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A Winter Episode.
**That water is to0 cold ! now cries
The small boy in the case,
A8 mammy heartlessly applies
The llquid to his face.

0w Wow 1" he howls; “I'll freeze, I'll
freege !
Brey-r-rt Lot me go, Isay I
Then wanders forth into the breeze,
Ang makes snowballs all day.

“HpOE" THE NEWFOUNDLAND
£oa.

BY REV. R, PATYSON HAMMOND.

The large Newfoundland dog “ Heek,”
belonging to the St. Eimo Hotel, in the
oll town of Eldred, Pennsylvania, was
koowpn throughout the Northern ofl-field
for itg 8reat strength and almost human
intelljgence, The porter of the hotel
was g favourlte with the dog. He slept
in & room behind the office
of the hotel. Qne night the
porter Wag drunk when he
went to bed, and soon feli
into g heavy sleep. Some
time §n the night he was
awakeped by the barking of
** Heek,” who was jumping
on the bed aund selzing the
pillow with his teeth, The
atill drowsy wman trled to
make the dog go away, but
the animal persisted §jn his
effortg; and it finally dawned
on the Porter that the house
was op fire, His room was
rull of smoke, and he could
hear the crackling of the
flames, He sprang from his
bed, but was still so drunk
that he fell to the floor. At
last the faithtul dog eelzed
him by the coat collar,. the
porier 1ot having removed
his clothing on going to hed,
and drag8ged him out of the
roolm and balf-way to the
outer goor of the office, when
the man succeeded in getting
to hiz feet, and, unlocking the
door, gtaggered into the street.

The- d0g no €0oner saw that
his helpless friend was safe
than he dashed back-into the
house, aund ran barking up-
stalrs, He first stopped at
the door of his master’s room,
where be how!led untH the in-
mate was made aware of the
danger, &nd hurried out of
the house.

A lady with a chilld in her
arms tripped on ‘the stair
while-purrying out, and fell to
the bottom, The child was
throwg on the floor of the hail
some distance away. _ The
woman Staggered' out of the
door, leaving the child in the
midst of the smoke that was

'ho prave dog Jumped' in
through the smoke, and selz-
ing the child by its night-
ctotheg, carrfed--it safely out.
The mother of the child be- °
ing restored by .the fresh air,
éried out, *“ Anna is -burning
up in- the house't” and made
a -dash for the building., as if to rush
through the flames to seek her child.
“"Heck ”” hag .-already brought the little
qne out, and he 'saw the frantic rush of
the mother toward the burning building.
He sprang forward, and disappeared
-with a pound over the burning threshold.
The fgithful animal was never seen
again, - His remains were found in the
ruins. There is mo doubt that but for
* Heck ”” the fire in the hotel would not
nave been discovered in time for a gingle
one to-have ‘escaped: and that the noble
dog thought, from the half-crazed move-
ments of the child’s motber, that there !
was st1}] another one In danger, and to

-

As.you have read thls touching story, :
voung friends, -have you mot thought of

for -us ? -He. Bald, “I have power to
fay down my life” He wag led-by his
great Jove: for us to- suffer,—ah, much

more than poor * Heck* did for hln'
friends. This noble dog did not intend

to dle—even the last time he rushed

into the burning building: but Jesus ,
knew when he came into this world all

that he would have to suffer in our

stead. Yet he gave himself up to bleed l
and dle that we m.ght be saved. Those ,
whose lives were eaved by him speak of |
* Heck,” this noble dog., with much ,
tenderness, and very lkely at times
with tears i{n thelr cyes. What a hard
heart yours must be if you do not feel
it going out with warm love to him who
suffered, the Just for the unjust, that
he might bring us to God!

WHEN UMBRELLAS WERE FIRST

USED.

Umbrellas are of great antiquity:
among the Greeks they were a mark of -
elevated rank, and one §s seen on a
Hamilton vase in the hands of a Prin-

AINOS, THE ORIGINAL INHABITAKTS OF JAPAN.

cess. We find the umbrella figure upon
the ruins. of Persepolis, and tte Romans
carried it at the theatre to keep off the
sun, Yet Coryate, tho traveller, in.1611,
notices the umbrellas of Italy as rarities.
These and other umbrellas  are only de-
signed for keeping off the sun. which
may be explained by the comparative
scareity of rain in the above countries.
The frequency of rain.in other_ lands-led
to thelr be'ng usei for.a very different
purpose. Jonas Hanway s described to
have been the first to wall. the streets

of Lonron with an umbre'la over his
head, which he had probably used in ais
+trave’s In the east.

brelia which he had brought from Spain,
however. as he te'ls us, he persisted for
three months f{n carrylng his umbrella,
till people took no further notice of -the
novelty.—Harper’s Round Table.

HOW 10 CALL A GERMAN
POLICEMAN.

An amusing frontler Incldent 18 re
ported by the London Globe from the
village of Schoelbach, In the nelghbour-
hood of Metz.

A boy who was minding a flock of
sheep on a small is'and in the river was
caught {n a violent storm, during which
the rain fell in torrents. The river rose
rapldly and threatencd to cover the
is’and.

The boy shouted for help, and his
cries were heard by two German police-
men and several villagers, but none of
them would venture into the swollen
stream.

The boy had almost given himself up
for lost, when he remembered hearing
sorne of his playmates say, * If you want
a policeman shout, * Vive 1a France ! *

He immediately began to shout, * Vive
la France !” wkereupon tha two police-
men plunged into the rlver, scized the

boy, dragged him across to the mnalalangd ,
and off to the police station, where they |
chlgrged him with uttering seditious
cries.

AINOCS, THE ORIGINAL INHABI-
TANT3 OF JAPAN.

These flerce-looking individuals are ;
said to have been the earliest known In-
habltants of Japan. The real meaning
of the word " Almos™ 1s man, and al- |
though they have such a rough and aui-
mest daagervus appearance, travellers, ,
who have come ncross wwhat {8 now left |

And in 1778 one ; of-their race, tell us that they are peace- | grateful
John Macdonald, a footman, was ridi- | fn? and perfectly harmless.
culed for carrying in the streets an um- { Ngion is pagin and they live together in  1y.

Thelr re- .,

huis, as many as ten or twelve families
actually living in the same hut. Thelr
chief occupation is in fishing and hunt-,
ing, and it is by this means that they
chiefly support themselves. 1

“JUMP, OCR YOU'RE LOST.
BY ANNIE WRSION WRITXKY,

Shoulil he go to the bascball game ?
Something within him robelied at such
desecration of the Sabbath; and yet the
rest of hig set were golng, and hao had
never before refused to do what the
others did. They would ridicule him
if he 4did not join them now and then;
but was their ridiculo worth minding ?
Was he {n the right set, after all? Was
{t safe to beiong to it, even {f he dld
not go the lengths the rest did * Would
his mother think so it she knew ?

A restless fecling came-over bim, and,
rising., he wandered off into the heart
of the tuwn whero ho was attending
school. The strecets had put on thelr
Sabbath alr of rest and peace while
divine sorvice was belng held in the
churches, but as he went on an unusuat
commotion attracted his attention, and
he soon discovered that & fire was rag
ing and that a large tenement house
was burning. Hurrylng to it, he dis.
covered that life nets were being epread
below, and looking up he saw at an
upper window. lighted by a background
of flame, a girl with a 100k of agony on
her face.

Cries went up from below:

“Jump. jump "

The girl looked down, but hesitated
and drew back, when a wave of dense
smoke hid her from view, followed by
tongues of flame that shot out around
her in every dlrecilon. Then Carrol
found himself joining in the cry,

*“Jump, jump for your life !

The glrl leaned forward, dbut again
drew back, and closer and closer came
the flames, and once more the cry went
ur,

“ Jurap, or you're lost V*

A moment more and it would be tou
late; surely ehe twould not hositate
longer. Cold perspiration started out
on Carroll's face rt the thought.

Then came the supreme moment, when,
trusting herself to those below who were
offering her safety, she threw herself far
out into the alr. Carroll caught his
breath u8 her body fiew awiftly through
space, an¢ he joined Iin the shout of
trlumph that went up as the girl was
caught in the net and was safe.

KHe did not stay to waich the fire fur-
ther. S)mehow that girl’'s heslitation
and the cry in which he had joined,
*Jump, or you're lost,” had seemed to
strike home. Was not he in danger of
belng loat 2

He walked on thinking of the boy
who had tricd to draw away gradually
as he was thinking of dofng. The night
before tbat boy had been found in the
gutter drunk. No, there was no other
way out of it; he must jump before it
was too late- ‘ump. irusting himseclf to
those who offered safety, salvaifon.
Yes, that cry was meant for him,

*Jump, or you'rc lost !’

A USEFUL SERMON.

“The man swho sald, ‘*Tfs the unex-
pected that alwaye happens,” was a
preacher, I'll guarantee,” sald a clerical
member df the Lunch Club, remarks The
Interior. *“ At my time of life I ought
not to be stunped by anything, but yes-
terday after service a good woman of
my flock did manage to take my breath
away. 1 was preaching about God's
tender wisdon: in caring for us aill,” he
safd; “ I illustrated by saying that tho
Father knows which cf us grow best In
sunlight and which of us must have
shade. *You know you piant roses in
the sunshine,” 1 satd, "and heliotrope and
geraniums, but §f you want your fuchslas
to grow, you must keep them in a shady
nock.’ After the ceermon, which I
hoped svould be a comforting one, a wo-
man came up to me, her face glowlag
with a pleasure that was cvidently deep
and true. - Oh, Dr. —, 1 am so
for that sermon ! she said,
clasping my band.and shaking it warm-
My heart glowed for a moment,
while 1 wondered what tender place in
her heart and life I had touched. Only
for a moment though. ' Yes,' she went
on, fervently, “I.necer knew before what
was the mat-er wi;h my fuchsias'”
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How an Angol Looks.

Hobin, holdlng his wnother's hand.
Says “ good night ** to the big folks ull;
‘Throws some kinses from rosy lps,
Langhs w.th glee throngh the lighted
hall.
Then, fn his own crib, warm and deep,
Rob I8 tucked for a long night's sleep.

Gentle mother, with fond ecaress

8lips her hand through his soft brown

halr,
Thinks of his fortune, all unknown,
Speaks alo' d {n an earnest prayer,
“ Holy angels, keep wateh and ward ¢
God's goud angels, my baby guard !

* Mamma, what Is an angel Hke
Asked the boy In a wondering tone;
* How wlill they look it they come here,
Watching me while I'tm all alone 7
Half with shrinking aud fear spoke he,
Answered the mother tenderly *

“ Prettiest facer ever ware known.
Kindest voices and gwestest eves ™
‘Robln walting for nothing more,
Cried, and Jooked with a pleased sur-
prise,
lLove and trust in his eyes of blue,
< know, mamma ! ‘They're just like
you,”
—The Iiousehold.
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JUFIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC
NOVEMBER 20, 18ys.

HOW WE CAN SHOW OUR RELIGION )

AT PLAY.
Prov. 1. 10; 1 Thess. 5. 15; 1 Pet. 3. 8, 11.

* All work and no play.” says the pro-
verh,” makes Jack a dull boy.” Play
13 as neeuful fur buys and girls as either
waork or study. Al jyoung animals are
fond of play. Lambs skip in the mea-
dows, calies and colts kick up their
heels and have a grand frolic, and as

for pupp.es and Kkittens, they do not do |

Much e.se than play. Somay we say .

‘* Give the children hotlidays,
1.et them be jolly days,
Better men herecafter
Shall we have for laughter
Freely shouted in the woods,
Till the echoes ring again ™

The world s just learning that play
is good for grown-up boys and girls, too.
Hence the Saturday half-holiday, and the
week or fortnight summer vacation for
busy tollers in the world's hive, cspe-
clally totlers with the brain, which i«
more exhaus:ing than even toiling with
the brawn. They work all the better
for rest and play.

That s a beautiful passage in Zech-
ariah which says, * The streets of the
city shall be full of boys and girls play-
ing in the streets thereof.” OQur Saviour
describes the games of the children in
the s reets of Nazareth, which he must
often have seen and shared. Imitating

the dally life of the people, its festivals, |

and funerals, the lttle chiidren said,
not danced, we have mouraed uato you,
a4 ye have not lamented,” Again
what a swect picture it 1s of the Saviour

t Hours: |

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOI.K'

taling the children Into his arms and ; and sisters whom I lov

blessing them, and of the children, on

hia Inst entry Into Jerusalem, strewing , dearly.

the way with flowers, and singing thelir
young licaannas to his praise,

. * When, his salvation bringing,
To Zion Jesus came,
| The chiidren all stuod singing,
h Hosanna to his name,
Nor dld thelr zenl offend him,
Lut as he rode along.
,  He let them still attend him,
‘ And smalled to hear thelr song.”

I cannot help thinking that the golden
streets of the New Jerusalem will algo
be full of children playing fn the midst
thereof. I do not suppose that they will
atways be singing hymns, but that they
will be learning the wonders of God's
universe and be unspeakably happy all
| the time.
| Our toapic text tells us some things we
| should observe In our play. * My son,”
+ siys the wise king of Israel, ** if sinners
entice thee, consent thou not.” It us
engage only in those gamos, and share
only those compantonships which are
pure and manly and good, The know-
ledge of evil Is not wisdom.  But wis-
domr's ways are ways of pleasantness,
and all her paths are peace.

Then we must be kind and courteous
in ou- play, * See that none render evil
for evfl unto any man' says St. Paul,
“hut ever follow that which Is good,
botl among yourselves, and to all men.”
This applies to boys and ghrls as well as
men and women, Try to caltivate a
generous-hearted,  whole-souled  spirit.
Never take advantage of another in a
game, but be kind and sympathetic,

As St. Peter says, “ Be ye all of one
mind, having compassion one of another,
love as brethren, be pitiful, be cour-
teous.” If we thus play unselfishly, we
shall get greater pleasure from our play
ourselves, and give greater pleasure to
others, and above all have the smile and
blessing of God.

WHEN THE IOE BROKE UP.

Dr. E. J. Chapman contributes to Our
Animal Friends this remarkable story
of the inteliigence of his mare, Jenny :

* One cevening in the early springtime
I was called to Mr. Briggs’, who lived
on the point. The weather was warm,
but the ice on the bay was still good,
and 1 drove across it, thus saving full
three miles’ travel over hard roads.
The case was such as to detain me
twenty-four hours. When the patient
was in a condition to leave it was again
evening, after a comparatively warm
day. I had intended to drive back
across the Ice, the same way that I came,
bultl an aged neighbour, Mr. Sprague,
sald :

** You hadn't better do it, doctor. The
ice has growed poor very fast to-day.
You'd better go round.’ ’

*1 started to obey his injunction, and
had driven perhaps a half-mile along
the shore when, with the usual thought-
lessness of young manhood and, little
experience, 1 decided : ‘ This is nonsense.
The ice was good last night, and iz
y couldn’t have failed much in this length
| of time. It is freezing a little, too, and
b rn orisk it

Soon after, much against Jenny's in-
clination, I drove onto the fce. We had
+ passed over a2 hundred rods or more

when all at once two of the mare's feet

went through: she recovered herselt and
) moved on Lriskly. It i1s hardly neces-
| sary to say that I was somewhat fright-
ened and concluded to regain the shore
if possible. I made an effort to pall
y ner In, and she <was inclined to stop,
when again a foot went through, and
again she mored forward briskly, shak-
! ing her head and whisking her tail. We

were soon a mile from the shore we had

left, and headed for the other shore two
i miles away. It now became plafnly
| evident that the ice on every side was
} dangerous. I would gladly have gone
| back over the course I had come, but
) the mare had taken things into her own
{ hands, as it were, and was going home.
i In raptd motlon was our greatest safety,
and I did not attempt to restrain her
pace.

“ My thoushtis and feelings on that
i broad, treacherous bay, alone at night, I
 am unable {ully to describe. I had been
{ for more than three years in the army,

y and had faced death with a crowd often, |

| but to face it thus was a different thing.
1 thought of my wife and children at
home, looking impatiently and longing
for ray return, and little knowing the
) Dlight that 1 was in.
provision 1 had made for them in case
of my death, and every unkind word 1
had spoken to them came back to be
} regretted.

I thought of what

!
|
|

; But what surprises me most | and high.
We have piped unto you, and ye have , is tnat my thoughts dwelt so much on { plunged.

y my boyhood and my early home, my |

‘mother and her teachings, my (father,
+ with his stern, manly ways, my biothers

had every reason to belleve, Joved me
As I remembered my mother I
fnstinctively prayed.

“*Now [ lay me down to sleep,’

and amiled as I thought of the inap-
proprlateness of the prayer under such
circumstances. While 1 thought of all
iny dear ones, bitterly did I regret hav-
ing left the solld Iand.

*“While I was thinking Jenny was
speeding on, and we were now within a

" mlle of shore, when an open stretch of

water appeared ahead, and the mare was
golng directly for it. I tried to turn
hier on one side, but in vain; her head
was down and she was rushing blindly
along. I cpled out:

*+Jen, you fool, sce where you are
going !

**As I spoke her name she tossed up
her head and saw the water only a few
rods away, she tried to stop, but her
speed wag wuch she could not. I pre-
pared to leap from the cutter, but hesi-
tated. Suddenly she turned to the
right: the cutter, sliding along the fce
to the very edge of the open water,
struck something, raised upon one run-
ner, paused an lnstant just on the verge
of golng over, scttled back with both
runners on the fce, and we were gpeed-
ing away on a course at right angles to
the one we had been pursulng.

“We were now pointing for the head
of the bay, and I was satisfied we could
not get off the lce there, but as I was
only a passenge= 1 must be content to go
with the mare or get out and watk., She
was golng so fast that it was dangerous
to leap out, and 1 declded to stay and
abide the re2ult. Running from Cole-
wood to Tylers there was a wood road
that had been used very much during
the winter. Continual travel over it
when the snow was falling or drifting
had packed layer on laver until this was
really the strongest place on the bay,
and toward this road we were now mov-
ing. At last we reached it, and the
little mare, giving a cheerful whinny,
bure to the left along it. In five min-
utes more we were on the shore at
Tylers and safe. It was a narrow
escape for us Dboth. Relleved and
thoughtful T leaped from the cutter, ran
to her head, and patted her dripping
nerk with mv hand. You will hardly
believe it, but the trembling, wearied
mare put her nose to my cheek and
kissed me. Saying, ° Bless you, Jenny,’
I shook hands with her again and again,
and with a heart filled with gratitude I
drove slowly homeward. That night
she was well rubbed down, blanketed,
and cared for. I{f never before.”

A LEGEND OF BREGENZ,

Above the beautiful lake of Constance
has stood for a thousand years or more
the quaint old Tyrolean city of Bregenz;
and the legend of how the town was
saved one night, three hundred years
ago, is as follows:

A Tyrol giil left her home and friends
to go to service in the Swiss valleys.
She stayed in Switzerland so long that
her homesickness was forgotten, the lan-
guage of her new friends was no longer
strange; and when she led her cattle
out to pasture, she looked no more on
this side and that, wondering in what
direction lay dear old Bregenz. Stili,
she used to sing to her master’s children
the songs- of her native .land; and at
night, when she knelt for her simple
prayer, it was the words of her childhood
that came to her.

Suddenly there arose in the valleys
strange rumours of war and strife; the
men were sterner; there was little talk
of working among the women, and even
the children seemed afraid to go out
alone to play.

One night the men and women as-
sembled and talked over a plan for a
secret attack on the stronghold of the
enemy, Bregenz. Their words were like
death to -the heart of the poor Tyrol
maliden; and when she thought of the
beauty of her native city, and that it
was her old home, where her kinsfolk
still lived. she saw {n her new fricnds
only the foes of her country.

These words sounded in her ear:

“Go forth, save Bregenz; -and then,
if need be, dle.”

She went with trembling haste to the
shed, loosed the strong white horse that
fed daily from her hand, mounted him,
aud then tiraed his head towards
Bregenz.

Out into the dackness they flew—{faster,
ever faster—in her heart a prayer for
Bregenz. She heard before her .the
rushing of the Rhone. Her horse drew
back in terr.r. for the bank was atcep
One moment, and 'in he

could not see through the darkness, the
waters rushed above the mane of her
horse, but au last it was over, and the

1t was a hard struggle, she-

- o o o > ————

‘a3 sin.

ed, and who, 1 | nolle horse bore her up the steep bank

on the other stdo.

Again they rushed onward, and just
at midnight they reached the city.
Bregenz was saved.

The battlements were manned before
daylight, ard the advancing army was
met with deflance.

That was three hundred yeara ago; but
the old stone gateway, which was erccted
on the hill to do the girl honour, stands
there stlll.  And still, as the warder
pices to and fro guarding the old gate-
way and calllng each passing hour, when
widnight comes he calls the malden's
name,

A KING WHO NEVER WORE HIS
CROWN.

“ Why, Malcolm, what i{s the matter ?
I thought that you and Bruce were hav-
Ing such a fine play.”

** So we were, Aunt Frances; but. Bruce
wantsg to be king all tho time, and that
fsn't fair.”

“Should you like to be a sure enough
King, Bruco 7" asked the lady.

“'Course I would,” he sald, in sur-

price. * Hither, knave; haste to fll] this
golden flagon, and glve tby muster
drink.” Bruce strutted up to Malcolm

and proceeded to ltnock him over on the
gras:,  But the ‘ knave,” so far from
* hithering,” sprang at the plece of
royalty, and a lively scufifle set In.

“‘fhere, there, Dboys,” sald - Aunt
Frances. * that play s getting too
rough. Come and sit down and let me
tell you a story about a little king who
never wore his crown. Did you ever
hear of lLouis XVIL of France ?”

“1 know there were a lot of ‘em
named Louis,” sald Malcolm, vaguely.
white Bruce kept a discrect silence; “but
I don’t know anything particutar about
the seventeenth fellow. ‘What about
him 2"

* Well. maybe you think you've seen
a fuss made over a small baby " (“1
should think so0.” muttered Malcolm
nodding up at the nursery window;)
“but you never imagined anything like
the fuss made over this small scrap of a
boy, born in the palace of Versaiflles. 1
say small, because when he wag a few
hourg old the young Duke d4'Anjouleme
pald him a visit., and exclaime 1. ‘' Oh.
papa ! how litie my cousin J§,¥ To
which the prince answered, quickly
* The day will come when you will think
him great enough, my dear ¥ But that
day never came.

“When this small Louis was only 2
few days old all the workmen and trade=-
people of Paris bought themseives fine
clothes, and went out in a body to the
palace to pay thelr respects to him.

* Well-dressed chimney sweeps carried
a miniature chimney, on which was
perched a tiny sweep; blacksmiths were
working away at an anvil; shoemaker:
were ticktacking at a wee pair of shoes,
{ntended for the royal baby; and tailors
were sewing upon a small uniform of
the regiment to which the princeling
already belonged.

** All these bodi.s of men and women
made speeches, read papers, recited
pcems, full of praises and congratula-
tions, declaring their love and loyalty
for their new soverelgn.

* Alas. Bruce! alas, Malcoim! Onl
a few years had gone by—this Louls was
but a lad still—when his father and
mother (Louis XVI. and Queen Marie
Antoinette) -were murdered, and the boy
treated with such cruelty by his gaolers
that he lost his mind aud then his life.
Poor, innccent child! Because genera-
tiors of forefathers had been cruel and
selfish tyrants this boy must suffer the
wrath of unrcasonable people.

** When you read the bloody story of
those days of the French Revolution say
to yourselves that nothing is so terrible
In those horrid deeds sin is
unmasked, but it is always the same at
heart—cruel, relentless, terrible, in all
its consequences. What would we do,
boys, if we had not a Saviour from sin ?”

Malcolm and Bruce thought this a
pretty solemn little talk for play hour,
bu: they carried away from it a story
and a sermon.—Sunday-school Visitor.

SOHOOLBOYS SIXTY YEARS AGO.

No one famiiiar with the pleasantness
of the life ot the modern English school
would suspect, says Harper's Round
Table, how wretched was ‘the way In
which for generation upon generation
the colegers were housed and fed. At
Eton, for instance, uatil well into- the
present century, the sixteemn senior col-
legiats Fad no- water except what they
made th. lower boys fetch in -for them
overnight from the pump {n the yard
The lower boys had no chance of wash-
ing at all ‘in college, for they were not
allowed washstands and basins.
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Mother's Thanksgiving.

BY MARUARET K SANGMTER. ¢

Such a quaint little Mother, In a gown :
of sllver gray, !

Her snowy halr smooth-parted,
dear old-fashloned way,

And on her head a lint-white cap, of
softest, filmtest Ince,

That made a plcture-frame about her)
gweet and placid face.

in the

Such a brave little Mother !,
a year had fled,

Since her husband, leal and loving, had :
been numbered with the dead, i

So many, many summers had she borne
a lonely heart,

That her fair age and his bright youth
were halt a life apart.

So many ¢

Such a gentle little Mother! Ah! the
boys remember now,

Sorrowfully, every shadow on that tender,
tranquil brow.

‘They rememter how she taught them,
how she kigsed them each at night,

And they felt no need of angels keeping
watch tiil morning Hght.

Such a trustful little Mother! There
were dark days now and then,
Though the dear lads never dreamed it
ufitit they were bearded men;
She would go away alone, kneeling In
her chamber dim,

And would tell the Lord her troubles,
casting all her care on him.

Such a happy lttle Mother! With a |
laugh liko bells a-chime,

Ever swift to see the bright side, ready
with a quip and rhyme.

Oh, so quick with love's own pity ! oh,
so eareest 'neath the jeat !

Ever lavishing her kindness, giving ever
of her best.

Such a winsome little Alother !
villaze children came

‘Trooping merrily about her; she knew
every one hy name;

Raby faces smiled to preet hers, by some
subtle fmpulse stirred,

As it fledglings kaew the brecoding of the
tender mother-bird.

Why the

Such a true little Mother !
ing with wrong;

Honest to the very heart’s core; bearing
burdens late and long;

Paying everv debt with interest; filling

_ every day with work,

With a deep disdain for uny who the
day's demand would shirk,

Never dally-

Such a blessed little Mother! Through
their tears her sons to-day

Thank the God she served and honoured
that she sleeping passed away

Lifted to the home in heaven, to the
comrade gone befcre,

Just as earth’s Thanksgiving greetings
floated through the open door.

TWO LITTLE MAIDS IN CHINA.

BY ELLA E. GLOVELR.

it was after school hours and the girls
had just finished cating thelr afternoon
rice when there came a knock at the
study door. In came two of the largest
girls, and, as each has a history, perhaps
you would like to make thelir acquaint-
ance, Wen Ling says : ' Teacher. please
may Kuie Ch'iu see her uncle’s picture ?
She is homesick.” Now, while they
are sitting at the desk talking quietly
over the photographs, let me tell you
what I know about them.

Wang Wen Ling is the daughter of'
one of our preachers. When she was
twelve years old (that was seven years,
ago) she was betrothed to a boy four
years her junior. Then a year or two
later her father heard the Gospel and
believed. He wanted to send Wen Ling
to school, and in 1899 she was all ready
to come, and in fact had gone into the
cart, when her heathen mother made
stch a fuss that the gir! went back. The
next year her father told her to. get
ready, and again the mother was so
angry that the plan was given up. But
the Lord touched the mother’s heart,
and three years ago Wen Ling went in-
to a country school, and in the fall of
1895 came here.

Do vou ask, “Is she still betrothed in-
to a heathen home ?” That ‘i what I
asked onc of her friends. '

“Oh, yes, for the mother-in-law does |
not want to give her up.” i

“ But is there no way, it the father,
has plenty of courage and the girl wants
to be freed 2"

. No WaYQ" ) '

* Will Wen Ling's feet be bound when
sho Is married ?”

"1 do not know. Her mother-in-law
13 not pleased to have her here and of
course is not-pleased with her large feet,

!
Wen Ling {s still in her fathers house. ; the deliclous nectarlike honey.

wiid ‘

Othor betrothals have bLeen broken off, ] honey 18 usually a palo straw colour, and
Ahere are four or five girls of whom [ has a delleate fragrance, born of the

know who were engaged and now are
tree.’

And now you want
Ch'lus history.

to
She Is not pretty like

wild flowens and the woods, that lsl
nover found in honey that Is made byt

know Kufe ;| domesticated Lees in artificial hives.

There 18 a charming bee story told

-

low, she would not think of It any
longer.

Then ste aat and listoned to the tiek
ot the clock aud the scratch of Uncte
Hal’s pen fn the adfoining roon:. Ho
was not her real uncle—a mors distant
relative—-but he had ilved at thelr hovse

Wen Ling, but 1 think she has & good { In the Bible concerning Jonathnn, who { ever sinco she could remomber, and Janet

tace,
Wen Ling. but tully as tall.

She 18 two years younger than | wag a bosom friend of David.

Her father died slx years ago, but net |

untit he had heard of Jesus Christ.
There was no church in the place, and
80 he died without having become a
member of the chuich on earth. He
had a brother who smoked oplum and
gambled. The new Christinan urged him
to reform and told him that there was
help for him. The entreaties were not
in vain, for the oplum smoker and
gambler proved the power of Christ to
save, and became an earnest preacher of
the Gospel when Kule Ch'iu's father
died.  ‘The two oldest daughters were
married off into heathen homes, having
no desire to belleve this new falth. The
unc ¢ wanted the third daughter to go
to t£chool, but she refused, and heathen
relatives found her a mother-in-law.
There were left in the home the mother
and claer brothcr, both of whom have
accepted Christlanlty, and Kuie Ch'ju.
She had been betrothed to a heathen.
Her uncle wanted her to study, anu she,
having heard some of the other girls tell
of the pleasures they had in school.
wanted, too, to etudy, and so she went
fnto a country schoul. This made

. trouble at once, as the mother-in-law

was displeased. ‘The uncle sent word :

* Kule Ch'tu is to have her fect un-
bound now, and study; when she is mar-
ried you can make her bind her feet
and we cannot help ourselves, but nt
pr-en* ghe i in our control.”

The mother-in-law sent back wurd she
wenld not have the girl, and o she I3
free. She is a bright gh'l and an ear-
nest Christian, giving promise of a use-
ful life.

HUNTING FOR BEE TREES.
BY LEWI: ALBERT BANKS,

When I was 2 boy over on the Oregon
hills there used to be large numbers of
wild bees. The great oak forests made
a splendid home for them. It was very
easy to find a large hollow tree or limb
where a mnew swarm could make :ts
home. Besides, the climate was iery
mild, and the woods abourded in wild
fiowers, not only on the trees and shrubs,
but every wild hillside pasture was a
garden of honey-hearing blossoms.

The best honey In all the world {s wild
honey. There is something <o mild and
delicious in the honcy that is found in
hollow l}imbs of the big cak trees that
no one who hes ever tasted it can forget
it. It is of course very rare that any
of this kind of honey finds its way to
the market.

Hunting for a bee tree requires a great
deal of patience. The bee hunter will
git, of a fine morning, with his back
against a tree and his oyes toward the
sun until he sees a bee streaking it
through the alr. A few moments’ clgse
ob:zervation will show a line of bees all
going in one direction. They are going
home, Those that are going out in
seacch of flowers fly high, but the bees
that are loaded with honey fly very low.
The hunter knows that the hee never
Joses any time, but flies in a straight

‘line,

When the hunter has fixed the direc
tion of the bee line (who has not heard
people talk of going ** {n a bee line” ?) he
follows it with the greatest care. He
walks slowly and keeps track of that
little line of loaded. bees that shoot like
bullets over his head. He generally
finds the home tree within 2 mile of the
honey field, and often much nearer.

When thte hvnter has tracked the lit-
tle workers to thelr hive, which iz usu-
ally the hoilow limb of some big tree,
he marks the spot by blazing some
trces near it. and then cuts his initials
into the bee tree. That makes the tree
his, according to backwoods law; and on
the frontier it would be no more stesal-
ing to take a man’s potatoues ottt of his
gatden than to chop down his bee tree
after his Initials had been cut on it.

When the bee hunter has thus mace
sure his title he goes home and brings
back his wife and children, with all the
available buckets and kettles, prepared
to rob the unsuspecting little tollers of
the woude. He builds a fire at the base
of the tree, if- {t be hollow all the way
up, and in a féew minutes the bees, sick
and aagry, are forced to get out. The
hunter and his family make themselves
scarce about this time, fcr it is not
healthy for a man to show hip clf when
a swarm of bees has been sun,vked out
of house rnd home. When the bees
have al. disappeared the huoter climbs

up, chops a hole big enough to Insert a , caress azalnst her cheek.

- e -

It was,
onl the day of a great battle, when Saul
had made all the soldiers take an oath
not to eat aaything until the battlo was ;
over; but Jonathan had been away nt
the time, and so knew nothing about it.
IAate that afternoon. when he was bt .
and tired, passing through n forest he
came under o bee tree, where the honey
was dripplng from tho overfull hive in a
holiow limb.  Jonathan had n feast that
day, anil was greatly comforted and re-
freshed by it, though it came near cost-
ing h'm his lite afterward

It was related of two Scotchmen who |
were coming to America that each or)
them determined to bring something
characterlstic ot his natlve land that
might perpetuate his love for the old
country in his nyw home  One of them
brought the Scotch thistle and planted it
in his garden, and the winds caught upl
the thistle balls and carried them far
and wide untll the whole land was
cursed with thistles. H1is neighbour
brought with him a hive of bees, and
every now and then a swarm vould cs- |
cape hia vigllance und go wild {n thc’
woods, unttl the forests were full of wild
honey. It would be a good thing te
ark ourselves the question, Which is it
wo are scattering abroad in the world
by our dabiy lives—thistics or honey ?

Johnny's Complaint.

preacher sa)s—an'
right—

It's very wrong to tell a fib.
(S0 mother's taught me ever since

She rocked me in my little erib).
That's why I can't just understand

Why in his sermons he will run
Along like sixty when he's sald,

‘ But one word more, and I have done."

Our ‘course he's

When first I teard him say those words, ;
They made me glad, for I, you see,
Was tired, for half-hour secmons seem
Enough for little folks like me;
But, gracious ! I was quite surpriscd
To find he'd only just degun,
When, pausing for a breath, he said,
** But one word more, and I have done.”

[ wonder what he'd think if I
Should say, when at his home I'd sup,
*Just one plum more, and I have done,”
Then eat his wife's preserves all up ?
I guess he'd ask me what I meant;
1d have to say I was in fun,
Just 1ike he must be when he says,
“ But one word more, and I have done.”

THE SERMON JANET PREACHED.

BY ROBERTA ¥RANKIIN BALLARD.

It was Junlor League afternoon, and
Janet was waliting to go. She had
wanted to be early, for Miss Lou had
asked her to read the Scripture lesson,
and her little B ble lay on the table with
her gloves waiting for her. It had been
Iying there for some minutes, and now
the clock polnted to flve minutes of
opening hour and stiill mamma did .not
come,

Janet made a little move to go when
she saw how Jate it was, but Robbie
gave a little moan and nestled closer in
her arms. Robble was the dear baby
brother, and he had struck his little
«urly head a bad blow on the table
corner.

It bad happened a half-hour ago. and
Janet had bathed it and had taker him in
her arms to p.t and hold till mamma
came back. She had expected {c be
home before this, and Janet knew some-
thing uraveidable had detained her. as
mamma was very careful not to dis-
appoint her little daughter 3f she could
help ft.

1t Robbie were well, she could put him
in the kitchen with the cook, and h-
would play there with his toys till
mother ceme home; but he did not want
Lo go to cook now he was hurt; he wanted
Sister Jantt, as there was no dear
mamma.

Tick, tick, went the clock, and Janet !
watched the hand go s'owly up to the
hour. She really ought to go, Miss Lou
would be dieappointed and wonder at her
absence. Was it right to stay home and
migs the meet.ng, with the Blble read-
ing and prayer and Miss Lou's helpful
talk 2 Still. what could sh2 do ? Rob-
bie’'s eyes were closed, but when she
trled to lay bim on the couch the iittle
curly head nest ol the cioser to her, and
the dimpled hand was put in a loving
Oh, no, It

—— s m— - - ——— - - = — - -

loved him dearly. o was qulet and
rexerved wWith most persons— tntaninn fnd
told der of a lonely child-life, with itile
but harshnusg In 1t, that had served to
tiake hitn scem cold and hard to others,
but nover so to Janet.

He was not a Christian. Janet often
wondered, as she prayed for him, it there
hnd been the same loving home-life for
him that she had, whether he would not
huve been a Christlan too.

From where she wut she counld see In
the other rcom tho fron-gray hiead beng
over lus desk. and sho womdered to her-
self, with a little smile, If, when it was
a baby head nnd full of curls, it had ever
been hurt and petted and held on o als-
ter's arm.  No, she remembered mam-
mn bkad sald there were no brothers or
gisters- a lonely little orphan Loy, with
no one to love or care for him Lut a
stern old uncle.  How dreadful it was !
She drew the curly head on her breast
closer to her; shoe was g'ad she had nnt
left Robble, ‘

‘The scratching of the pen stopped after
a Htt'e and Uncle Hal came softly into
the room.

*Is he asleep ?” he asked, in a low
tone, “1I'll lay him down for Yyou.
Poor little fellow ! that’s a bad-looking
brulse,”” Then ho looked at Janet.
“Why, you have your hat on; were youn
going out?”

Janct told him.

“ And you gave up that preclous meet-
ing for a little brother's hurt head ?
That's quite remarkab’e Are you dure
you did right ?*

Jauet looked at him. He was teasing,
she could sce; but what did he meap.
what did he think wans right ?

* Well, 1 wanted to go real bad,” she
gald, “but 1 dWdn't think [ ought to
lcave Robbice with cook, he geemed to
want me."

* Exactly,” Uncle Hal sald, with a
smile, “but a good many folks wonlad
have thought It a very trifilng cxcuse
to keep them heme.  I'm glad my little
girl's relig'on 15 the kind that prompts
to kindly deeds. It's the kind this sick,
hurt world needs the most of all. |
see your little Bib'e here. I'll mark g
verse —you gee 1 know some Bible verses
~—that you may remember as a text You
precached a sermon from to your old
uncle to-day, * 1 will have mercy and not
sacriftce.”  You see I don't go to church
very often, o I don't get many sermons
{rom rcgular preachers; but once in a
while a little girl I know preaches the
sweefest kind of re*mons by her kindly
life. It does me good, too; makes it
easle; tu belleve In 1hLe tender lo'e ¢
the great Father, when one sces his
children filled with the same spirje.”

Then he stuoped and gently kissed
Janet's flughed, glad face.

**1 thank you for the little sermon to-
(tlay,“dcar. I hope I')l be a better man

or {t.”

IN THE LIONS MuUTH

Si- Lyan Playlalr glves the following
test'morv of three men who have been
in the power of willd Veasis

“1 Fave known three friends who
were partially devoured by wlld beasts
under apparently hopeless circumstances
of egrape The first was Liviugstene,
the great African travellsr who was
knocked on hie back by a lion, which
began to munch his arm He assured
me that he feft no fear or pain and
that his only feeling was one of Intense
curirsity as to what part of his hody
the lion would take next. The next was
Rustem ®ast ., now Turkish Ambassador
in London. A bLear attacked him and
tore off part of his hand and part of
his arm and shoulder He also assured
me that he had nelither a sense of paln
nor of fear, but that he felt excessively
angry because the bear grunted with go
much satisfactien fn munebing him
The third case Is that of Sir Edward
Bradford, an Indlan officer now occupyling
a high or3tion in the Indian Office He
was sgelzed In a solitary place by a tiger,
which held him firmly behind his shoul-
ders with one paw and then dellberately
devoured the whole of his arm. begia-
ping at the hand nnd ending at the shoy'-
der He wega pesitive that he had no
sensation of fear, and thinks that he
felt a little pain when the fangs went
threugh hig hand byt Is eertain that
te te}t none during the munching of hig
arm.’

Unless the race is to degenerate, sons
mrst excel thefr fathers and daughters
thelr mothers.  Are you on the way to
a Letter marhdcd a..4 womanhood than

-but ehe cannot help ‘hersel? as long ‘a8 | tin dipper, and fills his buckets with | couldnt be right to leave the lttle fel- | that of sour parents ?
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Tho Chrysanthemum,
BY ALICE T. PEhoURON
Your raggod Dbenuty charms my eye,

Chrysanthemuym;

You hold your tousled head eo high,
Chrysanthemum;

tHave you yeen racing with the wing,

And left your halr-pins all behind,

Or do you mean to be unkind,
Chrysanthemum ?

I thought that summer's bLlnom had
passed,
Chryganthemumn;

But like good wine, she kept you last;
Chrysanthemum;
And whon November's <torm clouds
lowered;
The sun this wreath of heauty ghowered,
And laughed as he the earth embowered,
Chrysanthemum,

But yet you shake your saucy head,
Chrysanthemum;

You, who on sunbeams bright are fed,
Chrysanthemum,

Thou glorious link ‘twixt summer skies,

And winter's white-robed beauty lMes,

To 13 a glimpse of Paradise,
Chrysanthemum.

WESLEY'S ESCAPE FROM FIRE.

The account glven by Mrs. Wesley Is
a8 follows: *“On 1Wednesday night,

Fobruary 9th, 1709, between the hours of
eleven and twelve, some
sparks fell from the roof
of our house upon one of
tho cbildren’'s (Hetty's)
feet. She f{mmediately
ran to our chamber and
called us. Mr, Wesley,
hearing a cry of flre in
the street, storted up (as
1 was very §iD) and, open-
ing the dowr, found the
fire vas 10 L4is own house
He immoediately

bade me and my two
eldest  dnughters rise
quickly and shift for our-
selves. Then he ran
and burst open the
rursery door, and called
to the mald to bring out
the children. ‘The two
little ones lay in the bed
with  her , the three
others in another bed.
She snalched up the
youngest, and bLId the
rest follow, which the
three elder dld. When
we got into the hall, we
were  surrounded with
flames, Mr. Wesley found
he had lett the keys of
the doors above-stairs.
He ran up and recovered
them, a minute before the
staircase took filre. When
we opened the street
door, the strong north-
east wind drove the
flames in  with gauch
violence that none could
stand against them. But
some of our children got
out through the win-
dows, the rest through a
little door Into the gar-
den. I was not In a
condltion to climb up to
the windows; nelther
could I get to the garden
door. 1 endeavoured
three times to force my
passage through the
street door, but was as
often beat back by the

* There will not Le time; but I have
thought of another expedlent. Here, I
will fix inyself ngainst the wall, .Jift a

. Hglt man, and get him on my shoulders®
| ‘They did o, and he took me out of the

window, Just then the roof fell in, but
1¢ fell inward, or we had all been crushed

ot once.” His father gave thanks to
God,
LESSON NOTES.

FFOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE MISTORY OF JUDAN,

LESSON ViL—NOVEMBER 20.

MANASSEH'S SIN AND REPENTANCE.
2 Chron. 33. 9-16. Memory verses, 12, 13,

GOLDEN TEXT.

If we confess our sins, he {8 falthful
and just to forgive us our sing, and to
cleanse us from all wunrighteousness.—
1 John 1.9,

OUTLINE,

1. Manasseh the Sinner, v, 9-11,

2 Manasseh the Penitent, v. 12, 13.

3. Manasseh the Reformer, v. 14-16,

Time.—Manaesch ascended the throne
about 698. His reign was the longest
in the annals of Judah and the most

fury of the flames, 1In
this distress I besought
the blessed Saviour for
help, and then waded
through the fire, simply
in my night-dress, which
did me no further harm than a little
scorching of my hands and face. When
Mr. Wesley had seen the other chlldren
safe, he heard the child in the nursery
cry- He attempted to go up the stains, |
but they were all on fire, and would hot ,
bear his weight. Finding it imposaible .
to glve any help, he kneeled down in the
hall, and commended the soul of the child
to God.” ‘
Wesley h'mself, years afterwards, re-
ferring to the event, wrote : I belleve
it was just at that time 1 waked, for I
qaid not cry, as they imagined, unless it
was afterwards. I remember all the cir-
cumstances as distinetly as though 1t
were but yesterday., Seeing the room
was light, 1 called to the mald to take.,
we up.  But nonc answering, I put niy |
head gut of the curtains and eaw streaks .
of the firc on the top of tha room. I
g0t up and ran to the door, but could get ,
to farther, all the floor beyond belng in
a blaze. I then climbed up on 2 chest '
which stood near the window. One in
the ¥ard saw me, and proposed- running
to fetch a ladder. Aanother answered,

Showirg Stylo of Anclent Defences. Cha

What doas God say to sinners ? Ezek.
33. 11

What fate came to Manassch as the
result of hils sin ?

Who attacked him and his people ¢

What did they do to Manasseh ?

How dld they treat him?

Where did they take him ?

Where was Babylon? In Chaldea,
five hundred miles east of Jorusalem,
2. Manasseh the Penlitent, v. 12, 13.

What was the effect of afiliction on
Manasseh ?

Doces It always have this effect ?

What did Manasgeh do in the prison ?

How should we go to God ?

Did God hear the prayer of such a
sinner ?

\What encouragement does that give us?

How was his prayer answered ?
3. Manasseh the Reformer, v. 14-16.

Do people always keep the promises
made in trouble ?

How dld Manasseh keep his ?

What dld he command hls people ?

ls there any sin 8o foul that it may
not be pardoned ?

Can we undo the evil results of our
sins ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.
Where In this lesson do we learn—
1. That God sends aflliction in mercy ?
4. That God hears the prayer of the
attlicted ?
3. That true penitence is shown by
forsaking sein ?

WALLS OF JERUSALEAM.

in Foregreun

calamitous. He deliberately set himsel?
to undo his father’s reformation.

Places.—Jerusalem and Babylon.

HOME READINGS.

A wicked son.—2 Chron. 33. 1-8.
God’s judgment.—2 IKings 21. 10-17.
Manasseh's sin and repentance.—
2 Caoron. 33. 9-16.
Anger with sin—Jer. 15. 1-7.
Promlise of mercy.—Deut. 30. 1-10.
. A penlitent’s prayer~Psalm 51.
Su. {lonentnnce and return.- Luke 15.

1-24,

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Manasseh the Sinner, v. 9-11.

Whose son was Manasseh ?
32, 33.

What kird of a son should we
from such a father ?

What was Manasseh's character ?

What was his influence ?

To what desree did the kiug and his
people sin- against God ?

D d they recelve warning from God ?

How did they treat the warnings.?
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2 Chron.
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' his battering-rams,

n}ctcrlsuchactus. or Prickly Pear, Thicket

WALLS OF JERUSALEM.

The picture above shows the wallg of
Jerusalem as they now are. They-would
not stand much of a siege from modern
cannon, but it cost Titus, the Roman
general, great Iabour to reduce thém by.
When Seannacherib
attempted to capture Jerusalem Iits de-
fences were very much like those shown
in our picture.

If we live to ourselves and for our-

{ selves only. our life-must necessarily be’

a small and poo: life, since it. is limited

by our eircumstan..zs,.our situation, ard |

our powers. But if we forget ourselves,
and open our doors of work, thought and
sympathy into the great overflowing life

of the whole world, we step Into so

Jarge and .full an existence that we can
never exhaust or tire of it.

of himselt,” and no man
‘Who throws -himselt, .selt-forgettully, in-

-to any effort to. share in and. better the.

world’s wide life.

] ** No man.
is heppy untfl his finit cbfect §s outside |
czu be unhappy’

!

Thanksgiving Eve.

Hand in hand, through the city atreets,
As the chilly November twilight foll,
Two childish fligures walked up ang

down—
The boctblack, Teddle, and his sister,
Nell,

With wistful eyes they peer in the shops,
Where dazzling lights from the win.-
dows shlne,
On golden prodtcts from farm and fleld,
And luscious fruits from every clime.

‘“Oh, Teoddle,” sald Nell, “lot’'s play for
to-morrow
These things are ours, and let's sup-
pose
We can choose whatever we want to eat;
It might come true, perhaps. Who
knows 2"

Two pinched little faces presa the pane,
And eagerly plan for the morrow's

feast,
Of dainties thelr lips will never touch,
Forgetting their hunger, awhile at
least,

The pavement was cold for shoeless feet:
Ted’s jscket was thin; he shivered, and
said,
“Let's go to a place and choose some
clothes.” .
‘“Agreed ! sald Nell, and away they
sped,

To a furrier's shop ablaze with light;
In its fancied warmth they place thelr
hands,
And play thelr scanty garments are
changed
For softest fur from far-off lands.

A grand Thanksglving we'll have !
cried Nell,
* These malke-belfeve things seem aj-
most true;
I've "most forgot how h.ngry I was,
And, Teddle, I'm almost warm, aren't
you ?”

O happy hearts that refoice to-day
In all the bounty the season brings,
Have pity on those who vainly strive
To be warmed and fed with imaginings!
—The Congregationalist.

It eeems as if every man has a pin
ready to prick the boaster’s inflation
Human nature is so constituted that.it
loves to bring down those who vaunt
themselves. It looks with no kindly -eye
upon the vain and boasttul man. Con-
trariwise, it delights to.exalt the modest
man who humbles himself. The world
will find a thousand lips to sing the
praijses of the worthy man who is too
modest to sing his own praises.

Books to intere ;t |
the Ghildren.

Do not Iet'them grow up with- -
©  out good reading.

Fishing Jimmy. By Aunnis Trumbull
5 Slossos, J.'Cloth‘\. i o e T
erry and Joe. Talo of tho Two
l"‘Yubilccs. By Bolla Sidney Woolf.
Ilustrated, cloth ...c...lvueen...
Probable Sons. By Amy Le
Teddy's Button. }Fouvre. Cloth,
Eric's Good News.Jeach..........
Ohrishios 01 Organ. ) 1op. Glotheneh
istie's gan. J ton.-Cloth eac
The_-Birds' Xmas Carol. .By Kate
" Douglas Wiggin. Cloth..........
The Story. of Patsy. =By Kate Doug-
las Wiggin, Cloth ....0.........
The Water Bables. By Charles King-
sley. Fully Ilustrated. Cloth..'.
Timothy's Queat, AStory. By Kate
Douglas Wiggin., Cloth
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