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LITTLE KIND-
NESSES.

BROTHERS,sisters,did

| you ever try the effect

which little acts of
kindness produce upon
that charmed circle
which we csgll home?
Wolove to receivelittle
favours ourselves, and
how pleasant the recep-
tion of them makes the
circle! To draw up
the arm-chair and get
slippers for father; to
watch if any little ser-

§ vice can be rendered
§ to mother;
§ brother; even to leave
4 an exciting game of ball
g to show your sister how
g to get over a hard place
in her lesson—how
2 pleasant it makes home!

to help

A little boy bas a

g hard lesson given him
gat school, and his
ol teacher asks bim if he
@thinks he can learn it;
g for 8 moment the little
Mfellow hangs down his
Bhead, but the next he
dlooks brightly up—

«] can get my sister

m nelp me,” he says.
,‘Thst is right, sister!
l\fhelpyour little brother,
[ »and you are binding a

Itie round his heart that

_jmay save him many
~an hour of dark temptation.
“I don't know how to do this sum; but  watches her sister with a nervous anxiety four-year-old ought to know.
brother will show me,” says another one,
« Siater, I've dropped & stitch in my knit-

down, and I can't fix it.”
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THE PLAYMATES.

“Bring it to me
sooner next time, and
then it won't be so
bad,” says the gentle
voice of Mary  Tue
little one bounds a'w-y
with a lght heart to
finish her task.

If Mary had not
helped her she would
have lost her walk in
the garden, Surel, 1t
is better to do as Mary
did than to say, “On
go away, and dun”
trouble me!” or to
scold the little ones atl
the time you aro per-
forming the little favor.

Lrothers, sisters, love
one another—bear with
one another. If one
offend, forgive and love
him still; and what-
ever may be the faults
of others, we must re-
member that 1n the
sight of Gud we basve
others as great, and
perhaps greater than
theirs,

- st

THE LITTLE CARE-
TAXER.

RacBEL is & busy
little body, and very
observing and thought-
ful. Nothing escapes
her bright eyes, aund
ghe knows as much of

The little gul face is flushed, and she , what is going on in the house as a little

; While she replaces the lost stitch,

mcely arranged. “You are a good gir], Mary.” ; { the ng go right,

She believes that God takes care of bar,
: “Oh, I am so glad!” she says, as she re- but seems to think ghe is needed too as
ting; I tried to pick it up, but it has run , ceives it again from the hands of her sistezall | well as the Heaveuly Fatuer. to make every-
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THE STRANGER AND HIS FRIEND.
A roor waylaring man of grief

Hath often crossed mo on my way,
‘Who sued s0 humbly for relief

That I could never nnswver, Nay.

Orce when my scanty meal was spread,
He entered—not & word ho spake—
Just perishing for want of bread.
I gave him all; he blegsed and brake,

"Twas night: the floods were out, it blew
A winter hurricane aloof;

T heard his voice abroad, and flew
To bid him welcome to my roof,

Iu prison I saw bim next, condemned
To meet a traitor's doom at morn ;
The tide of lying tongues I stommed,
And honored him 'mid shame and scorn,

Then in a moment to my view
The stranger started from disguise;
The token in his hands I knew—
My Saviour stood beforo my eyes,
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A WHOLE FAMILY IN HEAVEN.

TaE following cloquent passage is from
the pen of Albert Barnes: “ A whole famiiy
in heaven! Who can picture or describe
the everlasting joy ? No one absent. Nor
father, nor mother, nor son, ncr daughter
away. In the world they were united in
faith, and love, and peace, and joy. In the
morning of the resurrection they ascend
together, Before the throne they bow to-
ether in united adoration. On the banks
of the river of life they walk hand-in-hand,
and as a family they have commenced a
career of glory which shall e everlasting.
Their hereafter is to be no separation in that
family. No one is to lie down on a bed of

yain; no oue to sink into the arms of death,

Never, in heaven, is that family to move
along in the slow procestion, clad in the
habiliments of woe, to consign ono of its
members to the tomb, God grant that, in
his infinite mercy, every family may be thus
united { ”

WEAVING SUNSHINE.

“You can’t guess, mamma, what grandma
Davis said to me this morning, when X
carried her the flowers and the basket of
apples!” exclaimned little Mary Price, as
ghe came running into the house, her cheeks
red as twin roses,

“I am quite sure, darling,” said mamma,
“that I cannot; but X hope it was some-
thing ple&sant."

“Indeed it was, mamma,” said Mary,
“She said: ‘Good morning, dear; you are
weaving sunshine’ I bardly knew what
she meant at first, but I think I do now;
and I am going to try to weave sunshme
every day.”

“Mother,” concluded Mary, “don’t you
remember that beautiful poetry, * Four little
sunbeams,’ you read to me one day? If
those sunbeaws could do so much good, I
think wo all ought to be little sunbe: ‘ms!”

After a few moments’ pause a new thought
secmed to pop into Mary’s little head, and
she said: “O mamma ! I have just thought,
When Lizzie Patton was here she told me
that her Sabbath-school class was named
¢ Little Gleaners,’ aud I know another class
called ‘Busy Bees' Now, next Sunday I
mean to ask our teacher to call our class
‘Sunshine Weavers,” and then we will all
go weaving sunshine,”

Itis a good plan. Sunshine weavers will
be kindly remembered long after cross, hate-
ful people have been forgotten.

LET THE LITTLE GIRLS ROMP,
MosTt mothers have a dread of romps ;

| 50 they lecture the girls daily on the pro-

prieties, and exhort them to be ‘little ladies.
They like to see them very quiet and gentle
and as prim as possible, The lot of such
children is rather pitiable, for they are de-
prived of the fun and frolic to which they
are entitled. Children—boys and gitls-—
must have exercise to keep them heslthy.
Deprive them of it, and they will fade
away like flowers without sunshine. Run-
ning, racing, skipping, climbing—these are
the things that stzengthen the muscles, ex-
pand the chest, and build up the nerves.
The mild dose of _exercise taken in the
nursery with calisthenics or{gymnastics will
not invigorate the system like a good romp
in the open air. Mothers, therefore, who
counsel their little girlsto play very quistly,

make a mistake. Bettor the laughing, rosy-
checked, romping girl than the pale, lily-
faced one who is called every inch 2 lady. ‘
The latter rarely breaks things, or tears her
dresses, or tries her mother’s patience, as the
former does; buf, after all, what does the
tearing and breaking amount to? It is not
a wise policy to put an old head on young
saoulders, Childhood is the time for
childish pranks and plays. The girls will
grow into womanhood soon enough. Let
them be children as long as they can. Give
them plenty of fresh air and sunlight, tad
let them run and romp as much as they
please. Ry all meaps, give us hearty, !
healthy, romping girls, rather than the pale-
faced little ladies, condemned from their
vory cradles to nervousness, headache, and’
similar ailments,

)
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DID FRANKIE REALLY WANT IT?.

FRARKIE was playing with his new drum.
He went up and down the room beating it
with both sticks, and making enough noise
for half a dozen little bogs. Then he stop-,
ped and asked: “Mamma, may I have al
cookie 7" Mamma would have gaid: “Yes;! 4
go and ask Jane for one,” but that he went+ by
straight on with his drumming. After al
while he asked again: “May I have af &
cookie 2"’ But he went right on with his{ 4
play, as before, so mamma did not trouble
herself to answer. After a long time hel
eaid: « Why, mamms, I asked you ever so} o
long sgo if I could have a cookie.” “But!
you didn’t really want it, or you would have’ b
stopped your drumming to see if I would
give it to you,” she smd o

That is the way it is with our prayers ﬂ
sumetimes. We ask God for things, an
then, without waiting to see if he is gomgi
to give them to us, we go on with what wel,,

.{ were doing, That is not the way the men’ih

who brought their friend to Jesus didjy
They wanted something very much, andyj;
they worked and waited till they obtained it:j

- A

WHY WAS IT?

“I'y going to let Tom Brown ride on m, 4
gled. Heand I will take turns, and we’l ":
have real fan,” said Willie.

“I'm not going to let anybody ride o1,
mine, If any of the other fellows want t{
coast, why don't they get sleds of their own;g'tf
Isay. You're a goose for sharing yours);®
answered his brother Charlie. ,.a

So Willie and Tom “took turns” ani 4
Chatlie cossted by himself all the timey®
When they went home, Willie said he has ”
bad s splendid time, and didn’t know wh)
Charlie was so cross and unhappy. C
any of my little readers tell why It was? }&
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MY FIRST LETTER.

“Dip you ever got a letter?
I did the other day.
It was in a real envelope,
And it came a long, long way.

“ A stamp was in the corner
And some printing, when it came,
And the one that wrote the letter
Put ‘Mr.’ before my name.

I “Then there came a lot more writin’,
I forget now what it read,
But it told the office people
Where I lived, my mamma said,

“Don’t you s’pose those letter-persons,
If thoy bacdn’t just been told,

Would have thought 'twas for g person
Who was awful, awful old ?

“ For it looked real big and heavy,

The outside was stuck with glue;
So they couldn't know I'm little,

I don't think they could. Do you ?”

A LITTLE BURDEN-BEARER.

Mamma had said “ Good-night,” and Ned
and Joe were left alone in their little white
beds.

“Jos,” whispered Ned, “wasn’t that a
first-rate sermon the new minister preached
this morning !”

“Yes, I guess go,” Joe responded, sleepily.

“¢Bear ye one another’s burdems I'm
glad I can remember the text, ‘cauae he said
he hop..: we would. I mean to try and live
by it, to., inet as he told us; don't you, Joe?"”

But this time Joe was fast asleep, and
only answered by a snore; so Ned Iay

| thmkmg a few minutes longer, and then
dropped asleep himself,

The next morning he woke bright and
early, He had not forgotten his good reso-
lution, and when he said his morning prayer
he asked God to help him to be one of his
little burden-bearers that day. Then ha

;thands He brought mamma a pail of water
_from the well, and coal and wood from the
cellar He fed the chickens, and when baby
te began to cry he put her into her car-
nage and rolled her about in the sunshine
il breakfast was ready.
f It was washing day, and mamma was so
(Dusy thab when school-time came she said
J'she could not spare both the boys, and
;asked which of them would stay home and
stake care of baby. Joe looked at Ned and
Ned looked at Joe. Both loved their les-
;eons, and were proud of the good reports
Et,hey brought home.
“I don't want to stay,” said Joe, “Baby
is awful cross.”

went to work with willing fest and eager”

But Ned remembered his text, and looked
up with a bright smile in his bluo eyes.

“I'l stay and help you, mamma,” ho
said, bravely.

It was not easy work, for Katie was tecth-
ing, and the dsy was very watm; but Ned
did his best, and succeeded pretty well on
the whole,

At lagst mamma finished her work, and
took tho baby frow his aching arms.

“Have I been & real burden-bearer to-
day, mamwma ?” he asked, wistfally.

Mamma looked puzzled, “ What do you
mean, dear 7" she asked.

“Why, mamma, the minister said that
everybody ought to carry their own burdens
—troubles, you know—and then they ought
to help other people bear their burdens, too.
He said even boys could do it; but X haven't
any burdens of my own to carry, not one,
80 I'm trying to help other people.”

Tears came into mamma’s tired eyes, and
she said: “Yes, Neddie, you have been
mamma's little burden-bearer to-day.”

Ned didn't see the tears, and he felt so
very happy that he forgot how tired he
was. By this time school was over, and he
went with an approving conscience for an
hour’s play with the other boys.—Selected.
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FAIR AND HONEST.

Ipa and Susy were swinging:

“ We'll take forty swings apiece,” said Ida.

“ Yes,” said Susy.

“ Now—one, two, three,” said Ida as Susy
got into the swing,

“ One, two, three, up goes she,” sang Susy.

“ Ob, that isn't the way to count,” said
Ida. “ You must count straight.”

But Susy kept up such a merry little
chirp with her laugh and song that Ida
soon saw that she would do very little
counting.

% Now it's forty, as nearly as I can count
with the chattering you make,” gaid Ida,

So Susy slipped out and Ida took her
place in the swing.

Susy was the youngest, and I dare say
she could aot count forty very sasily. Ida
counted for herself as Susy swung her,

“It's more than forty, but Susy doesn’t
know it,” said Ida to herself. “I'll let her
keep on.”

But better thoughts soon came to the
little girl,

“It is cheating,” she said. “Susy can't
count, but God can; be knows it is cheat-
ing” She sprang from the swing.

“@et in, you dear litile tling,” she said
to Susy. “You've swung me]j more than
forty, and now Ill give you a good long
swing'”

BABY'3 BIRTHDAY.

“TIris baby's birthday,” I snid, this morn.
ing, asnd the clde~ children romembered
that tho year he was boru they wero out in
tho garden gathering late flowsrs, when the
news came of tho new brothor. How they
hurried in and looked with awe on his pink
face, and wondoring at the old Canadian
woman who had presumably brought him!
Then they counted up the days of tho weok,
and found it was Saturday, and a wave of
pity went through their hearts, for didn't
the old couplet say,

¢ Saturday's bairn works hand for its living ¢ "

“Poor wee follow |” said Mary, touching
his cheek, “I won't let him work too hard,”

_|and with confidenco of five years old sho

wanted to take him in her arms then and
there.

And yet it seems strange to call him
“baby;"” yat we all do, for his life did not
meet the year—he opent his first birthday
in heaven. But when the day comras round
in chilly November, I somotimes wonder if
ho knows, Has he grown to be a fair
etherial boy without spot or blemish, and
waits to welcome us on tha other shore?
Ho had only learned to call my name when
he was taken away —surely among the
blessed, the sacred name of mother is never
forgotten.

Others grow up and grow old ; the chil-
dren have other loves, and form ties that
give a steb to a jealous mother's heart, for
who likes to be supplanted ? Changes come,
and our dear ones go out fo battle with the
world, meeting with dangers and tempta.
tions that we shrink from having them
encounter, but the baby that died sixteen
years ago is a baby still, and wo say again
as the year rolls around and brings its
anniversaries, “This ic baby’s birthday.”—
Ohristian at Work.

ANGRY WORDS.

‘WE hear them sometimes, as we go along
the streets, among the children on their way
to school. How $hey grate upon ow: ear!
They tell of angry feelings in the young
hearts, where nothing but love and kindness
ought to have a home. How quickly they
are spoken! How sharply they sometimes
sting! In a moment they may make a
wound that years cannot heal. Another sad
thing about them is, that when they bave
orce been spoken they can never be called
back. Like an arrow sent from the bow
tightly strang, they go awiftly and straight
to their target ; or, if unaimed, they go all
the sams, sure to hit somewhere. We can-
not be too careful aboni speaking angry
words,
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JAPANESE LADY.

WiaT a remarkable dress this is, with ita
many folds and clumsy-looking skirts and
queer shoes. The paper sunshado is quite
common here, but the rest of the dress
would make a great sensation in Toronto or
Montreal. Many of the Japanese have
been converted to the religion of Jesus, and
they live and die very happy, just as true
Christians do everywhere,

NEDDIE AND HIS PETS.

Nepplt Burnhouse lives in the couuntry
with his aunt and cousins. Ho is very
fond of pets of any kind. The chickens
gather round him whenever he comes to
their yard, and he often shares his lunch
with them. Tho old bara cat runs to meet
him as soon as it hears his step, and if
Neddie has o piece of biscuit left, puss is
very sure to get a bit of it.

for birds. They propped a wire sieve up on
u stick, to which a string had been tied, and
scattered corn under the sieve.  Theun they
watclied back of a tree, and when the birds
eame to eat it, they pulled the stiing, and
one of tte birds found himself caught in
the trap.  But Neddie was very kind to it-
He never hurt it, and after awhile he let it
go again.

He used often to watch the pretty squir-
rols as they flitted abuut in tho treea in the
woods, and one day he set a trap and caught
ono of them, It was a pretty little creature,
with bright eyes and soft fur, and a long
bushy tail. It became very tame, so that it
would sit on Neddie's s' “'der and eat from
his hand.

T e

GOD ALWAYS NEAR.

Gob is always near me,
Hearing what I say,

Knowing all my thoughts and deede,
All my work: and play.

God i3 always near me;
In the darkest night

He can seo me just the same
As by mid-day light.

God is elways near me,
Thougk so young aud small;

Not a lock or word or thought,
But God knows it all.

P s

BELL'S STAR
CLARISSA POTTER.

IN the middle of one night, five-year-old
Bell suddenly awoke as wide-awake
though it had been morning.

She slept with Aunt Sue in a chamber
that was made dark with drawn curtains.

On the ceiling, right over Bell's head, wes
a bright round spot of light.

The door that opened from Aunt Sue's
chamber into the front hall was ajar, and
the moonlight shining into a hand mirror
that lay in a chair in the hall, flashed a disc
of reflected light on the wall over Aunt
Sue's and Bell's bed.

It shone down on them like a bright star.

When Belle saw it, at first, she was afraid
and pulled the blackets over her eyes ; then
she thought: “It’s only God's bright eye
keeping watch over me. Mamma told me
I need never be afraid, for God would always
keep loving wetch of me, and that is his
bright eye shining down, watching his little
girl through this long night. How good
God is to love me so much as that!” and
nestling her head on her pillow little Bell
soon fell asleep, glad and happy in her trust

One day he and his two cousins seta trap | in her heavenly Father's care and love.

Dear little boys and girls, God's eye i
upon us all the time, He sces all that wi!
do and thiuk, Are you one of his de
little children trusting his love, so, lik
Bell, you need not be afraid if some da
night you thought you saw his brighy
watchful eye shining down on you ?

A NOISY HOSPITAL.

TuERE is a sect in Indin called the Jain
who could teach us a useful lesson. The§
ate very fond of animals, and believe th e
it is man’s duty not only to do no harm
living creatures, but also to do his verd
utmost to protect and help them. il

Good thoughts are of little use unleg
they become good deeds, so the Jains hav N
built a hospital for animals at Bombay. &
is the largest building of that kind in Indig
and certainly it must be about the noisiej
hospital that ever was built. [

All eick and deformed creatures are n
ceived there; and thay are carefully treatelii
until they are cured, or they are kept ti§
they die.

There are of course several differey
wards, if we may use the word. The fi
is a large court surrounded by sheds, i
habited by sick oxen. Some are lam
gome are blind, some are suffering frog
digease, but all are well rubbed down dailje
and carefully fed. There must, certaink
be a spice of fun inseeing a cow walk abogge
with a bandage over one eye, and yet, Pogs
thing, she probably fesle pain quite &
acutely as we do. ’

The next ward ccntains cats and dogs,
suffering from some ailment, and a lit
farther on is an enclosure kept entirely
birds. Hers may be seen aged crows, b2
vultures, and half-naked hawks, who
spending their last days in peace and plent}g
while some gaunt bird stratting about on
wooden leg reminds one that the establis
ment isa hospital, as well as a home f
incurables, -

It is not, however, the nobler animi
alone who are admitted to this happy plag
Rats, mice, jackals, sparrows, all find a o
within its walls, provided that they ha
something the matter with them.

Perhaps, if the inmates of the Jain i
stitution could take a peep at some of thel
poor Leothers in the zoological gardens, or &
our private houses, they would sey, “Ii
quite sure you are not well; come over
our hospital as soon as ever you can”

WHEN you are tempted to do wrong, au
look all around and find that nobody
near, just look up toward heaven and ¢
member that © Thou, God, seest me.” ’



