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TORONTO, JUNE 26, 1886,

GLIMPSES OF THE
INSECT WORLD.

BUTTERFLIES. -

«OH, T know what
those are, well enough.
I've often chased them in
the meadows among the
daisies and buttercups,
when I've been in the
country in vacation time
I think they're a great
deal prettier, too, than all
those other flies in the
last picture!”

“Well, yes, my dears,
It would be hard to im-
agine anything more
beautifulthanthesedainty
creatures ; they have well
been called ‘ winged tlow-
ers,” for their colouring is
a3 rich, as brilliant, and
delicate, as that of the
pansy orthe rose. Every
body who cares for the
beautiful in nature is glad
to welcomne them, when
they begin to flutter about
the garden-beds, r the
clover-fields, in July, and
‘Oh, there is a buttgifly .
the children cry, just as
they say: ‘The robins
have come !’ or, ‘See the
ninbow !’

*“ And yet the butterdly,
like the bright-winged

the last picture, is born
of a very different look-
ing creature. One never
bears the children cry out
in delight . ¢ Oh, here's a
taterpillar?’ though a
lver of entomology is as
much interested in ugly

bee-fly, which we saw in . ¥
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insests, as in beautiful
ones; and, indeed, he finds
someting to please lus
eye in the velvety fur of
this boa-like worm !

“ However that may
be, the caterpillar is the
germ of the baby butter-
fly, and cats its way out
of the egg which the
parent buttertly deposita
upun tender, green leaves,
choosing, with the -
stinct given by God, cx-
actly the plant which 1
Lest fitted to nounish her
particular species. These
cggs are wonderfully
Leautiful—some  ruund,
others ovx\], oblung, ur
shaped Lihe a pyramad,
wlurdd in dehieate shades
of preen, yellow, ur avery,
and thee sartaces caned
in exquisite designs. 12
scems a pity that such
lovely shells should be
destruyed , but the cater
pillar not only eats his
way out of them, but de-
vours the pieces entirely,
before he proceeds to feed
upon his fresh green leaf!
Heissogreedy, and grows
so fast, that he has to
change his skin five or
s1x times, a3 he gets too
big for it. When he has
reached his full growth,
he hangs hiwself by his
tail from the twig of a
tre¢, and pesses gradu-
ally into what is called
the chrysaiis state.

“This we may think of
as a sort of cradle for tho
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HAPPY DAYS.

baby busterlly, whero it lies so snugly wrap-
ped up, that though it may bo overtaken
by winter before it is time to come out into
the world, and the chrysalis be entirely
conted with ice, tho little creaturo will retain
ita life, and come forth blooming and beau-
tiful, just at the time when 1ts fuvourite
flowers have blossomed out to welcome it}

“The splendid specimen, in the centre of
our picture, known a8 the Swallow-tail, with
its brilliant golden wings, richly striped and
spotted with black, purple, and white, has
been known to spend its winter thus, in an
ice-conted cradle.

“The latyge yellow Luttertly, at the left
baud, is called, from its colour, the Brim-
stone , even its egus Leing a bright yellow.
This is usually the first to greet us, and
lingers latest. The smaller varicties above,
are known ag the Argus, from their spots
like eyes, and the handsome fellow, in the
right hand corner, is commonly called
Silver-spot.  All these have very fine
classical names, which are rather too hard
for,childish tongues: but even the smallest
may}sce in the wonderful changes in the
life of the butterfly, an emblem of the im-
mortality of the soul.”—Aate Neely Hill.
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BAPPY DAYS.

TORONTO, JUNI 26, 1856.

THANK YOU, LORD JESUS.

Has your mother taught you how to say
“ Thank you,” whenever any one gives you
something good ? It is right always to
speak your thanks, and to let people sece
that you enjoy what they give you.

We tell Jesus * Thank you” every day
at family prayers. But we ought to do
more. We ought to take a whole day to
tell him our thaunks.

B thou faithful wuto death, and I will
give thee a crown of life.

EMMA'S PRAYER

“Q rLeask mend the cup;
please mend it, T didn't
menn to break it.”  And poor
little Emma on her kuees by
the sofa poured out her whole
soul in this petition. Then
she opened her eyes and look-
ed around to see if the cup
was mended. No; there it
lay all in fragments just
where she had dropped it,
and she prayed again: “ O
my Father, I didn’t mean to
break the cup, and you can
mend it if you want to,
Amen”  And she lovked
arcund again, but it still lay
ther¢ unmended. Then the
poor little girl prayed once
more. “O plense mend it.
If you don't, mamma will
know I took the sugar after
she told me not to. Ilease make it all
whole. Amen.” And again she looked,
but_it was broken as before, and she rose
from her knees.

“Thera! I won't pray any more, Dever,
never, never. You hateful old cup, stay
broken if you want to!” And she gave it
a spitefel kick.

“YWhat ails my little girl?” said mamma,
coming in from her walk, “Why, Emma,
how came my sugar-cup here, and broken
too? Did you take sugar while 1 was
gooe?”

“But I prayed about it,” said Emma,
sobbing. “I prayed three times. Why
didn’t God mend it. You said he would
answer prayer.”

“My dear child,” said mamma, “we
cannot escape the consequences of our
wrong acts by asking God to help us cover
them. That would be praying that he
would help us deceive, and he cannot do
wrong, ¢Lead us not into temptation, is a
prayer he delights to ans\wer. Remember
that the next time, dear.”

Emma has grown to be a woman now,
and she always remembered the lesson of
that day.—Child's Paper.

A GOOD COUNSEL.

A LADY who had charge of young persons
not of kindred blood, became on one occa-
sion perplexed with regerd to her duty.
She retired to her own room to meditate,
and being grieved in spirit, laid her head
upon & table and wept bitterly. She
scarcely perceived her little daughter, seated
quietly in a corner. Uunable to bear the
sight of her mother's distress, she stole

Tnx WoobgooK,

' softly to her side, and taking her hand in

both of her own, said :

“Mamma, once you taught me a pretty

hymn :
“ If ¢’er you meet with trials,
Or troubles on the way,
Then cast your care on Jesus,
And don't forget to pray.”

The counsel of the °little monitor was
taken, and relief came. The mother was
repaid for rightly training her child by
having her become her blessed teacher.

“Qut of the mouth of babes and suck-
linds God hath ordained praise.”

THE WOODCOCK.

Tite woodcock has an odd way of rearing
her babies. The first nest is made in a
very dry spot in the forest, where it is very
diffcult to get food for the fledglings. The
mother, however, will not let her children
starve, but soon takes them to moist feeding-
grounds. But how do you tbink she
manages that? It was long thought she
put them between her Jfeet, and so flew
with them from place to place. It is now
believed, however, that her claws are not
strong enough to bear such a weight, but
that she clasps her little one tightly between
her legs, and thus the baby-woodcock is
carried safe and sound to his new abede.
Here, as everywhere in the study of Nature,
we are filled with wonder at the instructive
wisdom given by God to his creatures. If
he cares for birds, will Le not care also for
us?

Krering God’s commandments is better
and more pleasing to him than building
churches.
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HOW 10 DO IT.

Tus fields are all white,
And the reapers are few;
We cluldren are willing,
But what can we do
To work for our Iord in his harvest ?

Our hands ure so small
And our words are so weak,
We cannot teach others;
How then shall we seek
To work for our Lord in his harvest ?

We'll work by our prayers,
By the pennies we bring,
By small self-denials—
The least little thing
May work for our Lord in his harvest.

Until, by aud by,
° Asthe years pass at length,
We too may be reapers,
And go forth in strength
To work for our Lord in his harvest.

MISS JONES' PICTURE.

I HAVE just been looking at Miss Jones’
picture. How do you think Miss Jones
looks ?

She wears a shawl pinned close up to her
throat, a cap tied under her chin, and a
pair of spectacles over some very wise-
looking eyes.  What a funny-looking
picture! I call it a funny picture, because
the clothes are an old lady's clothes; but
the face is a little girl's face, round, and
pluwp, and rosy. If I could take off the
cap, and the shawl, and the spectacles, I
should see a girl of four years, with & white
dress, a pink sash, and long curls hanging
down over her shoulders.

Her name is Edith May. Her mamma

calls her Edie. Edie likes to fix
herself up, and “ play peaple,” as she
calls it. She takes many different
parts, )

Sometimes?she is an old lady, and
' cometimes she is a youug lady
B Semetimes she plays she s mamn
. aud then sho runs round taking care
i of her dollies, and says she doesn't
know what she shall do now that
Tilly has the measles, and Haunah
has the chicken-pox ; aud she verily
believes that the baby has  the
measles too.

The other day, she smid she was
going to be Miss Joues, and go dowu
to the suloon, and have her picture
taken. :

So she fixed hersell up with cap,
and spectacles, and shawl, and went
down to the photograph-ruvm, and told the
artist that she was Miss Jones, and she
called to have her picture taken,

Then the artist placed a chair for her, and
she sat up as straight as she could. When
the pictures were finished, he sent them to
her mawma, who has sent one to me; and
here you have it in the Harey Days,

—~

KEEP THE DOOR.

Doors have always been a trouble to mwe.
When a child I was often stopped in my
cager, hecdless haste, by “My child, shut
that door.” But harder yet to shut, and
still harder to keep shut, was this deor of
the lips,- which leads into the presence of
the unruly member. At every jar, almost
every sound, this door has beenr: ever flying
open, and it has cost me more trouble and
time, more anxiety and tears to keep it shut
than all those creaking doors in the old
house at home. It is not the fault of the
door, [ must allow. There is a certain
something behind the door that seems to
act like a spring; at any rate, it is ever
ready to spring out and open the door I
have closed so securely.

Oue day, long, long ago, I heard this say-
ing of Solomon, “Xeep the door of thy
lips;” and I resolved then that I would
watch this doer very carefully. Sometimes
I even kept my haud upon it, determined
it should not open. I have bitteu the
tongue that pushed so hard till the unruly
member almost bled; but it was all to no
purpose. Then I read this rule of an
ancient or modern philosopher: “ Count
ten, twenty, or even a hundred tefore you
open the door when angry.” I tried, but I
generally forgot till my door was open, or,
if Idid keep it clnsed a little for once, it
swung back just as easily the next time,

I resalved and re-cesolved T prayed  at
least 1 thought I did—and still Ldad e,
could not suceved.

One happy day 1 fonnd tlos prayer

“ Keep thou the door of my hpa' " Ab,
Pthis e qast what [ want ™ wy beart cned
out, [ lave tned and fmlet T want

' some one to do it for me. Lord | Sve up
the task to thee. Keep thou the door of
my hips, keep thou the heart belond the
lipa.,”  And now, whenever 1 trudt him, ho
does what all my trywg and counting and
tesolving could never do, S 8 Jones.

———— et

A FEW CLEAR THINGS FOR LITTLE
READERS.

1118 very clear that if [ never drink in-
toxicating liquors, I shall never become a
drunkard.

It is very clear that if I never use in-
toxicating drink, [ shall never be guilty of
helping to make others drunkards.

1t is very clear that if 1 never go into
drinking companies, [ shall escape many of
the temptations aud snares that are lnd
for the youuny.

It is very clear that if I drink intoxicat-
ing liquor frequently, T may learn te hike 1t,
and 8o become a drunkard.

It is very clear that all dmnkards were
once mwoderate drinkers, and only became
drunkards by degrees.

It is very clear thau moderate drinking is
the fountain from which all drunkenness
flows, the school in which all drunkards
are trained.

It is very clear that if ther¢ was no
moderate drinking, there would be no
drunkenness,

It is very clear that if the drunkard
would be reclaimed, he must abstain from
that which has made and that which keeps
him a drunkard.

KEEP TRYING TO DO RIGHT.

Do not give up trying to be good after
one mistake. Begin apew every mormmng,
and see how much better you can do each
day. A tree never grew to bo atree ina
single*day ; first it was a seed, then a
slender sprout, then a weak sapling, and at
last a stout tree. So you will grow if you
will keep trying to do right; fromau fearful,
helpless disciple of Jesus, you will go on
till you become a brave and succeseful soldier
in his cause. Aud yet he loves the Jittle
ones who try to serve him just as well as
the bearer of the cross; he sees the love
in the heart which prompted the action.
Remember how he watches your muve-
ments! So never give up.

Dr. Waugh tells us of a converted Hindu
who, when too weak to kneel to pray, said:
«1 cannot kneel to pray, but 1 keep upa

sweet talking with Jesus tn my heart.”
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GUD BLESS THEM!
Gop bless the Tittle girls !
With their sunny, golden curls;
With thar many winsome ways
In their pretty elnldish plays :
God Tless the hittle grls!

Ged Jend the littlo gitls

Thiv' the wintiy blast that whirls,

Thro' the clouds that come and go

O'cr their checkered path below :
God lead the little girls!

God bless the little boys :
Their hands now full of toys,
Their hearts of werry glee,
How innocent and free!
God Dbless the little boys!

(zod lead the hittle boys.

Through the sorrows and the joy

Of their warfare here below,

May they enward, upward go:
God lead the little boys!

God take the boys and girls

When their sueny, golden curls

In the coftin bed are laid;

To the home no hands have made:
God take the boys and girls!

EE R S S

THE SREAT LAMD.

A VENERABLE mnister smiled down on
his coungregation, composed of Sunday-
school boys and girls and said: *Dear
children, can you tell me what a lawmp is?”

And they looked at him and at one
another, and murmured, svme of them,
coufused answers, and huny their beads
shyly.

“What! Does nobody know what a lamp
is2” he exclaimed with surprise.

All at once he heard a voice: “Something
to hold a light, sir,”

“That's just right,” was the minister’s
glad reply.  An empty lamp is of uo use in
the dark.  Can you repeat a text which
wentions the Bible a8 being like a lamp?”

Withuut waiting & moment the same
young vuice rang vut again. - Thy word 1s
& lamp unto my feet.”

“ Ah, yes,” said the aged minister. “The
Bible is a lamp giving light to the whole
earth.  Aund how aluut the light of (hildren
—where shall we find that 2"

“In the Lord Jesus. He says ‘I am the
Light of the world.’” And again it was the
same voice.

“One child answers well,” said the
minister, and he scanned the sea of faces to
discover who it was,

A littlo girl told him it was blind Arthur.

Yes, it was blind Arthur Beatty who

answered so correetly about Gud's glorious
light.  The minister told his little hearers
never tq try to go, even a few steps, on life's
journey without their precions lmnp, or
they would stumble into trouble and sin.
He asked them, as | also ask you, desr
clnldien, to learu all they possibly could of
God's word, so thet they might not at
another e be so unready with ther
auswers, and more than all, because the
lizht shines brightest on the path of those
who study the Lamyp, and know it best,
A MOTHER'S PICTURE,

A roor woman lost her only daughter in
the vicious whiripoo! depths of London life,
"The girl loft a pure home, to be drawn into
the gull of guilty misery and abandoument.
The mother, with a breaking heart, went to
Di. Bervarde, and, telling him the story,
asked if he could do auything to help tind
the lost one.

He auswered: “Ves, I can; get your
photograph taken, frame a goodly number
of copies, write under the picture, ‘ Corue
hone,” and send them to me.”

The doctor sent the photographs to the
gin-palaces, dance halls and other places,
which wretched outeasts are in the habit of
frequenting, and got them hung in conspic-
uous places.

One night the girl, with some companions
in sin, as she entered one of these dens of
iniquity, saw her mother’s picture. Struck
with astonishment, she looked closely at it,
and saw the invitation, “ Come home,”
written underneath in her own mother’s
hand  To whom was it addressed? To
her? Yes. She saw by that token that
she would be forgiven, and that very night
she returned to her mothei’s arms just as
she was,

This is God's loving cry to every waunderer
—*Come home!”—and there is a loving
welcome, full of sweetest, forgiveness, for all
who cheerful.y respond to it. Erring child,
come home! Think of your sins, ask
forgiveness in the name of Jesus, and you
will he at once welcomed and pardoned.

"‘Will you come home ?

——— e e

HOW TO GO TO JESUS.

Oab evening, after a clnldren’s service, a
teacher was talking to a young girl who
was weeping for her sins, but could not feel
that she was pardoned.

“ Suppose,” said he, “that Jesus was in
this room , what would you do?"

“ I would go to him at once,” she replied.

“ And what woulQ you tell him?”

“That I was a lost sinner.”

“ And what would you ask him ?”

“0O I would ask him if he would forgive
me.”

 And what would Jesus answer 1"

She hesitated for & moment, and then
she looked up, smiling through her tears,
for at once she saw it all. “Why,” she
snid, “he would answer, * Yes'"

Aund, simply trusting in the Saviour's
word, she weut to him thero and then, and
Jesus said, * Yes."

BEING WATCHED.
«T woN'T be watched all the time,” said

one boy to another.
«T won't either,” said his companion,

with a laugh.

These two boys meant different things by
the same expression. One could not ba
trusted away from his father. He needed a
watchful eye to guard him constantly and
keep him in the right course. He rebelled
at this, and wanted to be free to do as he
pleased.  The other boy wes honourable;
he did not need watching; his father was
confident that he would not wilfully do a
wrong thing, and he trusted him. His
manliness scorned the idea of having some
one compel him to do right.

Y O -

THE CHRIST-CHILD.

Has he come to you, and to you, and to
you, dear little one ? If he has, how glad
you must be! For the noly Child could
not evter your heart without waking it
light and clean and sweet, could he?

If he has not come, why is it? Be sure
he wauts to come and live in your little
heart. Open the door, this very hour, and
let him in. Remember it is your enemy,
Satan, that wants you to keep him out, and
do not listen to bim any longer. Will you
not say to him now:

“ Jesus, thou arg great aud high,
Just a little ehild am I;
But I come at thy dear call,
Give to thee my little all.”

- e - ==

THE NEW KEY,

“ AUNT,” said @ little girl, “I believe T
have fuund a new key to unlock people’s
hearts and to make them so willing”

“ What is the key 2” asked her aunt.

“Tt is only = little word ; guess what.”

But her aunt was no guesser.

«It is please,” said the child. “If I ask
one of the great girls in school, * please show
me my parsing lesson,’ she says, ‘Oh yes,
and helps me, If I ask Saiah, ‘ Please do
this for me, no wmatter, she will take her
hends out of the suds and doit. If I ask
uncle, ‘Please, he says, *Yes, Puss, if I
can,’ And then if I say, * Please aunt——""

“What does aunt do?” said aunt herself.

“Oh, you look and smile, just like mother,
and that is the best of all,” cried the little
girl, throwing her arms around her aunt’s
neck, with a tear in her eye.—Selected,



