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THE HIPPOPOTAMUS.

F we wore to visit Africa we shonld
P 48 along the river banks large, clumsy-
Mking animals like these in the picture.

{ The name Hippopotamus is taken from
icigb Qreek words, meaning horse and
or. This animal has o great frame,
gl when on land

2

;.

biishele of vege-
H:Ie matter. It
¥ usuolly about

" seventeen foet
. its mouth

‘and Jooks like &
jcafe when its
{OWuer opens it
the command
its master,

ears secm to

ﬂ M almost oup of
lxp!hporhon 88
Yy a0 only
or four in.

%e long. The
kmg are born

the necks of their mothers while in
} watler.

THE LITTLE DISCOERER.

His name was Cecil Car..ion, and he
was three yea.s old, but young as he was
he earned another name for himself He
wes always discovering something new.
Half a dozen times a day he ran into the

house to show his mamma something new, '

. tho mud had beon turned into stono. Every

one began to look for these stonos. Cecil
looked too, but no one thought that he
could understand what thoy had eaid  He

" did, though, for soon he came running to

his mother with a flob stone in his hands.

“Seo " he exclaimed. “ Herois a pretly
atono with sholls
in it"”

8o 1 was, full
of tbem, and no
ore olso found so
proity a one as
little Cleeil.

*Oh, wammn,
sco what 1 have
fuund,” was his
common Cry

Mamma mude
him a set of night
dressos,and inark-
od them «C. C”
UncleHenry who
was o creat tease
cu.les. vot when
he saw them, “C,
C, Christopher
Columbus, the
discoverer ! So
ho is, a recal little
Columbus.”

After that,
whenover (ocil
came ruaning in
with somo now

THE BIPPOPOTAMUS.

his mamma took him with her and some
friends to walk.
Some one said that the hill they were

treasure, Uncle
Henry would say,
“Here comes our

paand, butiat once flee to the water when . or strange, or beauntiful that he had found. Christopher Columbus ~ Woell, my little
Apghtened. While very young they cling | One day, when he was only two years old, discoverer, what bave you found now?*

Mamma and papa, and teasing Uncle
- Henry wore very proud of their “litile
 discoverer,” who had learned so early to

e wo are sufficiently watchful over our ' climbing had stones upon it that were foll , uso his eyes and his brain They are
of shells, and marks of places where | sure he will become a famous naturalist

conduch, wo shall have no time to
_ faulb with the conduot of others,

Hl

*

gshells had lain upen the soft mud before | some day.
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HAPPY DAYS.
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JESUS ONLY
Wi sing our littlo song uf p.aise,
To Josus, Jesus only,
To him both hoart and voice we raise
To Joeus, Jesus only.
Ho loves and leads us ovory day,
He guides and guards us on our way,
Our dobt of love to him wo pay,
To Jesus, Josus only.

Since every little heart may sing
To Jesus, Josus only,

A gift of love each heart may bring.
To Jcsus, Josus only.

KO Jesus, for thy love to me,

‘Chy tendor love, so full and freo,

My littlo heart I give to theo,
To Jesus, Jesus only.
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WHO IS JESUS?

Deir children, have you ever read in
the hig Bible aboub a lit*'e child that was
born in the city of Bethlehem, in the Jand
of Judea, and who, when he was o man,
said - “ Suffer little children to comc unto
me ?" T think you have all read it many
times- but do jou know who Jesusis?
Before asking you to come to him, I wish
you to know who he ia.

He was the little babo in the manger,
the boy of twelvo years in the Tomple,
with the doctors of the law, the grown man
who was baptized in the River Jordan, who
was transfigured on tho mount, who opened
the eyos of blind Bartimous, who raised the
dead Lazarus, cast a legion of demons out
of the man among the tombs, who was
taken by wicked hands and nailed to the
cross; and who, for thres long, faithful

hours, lxung upon tho cross, und dxod was
buricd, but arose from the grave tho third
doy, and asconded to his Fathor, in hoaven,

But ho was more than wan; ho was the
divino Son of CUod; tho Wonderful, the
Counse’lor, tho Father of the everlasting
ages, the Princo of Peaco, and the Word of
.God. Hois the Alpha and the Omega, the
[ tivst and tho last, the mighty God; Jehovah,
King of kings, and Lord of lords; and God
that hath given him a name ubovo overy
nomoe, that at tho name of Josus every
kneo should bow and every tongue confess
that ho is Lord, Ho said, * Sutfor little
children to come unto me.”

HOW AGNES YRIED TO HELP IIER
SAVIOUR,

ONE Sunday Agnes, when she got oub
of bed, went to the little cradle in which her
dollie had lnin all night. She took out
tho pillow and put on it a clean pillow-
case. Then dll church-tite Agnes hugged
thab pillow close to her breast. When it
was time to go to church her papa said:
“ Come, geb ready for church.” But for
some reason she did nob go.

When her papa and mamma and the
rest of the family .came home the maid
suid ., “Agnes has hugged thet pillow to
ber breastall the morning. I don't know
why, bub every time I have tried to take
it away she has cried.” By this time
the pillow-case was very dirty. When
the dinner-bell rang she came to the tablo
with her pillow. Soon it was time,to go
to Sunday-school, and Agnes said . “ I must
have my pillow.” Her papasaid. “O, yon
can't take that to Sunday-school. What
do you want to take it for?” A heart-
broken look came over her face and tears
were in her eyes as she burab out that she
must “take the pillew to Sundny-school,
fur my Jesus, he has nuwhere to lay down
his head at all, at all.”

Her father, touched to see her anxious
to Jo sumething for Jesus, sad. “ You
wouldn't want to take such a crumpled,
soiled pillow-case as that to hi, would
you? Besideathut isn't tho kind of pillow
honeeds. Let us go to school and we
will try and find ont what kind of a pillow
he needs”

Agnes, liko the dutiful little girl she
was, said: “I loves my paps,” and went
to school.

Waa it not beautiful for her to wish to
help her Saviour ? She is older now, and
still loves Jesus, and has found that the
kind of pillow ho needs is mado of loving
hearts and willing hands.

e — -~
PRAYING AND DOING. | 4
“Bukss the poor childron who hay, .
gob any beds to-night,” prayed o little| .
just before he lay down in his nico, w
cob on a cold, windy night. '1

As ho roso from his knecs his et
said: “ You bhavo just asked Gud} .
bless thom: what will you do to
them "

The bo; thought n moment. *Why
I hud o hundred cakes, enough for all { -
families, I would give them somo, :

* Bub you have no cakes; whab thon{
you willing todo ?”

“When I get money enough to buy
the things I wuut, and have some over,}-
give them some.”

“ But you haven't enough money to l‘; |
all you want, and porhapa nover will hs
what will you do to bless the poor now;:

“I will give them somo bread.” 4

“You have no bread; the bread;
nine.” t

“Then I shall earn money and by
loof myself.”

“Take things as they now [are—y-
know what you have that is your ov -
whab are you willing to give to help{
poor?”

The boy thought again. “I'll give i} |
half my money. T have seven nenm:i
I'll give them four. Wouldn't shnt}
right ?”

THE CROOKED ITNGERS.

t
i
}

WiiLE shaking hands with an old z;'g
the other day, I noticed that some of
fingers were quite bent inward, and ho L
not the power of straightening the
Alluding to this fact, he £aid :

“In these crooked fingers there is ago
text for o talk to children.”

“ Leb us have it, if you please,” we &

“ For over fifty years X used to driv
stugo, and theso ben fingera show the f, !
of overholdxng the reins for so many yeu.g

This is the text. Is it nob & suggest: §
one? Dos it nod teach us how and J
repeated ach becomes a habib ? ]

The old man's crooked fingersare but|
emblem of the crooked tempers, wox? ¥
and actions of men and women. :

When, you see men and women pert 1

in doing and saying things that are wrer: 1
and making themselves and others v ¢
happy, remomber that when young wd
never, perhaps, thought of being so wick' *
but they said wrong words and did wre !
actions and continued so doing until, i
the old man’s fingers constantly usodi !
driving, they becams fixed in the cow
thoy had begun. -
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| uESTLLSS BOY AT CBURCK.

How ho turns and twists,
l‘(g" And how ho porsists

In rattling his heols;

'1 | How uncasy ho fools,

Wy <Our wide-awake boy in church!
Od‘if'f

ll\'s ’,

‘Then oarnost and still,

He attends with o will,
y’h" .1 Whilo tho story is told
Lo Of some old hero bold,

: {Uur Jear, thoughtful boy in church'
Is turned to despair,

my
°"F | Asho twitches the hair
’i Orf bis little sister in church.

But our glad surpriso
At his thoughtful eyes

o

b4 Still each naughty trick flies
wi' 1 Abalook from the eyes

i { OF his motheor so dear,

2dy | Who thinks bosb to sit near

b f Her mischievous bey in church.
K Another trick comes ?
- - Yes. His finger he drums,

os 4 Or his kerchief is spread
Ip All over his head,

And still we take him to church!

He's troublesome ? Yes.

n g 3 That I'm bound to confess;

MF But God made the boys,

With their fun and their noise—
He surely wants them in church!

Such ckildren, you know,

of ';“; Long, long years ago
wt' i3 Did not trouble the Lord,
ti. ‘1 Though disciples were bored,

7. So we'll still keep them near him in
5, charch,
3

33; §
K‘IV

reff -

SIMPLE PIETY.
x%mswmn FROM THE GERMAN BY C. R, T
§

eaf - A Jewisu physicion in Kischinew, in
et Bguthem Russis, duoring the summer of
18by, was treating apuor Prutestent widow.
i Her sufforings were intense, bat the po-
i &enco and resignation with which she
v bbre them filled the physician with wonder
md amazement. As she plainly grew
yorse, che ashed one day, “Doctor how
ong will this continae, before the end
gpmes 1" The physician wld her that she
®d buba few more hours tolive. Ab the
-yords her countenance brightened, as if ab

v Mo prospect of & joyous feast. The ductur
,if Wondered. She said, "My dear doctor,
ot ¥ou have been so kind to me that I wounld

w kae to leave you a small token of
gmhmde. You are a Jew, you afo also

H

a sinner.
tho sinner’s Saviour. O seck him—look
for him in this book,” and as she spoke,
sho gavo him hor Bible, Thodoctor took
the worn volumo home, and lnid it aside.

The nost worning, as he was going his
round of professional visits, ho called to
soo tho dying woman, and on reaching her
door, was stopped outsido by tho sound of
singing within. The fost~r daughter of
tho old lady, was softly singing, and asthe
words fell on the physician’s oar, thoy like-
wiso ponotrated his heart deoply. Ho bo-
come convinced of his sins, scales foll, as
it wore, from his oyes. He ropeated to
himself the words—* You are also a poor
sinner ; only tho Saviour of sinners can
save your soul.”

Two months afterwards the pbysician
himself lay dying. In the middle of tho
night ho senb for a Protestant clergyman,
to whom he expessed his wish to be
baptized. Knowing the events of the
physician’s life, the minister readily
granted his request. On tho following
day, the pardoned sinner fell asleep, peace-
fully and calmly, and his last words wero,
“Only the Saviour of sinners can save
your soul.”

COLDIER AND THISTLE.

LirrLe Minnie, in her engerness after
tlowers, kad wuunded her hand on the sharp
prickly thisble. This made her ery with
pain ab first, and pout with vexation after-
ward,

*Ido wish there was no such thingas
& thistle in the world,” she seaid pettishly.

“ And yeb the Scottish natiun think su
much of it that they engrave it on the
national arms,” said her mother.

“ It is the last flower that I should pick
out,” said Minnie. “I am sure they might
have found o great mony nicer ones, evsn
among the weeds.”

“ Bat the thistle did them such guod
service once,” said her mother, “ that they
learned to esteciu it very highly. One time
the Danes invaded Scutland, and they pre-
poted to wake o night attack on asleeping
gorrisun.  Su they crept alung barefuoted
as atill as pussible, until they were almust
on the sput.  Just at that woment a bare-
footed suidier stepped on a great thistle,
and the hurt wade bim atter a sharp, sheiil
cry of pain. The sound awoko the sleepers,
and eack inun sprang to his arms. They

fought with great bravery,wilthe ins aders

Were driven back with muock luss.”

“ Well, I Lever suspected tha:eosn.a..o. trust, they can not kecp it

thing cvuld sare o nativn,” said Minnie
thoughtfully.—Sel.

Yuu cannub bo hnppy mthouhl

“Q00D ENOUGH" BOYS

“I MADE & bob sled according to the
divections given in my paper,” said Frod
Carroll, potulantly, * and it wouldn's run.”

“So I beliove,” said his friend, Georgo
Lennon, * You also made o bux telephone,
and thub didn't work.”

“ How do youaccuunt fur it?” asked
Frod, curiously. *I do ovorything just
according to tho book, bub somehuw noth-
ing comes out right.”

George swiled wa ho answered quietly,
“I can account for ib casily, becouso I saw
you mako both tho sled and tho telophono,
and youdid nop make thom according to
directivns.”

“What do you mean ? " demnnded Fred,
flushing up. “Didn't I put in overything
required 7 What did I omit?”

“You omitted exactnoss,” roplied
George, gravely. “Now don't geb angry,
Fred, and I will tell yon what I nodiced.
When you mado the tslephone, you did
not draw tho wire tight, as direated.
You loft it hanging slack, and when I
spoke to you about it, you said it was
‘good cnough.'”

“I know that,” admitted Fred;
I thought it would do.”

“Of course you did! Then in caking
the .led, you made two mistakes in your
measurvicents. You nailed the forward
crous cleat about six inches from the end,
thus interforing with the play of the frong
bob, and the guards wero so low down that
a fellow's knuckles scraped the ground.
The consequence was that there was no
satisfaction in riding on the sled.”

“And I broke it up,” exclaimed Fred,
crossly. ““ I8 was no good.”

“Itwasa'goodenough ’'sled,” said George,
with o smile. “Instead of being careful
to bave every measmement exact, you
guesaed some and made mistakes in others,
and to avery objection you roplied that it
was good encagh  That genoml'y means
not good ab all.”

Fred turred angri'y owo.y from his

“but

lfmand but be knew be was right,

How many “good enough” boys are
reading thesc l!ines? The bhoy who
sweeps his empl-yer's stcre, and neglects
the corners and dark places, is sweeping
“good enough” So is the boy who
skims his lessons, or Joes tk- home chores

' in careless fashion

“(Good enough ” boys rarely attain
more than subcrdinate positions, and if
by ary chauce they get into & position of
It is tho
thotougb boy, the carefu! buy, the exnct
boy, who makes his mark in $ho wozld.
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Morner’s DaRLING.

MOTHER'S DARLING.

SuNNY head alight with curls,

Rousobud mouth with rows of pearls,

Eyes that rival violets’ hue,

Cloar and bright as heaven's blue—
That's mother's datling.

Rounded chin where dimples hide,
Cheeks that shume the roscs’ pride,
Littlo foce all bright with smiles,
Laughter that cach heart beguiles—
That's mother’s darling.

Little hands that ne'er are quiet,
Curls where sunbeums run wild riot,
Little tongue in motion ever,
Chattering on and tiring never—
That's mother's darling.

Little soul to lead to God,
Feot to guide in duty's road,
Little heart to love his will,
Little duties to f~ifil—

That's mothec’s darling.

May her lifo be sunshine over,
Shadowed o'er by sorrow nevor,
May she rest in God’s dear love
Till sho sings his praise above—
Bless mother's darling

‘ FAMOUS BOYS.

A SwgpisE boy fell out of o wicdow
_and was severely hurd, but with clenched
|lips he kept back the cry of pain. The

king, Gustavus Adolphus, who saw him
! £all, prophesied that that boy would make
‘ s man for an emergency; and so he did,
| for ho became the famous General Bauer.
| A woman fell off the dock in Italy. She
' was fot ond frightened. No one of the
r crowd of men dared to jump in after her;
| but a boy struck the water almost as soon
‘a3 she, and managed to keep hor up until
I stronger arms got hold of her. Every-
| body said the boy was very daring, very
'kind very quick, but also very reckless,
| for he might have been drowned. The boy
was Garibaldi, and if you will read his life
you will find theso were just his traits all
\i through—that he was 8o alert that nobody
, could tell when he would mako an attack
! with his red-shirted soldiers ; so indiscreet
sometimes as to make his follow-patriots
wish he was in Guines, but also so brave
, and magnanimous that all the world, ex-
; cept tyrants, loved to hear aud tatk about
bim,
. A boy used tv crush the flowsrs to geb
their colour, and painted the white side of
i his father's cottage in the Tyrol with all

A- the shadew of the sun i- largest whon | surts Jf pictures, which the muuntaincers
his beams are lowest, 50 we are always gusod at as wonderfui. He was the greut

least when wo make ourselves groatest.

artist Titian.

An old paintor watched a littlo f
who sinused himsolf making drawi
his pot and brushes, casol and stoo,
gaid, “ That boy will boat me ono dny.”
ho did, for ho was Michaol Angelo.

A Gormon boy was roading a blood-
thunder nuvel. Right in the midst
he sail tu himself, “ Now, this will n
do. I got too much oxcited ovor ib; I
study su well after it.  So here goos'”
he flung the book out into tho river.
was Fichte, the great German philoso

Thero was a Now England boy
built himsclf o booth down at the
his father’s form, in & swamp, W
noither the boys nor the cows would
turb him. There ho road books
“Locke on the Humern Understandi
wrote compositions, watched the balan
of tho clouds, revelled in the clash
the flash of the storm, and iried to feol
nearness of God who made all things.
name was Jonathan Edwards.

«IT IS NOT WORTH WHILE"

“IT is not worth while to open

piano for ten minutes’ practice, and

all the time I can sparc this morning]

hear a little maiden say quite often.
Now, my dear, that ton minutes wu]

six times makes an hour wasted ; and
minutes every morning at the g
would do you more good than & W
hour once a week, while you are o li
girl and get go tired at school.

“Tt is not worth whilo to change
coat to perform this little work,” says
carcless boy; that is why he never 1
a8 neab as his brother, who does not
it too much trouble to take care of
clothes.

READY BEFOREHAND.

“WuBAT are you doing now? I
saw & girl thot was always finding
thing to do!” :

“I'm only going to sew a button on
glove.”

“Why, you are nob going out,
yon?”

*O no! I only like to get things
beforehand, that’s all.”

And this little thing that had been
sisted in by Rose Hammond until it
become a fixed habit, saved her
trouble than she herself bad any idee
more time, too. Ready before-hand
ib. As surely as you do faithfally,
will never relinguish it for the sli
time-enongh-when-it's-wanted way of
ing things.



