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LITTLE KINDNESSES.
BY FRANCIS FORRESTER, E8Q.

OxE bright summer's morning
two girls, about twelve years of
nge, were walking along a charm-
ing lane in the country. The
birds were filling the air with
their sweet melody,  The flowers
shone like gems onjthe grassy
banks which lined the road sides
and gave their perfume without
stint to the gentle breezes. The
two girls scemed delighted, and
chatted as merrily as rooks or
blackbirds as they sauntered slow-
ly along,

By and by they beard a soh.
“What's that " said Ida: *1
thought I heard some one moan-
ing.”

“It's that little muff Deyond
the big tree yonder," said Rhoda,
pointing to a child seated hy the
road side and weeping as if some
great trouble had crushed her.

* Poor child!” exelaimed 1da
‘“let us see what ails her. Come,
Rhoda.®

“Nonsense, Ida! Let the lit-
tle goose alone. What husiness
have we with her trouble?” replied Rhoda, pet-
tishly,

But Ida, without hiceding this selfish speech, ran
toward the weeping child, and in the softest and
gentlest of tones said:

“What's the matter, little gir]? Tell me what
makes you cry, dear. Perhaps [ can help you."

Lottic—that was the crying child’s name—looked
into Ida’s face, and secing love and pity written
there, replied:

“I've lost my bhasket, miss, 0! Q!”

“ How did you lose it, my dear " asked Ida.

After a long sob Lottie veplied, “If you please,
ma'am, T had been down to Mr. Flint's after some
butter for my mother. O dear! I set my basket
down in the road while I went to pick some violets,
and when I turned round my basket was gone, O

dear, dear, what shall I do! what shall I do!!

Mother will whip me so.”

“Poor child!" exclaimed Ida.

“It's nothing to us. Come along ! said Rhoda,
pulling Ida by the dress as she spoke,

But Ida did not regard Rhoda's words, She was
too deeply touched by Lottie's grief. So she said:

“ Who could have taken it ? Did you sce no one
in the lane 2? '

* Yes, ma'am, I sced Dick Flynn just now, Maybe
he took it, but I don't know. O dear, 01 0! Iow
my mother will beat me !

Wiore Nrupee 180,

* Poor child ! sizhed Ida as shie looked down the
lane in search of some sign of Dick Flynu's person,
As she was looking that unworthy scamp pushed
his mop-like hend and dirty face from belind a big

tree near by, Miss Ida caught his eve, Secing lie
;was discovered, Dick brought the basket, and lny-
ing it at Lda's fect, said:

“MMere’s her hasket, ma'am. 1 only took it for
fun,” and away he seampered, making the air ring
with his loud ha, ha, ha; ha, ha, ha,
¢ But poor Lottie sobbed ns hard as ever, very much
to Ida's surprise. 8o, tauking her by the hand, she
said:

“Come, child, don't cry any more, but take your
basket and run home like a good little girl.”

* Please, ma'ain, I'se afraid mother'll whip me for
staying so long,” sobhed Lottie,

“0,is that all?  Well, I'll go with you and tell
! your mother how it happened.  Come, my dear,
chieer up and walk along with us,” replied Ida.

“Don’t, Ida! Don’t bother any more with that
! little drab!” said Rhoda, sharply,

“0O yes, coz, let us go with her and comfort her
poor little heart all we ean,” rﬂlicd Ida, taking
Lottie’s hand and moving down the Inne.

Rhoda followed with unwilling feet.  When they
' reached Lottic’s cottage they saw her mother stand-
ing with arms a kimbo at the door. She wae a
large, coarse woman, and her face looked as if a

great storm of anger had been
gathering in her Leart, and was
ready to burst upon the head
of poor little Lottic, But Ida's
presence acted as a lightning-rod
does to a thunder-clond, 1t drew
the anger quickly out of her
heart.  Ida explained the cause
of Lottic's delay, and the child
eseaped the scolding and whip-
ping she had so much dreaded.
Ida certainly shed sunshine upon
Lottice's heart that morning,

That was a little act of kind-
ness in Ida, wasn't it? Tt did
not cost her much, only a few
moments of time, n few gentlo
words, and a few steps out of her
way. Yet it saved Lottie a day
of suffering, and prevented her
mother from feeling the misery
aned guilt of an angry spirit,  As
a little grain of mustard procduces
a great shrub, =0 her little act of
kindness wrought great comfort
in Lottie's heart.

Little acta of kindness! How
Leauntiful they are! They are the
flowers which give heauty to char-
acter.  Does not Ida's act malke
hier heautiful in your eves? But
Rhoda—faugh! You don’t like
¢ hor a bit, do you? Well, it you like Ida best, and I
;{ know you do, wont you imitate her? Wont you do,
E at least. one little act of kindness to some one cvery
¢ day?  Wont you also let Rhoda’s gruffy scltishness
Cstand to vou as a heacon docs to seamen—Ilet it

warn you to give? unkind conduct a wide, very

“wide berth

-

For the Sunday-Schonl Advocnte,

THE HOUSE BY THE NIGHWAY.
BY RENA RAY,

Arya lived in a large house, but it wasn't a pleas-
ant house, for it stood right on the dusty highway,
exposed all day long to the hurning sun, Not a
« tree grew near to shelter the roof] or vine or shrub
i to protect the windows, or a gpire of grass to en-
¢ liven the door-way. There was no yard around the
house, or a bit of a garden attached to it, so there
was nothing green, not even a brier, to he seen. The
ground all around was baked by the sun in dry
weather till it was as hard as a brick and filled with
great eracks, and when there was a rainy spell it was
like a bed of mortar. and as sticky as tar,

Just below the house there was a pool, or pond,
{ of stagnant, greenish water, filled with frogs, which
. kept up an incessant piping and groaning all day
¢ long and all night too. On one sicde of the house
; was a bhlacksmith's shop, on the other a stable, and

A o i i s

A A e o o P aat e,

¢




46 SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVO

opposite a large mill; g0 it would be diflicult to con-
ceive of a more unattractive place than this house % ground she was so delighted that tears of joy sprang !

by the wayside. to ner eyes. Day by day she watched them with in-
Alma had not always lived there; she had been E creasing interest, and her sad heart was cheered as ¢

accustomed to a pleasant little cottage. surrounded ) ske saw ihe beautiful green leaves putting rapidly

by trees, near a clear running brook \\h(n, the wil- } forth aud the tendrils clinging to the strings which
lows drooped, and the vines grew thick, and the ; she bad arranged for them to twine around. 3
bobolinks and cat-birds sang merrily through (hcz Tut, alas! one day when she went out to look at
long summer’s day, and the whippowili's pl.unu\(, he ¢ vines she found, to her great grief, that they had
note, and Katydid, and cricket were hicard through ¢ all been destroyed. A stray cow had chanced along
the night. ; and cnoppul them all off close to the ground. Poor
But reverses came: Alma's father began to use ! Allie! she was so overcome by the loss of her beau-
liquor; her mother died; the pleasant cottage was : tital vines, which she soon expected to see covered
sold, and ere long she aml her father and little } with lovely flowers, that slie could not control her
brother found themselves in a strange place, occupy- | feclings, and she burst into tears,
The children that Lad gathered around her, in-

ing a couple of small rooms in this large tenement
stead of pitying, derided her, and so she ran into

house.
At first Alma was very sad and lonely, for she } the house and crept away off up into the garret to
mourned for her mother and sighed for her home; 3 avoid their noisy mirth. It was some time before

but she knew it was not right to give up to despuir, ( she could compose her agitated feelings; but hy and
and 80 she triel to be cheerful and to do all she } by she grew ealm, and she rose from the floor, upon
could tu make the dreary place comfortable for her

which she had been sitting, and bringing out an old
rivkety chair from among the heaps of rubbish pited
up in the corner, she drew it up to the window and
sat down. While she sat there looking off in the
distance, her eves brightened and a rosy flush dyed
her pale cheeks, for she suw vine-clad Lills, and green
fields, and the white houses of the village gleaming
through the trees, and it scemed to her desolate
heart like glimpses of the far away. 1appy land!
Never before had she been up into that garret, and
the discovery which she had made thrilled her heart ¢
with delight, almost compensating her for the loss
of ber vines, Slie had a passionate love of the beau-
tiful; her heart yearned for it, and the scene which
that narrow window disclosed to her view was more
beaatiful to her than the lovely visions which she
sometimes saw in her dreums,

Among the other things which were stored away
in the garret was an old trunk, and in this Alma put ¢
her books, and every leisure hour was spent by that
3¢ Jittle window alternately reading and looking out
PS¥ ¢ upon the lovely prospect.  But some days it would
7 be too warm to stay in the garret, and then, O how
she would wish that one of the lovely old elms
which she saw in the distance stood right by the
door, so she could sit under its cool shadow and
hear the birds singing away up among the branches
and the wind sighing amid the leaves. But all Alma's
wishing brought the elm no nearer; and when the
¢ midsummer sun beat down upon the roof, heating
{ up the old garret like a furnace, she would get her ;
honnet uml go down to the village just to ut.md’
awhile under the heautiful old trees. i

One afternoon, as she stood there looking up with
eager eves at the lovely green canopy over her head, {
scme one hit her a rap upon her shoulder, saying : {

“Massa sakes, Al what you lookin' arter up in |
the tree, hey 17 :
¢
!
(
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ALMA'S FIRST HOME.

futher and brother. She had to do all the work, ex-
cepting the heaviest, with her own little hands,
which kept her so busy that it diverted her mind, a
part ot the time at least, from her troublex.

But poor little Ollie could not be comforted,  Ie
cried for his mother and moaned for the green fivlds
where he played with the Tambg, and for the little .
brook where he watched the tiny £sh and sailed his
paper boats, and ere many weeks had p:wscd by the
poor little sorrowing, homesick hoy had grieved out
his weary life. At first Alma could not be com-
forted; but then she remembered what her mother
had taught her, and she dried her tears and checked
her grief, an:l commenced again to pertorm ler daily
duties.  But, poor child, her heart ached so that it
seemed as if she could not live, and in these hours of
loneliness and sorrow she had no one to console her,
for she shrank from the rude people who lived in
the same dwelling, andd the villagers all shunned the
tenement house. Her father came home from his
work nearly always intoxicated, and she had no
solace only in prayving to the good Father, and this
sustained her.

e i

Alma started suddenly, for her thoughts had heen
far away, and turning, hebeld Becky Hunt, a girl‘
that also lived in the tcncnwnt fouse, stundm-f be-;
side her, !

* Ha, ha, ha " laughed Beeky, opening ber mouth
to the widest extent; * did I skeer you, then 27

“ No, you didn’t scare me; but I was so busy a |
thinking and looking up at these beautiful trees
that I"didn't hear you, and you startled me u little,
that's all.”

“But what was you a lookin' so arter in the
trees, A1

“ Nothing; I was only looking to sce the lovely
gro(-n lcmcs, that’s all.”

Becky looked at her incredulously,
thought she were very toolish, and said:

*Well, T knowed the' was nothin® "at growed on
‘em to eat, an’ I ghouglit mebhy you'd seen a squir'l

Alma had always loved flowers, and she pined s0 ° Now I never looks at trees whiat ha'n't got nothin’
for them that she made a little bed under one of the | "at's good to cat on’em. I knows where the's trees
windows and planted a few morning-glories, hoping ® "at’s got somethin’ on 'em "at’s better "an leaves— :
that they would twine up and blussom before the § red plums—eme,”—and she smacked her lips—*lots
sununer was quite past.  Every morning she would } of ‘em-—an’ I's¢ goin® arter some now. Don’t you
rise early and run out to see if they had not come ; like 'em, A1?”
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%up and when she saw them pecping out of thcg “Red plums? wild ones? O I guess I do 1" ex-

claimed Alma, her mouth watering at the thoughts
of them, for she felt very warm and thirsty, and she
had not had a bit of fruit all summer.

“Well, come on, then, it you want some.”

Alma hesitated a moment, for she did not like to
he in Becky's company ; but she craved some of the
plums, so that finally she followed on after her. But,
instead of conducting her to the meadows, as Alma
expected, she led her around to the rear of a large
garden where there were a great many trees, some
of which were loaded with the loveliest early red
plums,

“ Now jest hcelp yourself,” exclaimed Becky, mount-
ing the fenee ; “ get jest as many on *em as you want.”

*No, I sha'n’t touch one of those plums,” replied
Alma, quickly, “and you mustn't neither. Get down,
Beeky, right away.”

“Ha, ha, Al; don't he skeert,” langhed Becky,
pulling off the plums; “the's nobody to hum.
Don't you see the houses all shet up? 8o jest help
yourself; the's nobody here to keteh you.”

“I don't care if there isn't anybody at home, T am
not going to steal, and yon mustn’t either. Come,
do get down, Becky,” and she tried to pull her from
the fence.

But Becky pushed her off) saying, “ Jest clear out,
Al T aint a goin® to be a fool *cause you're one. Tl
get my fill of these ere plums now I'se got the chance,”
and she was hurriedly making good her words when
a strong arm seized her, dragging her from the fence
into the garden.

Becky was terribly frightened, for she feaved be-
ing taken to the jail, and she cried, and begged, and
plead so hard that the gentleman reteased her, tell-
ing her that it he ever caught her there again he
would sce that she received the punishment she
merited. Then turning to Alma he asked her name
and where she lived, and spoke kindly to her—for,
concenled by a tree, he had heard all that she had
said to Becky—and filling a little basket with the
cloicest of the fruit, he presented it to her, telling
her that she could come every day and gather all
she wanted.

Alma was cheered by the kind words and de-
lighted with the fruit, and she hastened homeward
with her heart fecling lighter than it had done in a
long time before, But when she reached home she
found that another sad ailliction had befallen her.
er tuther had just been accidentally killed while in
u state of intoxication, and she was an orphan.
Poor Alma! it was more than her young heart could
bear, and she fell senseless to the floor, and for sev-
eral hours she was in a state of unconsciousness.

"But at length she revived, and when she lifted up
¢ her eyes she found herself in a beautiful apartment,
; and saw the gentleman who gave her the fruit and

u lady beside him leaning over her.  The gentleman

Cand lady were the owners of the mansion, whither

they had taken Alma, and she became the loved
child of their adoption, and never again did she
< have reason to sigh for the beautiful.

Far the Sunday-Schiool Advocate.

“GOD IS HERE”

. 1I, FRANKIE, nobody here
hut vou?” said a mother
one day to her little son
whom she found playing all
alone in the nursery,
Frankie looked up, his
face being radiant with hap-
piness, and said:
= Yes, mamma, God is here.”
At another time, when he was
in the garden with his mother, a fierce
gust of wind swept suddenly over it.

Thinking that his mother shared the alarm he felt,

he looked up into her face and said:
“ God is with me, dear mamma,”
That boy had learned to know that the great God




is everywhere present. He was comforted by this
knowledge because he loved God. Wicked children
are afraid of God, while those who serve him are
happy to think that he is round about them by night
and by day. Child, does it make you happy to know %
that God sces you and surrounds you at all times ¢
and in all places? X. %

Smday-Sehool 2dvornte, |
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THE SPELLING LESSON.

“AERONAUT!" said Mre. Padwick, the teacher at Man-
orville, to a class of girls which had just ranged itself in
due order in front of her desk.

“E, r-o, Ero, n-a-u-t, Eronaut,” said Ellen Muan, who
had lony stood at the head of the class.

‘* Aeronaut, Miss Litile,” said Mrs. Padwick, addressing
the next scholar. 3

‘' A-e, 1-0, Acro, n-o-t, Acronot,” replied Miss Little.

“Acronaut!" cricd the teacher in a tone of voice which |
indicated rising anger as she nodded to the third girl in
the class, :

‘“A-¢, 10, Acro, n-o-u-g-h-t, Acronought,” replicd girl
number three.

“Acronaut!” thundered the teacher, now falrly vexed
at what she considered the stupidity of her pupils.

Julla Edmonds was fourth iun the class, and she spelled
the word correctly. * !

“Go up!” said the teacher, with a smile which showed )
that the sun of ber better nature was bursting through E
the clouds of her ill-temper,

Julia went to the head of the class, but was greeted aa
she went by the scowls of the three misses over whose
heads she was advanced. 8he was jubilant in her own
heart, for she had long desired to stand at the head of the
spelling-class, ¢ They will bave to try very hard before
they get above me again,” thought she.

Julia and Ellen, whose place she had taken, had been
bosom friends for a long time. Out of school they were ¢
scldom long apart. I think they loved each other as sin-
cerely a8 school-girls ever love one another, which I am
afraid is not a very strong proof of the greatness of their
regard.  But to-day Ellen passed out of school without
deigning to look at Julin, and joined hersclf to Caroline
Little, who had long been known as their common coemy.

*IHow mad Ellen is \ecause youn got above her,” said |
Emily Angus stepping to Julix's side; “for my part, I'm {
glad you did it, for I think you are a much better scholar
than she is any day.”
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These flattering words pleased Julia, ana caused reveral
little spirite which had been hiding in her heart to step

gcm'n than candyfuft, potatocs than pansier, pigs thon
from the dark cornerg in which they had been skulking %
N
:
by
(
.
N
N
4

pinks.  What do you say to her, Mr, Editor#"
Not much, my filend and sccond self, hecause T am not
a flovist, vou know; but since T have recommended my
ehildren to grow flowers, (and this little girl may take (he
hint we gave In our last.: [ advise her and all like her to
sure I know as much as Ellen Moon any day.” send (o My, Jumes Viek, Rochester, New York, for one of
*T shoubd think you did,” rejoined Emily. “For my | his catalogies of flower-sceds. Mr. Viek is a good Sun-
part, I think there is more brass than gold about Eller, 3 day-school man and a florist too. e will gend his cata-
I always thought she looked down an you, althougl she N logue free to any one who will write for ity and in that
pretends to he go fricndly with you.” § vour little friend will fearn much about séeds and how to
Then the little sprite named Pride moved briskly about { get them good and cheap,  Now, corporal, what next ?
in Julia's heart.  Tossing her head very high Julia said : “Ilere is the answer to the Biblieal enigma in my last :
“I dow’t know why Ellen shoald look down on me. { (1.) Felix, Acts xxiv, 25, (2.) Eye, Psa. xxxiil, 18, (8.) Sad,
I'm ag good as she is any day,” Neh. ii, 1,2, (4.) Mnason, Acts xxi, 16, (5.) Blame, Eph.
Just then the good voice in Julia’s heart whispered, i, 4. The precept, ¢ Feed my lambg.” Joln xxi, 15,
“Julla, Julla, is it right for a Chvistian givl to talk so ¥ And here is another Seripture puzzle for the puzzle-
“Ellen is to blame.  8he anght not to be mad beeause ; wits of my company.  The following tangle of letters,
you took her place,” whirpered Pride. when disentangled and marshaled in due order, will give
“8he has been a long time at the top. Wouldn't you ¢ you the first of the recorded words of Jesus Christ : cygu
feel bad If you had been there #o long us slic has and had { thehosmwotittinhs.
lost your place ¥ gaid the good voice. “Ilere is a letter from J. T. E., of Schuyler Fallg, who
“What makes you go glum?  1've gpoken to you three { says:
times aud you haven't answered me. I wont walk with a
dummy like you,” said Emily as she walked off' in high Chiamplain we have a fine 8unday-school numbering over
dudgeon. ! eighty scholars, and it has been In ruccessful operniton
Julin had been go taken up with ner own thoughts for 2 for more than twenty years, and the beauty of it is 1t will
the previous minute that she had not noticed Emily's re- § keep running.  The superintendent and some others
marks. The better feelings now rising within her ming § thonghit of closing the school through the winter, but it
made her glad that her femptress was gone, for she now \.\'us no go; the m-lfuluf-s gaid no, and 1|_w 'supcrmlcmlum.
> \ A ., 8 yickled most gracefully, and the school is in full hiast, 1
saw that Emily's evil words had indeed stirred up evil (o), you could drop in gome cold Sabhath morning and
thoughte nud feelings. I bave been wrong,” eaid she, { gee the bright eyes of the scholars {winkle ag they enter
balf aloud, * to rejoice over Ellen’s fall. I ought to have § the reboolroom, their rosy checks and ruby lips all ani-
felt sorry for her. I don’t believe shie looks down on me, s mation, each determined to be No. 1, capital A, T asked
and I baven great mind to give her the place I won to-day § the teacher of a class of ®ix if any of her class wanted to
back agnin.” enlist in the 'l'r:\‘ Conpany. Bhie put the question. Every
When Julia eaid this the Tittle sprites slunk back fato (Ime was un'lh.cn' fL'l:l 'lll @ moment. 1 know lhcmjall, and
pledge my word, it you will receive them, they will make
thelr dark corners again, and the good volce spoke aloud good soldicrs, or, at ll-ust, they will try, for so tiw_v all suidk,
aud eaid: and you can rely on what they say.  Their names are El-
“That's right, Julin. Yon may rcjoice over your own { len, Havel, S8arah, Nina, Benton, and George.  Now, dear
prosperity, but you ought not to be glad beeause Ewily
feels badl,

corporal, if you witl admit them into your Try Company,
You ought to comfort her.” 5 and they meet yonr expectations, we may send others soon,

“And T will,” said Julin a8 sbe began running toward ¢ (“;"‘ ]lh"'m"'.h"s A ll:\r;_rlc m;ny; Stllll,‘l‘l'llif'llllil;‘fﬁ“N'Sll;l('ﬂ)"

. . school army is : s largest, s army is en-
Ellen's home, . 8chool army is much the large iile his army is en

. . deavoring to crush out rebellion, which Is clearly right
8he found her friend in tears.  Running up to ber, she ! h : yriil

et our bigarmy of little soldiers be trained to reprove the
threw ber arms ronnd her walst and sald;

world of sin, of righteousncss, and judgment to come.
“Ellen, I'm sorry you missed to-day, and, if teacher !

“ We have an encampment of solliers at Platisburgh on
will let me, I'll go back to my old place in the class to- § the Bloody Saranae, and as military is all the rage now-a-
morrow.”

dayg, we date our correspondence, *Sunday-8chool En-
This generous proposal touched Ellen's bheart,

into the light.  One of these splrits, named Vanity, moved
hier to reply : .
“Yes, T think I know cuough to be at the top I'm

“DeAnr ConrorirL,—In the beantiful valley of Lake

|
|
|
§
H
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She ] Chmpent at Schuyler Falls, Clinton Co., N. Y.’

looked at her fricnd with adwmiration & mowment, then |
Kisscd ber and gaid:

“No you wont, You fairly earued my place, and you
shall keep it. It was wrong in me to get mad about ft,
I'm sorry,
again.”

Thus did the two girlr make up thélr little miff, I'm
glad they did, for I don't like to sce two girls quarrel
about nothing. Don’t you think Julia did right ?

:
i
;
3
%
¢ “IHuzza for that encampment! Its soldiers will carry
; the gates of sin by storm and scale the heights of salva-
¢ tiou on the Iadders of faith. Iuazza! huzea!” cries the
; corporal, who seems to have caught his old battle furor
Come, let us forget all about it and be friends again of late.  As for me I am more caln, and so I wish
the little soldicrs at 8chuyler sueeess in their war against
sin, and crowns of glory at last,
§ “JENNIE, of Dubuque, Towa, says:
3y “Tintend to earn missionary money by hringing home
% a good report frem my week-day gehool, for which 1 get
: money."”
) Jennic's parents are kind indeed to reward her for dili-
} gence in ber studics, and she is wise to hand that rewand
{ over to Christ's cause; but if I were Jemnie 1 woull be
dillrent in study for duty’s sake and earn my moncey for
Jesus in some other way.  Wouldn't you, corporal ¥
¢ Blers you, Mr. Editor, no. If I were Jennie 1 shounld
do what Jennie does exactly, or else I shouldn't be Jen-
nie, ehould 19
I'm hit! Read on, corporal.
“¢A Bereaved Mother' says:
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“ My dear little hoy when alive nged often to wish me
to write and tell you how he tried to be good, and often
when be felt tempted to say or do something wrong he
would say, * No, I belong to the Try Companyg.” We took
the papers for him when only one year old, and among the
first words he said was, *Ttev or <1 will try.” T gave him
1o the Lord In prayer, sl always felt him as though set
apart for the Lord. O how carneatly I wished him to
grow up for the service of Jesus, and always talked to
him about loving to say something for Christ, although
only five years and cight months otd when he died. The
¢ last time he was out of the house he was at the Sablath-
school festival at Clayville, where he spoke a piece about

OUR LETTER COLUMN

You look thoughtful to-day, corporal. What disturbs
you?

"Nulhﬁ\g, my dear editor, ever disturbs me which does |
not equally trouble you. If I looked thoughtful just now ; the birth of Jesus."”

it was ouly beeause I was thinking what to say to o little

I print this sweet little nole about Frederlck, who has
girl who writes we that she has a little garden-patch in

gone to the school of the great Teacher in glory, to let
which she wants to grow some flowers next enmmer, but ; you ece how mothers feel about their children,  Your
she ucither knows where to get seeds nor what kind to ; mothers feel about your souls very much as this lady did
send for.  8he says the people round her home are farm- § for her little boy, I hope yon will heed their wishes and
ers aud don’t cultivate flowers.  They would ratber grow | give your bearts to the Saviour. Good-by!
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LION-HUNTING.

OXE of the lions was some distance
in the rear of the other, and I set the
lnggard, of course, down for the brute
I had wounded. Being closely pursued
by two of the dogs, he was brought
speedily to bay, Now was my time;
and stepping smartly out, I was soon
within fifty paces of my mark, when,
stooping down, I took u deliberate nim
with the elephant rifle and fired. The
bullet passed through both the animal's
shoulders, and he fell, managing, never-
theless, to raise himself on his haunches,
in which position, growling hideously,
he lashed alternately his sides and the
ground furiously with his tail, 1. there-
fore, followed by DBontfield, advanced
further toward him, and was about to
put an end to his struggles, when the
other lion, who had stationed Limself
in the rear, in a thick bush a hundred
yards or so off, came bounding anlong
with a ferocity of purpose in his royal
countenancesuch us Inever saw matched
in one of hLis specics. I was then in o
kneeling posture, in a perfectly exposed
situation, about twenty yards distant
from his wounded companion. Charg-
ing past his crippled mate, this infuri-
ated brute made directly at me. It was
an awful moment, one that required all
my sclf-possession ; but having implicit
confidence in my revolver rifle, I did not
budge an inch. Leveling at the fuil
broad chest of my assailunt, I pulled
the trigger, when—imagine the horror
and consternation of the moment—my
rifle missed fire! and missed again, and
again!  His next bound or two would, it seemed
inevitable, bring me within the monsters gripe;
but, whether terror-stricken at my defiant attitude,
or at the click of my \\'cu}mn. he turned abruptly off
to the right, and was in & few seconds back in his
former hiding-pluce, the busl, where he was lost
completely to view.—C. J. Anderson's * Tracels in
South Africa”

PA'S LITTLE FLOWER.

CURrisTIAN children, bigh and lowly,
Try like little lowers to be;
Day by day the tall tree’s blossom
Gives to God its fragrance free;
Day by day the little daisy
Looks up with its yellow cye,
Never murmurs, never wishes
It were hanging up on high.
God has given each bis station:
Some have riches and high place;
Sowe have lowly homes and lbor;
Al may have his precious grace,
We must be content and quiet,
Qur appointed station in.
0O, to envy or to covet
Otbers’ good is gricvous sin.
And the air is just as pleasant,
Aund as bright the sunny sky,
To the daizy by the footpath,
As to flowers that bloom oa high;
For God loveth all bis children,
Rich and poor, and bigh and low;
Aud they all shall meet in heaven
Who have served him bere below,

—_—————

“AINT WE BRAVE?

A pEAR attacked a farmer's cabin one night, when
thie farmér got up into the loft, leaving his wife and
children to take care of themselves. The wife seized
a poker and aimed a happy blow at Bruin,

“Give it to him, Nancy!” eried the valiant hus-
band.

After Bruin was dead he came down from the loft
and exclaimed ;

* Nuncy, my dear, aint we brave {”
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i A WICKED PARROT.

Ax interesting volume recently issued, entitled,
* Autobiography of a Scaman,” contains the follow-
! ing story of a mischievous parrot ;

One day a party of lacies paid us a visit aboard,
and several had heen hoisted on deck by the nsual
“means of & “whip” (a chair slung on ropes and
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s hoisted on pullevs) on the mainyard, he chair
" had descended for another * whip,” but scarcely had ;

;1 its fair weight heen lifted out of the hoat alongside

« than the unlucky parrot piped, * Let go " The order

L .
¢ being instantly obeyed, the unfortunate Iady, instead
i of being comfortably seated on the deck, as had

« been those who preceded her, was soused over head

From the “ Sunday School Almanac.™

; THE BRAND PLUCKED FROM THE FIRE.

b
; And the Lord said unto Satan, The Lord rebuke thee, O
Satan; even the Lord that hath chosen Jerusalem re-

Zech. iii, 9.

Wuer a child does wrong, walks in the ways of’
the wicked one, becomes a wicked youth, destroys
his health, ruins his prospects, grieves all his friends,
! and is then brought back to peace and virtue by the
; wondertul grace of God, he is a brand plucked from

buke thee: is not this a brand plucked out ot e fire¥— ¢

the fire. 'Why? Because he was almost
lost forever hefore he became good.
What would you call a child who
should stand on a railway track until
the engine almost rushed upon him?
Foolish? Yes, very foolish, certainly.
What then is that child who treads the
path to hell until he almost falls into
it? Is he not as foolish as a child can
bet Very well. Don't imitate. Keep
away from the fire, from sin, I mean, and
let Christ make you his disciple now.

SOMETHING ABOUT STOPS.

‘Twe points now used in punctuation
were introduced into writing gradually
rome time after the invention of print-
ing. The Greeks had none, and there
was no space between their words, The
Romans put a kind of division between
their words, thus: Publius, Scipio . Afii-
canus. Up to the end of the flifteenth
century only the period, colon, and
comma had been introduced.  The lat-
ter came into use latest, and was only a
perpendicular figure or line proportion-
ate to the size of the letter. To Aldus
Manutius, an eminent printer in 1370, we
are indebted for the semicolon, and also
for the present form of the comma. He
also laid down rules now observed in
regard to their use. The notes of in-
terrogation and exclamation were not
added till some years later, and it is
not. known by whom. Inverted com-
mas () were first used hy Monsieur
Aillmont, a French printer, and were
intended by him to supersede the use
of italic letters, and the Freneh printers called them
by that name. DBut they have lately been used hy
English printers to denote quoted matter, In a
London book, * The Art of Englisli Poetry,” printed
¢ in 1807, it appears that the present mode of de-
é’noting (quoted matter is therein denoted by being
¢ set in italie, It is not known by whom the apos-
¢ trophe und dash were invented.
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A LARGE BOUQUET.

v A rertee girl of three years, from bevond the
Mississippi, who had never seen an apple-tree in full
" bloom, beheld one in Ohio.  She lifted her hands in
" the attitude of devotion and exeluimed, * See God's
¢ big bouquet I
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