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{No. 3.

|THE FISHER BOY.

{- Tue fisher boy is
watching his father's
boat sailing away over
.the sea, and the waves
breaking on the shore.
How brown and hearty
and rugged he looks,
with his sou’-wester hat
and fishing blouse and
hob-nailed shoes. He
is longing for the time
when he shall be big
enough to goout with
his father and pull at
the oar, and baul in the
net, and hold the helm,
It is a grand, free life,
which cultivates daring,
strength and trust in
God. Theseais his, he
made it; and the har-
vest of the sea is his
gift to the children of
men, This picture
roight stand for the por-
trait of many a young
Whder of the Harpy
| DAvs, which finds its
way in hundreds to the
i far-off fishing villages of
f Nova Scotia and New-
§ foundland,

THE BIRD'S NEST.

* Ox, do come and see
the bird's nest!” cried
George to his sister. I
think the bird was as
§ rouch .surprised as the
§ children were; for the window in the spare
yoom had not been opensd before since the
bird could remember. He flaw away,
and was very shy at first; but he need not
have been afraid of George, or his little ais-

THE FISHER BOY.

ter; for they had both been taught that
birdies bave as much right to their homes as
little boys and girls have. They looked at
it many timesa day, but they never touched
it. 'When birdie learned this he came back;

I

and he and the childien
became very good
friends. When they
first discovered the neat
the birds wero just
briuging the last straws
and bits of wool to
fimsh making their lit-
tle home. After that
Mrs. Birdie laid four of
the cutest little eggs in
it that you can imagine,
and a good while after-
ward they found four
wee Dirdies there. As
they grew clder they
were very tame, and
often flow 1nto the open
window. and learned to
expect the crumbs of
. bread that George and
his sister brought them
each day.

—

OUR WILLIE

WiLLix was the most
obedient little boy 1
ever saw. When his
mother gave him per-
mission to go out in
the yard to play for half-
an-hour, he would run
in two or three times
calling out, “Mamma,
isthe half-hourup yet?”
he was so afraid lest
he should stay out a
minute over the time
and so disobey.

When Willie was
about seven years old
he died. Do you not think it gave his
mother great pleasure when she thought of

' him to remember how careful he was to

obey her? It gave Jesus pleasure also,
He loves thoughtful, obedient children.
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HAPPY DAYS.

LOOK TO JlsUs,

LEviny navghty thing T do,
Evay neghty word 1 cay,

Every navghty fcelirg too,
Mukes God angiy cvay day.

Who can take my s'ns away ?
Who can cure and who forgive ?

Halk! I hear our Father tay,
“Lock to Jesug, ook and live.’

Jesur, Saviour, S n o Ged,
Ou the cross uplifted ngb,
In thy agony and bloed
Dying that I necd not die—

Blessed Jesus, I telieve—
Save me, cure me, bid me live!
Precious Saviour, now receive,
Suergthen, help me aud forgive!
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A CUP OF COLD WATER.

OxE day, seven years ago, when a preacher
went into the pulpit to preach, lie found
that the sexton had forgotten to put a glass
of water on the pulpit table. Ilis throat
wasg diy and he fult that ke could hardly
preach wuhout a diink of v.ater.  Ile was
in o strange church, and did 1ot krow Liow
to get the water withoat wtarupting the
senvices,

Just then one of the little girls in the
congregation noticed the emjty s lass, With-
out distmibing any oue, she rose and breught
a full glass of water to the preacher. It
religved his throat, aud helped him to preach
a better sermon.

That preacher has never forcolten that
cup of watcr, nor the little girl who Lrought
it. And some:imes he says that 1f e can
remomlter one cup of water so many years, it
will b2 very casy for Christ to rememberthe
littlo things that his little ones do for him.

PATCHE S AND LEROLS,

CTELREE! four?! five!  How funny ™
eried e gitle, *Hunah!” shonted the
hoys, What wee they counting? Yee—
the patehes on pocr Little Censtance’s dress.
She heard every word, and the boy's loud
laugh,  Tour little heart! At first she
lockcd down, and then the tears came with
a great 1uch, and she tried to 1un home.

* Cry-baby t" said the boys,

“D.n't want hey to sit next to me,”
E'la Gray.

“What 1ight has sho to come to our
school? * whispered proud Lillie Oross,

“There! Don'v mrnd a word they say,”
excliimed Douglas Siewart, leaving the
aroup of 1ude boys, and trying to comfort
Constance.  “Let me carry your books,”
he continned  “Cheer wp! It's only a
little way to your home, isn't it 7

Constance looked np thrcugh her toars to
see the bravest boy in tho schcol at her
side.

“I live in the little house under the
Lill,” gaid Constance. “It ien'’t like your
arand house,”

“ No matler for that, Ithas pretty vines
and clitabing rozes, and it's a very nice house
to live in,” said Douglas, “I dare say you
are happy there.”

“Yes. Idon’t want to come to this school
again,” said Conttance, softly.

*Oh, things will be all right in a day or
two,” said the hoy, kindly, * Nover mind
them just now.”

The scholars had been talking of heroes a
little while before; they had been wishing
to be ke Alexander aud Ciesar and MNapo-
leon. There was not a hero among them
except this same Douglas Stewart, who
dared to stand out beture all his school-
mates and Defiiend this poor forlorn little
girl.

TIIE BRAIN OF CHILDHOOD.
Toctor William . IHammond, in con-
sidering, in 'ept’ar Scicnce, the subject of
brain forcirg in childhood, states that the
Liain of a cluld is Jarger in proportion to its
body than is that of an adult. A fact

said

somewhat astonishing to those ot aware

of it ig that the head of 2 boy or girl does
not grow in size aiter the seventh year, so
that the hat that is worn at that age can be
worn just as well at thirty. In the mean-
time the rest of the body has more than
doubled in magnitude, Not only is the
brain larger, bug it is more excitable and
irpressionable in the child than in the
aduit, At the same time the stincture is
anmatere,  What it possesses in siz3 it
lacks in crganization; consequently, it is
not at its maximum for severe and long

continued exertion, and when subjected to
a strain of this kind, it is certain to suffer.

We have all seen children become men-
tally fatigued fiom very slight causes, even
when they have been at the same timo
greatly interested. How much more, there-
fore, must their brains be fired when they
have been forced to concentrato their atten-
tion upon subjects the importanco of whick
they do not understand!

“The child," siys Doctor Hammond,
“should be taught lhow to acquire know-
ledge by the use of his senses, and there are
facts enough surrounding him to keep bim
as much engaged as i3 proper. If he does
not begin to look at books till ho is ten
years cld, he will, by the time a year has
elapsed, read better than the child that has
Legun to learn his lotters at three or four.”

AMBER BEADS.

It was Fannie’s birthday and she felt
very old indeed, for besides being seven
years old, her uncle John bad given her a
pretty amber necklace.

Fannic thought it very beautiful. She
stood in the sunshine for a long time watch-
ing the rainbow colours come and go a3 she
geutly turned the beads about.

Tanny did not know much about amber,
so she went downstairs to find Urcle Joha.
He was pleased to have the little girl want
to know more, so he lifted her up on his
knee and this is what he told her:

« Amber comes from a g.zat many places,
but your necklace came fro:n the shore of
the Baltic Sea, hundreds of miles away.
A great many years ago the coast of this
sea was covered with a pine forest, But
the trees died one by one and fell inte the
seca. The amber is the gum of these pine-
trees, changed to a beautiful yellow crystaj,
It is washed upon the shore in small pieces,
and many children as well as older people
collect it. They sell it to men who cut itg,
into Leads.”

The good Lsrd takes care of his little
ones. This is the mean3 of clothing and
fceding many little ones who work all day
on the shore gathering the little pieces of

amber.

A DASKET OF NUTS.

Nurs! Nuts! Chestnuts, brown, and
ever so sweet and nice. The sharp frest
opened the prickly burs, aud the strong
wind shook the nuts out of their little beds.
They dropped down to the ground, and the
brown leaves covered them. And now the
little folks turn over the leaves, and gather
them into baskets, and take them home,
They are & luscious nut, and all the chil-.
dren like them,

P —— . -
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‘ GOOD-MORNING TO GOD.

{ “On! Iam so happy " the little gir! said,
| As she sprang like a lark from her low
eyes—

trundle-bed.
4 “'Tis morning, bright morning! Good-
QOb, give me one kiss for good-morning,
mamma |

Only just look at my pretty canary,
Chirping bis sweet notes, ¢ Good-morning to
i Mary !’

fiood-wnorning to you, Mr. Sun, for you rise
4 So early to wake up my birdic and me,

Tho sunshine is peeping straight into my

morning, papa!
And make us as happy as heppy can be!”

§ “ Happy you may be, my dear little girl,”

§ And the mother stroked softly a clustering
curl,

*“Happy a3 can be, but think: of the One

| Who awakened this moruning both you and
the sun,”
The little one turned her bright eyes with a
nod—
“Mamma, may I say then * Good-morning’'
to God }”

“Yes, little darling one, sure you may,
As you kneel by your bed every morning to
pray.” .

Mary knelt solemnly down, with her eyes
Looking up earnestly into tho skies;
And two little hands that wero folded to-
gether
Softly she Iaid in the lap of her mother,
. “Good-morning, dear Father in heaven,”
she said,
» “J thank thee for watching my snug little
i bad ;
Fo‘ taking good cars of me all the dark
s night,
r Aund wakipg me up with a beautiful light,
O keep me from naughtiness all the long
X day,
3 Blest Jesus who taught little children to
pray.”

! HOLDING UP HIS HAND.

¥
H
t

! ONE of the boys that were sent out from
ithe big sity one summer for two weeks' fresh
gnr was.little Pip Glover. He was a handy
[Aellow, and Mr. Price took & fancy to keep
lum and teach him to work on the farm.
Pip was glad to stay, and made himself
; very useful, for there were no children at
? “ Woodlands,” and you know it is always
\y convenient to have a pair of short lems
around that don’t get tired of going errands,
But there was one thing that someétimes
i | mede Mr, Price feel sory he had kept Pip;
zthe little boy had lived where people twsed
it

bad words, and it seemcd as if ho di'n't
know how to talk sithout thew,

“DLip,” said Mr. Piice at lust, “if sou
don'’t stop that so:t of talk, my by, you'l
havo to go back where you came from. 1
can’t stand it.”

Dip burst out crying. “I can't stop,” e
snid; I have tried, and I caun't stop.”

“1 know better,” said Mr. Price. “If
yeu ask the Lord, he'll help you to stop.”

“T don't scem to kuow how to ask him
nothin’," said Pip sniftling. “I ain't been
used to askin’ him 'bout things.”

Mr. Price looked bothered, and was quict
for a minute, and then, “ Pip,” said he, “do
you remember how hard it was for you to
keep on your feet when I took you to skate
last Mondsy 7’

“Yes, sir,” said Pip, laughing to think
how funny he felt slipping about on the
ice.

“Now, how did you keep from falling
down all the time 1" asked Mr. Drice.

“QOh, when I began to fall I just held
up my band and you caught it,” answered
the hoy.

“ There, now!"” cried his master, “ when
you begin to fall that other dreadful way,
just hold up your band, my boy ; the good
Lord will take hold of it, though you can’t
see him, and pull you up straight,

And Pip found this a first-rate plan, till
by-and-by he forgot the sound of those evil
words, and became a man of pure lipsand a
clean tongue.

N

JAPANESE BABIES.

“ THE babies in Japan,” says & writer in
St. Nicholas, “have spaikling e¢yes and
funny little tufts of hair; they look so
quaiot and old-fashioned, exactly like those
doll-babies that are sent over herec to
America. Now, in our country, very young
babies aro apt to put everything in their
mouths; a button, or a pin, or any thing
goes straight to the little rosy, wide-open
mouth, snd the nurse or mamma must
always watch and take great care that baby
does not swallow something dangerous. But
in Japan they put the small babies right
down in the sand by the door of the house,
or on the floor, but I never saw them
attemp! to put anything in their mouths
unless they were told to do so, and no one
seemed to bs anxious about them. When
little boys orgirls in Japan are naughty
and disobedient they must be punished,
of course; but the punishment is very
strange. There are very small piecs of
rice-paper called moxa, and these are lighted
with a match, and then put upon the finger,
or hand, or arm of the naughty child, and,

they bharn a ejot en the torder tkin that
hurts very wuch The cl’d tcreates with
prn, and the rad-hot e xvosticks to the
skin fur & mowment or two, and then pees
out, but the emumting burn reminds the
little cluld of hisfault 1 do not hike theso
moxas. I think it i3 cruel punishwment.
But perhaps it is better than a whipping.
Ounly T wish little children nover had to be
punished.”

THE BOYS WE NEED.

HEnre's to the boy who's not afraid
To do his shate of work;

Who never is by toil dismayed,
And never tries to shirk.

The boy whose heart is brave to meot
All lions in the way;

Who's not discouraged by defeat,
But tries another day.

The boy who always means to do
The very best he can;;

Who always keeps the 1ight in view,
And aims to be a man.

Such boys as these wili grow to be
The men whose hauds will guide

The fature of ovr land, and we
Shall speak their pame with pride.

All honotr to the boy who is
A man at heart, I say;
Whose iegend on his shield is this:
“ Right always wins the day.”
~Golden Days.

—————

HOW MOLLIE HELTED.

THERE was once a bright, spirited littlo
girl, whose hard-working father was taken
suddenly away from his little family, leav-
ing the whole burden of their support on
the mother. A kind lady questioned this
child, but six years old, as to how they got
along. “0,” said little Mollie, *“ mother and
I do all the work now, 2nd we do it first-
rate.”  “Dut what can you do to help, with
such little hands as those?” Mollic held
np her plump little hands, and turning them
over and over agaiu, said “O, I can do lots
and lots! Isetthe table, and wash the dishes
and shake up tho crad!o pillow, and blow
the whistle for the baby. Sometimes
mamma gets tired washing, and she cries.
Then I go and lift baby out of the cradle—
he’s awful heavy—and hold him right up
before mamma. Then she always laughs
and takes him, and that rests her, you

n

see.

How shall T stard in this storm, bear this
burden, or overcome these foes? By looking
to Jesus ang trusting in him.
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ANDYS Ty TRuMrer,

ANDY'S TIN TRUMPET.

Jane—Now, Ahdy, be a geod Loy, and
put down that trumpet. Kitty and Bella
oare asleep, and you must not wake them.

Andy—Why, it's time they were up and
at play.  Too-foo-too !

Jane—Oh, stop that noise, you rogue!

They have both bad colds, and I have given |

them some sage-tea.

Andy—Why did you leave Bella out on
the door-step all night, if you did not wish
to have her take cold ?

Jane—That was an accident, Andy, I

let her make a visit to Ellen Ray’s, and !

Ellen brought her back and laid her on the
door-step. The night was chilly, and Rella
took cold.

Andy—Took cold! Oh, what & likelyr

story! And how did Kitty takecold? Ob,
I'll tell you, she dipped one of her fore-feet
into a saucer of milk; I saw her do it
To0-100-too !

Jane—1 shall have to take away that
trumpet, if you do not stop.

Andy—Where's the use of stopping now ?
That gray kitty bas waked up, and means
fun, Z%o-{oo-too !

Janc—There! They are all awake now.

Andy—TYes, the sage-tea has cured them,
and they are all ready for a frolic. T0-f00-
too! Dolls and cats, come out to play, for
it is a pleasant day. Zoo-too-too !

TR best way to procure the most enjoy-
ment from any pleasure, i3 to have others
share it with you.

THE OBEDIENT BOY.

I READ & very pretty story the other day
about a little boy who was sailing a boat
with a playmate a good deal larger than he
was,

The boat had sailed a good way out in
the pond, and the big boy said, “ Go in,
Jim, and get her. It isn’t over your ankles,
i and I've been in after her every time.”

! «T daren't” said Jim, Tl carry her
‘all the way home for you, but I can’t go in
there; she told me not to.”

“Who's ‘she’ 2"

“ My mother,” said Jim, softly.

 “ Yourmother! Why, I thought she was
i dead !" said the big boy.
i That was before sho died. Eddie and T
used to come here and sail boats, and she
j aever let us come unless we had string
coough to haul in witb. I ain’t afraid, you
know I'm not, only she didn’t want me to,
and I can’t do it.

Wasn't that a beautiful spirit that made
little Jim obedient to his mother even after
she was dead ?

A RAINY MORNING,

OXE Sunday morning last summer the
rain was falling fast. Jennie's mamma said
she could not go to Sunday-school. But by-
and-by Jennie slipped out, and scon came
to the door of the Sunday-schaol. She was
carrying an umbrella and a dolly, and was
not very well dressed. The" teacher was
glad to see that Jennie loved the Sunday-
school so much, but she thought it best to
send her home again for that morning,

|
i
l
‘

OLD WINTER

* I LovE old Winter,” Mary &aid,
“Jo looks so good and bright,”

i Espying in her picture-book

The fine old man in white.
ITis hair and beard were just like suow,
His eye was sharp but gay, ’
Brimful of fun, ag if his keart
Was set oa naught but play.

“ He’s gay and kind and bright enough
To children such as we,”

Said Herbert, taking up the book
The old man’s faco to see.

“ But, let me tell you, to the poor
He's not so very nice;

Ho pinches till ho makes them cry,
He's hard and cold as ice.”

Then little Mary knit her brow
And donned her thinking-cap.
“Why, we can coax old Winter up
And help the poor, mayhap;
We'll give them caps and coats and mits,”
She said, “and skates and sled ;
And then old Winter couldn’t pinch,
He'd be theixr friend instead.

“He doesn’t mean to be unkind
To any one, I'm sure;

How should he know the difference
Between the rich and poor?

We'll share our food and clothes with them,
He'll share his favours too;

So you and I, my brother dear,
Have something quick to do.”

CHILDREN.

CHILDREN gre the salvation of the race. -
They purify, they elevate, they stir, they

instruct, they console, they reconcile, they

gladden us. They are the ozone of human lifs -

inspiring us with hope, rowsing us to whole-
some sacrifice. If, in the faults which they
inherit, they show us the worst of ourselves,
and so move us to salutary repentance, they
also stimulate our finer qualities; they

M AN

cheat us of weary care; they preach to us,
not so much by their lips as by their inno-

cence; their questions set us thinking, and
to better purpese than the syllogisms of
philosophers; their helplessness makes us
tender; their loveliness surprises us into a
pure joy. A child is a sunbeam on a winter
sea, a flower in a prison garden, the music
of bells over the noise of a great city, a fra-
grant odor in a sick-room, If any one:
thinks this exaggerated, I am sorry for him.
It is literaliy true for me, and for tens of.
thousands who have far more right to it.
These fingers tingle with a kind of happi-
ness while I am writing about them here,
—Dishop of Rochester.




