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TOURONTO, OCTOBER 8, 1892

“TENTING. into her lap  So sudden wa .0 move-
, ment, such a queer, old little tace 1t was
v i that looiced with «dd grimaces into hers that
Eﬁ&ls sumwer air was bright with sun- | Ethel langhed, though half frightened
Eiide and f nt with blossoms.” but | But when she would have pushed him
pl, sitting by her open window with | aside, the monkey chattered und whined
gls dropped listlessly in her lap, looked | and seemed beggingjto stay in the cow
woarily upon all the beauty of earth | fortable quarters he had so} unexpectedly
sky. Up the street & hand-organ was ' found.
ing out “ Sweot Home})'
e girl's eyes filled with
a3 she caught the
ns.  She was not longing
her home—in other cir-
yfistances she would have
i38vnd  thie vieit bus zhe
& home-sick for her old
ng self, for the old free,
tve life before she becawe

BY KATE W. HAMILTON,

ont Jane, Ethel's attend-
and censor, was constantly
inding her that she “ought
thankfol it was not
ing likely to last al-
after having bad such
," instesd of an injury
the phys:iciuns thought
r of rest and quiet
wholly overcome. But
& appeared a great deal
o fako out of her busy young
1ife just when—s0 it seemed
o Bthel-—she noeded it most.
Mt ‘schocl for her in all that
394, and the other girls
d gain so much! No
practice, no wandering
) %othe woods with the
oag@ér botanists, no pleasant
mﬁ;ps over the hills vgit.h the
0l0gy class—no parties, pie-
iR or pl i

t is 50 mach taken out of
ife !" gighed Ethel.

TENTING

“Poor fellow Has
thomesick for the old frea

throw cucosnots su peace 7

doot Home" once more,

e sweetness of any howe with which , he departed h
connected —sent a dejected luoking \ be as he had Jume.

key sround to collect pennies. The, and she leaned furward and luoked from

{, and io & mowent dropped | now:

days 2" gmd Ethel. Do

. The monkey whinedand | Ethel
Fearer came the organ, until it stopped | Iaid tue butd on his hesa az if he wero i tuaterials about her and cheerily teking o
Ethel's window, and began playng  trying t recullect old tunes, but an im-, what she could do
, L while  its j Putien. twitrh of the cord frum outside re- | that worthy lady, “If I had known that
—Whose coarse red face augured ill | minded hiw forably of the present, and | & wonkey and ar rgun grinder were all
_ |you needed to cheer you up, I'd have hired
The incident had arcused Ethel o Lttly, | sumcthing
; Ethel fonly laughed, but years after in
croature run hete and thero umwong  the window. Tho urgnn had chunged its | her busy, useful life, she traced hor moss

l‘:P on the sidewalk, and up the music to Tenting Tu-Naght,” vut the o ; efficient jpreparstion and drill for, ber
& mtl)’l e"gp)’mg Etlel at the winduw, , hud hearu the tuno with the words of an, Work back to that lon; season when eho
A up tho railing, clung to old by, and thess came buck to her wos Sonlyfencamped and waiting  for
? m

[No. 31,

“ Many aro the voicos calling us away—
Calling to the better land.

“ Onco they were, mourners hers below,

poured out cries and tears,

Thoy wrestled hard, as we do now,
With doubta and grisfs andffears,”

= Mo
2°\Ceate

she hummed, softly, under her breath.

“Foars and griefs jnot so
very unlike mine, eithcr—
some of them," she mused.
* There were such long wzit.
ing ploces in sowe of their
hives also— Noah 1n the ark.
Elijah alone on the wmount,
and Aoses—thosy forty years
{ keeping sheop in the desert
wust have eeemed u dread-
ful large purtivn out of hia
fe and after he had been
*.tting hiwself for such groat
things too' But then God
was fitting buu  for still
greater things, und by that
very meunns though he could
not know it then It was
not l.s~ 1t was gair  And
the sume was true of Noah
and Elijjah, and a great many
sthers besides ~ When the
great Captain calls a hals, it
must be for some good reason.
I wonder—"

The organ grinder had completed, his
the music made you, too, list and moved on, but Ethel still sat
busily thinking  She had been mourning
uver this enforced pause in hor active
you wish yon were back | empicyments as so much taken out of her
bo the gro.es where you  life, she bad,never chanced to think of it
could swing?from the as something.put into ber life instead—
lenves of the cucuanut tree put into it by God and for a parpose.
ell day, if you liked, and | That was o different watter

Aant Jane, coming in a little later found

thering books and writing-

“Well ' exeleim

of the scrt long a0 ”

-orders.”
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LITTLE THINGS.

CKLY o drop in tho buckot,
But overy drop will tell;

The buckot would saon bo empt
Without tho drops in the wel

Only a poor little )
It was all 1 hndptﬁmyve,
But ns pennies make the dollars,

It will help some cause to live.

A few little bits of ribbon,
Somo toys—they were not now—
But they mado the sick child happy,
Whicﬁ has mado me happy too

A wor now and then of comfort,
That cost me nothing'to say,
But the poor,old man died happy,
And it helped 'him on the way
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THE BEST GOD COULD DoO.

It had been o sad, hard winter for Mrs,
Throp and litilsBenny. Whooping cough
and broachitis had seized the litHe follow
like two cruel gaolors, and held on to him
all winter. These gaolors could not let
him rest by day, thay would not let him
sleep at night, they would not let him eat
his breakfast in peace, they often made
him lose his dinner; they shook him, they
racked him, they made tim sad and tired,
oh, it was a hard time for Benny, and &
harder time for Benny's mother.

.Ono doy a postman, in a big overcoat,
with a cape to i, camo puunding at their
littlo door, and loft a lotter for “Mre
Amelia Throp, No 9 East Front Street.”
What do you suppose that letter held?
Busheis and bushels of sunshine, white
_and yellow daisics, butterflies and birds!

How could onelittle letter carry so mach?
Why, there was money in it from Cousin
James, to bnnizmothet and, Benny down
to Georgia, where spring-time had como

HAPPY DAYS.

already, though we were walking on snow
and ice.

When Cousin Sueio first carried Benny,
1n her strong yo'ng arms, out to the sunn
Georgia ﬁo{z , and he felt the sweob soft
oir, heard tho mocking bird singing like a
choir, and 8¢ the yellow jeasamine run-
ning mad over everything, ho laughed
aloud with delight, then, drawing his thin
white little faco into soberness, * Cousin
Susie,” ho said, “ I don't believe (od can
mako any place prottior than this, do you?”

But Benny will know some day, when
his time comes to cross the river of deatbh,
thot God has made our heavenly home
more swoel and boeantiful than we can ever
think or imagine here.

ADELE'S FAIRY.

ONcE upon a tume a little French girl,
whose namo was Adele, sat upon a hassock
waiting to put on her shoes, and wishing
some one would come and dress her. The
breakfast bell bad rung, bat still she did
nob move.

Suddenty u funny little woman came
along and stopped right before her. She
had bright, shining eyes, rosy cheeks and
pretty white hair, and carried a bagket on
her arm.

Adele was afraid of the stranger ab first,
but the pretty woman smiled and said:
“ My dear, I am Mra Always B. Content,
and live in Sunshine Terrace; sometimes
I'm called Always Busy, or the good fairy

o | that multiplies things. How can I help

you smooth out the frowns and puckers
that are spoilinf your pretty face?”

The little girl found courage to tell her
friend that she was just wishing thab she
didn't have to go to school and study those
tiresome lessons; she wanted to take long
walks and play in the fields where the
flowers grow.

“1 never have anything like other girls;
Estelle has a lovely string of beads,” she
continued. This prompted the fairy to
lift the cover of her baskeb and say.

“You will have six times as many
etringe as Estelle; so pick them out, my
dear.

Oh! how beautiful; there lay on pink
cotton ever so many strings of lovely pearl
beads, just what she wanted.

The little girl reached out her band,
hesitated and then began to cry because
she did not know how many to take. She
must take six times as many, no mors, no
less.

This made the good fuiry feel pity for
Adele, sv she said. and closed the lid of the
basket: “Since you do not know how
many yuu want, 1 will go away and come
again in Springume, and perhaps your
goud friends yonder (pointing to the books
in the bag) will help you to become one
of my family. Then you will know how
to count your trials,

“By forpotting ourselves wo increase
our uwn buppiness and that of every one
tround us.”

' Don't_lviter by tho way to and,'from
school. Don't duwcle in the morning

res
when you aro dreaamg Learn 0
ovorything quickly and well. I ku
somobody who sits on the floor with Do
shue in her hand, dreaming uwachon‘
quently has to be called many times| ¥
broakfnst.”

While Mre. Always Busy talked, AdeWh
face turned crimson. ‘

“ How did this fairy know ehe didy

that ?” i
The truth .3 thore are many little wa
like Adole. Are you(? :
fo.
THE RIGHT SPIRIT. ,
JANE and Mary started_out for a w;
one Saturday afternoon. They w
schoolmates and were often together,g
their parents were old friends. The t, J
children were very diflerent in disposit:
in spite of their intimacy, for Jane v, J
inclined tu be very haughty, while ¥ ;
e af‘eugenuﬁi alking aleg §
The two little girls were w
wondering whutglihey would buy 5’
their pocket money, of which they hs
generous aullowance, as their fathers co
afford to give it to them. e
While they were walking they came,
o poor little girl sitting upon the cu
stone trying to sell dolls. Mary stoppe
speak to her, she looked so pale and tir"
« Gh ! coms on, Mery,” said Jane. “Dd -
waste your time over beggars;” but Myet
would not go until she bad found ¢ :
where the little girl lived and sometk:
about her. Then she took her allows}
from her pocket and gave it to her. 1-
poor child could hardly .hank her g~ !
wanted her to take her ’~le, bub M.;
gaid : “No, I do not want the dolls, {
them and buy something for yourself ¥
the money I gave you” !
“Well,” said Jane, walking haughy
off, “you are very silly, Mary, to beli
the story of every beggar you see,
besides you needn't have given all y
money.” b
«1 couldn't help it, Jane, she is sof ¥
and needy,” said Mary. - wh
When Mary went home, she told for
arents about the little girl and where
ived. Mamma went to see her and
made her more comfortable.
Whom do you think was the happ

Jane, who bought something to plegg

herself, or Mary?
_'0!

all
GIVE A KIND WORD, »d

A rrieNp of the Lord Jesus onem
met a lame man. When he saw the
man stretching out hishand to him hespy;
ped and said, “T bhave neither gold
gilver , but what I have I give unte te

“ What did he givehim ?”

Ho healed him.  No ono now can (3
such help to & poor person; buf theryes
eomething which everyone can give. pg-

“Whatis it 2" an

4 kind word Even little childrenjeg
give that. The poor and unhapp
pleased when anyone speaks kmd{;ﬁ
them. .

L
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THE LAND OF NOWHERE.

10 you know whoro the summer blooms

or' all the year round, )

ea; Whore thoro nover is rain on & picnic

day,

deWhpro tho thornloss roso in its beauty
S Rrows,

id; 4nd little boys never aro called from

I lay 1
mg . Ob! hoy! it is far away,

' In the wonderful land of Nowhere.

Fo}xld you like to live where nobody

Fod scolds,
Where you nover are told, “It is timo
o Jor bed ;"
w@Mero you learn without trying,and laugh
T %’ without crying,
® t Whero snarls never pull when they
sk comb your head ?

8 v ! Then oh! hey! you must hic away
i To the wonderful land of Nov.rhoro.

aleg you long to dwell where you never noed

¥. waib,

b Where no one is punished or wade to

R oy,

Wrere a supper of cakes is nob followed
me. by aches,

c@ £nd little folks thrive on a diet of pic—
ipel. | Then oh! hoy ! you must go, I say,
.t 1 Tothe wonderful land of Nowhere,

.-
iM¥oth must driit down ths river of Idie
¢4 Dreams,
etk Qlose to the border of No-man’s-Land :
wsdog & year and a VSSY you_must sail away,
}‘ ind then you will come to an unknown
red strand.
M; { And oh! hey! if you got there—stay

3, i. 1111 the wonderful land of Nowhere,

¥

—

i
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&Yy LITTLE LESSON FOR A LITTLE
®, yi | QIRL. .
Uy \ BY DOROTHY KEYS PACA,

go: LITTIE Mabel Owens was sick. And
what was still worse, she had been sick
Id fox some time, and was likely to be in

ere same condilion for many dsys to
d gome, which was “baddest ™ of all, Mabel
ought.

apf The trouble came about in the autumn
plévhen Mabel wenbd chestnut hunting and
fell from that tall tree that lcoked so
rexy easy toclimb and wasn't easy at
All. " Just as t! » daring adventurer reach-
$d vut for a still higher branch, something
'ﬁ:\ppeq and before she knew whab was
‘D¢happening she strack the ground with an
' uwfal bump, and ever since, her knee had
%030 dono upin a plaster case, and the
MEitle girl had to lis in bed, with nothing
2 &n do but amuse herself with her oyes and
iers the best she could. Then, too,

\0 (habel’s mother was poor, and obliged to
hetyeork to help in caring for the little ones,
* bo_the invalid couldn't have refreshing
drigks and dainty food to help her on to

R peedvery, and many times her throat grov
% ighed, and her head feverish anu o’.,
i ew she did long for some good things

d
K

ice-crean, and lemonade, and juss then ber
eyesTested on some artiticinl peaches orma

wenting & whito straw wall 1...ket.  “Ubl
how I would ltke saome peachrs®™

Mabel bad usked her mother t- hang
the basket in her room, for she thought
those peaches just tho pretticet she had
over scen. But now, the sight of them
only acted o8 a tormens, for the longer
she lookod ab thom the more sho wanted
some real peaches, and those she know «hoe
couldn’s have, for thoy were too poor to
hay fruit at that scason, fruit that camo
all the way from sunny Culifornis.

Still the longing was there, and turn her
eyes whero she would, she only saw great
yellowpeaches,and tinally 8 lump scemed to
risoupin her throat, and two big, salt tears
splashed down on the pillow ~ And just
then a happy thought came to her.

*“There,” she said, * I'm ashamed of you,
Mabel Owens! I'll shut my oyes real tight
and just pray to tho Lord to make me not
want those peaches.”

Following that resolve, she held her
oyes shut with her fingers and said cut
loud: “O Lord,please make me not to wanb
thoso peaches, evon when my throat is
very dry, and pleaso don’t let me forget
that I prayed to you not to want them,”
which was o very quecer psayer indeed ; at
lenst 8o thought the dactor, as he stoed in
the door and heard the words.

But, heing a wisc doctor, he didn't lob
the little girl know he had overheard
her appesl, for he saw she was too feverish
and excited then for much talk, so he just
drew his own conclusions and decided that
this patient nceded something besides
medicine.

After some cheerful talk and a fow jokes
the doctor left, inwardly talking to him-
gelf as he drove off :—

«Peaches,”’ shesaid. She wants peaches.
Hum ! rather expensive desire, that! Well,
1 suppose she ought to have them. The
Lord wouldn't put it in my heart to send
them to ker if he didn't want her to have
them ;" so, driving straight to a fruit
store, & basket of the longed-for fruit was
purchased and sent on its way to give
happiness to one littls soul, while up above
one more unselfish act was recorded for
that good old doctor.

At first Mabel couldn't believe her oyes
when the pretty little basket of _real
peaches was placed on the bed beside her
And it was not until one was peeled, and
ber hot throat felt the cooling fruit “just
gliding down,” as she expressed it. that
the fact was realized,—she actually bad
what she longed for—peaches.

“ And to think, mamma,” she said, “I
prayed tho Lord not to let me want therm,
because I thought I couldn’t get them,
and here they come, just as though ho
sent them ; isn't it funny 7"

“ Not * funny,’ Mabel, dearie. It only
shows that we have a very loving Father,
who always finds a way to holp us when
he sees we are trying to help ourselves.”

‘ LzaBN o cultivate a choerfnl temper.

“FOR ME™

LirTLE Carrie was u heathen child, about
ten yoarw 012, with black eyeefdark skin,
curly hair, and light nead form. A little
whale after shie hegau L o to school, the
teacher noticad «no day thas little Carrie
did nos look as happy as usual “My
doar,” she kaid, “ why do you look so’sad 1™

“ Becauss 1 am thinking.”

“ What are you thinking aboub?”

« Oh, teacher ! I do not knuw whether
Jesus loves mo or not”

“ Carrie, did Joaus ever invito little chil-
dren to comoto him?”  The littlo girl
ropeated the verse, * Suffer littlo childron
to come unto mo,” which sho had recently
learned at achool.

“Well, who is that for!"

In an instant Carrie clapped hor hands
and said, * It is not for you teacher, isit?
for you nre not a child. No, it is for mo’
for mo 1"

from that hour Carrio know that Joaus
loved her; and she loved him back with
all her heart.

Now if the heathen children learn that
Jesus loves them and beliove his kind
word as soon as they hear him, ought not
we, who hear so much about the dear
Saviour, to belisve and love him too?
Every onc of us ought tu say, "It is for
me it is for mo!” and thruw oursclves
into the arms of the loving Saviour.

POLLY'S ANSWER

MoLry aid Poll
Sunday -school m!
schocl clasa,

“Do you think, children,” asked the
toacher this morning, “that God has re-
membered to give us any blessings ?”

“Yea'm," said Molly.

“Yes'm,” said Polly.

“ Well, when he has gaven us €0, many
nice things, what ought we to do 1™

“We ought to bo glad about thew and
enjoz them,” said Poll{.

* \We ought to thank him,” said Molly,
giggling a little at Polly's queer answer

¢t mo tell you something about Molly
and Polly. When it rains, Polly remem-
bers how bright it waslast weck, and what
good times they had, but Molly forgets
that it ever has been ¢'oar weather. When
the sun shines, Molly thinks “it 18 o
awfully hot,” bus Polly likea to* fool overy-
thing grow.” Molly does not sce why she
has to study such long lossons. She wishes
she could play all the tie , Polly says that
working hard beforeband wnkes recoes all
the more fun when it comes.

Molly wishes she could have as many
playthings and parties os hor noxt-door
neighbours; Pol says she wouldn't
change places with anybody 1n the world,
go mauy nice things are always happening
to her.

That Sunday morning when BMolly
loughed at Pollys queer answer, the
teacher said she thought it was a good
ono; she ssid sho thought that being glad
over our blessings waa one very nice way
to be thankful. What do you thunk ?

belonged to the same
tofthe same Sunday-
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» THE;SHORTEST.WAY HOME. : little friends are a long timo getting :littlo timo returns, but not slone. I
Yrs! and tho very nicost way, too. fur i started, ho’ looks tack as if to assure , its componions with it, and they in|
does not Willio got a ride by guing this | Master; Will thero is not tho slightest , bring others, till the box is filled
way ? and how much nicer the cool, soft | danger. ) swarm of bees. Thoso who bave tasted

THE SHORTEST; \WWAY HOME.

water feols to,Nell's feet than the dusty THE MISSIONARY SPIRIT. word which is “ sweeter than honey§
bridge would if she went the other way | Tur bee-hunter in America puts o piece | likewise. They are not content witghh
No need of that anxious look on your  vf honey-cumb into a box and catches a | curing the blessings of salvation to g
face, Master Will ; Nell can carry you and | bee. He then covers the box and very j Selves, but each belp to spread thef8
her basket, too, if you just hold on tightly. | oon the Lec fills iteeif with honey. Be ng | hews, 80 that others may by their rii8
Jip likea this way the best, and thinks his ! let loose he finds his way back, and in & ! be “made parts kers” 5



