to Ruth's eyes as
she looked st the bandage across the fore-
head, and she said very softly, * Chip.”

He did not open his eyes, but smiled a
poor ghastly smile, and presently began to
mutter, a3 he had done ths day before.

“Don't tell Liza, Shell beat me. I don't
see what Liza's fur, only to beat me.”

The next day Ruth took a big crange in
her hand, and when she came up the child
just opened his eyes a moment and closed
them wearily. Misa Stewart had a lovely
voice, and she sang * Shining Shore,” very
softly. Then Chip opened hic ey s in
earnest, and saw Ruth as if she had been a
vision. )

“You 'membered me, after all, didn't
you?” and he held up the poor weak hand
to Ruth's plump little brown one, * Who's
that i and he pointed to Miss Stewart, who
had drawn back a little.

“Why, she’s the nice teacher in the
mission-school, and when you get well you
are going to be in her father's store, aund
you're to be iu her class and have a jacket
and a new hat. Now all you've got to do
is to get well as fast a3 you can.”

And that was the way the merchaut
now going down to his big store began to
learn to read, A kind-heatted little girl
was willing to take a few minutes every
day, before her own school began, to help
him on his way. No patient inquiry could
ever discover his real name, or find a friend,
so he called himself “Mr. Wood,” in
memory of the little “ Chip.”

TALKING TO PAPA.

It is not often a boy learns so young to
master what is being done around him, yet
it should be the aim of every boy to make
his fingers learn how to do, his eyes how to
see, and his tongue how to tell familiar
things. Au exchange says:

«At Pittsville, the other day, a six-
yeer-old boy entered the telegraph oflice,
and in his childish maunner said: ‘I want to
talk to papa’ The operator saw he was
familiar with his surroundings and stepped
aside from his instrument.  The little fellow
(his chin just touching the edgo of the desk)
reached out his right hand, and, standing on
tiptoe, with his left-hand still grasped by
his sister, flashed cver the wire a neat mes-
sage to his father, who has charge of a sta-
tion some wiles distant. After sending the
message announcing the safe arrival of his
sister and himself, the little fellow set the in-

strument aright, thanked the operator, and
retired."

GO TO GOD IN TROUBLE.
WHEY in great and solemn sorrow,
When with sad heart almost breaking,
Wait not for a bright to-morrow,
When you to God your troubles bring.

He is ready, ever ready,

While the tears stand in his eycs,
He will carry, always carry

All your burdens to the skies.

Do not tarry, foolish sinner,
In the long and stony road ;
It is narrow, but the winner
Ne'er regrets his toilsome journey.

At the gate he stands aund beckons
To the toilers up the hill;

And the distance, as they reckon,
Does not seem one-half so far.

He is waiting, always waiting,
Do not tarry on the way;

As around him kneel the angels,
Praising God with music gay.
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THE TWO VOICES.
EDwarp wrote grandma a lelter.
said : “I want to tell yon grandma, how
Satan almost caught me the other day.

1

o e - wm—‘w..a:a,,'&,.n,{{ P D P et ¥ Laa

He -

Mamma wanted me to go out and buy scme

tea. I was'busy playing, and was going to
say, ‘I can’t go; send Mamie, when God
gpose. ‘Don't say that, he said, Then
Satan—I knew it was Satan—spoke right
up: *Siy it, say it; Mamie can go as well
as not’ Then God said again, * Edward,
won't you pleass me?’ Aud I jumped right
up and said, ¢ Yes, I will’ I wae speaking
to God, you know, but mamma thought I
was speaking to her, and she gave me the
money, and off I frotted. Satan comes when
you don't expect him; doesn’t he, grandma "
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SLEIGH SONG.

JINGLE, jingle, clear the way,
"Tis the merry, merry sleigh -
As it swiftly scuds along
Hear the burst of happy song;
Seo the gleam of y:lances bright
Flashing o'er the pathway white
Jingle, jingle, past it flies,
. Sending shafts from hooded eyes—
! Koguish archers, I'll be bound,
I Little heeding whom they wound ;
f See the, with capricious pranks,
Plowing now the drifted banks.

Jingle, jingle, mid the glee,

Who among them cares for me ?

i Jingle, jingle, on they go,
Capes and bonnets white with snow:
Not a single robe they fold
To protect them from the cold.

Jingle, jingle, mid the storm,
Fun and frolic keep them warm
Jiugle, jingle, down the hills,
O'er the meadows, past the mills.
Now ‘tis slow and now ’tis fast;
Winter will not always last.
Jingle, jingle, clear the way,

'Tis the merry, werry sleigh,

' LUTLE'S LARGE STORY.

¢ Lure and Nell went down to Coney
Island one day with their parents. Tt was
‘falove]y day in June. They went by stearn-
"-’boat. from the city, and there was not a
crowd, so the little girls had a lovely time,
» As soon as they reached there, the chil-

Yiren scampered up the long pier aad across
“the platforms, stopping only a minute to

‘watch the merry-go-rounds, for they were
1In 8 hurry to get on the beach, since there
‘was only an hour to stay.

{ Little boys were wading in the edge of the
‘ocean, and very small childien, with their

little pails and shovels, were digging in the

‘sand
Lute and Nell chazed the waves out as

. far as they daved, aud theu scampered back

‘to keep from getting their boots wet, They

“picked up she]ls .md pebbles, and wrote
“their names in the sand to see the waves
* come in and wash them away.

Tired at last, they sat down on the sand
to1est a little, and loot away out over the

~broad ocean, where sky and water seem to

¥
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ucet.
* Nell,”” said Lute, “there is a hill near

our home in the country, where you can

see ninety-five million miles ina clear day.”

“ Really and truly 2"

“Yes, really and truly.”

Nell told wmamma that night,

Mnawmma langhed. “ How far is it to the
sun?” she asked.

Nell saw through it then.

DARKNESS AND LIGHT.

“ K1TTiE, dear, will you run up-stairs and
bring me my work-basket from my table?”

Kittie put down her book aud went
slowly out into the hall and glanced up the
wide stairs,

“ Mamma, Susan hasn't lit the gas yet;
it is all dark up there.”

“Don't you think you can find your way
to my rcom, dear 7 Surely you don't need
a light for that.”

“But it is so very dark, mamma, and
I_-"

“Come, Kittie, don't be foolish,” inter-
rupted her mother. “There is no need of
your having a light to go up-stairs, You
are getting to be a great big girl, and it is
quite time you—"

“There's Susan!” exclaimed Kittie, as
the light was lit in the hall above, and she
dashed up stairs and followed the girl into
the room, keeping very clos:ly beside her,
and only breathing. fresly when the gas
was lit.

“Did you go up in the dark?” asked
her mother, as Kittie entered the room with
the basket.

“« No, mamma, Susan went in and lit the
gas,” she said, havging her head.

The next day after her lessons were over
Kittie's mother said, drawing her to her side:

“ Now, Kittie, you must try to overcyme
your fear of the dark. What is it you are
afraid of then any more than in the light ?
You are nine years old, Kittie, and it is
foolish for such a big girl to be afraid of
nothing. God is with us in the dark just
the same as in the light, and why should
you be any more afraxd? Now will you
try, dear?”

Kittie said yes, and resolved she would,
and then her mother gave her a verse to
learn aud remember: “Darkuess and light
are both alike to Thee.”

Her mother said no more about it at the
time, but a few evenings later she asked
Kittie to bring a book from the thicd story.
Although the halls above were entiiely dark
Kittie started bravely up, and her mother
heard her singing on the third-story steirs
in & voice that would tremble a little,
“ Onward, Christian soldiers, marching as to
war 1”

She said nothing wheu Kittie came back,
but her pleased face told as plainly as words
could have done that she knew Kittie had

“1t seews remembered that darkness and light ave
like a very large story,” she ssid, soberly, both alike to God.

THE CHILDREN.
A suir sailed forth from yonder bay ;
‘Twaus on a fair and shining day ;
The wind was still, and fearlossly
Sho floated outward to the seca.

But lo, on the unbounded tide

The swelling surge rolled deep and wids;
The wivd grew fierce and waves tossed high,
The storm-cloud hung across the sky.

Yot stoutly built and ably manued,
One wise and prudent in command,

She stecred the furious currents through
Till the far port appeared in view,

So, from the sheltered bay of home,
Buoyant with hope the children come,
And outward float on life’s vast deap.
Oh, who each precicus sail shall keep ?

Our Father, when the night is dark,
And storms betide the trembling bark,
Be thou their help ! In hate of wrong,
In love of truth, may they Le strong.

Steadfast and firm upon the tide

Of change and sorrow may they ride;
Aud safely reach the heavenly shore
When life’s rough voyage shall be o'er.

DON'T SKIP THE HARD NAMES
WHEN YOU READ.

Evpvy was a bright little scholar. He
could read very well for a boy six years old.
He liked to read stories about birds and
beasts. But he had oue fault. Oane day his
mawmma talked to him about it. e would
read fastuntil he came to a hard word,
Then he would stop,and if he could not tell
at once what it was, he would skip it and ge
on.

“Don't skip the hard words, Eddy,” eaid
his mawmma,

“Why, mamma, I don't like the hard
words. Iam in such a hurry to go on that
I can't stop to spell them.”

* That will not do, my dear boy,” she zaid.
“ You will never be a good reader if you do
not stop and spell the long words, You
will never be good at any thing if you do
not do the bard things that come to you
When you are at work do not skip the hard
things. God expects all his children to do

| faithfully the duty which comes to them.

A boy who bravely tries to overcome hard
things is a hero.”

“ A hero, mamma 1" said Eddy laughing.
“Why, I thought a her» was a man who
went to war and was a brave soldier.”

“You can bz a hero, dear, while you are
a little boy. A hero is any one who does
his best, even in such small things as spell-
ing the hard words. Yon arenot too young

to be a true soldier of the Prince of Peace.”
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SOMEBODY'S PAPA.

Tnts peor drunken inanwas lying stretched
out in the street one day as I chanced to be
passing by, and around him were several
wen and boys.  Sume of them were pulling
at him, and laughing and talking saucily .0
hiin, because they k- ew the poor fellow was
too drunk to touch them. DBut just then a
little girl, more thoughtful than the rest,
came along.  She did notenjoy the tun they
were having, and as I stepped up, I heard
her say “Dou’t, let him alone, he is some-
body's papan” And sure enough it was
Nellie Joues’ papa. Poor little Nellie had
been at Suaday-school once, but now she
had not clothes to wear nor shoes to keep
her feet warm. Aud worse, dear children,
she had not encugh to eat. Many a time
Nellie cried for bread when she could nog
get it Now, this was not Nellie’s fault.
No, she was a very good little girl, and
ought to have a good pipa. S, childr p,
when you sce a drunken man, don'c forgue
that he may Le sonc gl little Nellie's

papa.

GOOSE-GIRLS.

1 nave read a story aborut a Loy named
1anry, whose father owned a flock of geese.
Que of those geese was given to Harry, He
made tera nest of straw, linel with hay,
and placed fifieen ezgs uuder her, expecting

to surely gt from them a duzou goslings,
These he intrnded to sddl, when larg:
cuongl, forhalf s .1 lareach. T enhe would
have siv dollar. to by anew sled and a new
pir of skates. Harry wa« dddighted at the
prospect.  His father said to him.

“Ty not disturb the grose while sitting.
L t lier temain cn the nes thivy days, only
leaving it a few moments at a time tu tahe
her food.”

Tweits days pasel  Then it ocenrr.d

away frorm the nest so long that when they
returned to it the eggs were cold.

Ou the thirtieth day, Harry watched for
the little geslings; also on the thirty-first
and thir.y-second d sys, but not one appewred.
e felt very sad.  When tho snow and ice
came, he was without his six dollars, and
had to make out another wiuter with an
old sled and & pair of old ckates.

As 1 think of Uarry not oleying his
father’s i structions, and so losing the re-
ward which would have been his, I am
reminded of that hymn we so often sing :

A charge to keep I have,
A Goa .. glotify;

A never-dying soul to save,
And fit it for the sky.

To serve the present age,
My ca ling to fulfil;

Oh, may it all my powers engago
To do my Master's will.

Arm we with jealous carg,
As in thy sight to live;

Aud oh! thy servaut, Lord, prepare
A strict account to give,

Help me to watch and pray,
And on thyself rely ;

Assured, if 1 my trust betray,
T must forever die.

Jesus says: “ He that is faithful in that
which is least, i3 faithful also in much:
and he that is unjust in the least, is unjust
also in much.” Let us each try to be one
of those faithful servants whom our Lord,
when he cometh, shall fiad watchiog.

TELP ONE ANOTHER.

A TuIMBLE, a needle, and a piec? of thread
were all lying on alady’s work-table together.
Now the needle had rather a hasty temper,
and could give sharp pricks when it pleased,
and this morning it was oat of sorts; so it
tried to pick a quarrel with the thimble,
and said, spitefully, “ You gave me some
bard knocks yesterday, and I wish that
you would be more geatle in futuze.” “It
is true I dv push you hard sometimes,”
answered the thimble, “ but you koow it is
only when yoa dv not do your work pro-
puily, and our mistress makes me keep you
up toit” “Pray don't you two quarrel,”
said the thread, wishing to be peacemaker.
“You mind yo r own bus'ness!" retorted
the needle. “ My business is your business,”
said the thread, “for you are no uss with-
vut me, and [am noue w.thout you." ¢ That's

to Waary that it wonld Le fine fun to take Jjast it,” said the thiwbdle. “ A great deal of

the gnose to the poud aud see her swiaw,
So off they wont together. They stayed_’

nonsense is talked in this world about being
indeperdent; but my own opinion is that

people should try to help one ancther, fo
from tho highoat to tho lowest we aro all
very dependent on the good services of ow
neighbours for somothing or other every
day of our lives."—Little Folks' Majazine.

THE SWINGING CHATR,
BY AMY TALBOT DUXN.

CoME let us make a swinging chair—
And this is how it is;

I hold myself my own loft wrist,
And brother he helds his;

Wo grasp each other's right wrists now
And make an even square—

And here we have the rockaway,
The little swinging chair.

« Here now, you bonny Baby Bell,
Come here and take a seat,

W¢'ll carry you across the stones
That hurt your little feet

Just put one arm aronnd my neck,
Aud one around our brother—

0, dou't we have such jolly times
A-playing with each other!”

Their mother said, when they came up—
Their three heads in a row—

“«\Vhy, that's a play I used to play
Some twenty years ago!”

“Some twentx years ago' they cmd
«Can you remember plays

That happened twenty years ago—
That many thousaud days?”

WHAT I8 PRAYER.

A LITTLE child, six yearsold,in 8 Sunday-
achool, said, “ When we koeel down in the
schoolroom to pray, it secms a3 if my heart
talked.” That, dear children, is prayer.
All our words are vain, if our hearts do not

talk to God.

LONESOME.

SAD a little girl to her father. «Paps
I'm so lonesome I don't know how to live”
The father replied . * Well, dear, I'm sorry
for you, and I believe that you do not yet
kn,w how to live. N>w as for me, I have

o time to get lonesome. I feel that I must
work for the Lord with my hands and feet
and my head—with all there is of me and
all the time. And this is not hard, for I
love his service; and when I thui do, he
comes and abides with m3, and he is good
company, I assure you. Will you not thus
invite him into your heatt, my daughter,
and see if your “ hours will not glide sweetly
away while leaning on his word?” When
wo work for Jesus, we have no time to bg

Icnesome,



