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MINIATURE FLOATING GARDENS.
"A novel way of growing small bulbs, such

ns crocuses, has been tried with good success
After securing the bulbs the next thing is to
get one or two rather large corks. Through
these, holes are bored, and the bulbs fitted into
the openings \n such a way that the under side,
from which the roots spring, is near the lower
part of the cork. Now obtain a large shallow
bowl and fill this with pure water. Float the
corks, with the bulbs in place, on the surface,
and sot the whole thing aside in a rather shady
position for two or three weeks. At the end
of this time it will be noticed that the roots
are growing down into the water; thencefor¬
ward a place in a sunny window should be
selected. The upper shoots of the bulbs will
start to grow rapidly, and at this time it is a

good plan to arrange a little moss to hide the
upper surface of the corks; or, if preferred,
however, grass or some other seed, such as

cross, may be sown to provide a green covering.
"There is nothing to do but to keep the

bowl well supplied with water, and change this
now and again. Finally the flowers emerge,
and ther. the effect is extremely pretty. The
bulbs ma}' be planted in this way in eatfv Jan¬
uary, though naturally the sooner tli-y are
started the earlier they will bloom.". St.
Nicholas.

THE FINDERS.
"Thimble! Thimble! "Who's got the thim¬

ble!" laughed grandmother. "That used to
be a gamo when I was a girl. And now that
I'm old I have to play it once more!"
Both of the children knew what that meant

. grandmother's thimble was lost again!
"It's too big," explained grandmother. "It

slips off my finger before I know it. It's not
much of a thimble, but I should not like to
lose it. It's full of holos and a bad tit, but
we grew old together, and no other thimble
could take its place."
Both of the children stood up.
"We'll look for it, grandmother," promised

Frank.
"We'll find it for you," said Louise.
Then the search bogan. Frank went round

with his hands in his pockets, looking for the
thimble in a ha'.f-hearted way, but Louise
started a search that was likely to be rewarded.
She looked where grandmother had been; she
got down on her knees and peered around the
floor; she looked in the sewing basket 011 top
of the dresser. Presently she arose with a

pleased little cry, and hurried downstairs.
"Grandmother," she announced, "we've

found your thimble again!"
Grandmother put it on her finger.
"Thank you, dears," she said. "Who found

it this timet"
"Louise, of course," answered Frank. "She

. finds it every time. I don 't see why. I looked
for it, too. It isn't fair."
"Frank," said grandmother, "are you sure

that you looked for it as eagerly as Louise did?
Are you sure?"
"I went in every room."
"Well, I'm going to hid<5 a dime, and the

one who finds it may keep it."
Grandmother called them when the coin was

hidden. Frank took his hands out of his pock¬
ets and went down on all fours, like a puppy.
Louise looked, too, but she did not look any

more faithfully than Frank did. Finally ho
lifted up a vase and the shining dime was there.
"Thank you, grandmother!" he eried. "1

found it this time."
He looked triumphantly over at Louise anil

held up the new dime.
"I found it! See!" he said.
"Why do you suppose it was?" asked grand¬

mother.
"Why, 1 was lucky this time."
"No, indeed. Luck had nothing to do with

it. You found it this time, Frank, because you
had eyes to see."
"What do you mean!"
"I mean, dear, that you looked faithfully,

with a resolve to find the dime, as Louise had
looked each time for the thimble. That was
how it was."
Frank looked down. Then he raised eyes

ashamed, but honest.
"This dime goes to Louise," lie said. "I'll

try to earn one next time."
"I have a dime for Louisa," said grandmoth¬

er. "That is yours. You looked faithfully for
it."
"Just as I'm going to look for the thimble

next time." said Frank.

THE NEW YEAR.
Urging men to face the New Year in de¬

pendence upon the unfailing Christ, Kev. H. P.
Anderson said: Carlyle accompanied his friend
to the door. It was night, and both men lifted
their eyes to the starry heavens.

"It's a grand sight," said 1he one.

"Man, it's just dreadful," replied the old
philosopher.
The same feeling of awe in the presence of

immensity made David cry, "What is man?"
Nobody knows. Man himself is over¬

whelmed and quite unable to answer. As he
looks out upon infinity and views the whirl¬
ing worlds around him, as he marks the swift
and irresistible onrush of time, he feels him¬
self like a fly on the rim of a gigantic wheel,
forever staggering upon the verge of tragedy.
How different is the sweet and happy atti¬

tude of Jesus! He looks, not at the smallness
of man in comparison with the vastness of cre¬
ation, but at the greatness and the kindness of
God. These diamond worlds ! God made them.
This swift-moving stream of years ! God rules
it. And God is my Father!
Go into the new year with the mind filled

with your insignificance, and despair will layits icy hand upon your heart, and you will
cry: "It's dreadful! What is the use! What
is man?" But face the new year with the
joyous cry, "My Father," on your lips, and
with your eye fixed on His pitying love and
unfailing tenderness, and your soul will be
flooded with sunshine and courage and faith.
.Selected.

ONE OP OUR YOUNGEST.
Dear Miss Argyle:.I am a little girl three

years old. I am visiting my mother's people,and am getting my aunt to write this for me.
I can recite twenty questions in the Child's
Catechism and- know the first six books of theNew Testament. Now I am learning the Twen¬
ty-third Psalm, also my A, B, C.'s I have twin
brothers at my house, and I am very fond of
them. They have sent me so many nice things,
candy, etc.

Please print this in your paper, for I am so

anxious for daddy and mother to see it.
want to surprise them.
With every good wish,

Sincerely,
Gladys Eppes Major.

Kenbridge, Va.

Dear Gladys,.We are very glad to have a

letter from such a little girl. You are getting
on splendidly with your Bible and catechism
work. IIow soon will you be four years old?.
H. A.

MISSIONARY PUZZLES AGAIN.
Dear Miss Helen:.I am sending the answer

to Elizabeth Crawford's Mid-China puzzle:
1. To suspend and a kind of pickle..Hang-

chow.
2. S and to suspend and not low..Shanghai.
3. A girl's name and a royal title..Nan¬

king.
4. Money and ing..Kashing.
5. A can and what you clean cotton with..

Kiangyin.
6. A girl's name and a kind of pickle..Soo-

chow.

I am also sending an African and North
Brazil puzzle:

1. Not cloudy.
2. A kind of bird.
3. Not brave.
4. One of our former presidents.
5. A rocky place.
6. A color.
7. A ruler.
8. An elevation and a shelter.
9. A lifting device.

10. An occupation.
11. A piece in the game of chess.
12. A small valley.
Hoping you will publish my letter, I am

Your intimate friend,
Mary Wood Ross.

LIKES US BEST OF ALL.
Dear Presbyterian :.I am a little girl six

years old and have a little brother four named
Samuel Lewis Morton, for his two grand¬
fathers? Our papa and mamma, Lewis and
I all live with our grandpa and grandma on
a farm near Lynchburg. We have two of the
sweetest, cutest little kittens you ever saw.
I know you would want them if you saw them.
We have a big fat pig too grandpa gave us
last year and now he is the largest in the lot.
We have a nice Sunday-school and Christian
Endeavor at our church, Quaker Memorial.
Mr. Cochrane Preston is our preacher and we
all like him so much. He is going to preach to
the children soon. Grandma reads me all the
nice stories and letters in your papers which
I like better than all the other papsrs we get.
I wish you would have three pages of stories
and letters. Please publish this as I want to
surprise my papa, and this is my first to you.
I could tell you a lot moro but am afraid if 1
make my letter too long you will put it in
your basket to burn up.

Your little friend,
Belle C. Morton.

Lynchburg, Ya.

Dear Belle:.We are all glad to hear from
you and especially glad that you like ouj
stories and letters so well. You must writt
to us again soon. H. A.

It is very nice to think
The world is full of meat and drink.
With little children saying grace
In every Christian kind of place.

R. L. a


