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The Underland.

' BY CATHERINE YOUNG GI.EN".

When I was, oh, so much smaller,
And =o much nearer the ground, i
The dear, queer things I could hear |
: and see! .
The wonderful things I found !
I mined on the mele-hill mountains,
I toiled in the valleys of sand,
And the gems untold and the
pebble-gold, -
I shut away in my hand!

When T was, oh, so much smaller,
Whenever I chanced to pass :
. I saw the ants and the little brown
nt ‘ bugﬁ » B .
Climb up on the blades of grass!
1 travelled, T and the little brown
bugs,
Through a forest vast and sweet,
Whose shadowy glades I know no
more,
Because it is under my feet !

- When I was, oh, so much smaller,
And, so much nearer the floor,
The leagues of its carpet prairie ,!
The flowers that scattered it o'er !
The lamps were moons hung in
" heaver, ,
And the big folks g{lantl-dlgfh;
on father’s shou :
A‘Im;:ym:ll% reach clear into the sky!

i coming up taller!
! %Vglé‘:naas?ay close to. the ground !
Yet I think, oh, often and .often, .
Of the wonderful things I found !
Ot the hills, and the pleasant
valleys,
the byways, memory-sweet,
Thg'tlmd that I left behind me,
“When I grew away from my feet !

CHILD-LIFE IN JAPAN.

Japan is said to be the paradise of
children. The Japanese “fathers and
mothérs are very kind to their little folk.
They will- nurse them, caress them, and
play with them by the hour. They pro-
vide all manner of games and enmii!t:
ments for their amusement. It is Qt}

a common sight t;) see %w?o ;x;e:;ogytgg
{ and playlng w
?ﬁement of their ihiltll{e:xﬁe :Z:tetll_m:)l;
none the worse, but 2 f H
le who are fon
them for that. A peop o fond
n, and fond of flowens,
g:pﬁlégepre-emlnently are, are a p_eop{e
ith moble traits of character, & peophe
:orth gaving by the minist/;y' of the
mel-of Christ. 7
G«g:: : ('general Superintendent, the oRe
Dr. Carmén, during last stl;:mmn;; pI;re o:;
¥ geveral weeks to the
i ;f;;not ‘He travelledl a glregtatli::lt‘, ke;g:
: ‘eves open, and his min ,
\ }l 1%33":: %ﬂznmost wide-awake t;a.vellers
:e‘ know. What he does not see and

‘*THEY DRAGGED HIM FROM THE CHAIR.”

note is not worth seeing, Dr. Carman

*| has kindly promiséd to write, for the

benefit of the Methodist people of Canada,
in our connexional monthly, his impres-
sions of his recent visit. These will be

very fully illustrated by a number of |

engravings like the above,

i

ROMANCE OF MISSIONS.

Few subjects are more full of romance
and heroism than the story of Christian
missions. The missionaries have been
the ploneers not only of religion but of
civilization in many of the dark places
of the earth. They have braved the
greatest perils with {ntrepid courage;
they have endured hardness as good sol-
diers; and many of them have died as
martyrs for the cauge of God. We pur-
pose making in Onward and our con-
nexional monthly the stirring story of
Christian missions a very prominent
feature, and have arranged a programme
of {llustrated papers by Canadian writers
on such heroic characters as Bishop
Heber and David Brainerd and Grifith
John. Also articles on Zenapa Life and
Child Widows in India, Women and Mis-
slons, etc. The accompanying cut i3 one

1
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keep my own secrets, ox-

1 mother, for the

_of the characteristic illustrations of this
series. ’ v

IN THE PHILIPPINES.

The odd-looking animal in our plcture
represents one of the beasts of burden in
use in the Philippine Islands. The
tinkling bell on his back warns the peo-
ple of the approach of this peddier of
good things. 'Whether the odd-looking
headgear of the animal is worn by way
or ornament or not we will leave our
readers to decide. “ Among the Philip-
pinos ” will, in The Methodist Magazine
and Bevlew, describe the interesting peo-
Dle of these islands, their manners and
customs, and the possibilities of mission-
ary work among them.

IF I WERE A BOY.

If 1 were a boy, says Bishop Vincent,
with my man’s wisdom, I should eat
wholesome food and no other; and I
should chew it well, and never * bolt it
down.” I should eat at regular hours,
even if I had to have four regular meals
a day, 1 should never touch tobacco
or chewing-gum; never once go to bed
without cleansing my teeth; never let a
year go by without a
dentlst’s inspectfon and
treatment; never sit up
late at night unless a
great emergency demand-
ed 1it; never linger ome
moment in bed when the
time came for getting up;
never- fail, every day, to
rub every part of my body
with a wet towel, and then ;
with a dry one; never
drink more than three or
four tablespoonfuls of ice-
water at one time. All -
this takes will-power—and
that is all 1t does take,

- It T were a boy I should

cept as I re-
vealed them to
my father or

sake of securing .,.,::;:“f'
1 their advice. o 4
I should put \
no unclean _ =
thoughts, ple- 7 e
tures, sights, or ‘
. ,

storfes in my

_ WRAST OF BURDEN IN THE'

foul words on my tongue. i
and not tease them; show respect to
servants; be tender toward the un--
fortunate—all this I should strive to
do for the sake of being a comfort
to people, a joy to my parents, and"
a 'help to the next century. O
If T were a boy, I should play and
romp, sing and shout, climb trees,

able to do dll the manly things that
belong to the manly sports; love and
study nature; travel as widely and
observe as wisely as I could; study
hard and with a will when the time
came for study; read the best litera-
. ture—works of the imagination,
“history, sclence, and art, according

knowledge ot English; try to speak
accurately and to pronounce - dis-
tinetly; go to college; and go through
college, even 1f 1 expected to be a
" clerk, a farmer, or a wméchanic;
spend my Sabbaths reverently; trv
to be a practical, everyday Chris-

never make sport of sacred things;
be “about my Father’s business,”
like the Boy of Nasgareth; “ use the
world and not abuse it;” treat old
men as fathers, “ the younger men
as brethren, the elder women as
mothers, the younger as sisters, with

be a Christian gentleman, whole-
some, sensible, cheerful, independ-
ent, courteous.

i

LOOK OUT.

The river is so still, smooth,
glassy, that it seems frozen, but it is-
rough enough a litile way ahead where
the water goes over the dam in a tur-
moil, where the heavy logs are rushed
along Hke chips. And, halloo! there
are Tom Young and Will Frye, off in that
clumsy, lazily drifting boat! . Do they
notice that the sleepy stream is not
asleep’ after all ? that it is headed for
the dam, and 1t will whirl that boat with
a crash on the rocks below as easily as
a tornado would eweep a leaf away.
Look out, boys! And Tom, WIil, what
about the other current you are trusting
yourselves to, that beer-sipping habit ?
“ A smooth stream and no danger,” you
cry; but the whole thing is wrong. The’

current is heading for the falls, ‘and over-

will you go In a pitiful wreck. “Turn

| about ! drop the beer-mug ! head the boat

the other way!

¢
>

A Tamil native Christian in Ceylon,
“ conductor ” on one of the -tea' estates,
recently inveated 1,000 rupees in a magic
lantern and slides representing the life
of Christ, and goes about the tea planta-
tions showing the pictures to the coolles
and speaking to them of salvation,

memory and- imagination, and no
I should treat little folks kindly,.

explore caves, swim rivers, and be |

to my taste and need; get a good -
tian; help on every good cause; .

.all purity;” and thue I would try to ~

R

.
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PLEASANT HOURS,

Opportunity.
A judgeship is vacant, the ermino awalts
Tho shoulders of youth, brave, honest
and true:
Bomeone will be standing by famo's open
gates ;
I wonder, my boys—will it bo ono of
you?

The president’s chair or a great raliroad

magze
Is oanmy to-day, for death claimed hie
ue ;
Tue directors aro choosing a man for his
place ;
I wonder, my boys—will it be ono of
you?t TEY ]

A pulpit {8 waiting for someons to fill,
0t eloquont mon there are only a faw,
The man who can fill It must have

power to thrill;
The best will be chosen—will it be one
of you ?

Tho great mon about us will pass to their
resat,
Thelr places be fllled by the boys who
pursuo
The secarch for
the best ;
1 wonder who'll fill them—I1 hope ‘twhl

be you.
~—Ram's Horn.
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OHRIST'S TEARS.
BY REV. F. B. COWL,
*“ Jesus wept.”

califng.
have made him. But who can remem-
ber how many times wo are told that he
wopt 7 Just twlce,

First in Luke 19, 41.. “ And when he
was come near, he beheld the city and
wopt over it.”

THOESE WERE TEARS OF DISAPPOINTMENT.

There was the lovely city, that should
be the joy of the whole earth. To whom
God had sent go many prophets; for
whom he had doneo so much to make the
people good. The city with its sweet
homes and wonderful church, and yet so
wicked tbat {t would soon be destroyed.
And Jesus wept becauso he loved it and
would have liked to seo it always happy.
He was grieved that after so much done
for it, still the people were not good.

Supposing that one of you should have
spent much timo and care on something
—say making a very fine boat—and then
somo one who doesn't carec a bit comes
and stamps on {t; breaking its slim mast,
and making o ruin of your long, tedious
work. I should not blame you if you
wept over the ruin

1 read a funny story of a pet squirrel
that used to run about 1ts master’s room.
Ho had been writlng many sheets of
raper and left them on the table—glad
that he had done the work. On his re-
turn he could not find them. There was
the little pet on the top of a book-case
resting In & nest of torn paper. Heo hed
taken his master’s writing and carrled it
tc his perch, tearing it into little bits to
make a nest. How sad the master must
have felt to see his work thus destroyed.

This {s the kind of sorrow fathers and
mothers feel when having loved and
tolled for their children they do not be-
come good.

And what do you think Chrict must
feel after all that he has doune for us, Iin
living for us and loving us (in his cross,
and in 21l the blessings of our life), if
we don't love h'm but let our lives be-
come wicked * ‘There are no tears so
]sad and dreadful as those of disappointed
ove.

The other time we are told that Jesus
wept {s in John 11. 35. He was at
Bethany Marv was crying very, very
much because her brother was dead, and
the Jews cried with her. Jesus was so
sorry that they did not understand, and
:hat they were in such grief, that he cried
00,

THESE WERE TEARS OF SYMPATHY.

How much they mean for us, do they
not ? I think we all believe In the gir!
who seeing a lttle girl sobbing on a
doorstep went and putting her arms
round her cried too, She meant: “I
am so sorry that you are crying. Let me
help you."

A lttle child visited a neighbour whose
baby had diled, and came home and told
her mother that she had been comforting
her. Her mother asked her how she
gad done {t, and she sajid : * I cried with

er.”

Dear littie soul, that was reallv a very
true way ot cumfurting a sorrow.ug one.
To know that somebody cares is a help
to us. But to know that Jesus cares
s the greatest help of all.

We may always count upon his sym-
pathy when we are in sorrow bacause we

Boys and girls are sometimes inclined |
to look down upon others when they cry,
ibinking them weak and babyish. But,
tears ire not unmanly, and we often
cannot help them. e should thereforo ¢
never mock or glight tears. Remember ¢
also that Jesus wept. We are giad that
ho diu, he would nut have been altogethecs
ke us if he bad not. Many Joys came
to him, but he had alsu some toars, And,
that 1s just as we are. There are many

more Joys in life thau sorrows, many |
more glad days than sad ones, but there | the be.gar (ould see or not?
are sad ones.  Litue children cry, young )

peopie and old peopie cry. This 18 a

have lost something, or because lessons
are difficuit, or because we have done
wrung, or because we are suffering.
Christ kouws and cares about it. And
he will help us.

We somotimes say when things go
wrong, ‘ Nobody cares.” Oh, yes,
somebody does. There was the blind
beggar by the wayslde. e was glad
shen eny one threw him a coln, but he
wanted sight most of all. How loudly
he called when Jesus came that way.
But nobody cared. Who minded whether
And so
they bade Lim hold his peace. But One
cared and called him, and sald. ** What

world of tears as weli as smiles, of rawn-, Wilt thou that I should do for thee 2"

drops as well as suashine.
NEVER WEIT FOR HIMSEIP

But when you read about Jesus you
never find that he wept for himself.
People were very cruel to him, very un-
taithful, dbut he did not weep about it.
You temember when he was golng tu the
dreadful (ross how the women bewailed
and lamented He sald to them . *“ Weop
pot for me.” He had not a single care
about, or room for a single tear for him-
self,

This {s wondcrful, boys and girls,
And wne shonld try to think of it because
we are lladble to become very celfish in
our tears.

But Jesus adid ery He must have
wept many Umes, and many times had
hard work to kcep the tears from com-
ing.

When people came to him welghed
down with sickness. When he saw them
unkind to ond another. Whcn they tried
to ‘keep little children from running to
him, and the poor blind beggar from

]

§ are sorrowful or happy.

That One s the Jesus who loves boys
and girls to-day, and cares whether they

Even Jesus wept !

ONLY ONE SCENE.

{t was a dreary, micerable morning; a
heavy fog hung over the wretched strect;
the raln had fallen constantly through
the night, and stiil drizzled in a forlorn
way. Pedestrlans jostled along, oc-
casfonally hitting one another with their
wet umbrellas and sloshing the mud right
and Jeft over the dirty pavement.

Crossing a flithy street where the thick
black mud entered the soles of her sod-
den shoes and r'ung with tenacity about
her thin ankles, was a young girl of
thirteen or thereabouts She breasted
the driving wind and ewerved nst from
‘a stralght course shra® -'haug). her
weapons against the elements  were only
a ragged dress and a thin faded shawl,
of many colours. Tied about her untidy
-mass of hair was.an old hood, while

|
|

J

How sorry these things must,

-—

upon her feet an old one-s{ded shoe, un-
laced and torn at the toe, did duty for
one, while the other walked bravely on
in 2 man's discarded boot, hard and un-
wieldy though it was, 8ho seemed
utterly indifferent to the raln. And why
should she be otherwise? For when
one e thoroughly wet and worn a few
drops more or loss oither of water or
trouble make no difference. She hurried
around the corner, and a shiver passed
through her frame with the cutting blast
of wind. 8he shufiled on as fast as
possiblo, considering her soaked feet,
held her poor wet garments closely to
her as it for protection, and soon turned
up a dark court, opened a cracking door
fo a rickety tonoment house, and on-
tered. How cold and dark and damp!
although Just what she expected. A
deep sigh escaped her. The * bundle of
rags ™ (called father) on the gtraw in the
corner did not move, and she softly
opened the door Into another smaller one
and leoked in. All waa huched and still,
On a low couch of straw, covered with
a thin, patched army blanket, lay a little
glrl of seven, pale and faded; but though
a clammy sweat stood upon the fair brow,
one could not but say, “ How lovely !”
Yes; though a drunkard's forsaken child,
Lena Croft's pinched features were clas-
sically beautiful, Amy knelt down by
ber side, took the little thin hand {n her
own, and, poor child, although she did
not intend to awaken her sick sister, the
hot tears that.fell fromn her eyes had that
effect, and the blue eyes opened. and
fastened upon her imploringly. She had
begged her father with all the strength
and pathos of her young voice to call a
physiclan for Lena, even getting down
upon her knees before the degraded man
with her earnest pleading; but, no, this
heartless father turned away from his
eldest born’s prayer and took the money
that, with God's will, would.have brought
rellef to bis sick child, and gave it will-
ingly to the cruel rumseller who was
Hcensed to fiood his home with poverty,
and perhaps something. worse.

“I am so glad you have come, Amy !
I'm so hungry! Can I have something
now ?”

A'.y looked at the thin cheek so
tou hingly white, at the blue eyes that
ha.. once beamed with laughter, and her
keiart eank within her She felt such &
weight of oppression that she could not
speak. She had promised to get some-
thing for the gick child and had failed.
She had rung at many basement doors,
but the servants had bade her begone.
“ Shure,” safd one, *oi’'ve enough to do
without waltin’ on the loikes of yez.”

“You may, dearie; you shall, my
Jittle Jamb ! Just wait a minute.” And
out agaln she bounded (that freezing, wet,.
starving child), resolved that she would
ring the front door bells and see the
ladies themselves as a last resort.

Thinking only of .Leina, her poor, tired
fect seemed shod with wings. She hur-
ried through the streets and ruag the
front door bell of the first respectable
bouse. A tidy housemald opened the
door, and in answer to Amy's pleading,
“Please may I see the lady ?” shc re-
ceived, “ You dirty girl, to come up these
clean steps with your muddy feet. Be-
gone this lnstant I and the door slam-
med in her face. She turned despair-
ingly but resolutely (the sud eyes at home
baunting her) and pulled the next bell.
As the servant opened the door, Amy
said quickly, My little sister Is starv-
ing, please give mo something for her.”

““ Beggars should go to the back doors,”
angrily answered the girl, and was about
to close the door when a gentle voire
called. ““Let her step in on the oil-
clcth so that T can see her”

*¢ But, shure, she’s drippin’ wet, ma’am,
an® covered with mud.”

“ Do as I say; let her in.”

The door was opened reluctantly and
Amy stepped in. )

* Oh, how lovely !" thought the poor
outcast. ‘“How bright apd nico every-
thing is ! And her eyes: wandered to
the sweet-volced individual lying upon
the crimson hall couch.

“My poor girl, what can I do for
you ?”

“Oh, ma’'am ! something for my poor
sister, my Door little sister iz sick and
dyin’, and starvin’.*”

“ Poor child, poor little girl! Katy,
tell the cook-to give her part of my beet
tea in a bottle, a cup ot jelly, and some
;xread and meat. And be quick about
Ll.

The poor girl received the package

with a tkankful heart, and the world-

scemed . brighter as she ran to the hovel
sho called home, although the-raln stilt
fell pitilessly. : !
the tattered heap in the corner moved,

and the miserable father raised: himself:
with difficulty “to a sitting posture 'and-
looked at her with an fll-tempered lcer..
-He.had grown 30 bitter and revengeful-

in his dissipation that Amy shuddersd
with dread. T ’

As she entered-her door:

“What you carryin’ so eneakin’ " Le
flercely demanded.

“ Something for Lena; she’s starvin’,
father.”

“Bring me what you've got;
starvin' and thirstin’' too.”

“Q fathor! I can't; Lena's dyin'."
moaned Amy, trying to pass the miser-
able wreck on the floor; but he raised
himself slowly and uttered a threat go
terrible, ending with the words, * Pity
ye wan't both dyin’; ye better look out
or ye will; bring me the basket, I say;"
and Amy tremblingly handed it to him.
Snatching it from her, he swallowed the
beef tea and as much of the bread as he
coulé posslbly eat; then he rose with
dificulty, and, wrapping the cup ot is5lly
in a paper, tottered to the door. Ay
stood looking with horrified eyes, uut
with great effort asked : * Where are you
goin' with the jelly, father 2

“To Washburn’s for & drink.”

“Oh, father! leave me the Jelly or
Lena will dle.” And poor Amy wrung
her hands in agony.

“Plek up the crusts that I left; they're
good enough for such brats as ye uare.”
And the brutal father turned away.

Amy opened the bedroom door trem-
blingly. How could she face her little
alster without food agatn and tell her
there was none? But there was no
need; Lena had heard 2ll. Through the
little broken window came a feeble ray
of light revea ing a smile on the white
lips sweeter and loveller than sunlight.
She held out her thin hand to Amy, and
the heartbroken girl caught it between
her own apd covered it with scalding
tears as she broke forth into convulsive
eobbing,

“ Don't cry, Amy, my good Amy. I'm
sleepy; but I love you, sister Amy. Kiss
me, Amy, for I'm goin’' to mamma., I
won't be hungry any .more, nor cry any
more, will I, sister ?” Amy's tears were
falling faster than the raindrops outside,
but her heart was too full to speak.

“I'll ask God to come for you, sister,
soon—soon. No tears there—mamma.”
Ang the little sinlesa sleoper was at rest.

One little tired heart had found peace;
up the golden stairs her little feet have
gone. But, oh, Father, the other!—
National Temperance Advocate.
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JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
DECEMBER 18, 1898.

THE COMING OF THB MEISIAH.
HIS FORERUNNER PRBDICTED.

* Behold, 1 will send my messenger,
and he shall prepare the way before me;
aad the Lord, whom ye seek, shall sud-
denly (ome to his temple, even the Mes-
senger of the Covenant, whom ye delight
in; behold, he shall come, saith'the.Lord
of Hosts."—Mal. 3. 1.

Four hundred years before the birth
of Jesus, Malachi uttered this .narvel-
lous prediction—a prophecy not only of
the coming of Christ, but of John the
Baptist, the forerunner of Christ. To
.this passage St. Mark refers in the very
beginning of the Gospel of Jesus Christ.
“ As it is written in‘the prophets, behol@d,
I send my messenger before- thy face,
which shall prepare thy way before thea.”

For long centuries there was no pro-
phet nor seer in Israel. It seemed as
though God had forsaken his people
Israel. Their 1and was overrun by the
Persians and the Greeks. The foot of
the conqueror trod in the holy place.
Alexander the Great penetrated even into
the sacred precincts of the temple of
God. Then came the Romans, and the
sacred places were troddea under foot
of thz Gentiles.

But devout souls. still waited for the
coming of the Son of God. Anna, the
prophetess, and. Blizabeth, and. Simeon,
from the study of God's Word -felt that
the time was nigh at band when al} these
prophecies -and promises should' be ful-
filled. In-our next Christmas topic we
shall find how God was- faithful to his
promises, was. faithtol to-his word.

Coal-Dust Firing.—Fine dust of <oal or.
of flour mixed -with air forms .an ex-
_Plosive. agent which. has been the cause:
of many a . mine and flour-mnill; disaster.
Advantage- Is .taken of this property of
combustible dust in a new process of
.boller-firing. _The fuel reduced:to. dust
A8 fed. by machinery to thée. furnace in
which ‘a fire ‘must .constantly be main-
tained. The instant the dust falls .into
j the furnace chamber .it. burns with a
-flash, almost explosively,. snd. the pro-
duction of smoke 1s absolotely .prevented
and the firlng.becomes economical-as re-
gards consumption ‘of fuel. It would
‘seem -that it might. lead to the utilisza<
‘tion of .the enormots. mountains-of -coal:
slack which cover 8o many square miles

‘.ot land ‘in the mining dlstricts. -
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A Prayer for Misstons.
BY Mi183 REBYXCCA ROWE.

“ Righteousness shall cover the earth
as the waters cover the deep,”

God bless the missfon tollers
In every heathen land;

O crown their hallowed labours
With blessings trom thy hand !

O blegs them while uplifting
The banner of the cross;

And strengthen them whlle preaching
Salvation from great loss.

From QGreenland’s snowy region
To Africa extond

The knowledge of salvation :
Till each benighted land

That bows the knee, and honours
Itsa gods of wood and stone,

Shall worship thee, our Saviour,
And bow before thy throne !

On China’s many mliilions
Let heavenly manna fall;
May Fiji’s sea-girt 1slands
Obey the Gospel call;
O hasten, Lord, O hasten
That glad and glorlous day,
When every tribe and nation
On earth shall own thy sway !

On India may thy blessing
In coplous showers descend
As dew, the earth refreshing,
O help us, .Lord, to €end
The message of salvation
To thoso in heathen gloom.
And may each Christian nation,
Lord, help thy kingdom come !

Oh, what a day ot gladness,
When every Japamnese,
And all who sit in darkness,
To tbee shall bow the knees;
When o'er the world thy banner
Shall float in every breeze,
And every one shall honour
Thee, Saviour, * Prince of Peace.”

Ride on, victorlous Conqueror !
Triumplantly ride on,

TH] righteousness shall cover
The earth from zone to zone;

Till o’er each land and nation,
Thy praises shall resound,

Till peace and full salvation
In every heart abound !

THE CAPTIVE MAID.
BY REV. A, J, MOWATT.

1 want to tell you the story of the
fittlo captive maid. It is a sweet story,
it I can tell it right, and it will interest
and Instruct you. And so I will ‘bégin
with telling you about her when .she was

AT HOME,

far she was not always a captive.

There i3 no place like home, you know,
no place on earth so sweet. But we do
not always think so-when we are at home.
There are errands to run, baby to mind.
lessons to learn,” and so it is not sgo
sweet. Not until’ we get away from
home, and so far away that we cannot
get back—not till then do we-know how
sweet home is, and how good mother is.

The home of this little girl was in
Northern Israel. I think o? it up among
-the romantic hills and streams and wood-
"ande of Gilead, the land of the balm.
1 see a. cottage of the better sort em-
bosomed among trees, standing back
from the village a little way. There is
a preity .garden with flowers in fromt,
-and down at the foot a brook runs. Be-
hind the cottage are grand old hills with
woods to their very tops. This is the
little girl's-home. Here she was born.

‘Here -she lives with her pareats. Her.

father is the principal man of.the place,
a most worthy man, and her mother a
plous woman. They have every comfort,
and there is-not a happfer home in all
the land. . ] )

The little girl herself is clever and wise
for-her years. I take her to be ten or
twelve, a bright little thing with a mass
ot black hair flung .back over her shoul-
ders, and keen glancing dark eyes that
seem-to sée all there is to. bo seen. . She
can sing, and play on the lute, and her
tavourite songs are the songs of Zion.
and. the sweetest of .them to her is the
shepherd song. Youknow it -well.

JAnd then she likes Bible stories just
as you-ao, She.knows the story of.the
Garden of Eden- with the serpent among
the.flowers, and fruit-trees. -She knows,
too, 8o well the -story. of the brothers
Cain. and- Abel and thelr--altars: She
uéver wearles- hearing about' the flood
and ‘the-ark, the story.of Suvdom's burn-
ing and Lot's flight, the cunning little
ark:boat among the paper-reeds on the
Jbanks:of tha Nile'and the beautitul boy-

_baby-in it, aud mmany-another. Bat.the
-story -ahe.likes: best.of ail- is that of the
slave-boy Joseph.  ‘How. she: ‘hates .his
‘brothers for they way they-ireated him!-
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How she weeps for him shut up in thel
prison! How glad sho is when he comes
to be the great man {n tho land, and
everybody goes down on thelr knces be-
fore him?! Ob, the happy Sabbath
afternoons to her when tho Bible stories
come to be told !

On rare occaslons, too, great men come
to her cottage-home, the great men from
Samarla. But the greatest to her is the
prophet Elisha, the man with the bald
head and the hair-mantle. Oh, a dear
old man he §s, 80 wise and good} At
first she was afrald of him. She llkes to
hear him tell how Eljah was taken up
to heaven in a fiery charfot. Oh, what a
wonderful man to her {8 Elisha! And
he can do such wonderful things. But
he cannot stay long, for he I8 at the head
of threo col'eges, and he must go to
them. And then his home Is {n Samaria,
the capital of the country, and he must
go home. The little girl Is sorry. But
then he will pay another visit to the
Gilead viliage up among the hills, and
see her again.

Thus 1 think you will agree with me
when I say that this little Jowish girl of
the long ago had a bavpy home. And
she felt so herself. it you have a happy
Christian howe, thank Jegus for it, and
learn all you can. You may neced the
sweet hymns you are singing to-day just
as she did. And vou may need your
Golden Texts and Bivle lessops and
stories. Learn them well.

TME RAIDERS.

I turn now to tell you of a dreadful
thing that happened. I am happy to
say we do not know anything about such
things In our own haopy country. But,
it was not 6o where this little girl lived.
Her country was at war with the coun-
try next to hers, Syria, and sometimes
bands of armed men, raiders, would come
and burn the unprotected villages, and’
kill the pcople, and carry them off &3
.captives. .

Think of a beautiful spring morning.
The sun rises over the hills. The bdbirds
sing in every tree. The flowers bloom.
Oh, it is just a lovely morning! The
little girl wakes up, and she is glad it is
fine. She dresses quickly. Then she
kneels down, and prays her little prayer,
asking him who has kept her through
the night to keep her through the day.
Her mother wants some water from the
brook, .and she runs to bring it. Then
she goes out to the fields to gather flow-
ers. I see her with her apron full of
them. I hear her singing this, or some-
thing like it:

“The King of Love my shepherd Is,
‘Whose goodnesgs faileth never;
T nothing lack if I am his,
And he is mine forever.”

But, hark ! what can that be? Sud-
denly a baund of Syrian ralders rush out
ot the wouds with thelr wild war-whoop,
and brandishing their weapons. Some
of the men try to defend thelr homes
and loved ones. But they are soon
overpowered and slain. The women and
children run screaming to the hills and
woods, trying to get away. But a good
many are killed. Others are takea cap-
tive, and that is almost worse. Soon
the village s all in flames.

‘The little girl tries to get away too.
She se:s where the others run, and she.
‘runs whera they run. But being little
she canpot run as fast as some of the
bigger people. A great rough Syrian
soldier sees her, and chases her. She
runs as fast as she cam, and crles for
help. But it is no use. She is soon a
captive. Oh, it 1s dreadful !

IWhat becomes of her father and
mother ? She npever knows. Most
likely slain with s» mapy others. Sho
cries. But her te.rs t.all naught with
the rough Syrian. Along with others
she Is led away through woods, and over
mountains, and across deserts, to Da-
.muscus, & great and beautiful city in
those day3, the capital of the Syrian Em-
pire. Poor little captive! But al-
though the King ot Love seems to have
forsaken her, he watches over her etill,
and so no harm-will come to her.

HER NEW HOME,

With hundreds of others sho finds her-
self offered for sale.in the slave-market
of Damascus. The people come to buy.
But nobody seems to waat her, she s too
lttle. They want their money’s worth,
and she is dear at any price. By-and-
bye a great Syrian nobleman smiles down-
upon .her, and - she looks up so sweetly
‘that he .ays her ‘as a present for his
wife. ]

Her new home is a palace on the banks
of a beautiful river. She is lady's maid
to Naaman's wife. Lady Naaman Is kind
to her.” But then she is' a. captive, a2
_poor little slave girl, and she finds it
hard to like that. Still it {s the will
of God, and she accepts his wiil, snd-
prays for grace and strength to. Jo it..

‘dals, thanks all his friends for the wel-
come home -they hase glven him. And (

‘1ittle good you canm, for you do not know

It'is"no. uss quarrelling with hor ot}

~

]
That 18 not the way to heip what cannol
be helped. Sho thinks of Joseph sold
down into Egypt, and how he did there;
80 she will try and bo in Byria what he
was in Egypt. Tho lord that helped
bim will help her. So, very sson she
dries her tears and begina slnging the
old swect songs sne learned at homie, but
very softly to herseif.  But she is heard,
and Lady Naaman asks her to slng some-
times to hor; and as she sings, sho
notices the tears in the lady’'s eyes, and
L {roubles hor to see them., Yoa, the
rich lady woeps, while her poor little
captive mald sings. The great have
more trials often than the poor that serve
them. It was so yonder; it Is so heve
too, Envy not tho rich and great, but
be happy and good just wheroe you are.

THR GOOD THR CAPTIVE WAS ADLE YO DO.

You say: *“I am little; T cennot do
any good ! Or you say: * They have
wronged me; why should I return good
for evil ? Let me wrong them, for they
have wronged me.” X

But the captive maid, though little, was
able to do good. And although she was
only a slave girl, and wronged by belng
made a captive, she found out how she
could do good, and she did {t. Oh, it is
80 easy to do good if we only want to !

This was the way tho little captive
mald did her good. Coming to know
what it was that troubled Lady Naaman
8o much, she began to think how she
could be of any service. It was the
dreadful leprosy that had fallen upon
Naaman. Nobody could hate anything
worse than the leprosy. Great as the
great man was, and honoured as he was,
the poorest slave {n his vast establish-
ment, and the humblest soldfer in the
army, would not exchange places with
him. He was a leper—that spotled
everything, took the heart out of every-
thing. So the little mald satd to Lady
Naaman, as she fanned her, and saw the
tears still coming and fllling her eyes:
“ Wou'd God my lord were with the pro-
phet that {8 in Samaria! then would he
recover him of his leprosy.”” it was gald
80 cernestly and €o kindly, and it was
meant too. So the chlld’s words were
carried to the slck nobleman and to the
king, and thelr counsel was taken.

A few days later there is something
unusual taking place in the strects of
Dz2mascus. All the city s excited.
What does it mean ? It is the setting
out of Captain Naaman to go to Samaria
to see Elisha. You see a splendid caval-
cade, horses and chariots and armed men.
Many do not llke §t. They think the
prophets of Damascus, and the gods of
Damascus, can do more for the leprous
Naaman. than the one prophet and one
God of Israel. But it {s the little cap-
tive maid’s good counsel that is taken,
not that of the wise men of Syria. Ah,
she has a Cospel, and they havc none.
She- speaks for the Lord, and they speak
for dumb idols.

I cannot take time to tell you the
story of Naaman's arrival at Samaria,
and the consternation it created there,
To make a long story short, he was cured
of his leprosy. After a month’s absence
or so, it was noised in the streets of
Syria’'s capital that Naamar was return-
ing cured, and all the people turned out
to welcome him. The city is gay with
bunting. Thestreets are allve with peo-
ple, He stands up in hia chariot, and
receives the city’s splendid ovation, and
everybody can see that he is well, and
the joy knows no bounds.

By-and-bye he reaches his palace. A
great reception aweaits him there. His
friends are gathered to meet him. Lady
Naaman 1s brilliantls attired. She is
attended by the captive maid. Lord
Naaman, taking s stand with her on a

then, holding ihe little captive malds
hand, and the great man looking down
apon her so proud llke, ho teils all the
people, that, under God, he owea his re-
covery to her. And so0 the little captive
meaid, whose name even we do not know,
fs honoured with a nation’s gratitude.
My story i8 told. Angd bas it no les-
sons for you, little girls, no inspiration
for you, little boys, this’ anniversary
day ? I think it has. Yoo are little. So
was she. But she was not too littie to
do.good. I hupe you are not too little
to do good. Some little folks are not
too little to do evil, but they think they
are too littlo to do good. Ah?! do the

how much good may be in it-before God
is dono.with it.

The Iittle captive did not know she
was doing the-good sbe was dolng. But
God knew, and sv we bave the story of 1t
told bere for all the ages with their ten,
thousands of lliitie ones to learn lcssons ¢
from, Go home, then, and out of the,
kindness of your heart do good, no mat-
ter how little it is. Gcd will not despise

.your lttle ‘word or :little desd any mors.|. where they grow.

| #&alD grown up to his great blessed good.

Josus was littlo once, and he dld the
Httle good of his little ycars, and so the
day camoe when ho did tho good that
filled tho world with its wonder. And
with him to holp you, you too may blesa
the world; you may be a little foreign
missionary as tho little captive mald was.

* Little drops of water.
Little grains of eand,
Make the mighty ocean,
And the beauteous land,

* Little seeds of morcy,
Sown by youthtul hands,
Grow to bless tho natlons,
Far in heathon lands.”

DON'T TOUOH.

“I was always inclined when a child to
got at the insido of gverything that 1
saw,” sald & man recently, “ Drawars,
boxes, bundles, trunks, closcts, alwaya
disturbzd and frotted me till I could get
them open. In my home I usually had
freo range, but sometimes I was for-
bidden to meddle, and then waa unhappy.
One cupboard, especlally, I was told to
keep away from. The door of It was
always open, and 1 could sce bottles and
packages on the shelves. Ono large
black bottle was very attractivo; I was
more and more {nquisitive every day to
sce what it contalned.

*“Ono day, when I was alone in the
kitchen where thiy troublerome cupboard
was, I let the apirit of Investigation con-
Quer me, and, mounting on a bucket be-
fore the shelves, took down the bdlack
bottle. I shoolk {t, but could hear unth-
ing, I could not sea within, though 1
pulled out the cork, I would turn it up-
slde down Zar enough to get the fact that
it was empty made certain. So I tipped
the bottle, and a stream of black ink
ran down my clothes and into the bucket,
on which I had placed £ narrow board.
1 quitkly put the bettle o its place; 1
had found out for myself what it con-
tained. But down my white blouse lay
an ugly streak, while 1 gazed with n
bitter foreboding ot consequences at the
bucket full of cooking salt that {urnlshest
still more ovidence that I had meddled
with ink.

My lesson was a permanent one. And
1 often say to myself now, ‘ Keep clean,
though you remain ignorant, rather than
purchase knowledge at the cost of
purity " .

Another great thing to learn s how
to say no. You can spell “yes* with
two letters, by your tone. Say it so
that everybody will know what you

-mean by it. A young man who roomed

in a certain building where there were
many other young men, wes asked how
he kept clear of thelr * fast* ways.
They did many things that hc had not
been brought up to do, and that hia
mother would have grieved to have him
do.

* Dont those fellows tnvite you to their
beer suppers and card parties 2’ he wat
asked.

“ Oh, yes,” he answered, * they would
not think 1t was good fellowship not tu
ask ma."”

* 1 suppose you never go 2"

** Of course not,” he replied.

“ Then how do you get along without
betng continually persecuted by them ?
I should think that you must yleld or be
driven away.”

“So 1 shoutd §t I sald, ' N-0-0," or, ‘1
guess not,” when they asked mo to go
with them, but I gilve them a declded
*No! and that settles it. The same
feilow never asks me a secund time. Be
knows I mean what [ say,”

The lesson {8 not learned if you have
not understood that it warns you against
simply keeping company with foolish and
wicked persons., In the first psaim we
are told who may bo called bleased. It
is a description of a good man. He
will not walk nor stand nor sit in the
way of evil-doers. Bad company 18 like
dogwcod or poison ivy. You may nct
touch it, but you are Ilkely to de
polsoned if you pass by where it grows.
A boy learned z good lesson about that
jately. He came to breakf2st with a
badly swollen face; hig check was puffed
out, and his eye ncarly hidden.

“ You have taken hold of dogwood !”
satd his father. .

*1 have not put my bhands to any-
thing taat 1 know of,” sald the poor
fellow. - What does dogwood look
like 7"

* At this seasopn. of the year you can
tell 1t by 1t red berrles. Ha.e you
noticed bushes with such berries lately 2

Wby, yes, 1 walked ziong a ath
through the woods yesterday where red
:::mcg grew; but I never touched ons of

“ They powoned you while you wers

TRe alr.around tusm

teaz hers.  Some day you: will find it |is full of polsea.”—Pligriz: Texcher.
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Tho Bnowstorm.
Announced by all tho trumpets of the

aky,

Arrives the anow; and, driving o'er the
flelds,

Scomsp l:rommvhero to alight; the whitcd
alr

Hidos hllls and woods, the river and the
heaven,

And vells the farm-houso at the garden’s
end,

The sled and traveller stopped, the

courier's feot
Delayed, all friends shut out, the house
mates alt
Around the radlant fireplace, enclosed
In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

“’rine, aco the north wind's masonry,

Out of an unsecn quarry, cvermore

Furnished with tlle, the flerce artHficer

Curves his white bastions with projected
roof

!lound‘ovcry windward stake or treo or
door;

Specding, the myriad-handed, his wild
work

"o fancitul, 8o savage; naught cares he

‘or number or proportion. Mockingly

th coop or kennel he hangs Parian

wreaths;

A swan-ke form invests the bidden
thorn;

Mg up the farmer's lane from wall to
wall,

M ugre the farmer’s sighs; and at the
gate

\ tapering turret overtops the work,

And when his hours are pumbered, and
the world

& all hlg own, retiring as he were not,

f.eaves when the sun appears, astonished

art,

o mumic 1n low structures, stone by
stone,

Buit 1n an age, the mad wind s night

i wark,
Lo frolic archuecture of the snow.

LESSON NOTES

———

FOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE HISTORY OF JUDAH.

LESSON XI11.—-DECEMBER 18.
THE CAPTIVITY OF JUDAH.
Jer. 52. 1-11.  Memory verses, 9-11.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Ye ghall seek me, and find me, when
se¢ shall gearch for me with all your
heart,.—Jer, 29, 13.

OUTLINE,

1, King Zedekiah's Folly, v. 1-3.

2. The Fall of Jerusalem, v. 4-7.

3. King Zed.kiah's Fate, v. 8-11.

Time.—About July 1, B.C. 588 or 586.

Places.—Jerugalem, the capital ot the
little kingdom of Judah; Riblah, a city in
the northern part of Syria

. HOME READINGS.
M. Captivity of Judah.—Jer. §2. 1-11.
Tu. %mplete destruction.—2 Kings 25.
W. Sin and it punishment.—~2 Chron.
36, 11-31,
Th. Refuging to be warned.—Jer. 32. 1-5.
F. Prophecy of captivity.—Jer. 32. 26-35.
S. Cry of tb2 captive.—Lam. 1. 1-11,
Su Christ's warning.—Luke 20. 9-18.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. King Zodekiah's Folly, v. 1-3.
Who was the last king of Judah ?
‘What had been bis name, and how did
he become king ? 2 Kings 24. 17.
How long did he reign ?
What was tho character of his rule ?
Whost example did he follow ?
How was hls folly especizlly shown ?
How did the Lord regard Zedekiah znd
his people ?
How does God regard the wicked ?
Psalm 7. 11
What is the Golden Text ?
2. The Fall of Jerusalem, v. 4-7.
Wio besieged Jerusalem ?
How long did the siege last ?
What were the sufterings of the people?
How are these stated in Lam 4 ¢ °
What was the result of the sglege »

sﬂghnt was done to the city ? 2 Kings
2b6. 9.

What became of the people? Psalm
137. L

3. King Zedeklah's Fate, v. 8-11.

What did King Zedekiah undertake to
dgo? Jer, 39. 4,

Was he guccesstul ?

Where was he taken prigoner ?

What was done to Zedekinh's children 7

What was done to Zedekiak ?

What was done to his princes ?

Would ail this have happened if he had
obeyed the Lord 7

Arainst what, then; are we warned by
his history t

PRACTICAL, TEACHINGS.

Where in this lesson do we learn—

1. That sin unrepented brings sure de-
struction ?

2. That God has fostruments to ac-
. complish his purpose ?
y 3. That people suffer for thelr rulers’
‘slng?

THE DIAMOND OHARAOTEB.

The Ueauty of character is to refloct
God; and just so far 88 we colour this
reflection of God with anything of self,
80 far do wo fall of that clarifieation of
inward thought and outward life which
makes us llko him.

The dlamond is llke the perfect type of
character Every other prectous stone
reflects tho light coloured by 1ts own
| texture  Only the diamond reflects light
fin its essential purity. This 1s the
secret of its superiority among gems.
Other gems may bo beautiful, but the
diamond {s transcendently beautiful.

Young Christians, be diamond charsc-
ters' Catch the divine light, and glve
it torth again uncoloured by selfishness
of any sort. Be 8o simple and so sincere
that all the beoauty and all the truth
coming to yon out of the God-life ana
the Christ-lite sball shine through you
into the lives of others, and help to make
them also transmitters of light.

it 18 self-consclouspess that spoils the
beauty of charscter. The cecret of true
living is to lose the intermediate sense
of self, and thicrk only of that wider
rclationship of God and neighbour.
‘ Keep thou thy soul translucent, that
thou mayest never see its shadow.”—
Zion's Herald.

i
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LIFTING HIS HAT TO HIS JORSE
BY ANNIR WESTON WHITNEY.

Beth flew out of the house, her cheeks
red and her oyes vory bright. It was
evidout she was very much excited as
she went across the street to & man
with an ash cart who was beating his
horse. The horse had stopped guddenly,
and the man was ewezring at it as well
as beatlng it

“Stop! stop ! crled Beth, *you
frighten your horse, and he doocs not
know what you want him to do. Why
do you do 1t ?"

The man looked at her a moment
curiously, and then lifting his hat sald :

“ Beg pardon for swearing in tho pre-
seace of a lady, but I've stood it ever
sinco I had him. Sure an I get to this
house he stops as stil) as a door nall.
It's pure devilment, for he never stops
anywhere else without command. 1 was
trying to get the devil out of him, miss,
and I was that worked up.”

*How long have you had him ?” asked
Beth.

* Two weeks, miss; but if there’s one
thing I can't etand, {t's & stubborn, balky
borse.”

*“Perhaps he's been taught to stop
here,” said Beth; * have you tried to find
out ?” \

*“*Tain't that, miss,” sald the man, “for
I bought him from the car company when
they put on the ‘lectrics, and they never
had cars on this street. I bought him
cheap, but I'll gell him cheaper.”

**Why did you ring that little bell 2"
asked Beth.

‘““There’s & boy in the next hougse who's
sick all the time, and he llkes to see me

PEASANT LIFP IN HOLLAND.

The attention of the world has recently
been very conspicuously called by the
coronation of the young Queen of Hol-
land to the sturdy little Dutch republic.
It has a most heroic and romantic his-
tory. The great ancestors of the young
queen, William the Silent znd William
of QOrange, bear a very prominent part
in the history of civilization, of the Re-
formation, and of llberty. The people
are exceedingly picturesque in their
dress, and their houses and home life are
remarkably quaint. The engraving
shows the odd headgear worn by the wo-
men in Nortk Holland, the clumsy
wooden shoes of the children, and the
odd garb of the men, which mekes them
look lfke grown-up little boys, if it is
(not a Hibernlcism to say €o. The
| Dutch housewlives are the neatest people
) in the world, almost painfully neat, as
many a good * house-father,” ss they
call them, finds when he has ¢o take off
his shoes before he enters the house. In-
deed, in some streots horses are not
allowed to pags. The women scrub the
stones and plck vut the grass in the
crevices. Thls Interesting people will
beo treated more fully than there is room
in this paper, in The Methodist Magarine
and Review, with many fire smstrailons,
during the coming vear,

!

Bibles, it is- that from 1,900,
Tto 1,500,000 are in Engitek.

O the annual eutput.of adout 4.000.000
osttmzted 000
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pass, so I ring that bell, and if he’s able
to come to the window, he does. He's
not there to-day.”

“I'm glad he didn't see you beating
the horse,” gaid Beth., “1Is thig the only
place you ring that bell ?” .

“To be gure,” eaid the man.

* Then I wonder if he doesn’t.think it's
the car bell and you want him to stop.
Won't you take him up the street and
ring it and ses 7"

The man looked at Beth in astonish-
ment, then at the harse, and than started
him forwerd, murmuring to himself,
“Et I don’t belleve the horse has more
sense than his master.”

Beth smiled as she saw the horse stop
when the bell rang again. The man
trled it two or three times, and then
turned and came back, and as he did
not ring the bell at the usual place the
horse wont on untfl told to stop.

“ Blamedq it I don't begin to wonder if
I've any sense at all, miss,'” he said to
Beth.  ““You and the horse having so
much between you, and he attendlag so
strict-like to orders, and me disobeying
mine that tells me'to be merciful to.the
dumb beast. Ef you'll excuse me, miss,
this time, I reckon there won't be no
occaslon again.”

Tiien turning to the horse, he sald : )

“I can’t ask you to shake, old fellow;
but,” lfting his ‘hat, *thers ain't no
money can part us now. I reckon you've

taught yeur musher . lesson he woa't’
-ordere and net

800n -forget—you obsying

fng those of the great King and knowing
better all the time. And the little bell,
misgs, it'll mean duly to him, but 1t'll re-
mind me how a young girl taught me
not to judge others hastily.”

Tho Question.
BY ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.

Howover the battle is ended,
Though proudly the victor comes
With fluttering fiags and prancing nags

And echoing roll of drums,
Stilt truth proclaims this motto,
In letters of living light—
* No question 18 ever settled
Until it is sgettled right.”

Though the heel of the strong oppressor
May grind the weak In tho dust,

Aug the volces of fams with ones acclaim
May call him great and just,

Let those who applaud take warning,
And keep this motto fn s!ght—

* No question {s ever sett.ad
Untll it is settled right.”

Lot those who have fafled take courage;
Though tho enemy seems to ha.¢ won,
Though his ranks are strong, if he be in
the wrong,
The hattle is not yet done;
For sure as the morning follows
The darkest hour of the night,
“No question is ever settled
Until it is settled right.”

O man bowed down with labour!?
O woman young, yet old!
O heart oppressed In the toller’s breast,
And crushed by tho powers of gold !
Kecep on with your weary battle
Against triumphant inight;
“No question i{s ever settled
Until it is settled right.”

Fathersand Mothers

Have you watched the faces of the children at
Christmas, as you handed them a bright new
book? 1If so, why not sas that face brightcned
oftener by an occasional presentation of one of
the many boautiful volumes that are now being
issued. ~ Do not wait until the child has a lik-
ing for pernicious literature; commence with
good picture.books, read them the atories, and
as they grow up they will appreciate and
thank you for your efforts.  Peruse carcfully
the subjoined list.

New Testament Stories. Niustrated.
BiE. A. Macdonald eseees S0

Uncle_ Remus; or, Brer Fox an
Brer Fabbit. By Joel Chandler
Harris. Illustrated. Cloth....

Bony and Ban, The Story of a Print-
ing Adventure. By M. H, Cather-
wood, Cloth :

Labour of Love,
By Julia Magruder.

A District MessengerBoF. By Jamas
Otis. Illustrated. Cloth........

Allan the Hunter.

..................

Looms, By H. Rider ‘Haggare:
ons, - der
Illu:trated? Cloth......
The Cruise of the Albatross, A
Story of the Pacific. . By Grant
Allen, cll?itelichV
The Bugeme 00, a18es,
Stories and Letters. for School
Reading. £dited by ®
Burt and Mary B. Cable. Cloth,
nedeeco... teeecsetenstevansanes
Childhood’s Songs of Lo 0. By
Issac Wantfsp D.D. nﬁVxAtﬁ Pic-
turings by Blanche MoManus.
Quarto. Cloth.........cc0.... .
Bible Stories. By Lawrie Loving,
Fully illustrated. Board covers.
Ohild Stories and Riaymes. For the
Little Peopls of Nursery and
Kindergarten. By EmilePonlssen,
Ilvstrated by L. F. Bridgman.
Quarto.d SmomeLiti;l
Rhymes and 8o or )
’ Qnes. I}In.g.s C. Hinygat. and
Exther J. Ivuskay, Illustrations
(b: ?:orgeW.?mkneL{. Quarto.
0th .oe cericincisiiienenire..
The Pleasant Land of Play. ByS.
J. Brigham, Illizstmted.y by B!ary
A. Lathbary. Cloth..........
Little Mr, Van Vers of Ching. .B.
Harriet A. Choever.” Illustrate
Co 1 Oradle. Sbostes. By e
t an 0 e,
Chad b T B
e3 11! 1 . 8-
trated. Clotleeeeeanrenecnnn..
8nap Shots ﬁom*-BﬁF LiZe, By B .
C.T. O'Hara, Illustrated: Clsth. 75
A book ev: ald
Pair. By Amy Le Feuvre.
Autbor of ““FrobableSons.” Cloth,
70 cents, Cloth, illustrated
Little Folks' Speaker. Recitations,
Selected for Little Girls and Boy,
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