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BOYS OF OTHER COUNTRIES.

THE LITTLE CHINAMAN.

My name is Lee Chang, and I live in a

country which you call China. My home is
on the other side of the world
from your home.

When the sun is rising in
my country it is setting in
yours. When it is day at

your home it is night at
mine.

The house in which I live
is made of wood, and is only
one story high; but there are

many things in it that would seem very
strange to you.

[ go to school almost every day; for boys
must learn a great many things before they
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become men. Girls do not go to school,
but help their mothers at home.

My school is not much like yours.
When I am learning my lesson, I shout
as loud as I can:; for then the teacher
will know that I am busy.

[ learn to read and write. Our words
are not made up of letters as your words
are; but each word must be learned by
heart, so that you will know it just as
It takes
a long time to learn to read well.

you know the face of a friend.

After school is out, the boys have great
sport. Every boy has a kite, and no two
kites are just alike. Some are shaped
like birds; some, like fishes; some, like
bees; and some, like men. It is a fine
sight to see many of these flying and
dashing about in the air.

We have a great many other toys. We
play ball, but not in the same way that
you play it. We have beautiful lanterns
which we light at night.

The men as well as the boys like to
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fly kites and see pretty lanterns. My grand-
father, who is a very old man, often goes
out to fly his kite. He has one kite, in
the shape of an eagle, of which he is very
fond.

Nearly all the tea that you buy is brought
from my country. The tea leaves grow on a
bush; when they are of the right age and
size they are picked off and dried, and sold
to the tea merchants.

When the time comes for picking these
leaves, many boys and girls and men and
women are busy gathering them and drying
them. Much better tea is raised in some
parts of China than in others.

The farmers also raise wheat and rice and
other kinds of grain. There are so many
people in China that every one must keep
busy.

Some of the people live on flat boats on the
rivers. They have little houses on the boats,
and they raise chickens and ducks and even
pigs, for their own food and to sell.

Here is a picture of a town in our country,
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showing some of the houses and a bridee.
The streets in the towns are very narrow.
There is no need of sidewalks; for there are
no wagons or carriages. Men carry almost

everything from place to place on their

backs.
You will think that China is a queer
country. But I think it is the best place

in the world.




chér'ries mius’ter
gath'er sau’cy
shak’ing rogi'ish
nod’'ding mow

CHERRIES ARE RIPE.

Under the tree,. the farmer said,

Smiling, and shaking his wise old head,

“Cherries are ripe; but then, you know,

There’s the grass to cut and the corn to hoe ;

We can gather the cherries any day,

But when the sun shines we must make our
hay.

To-night, when the work has all been done,

We'll muster the boys for fruit and fun.”

Up in a tree a robin said,

Shaking and nodding his saucy head,

“ Cherries are ripe; and so, to-day,

We'll gather them while you make the hay;
For we are the boys with no corn to hoe,
No cows to milk, and no grass to mow.”
At night the farmer said, “ Here’s a trick!
These roguish robins have had their pick!”
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GIRLS OF OTHER COUNTRIES.
A HINDOO GIRL.

I am a little Hindoo girl, and I live in India.
I am eight years old. [ help my mother at
home, but my brothers go to school.
My brothers’ school is not much
like yours, and you would laugh at ,3
many of the things they do. There
are. no desks or seats, but all the
boys sit on the floor.
Would you like to know how
they learn their letters? There is
sand on the schoolhouse floor. The
teacher makes five lefters in the
sand. Then the boys write these letters in
the sand as well as they can.
They write them over and over until they
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