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$l LITTLE GIRL AND HER BIRD.

A little girl read in her book,
§| How a wicked boy a wild bird took

e.
A captive now ’tis forced to be,

*

£t

b1

§l “Poor little bird !” she softly cried;

| Then on her head her hood she tied,

il Took down the cage of her own bird,

Opened the door, with joyous word.

“* Fly, little bird, away,” quoth she,

“Back to your home in the green-
wood tree.”

4+ From gut its nest in the green-wood

And fluttersits poor wings all day long,
- Aud beats the bars of its cage so strong.

j GRAN'MA’S STITCHES.
BY MRS, A. E. THOMAS. @
) <Hush, dear,” said mamma, while busy at
) lay
A Were three little mischievous witches;
y Little Charley and Lulu, and sweet baby
‘f: May,
7] «Hush! Grad'ma is counting her
2 stitches.
q «Don’t chatter 20 loud. Ah, see her lips |
2 move,

et To wreathe in that smile which enriches

Your own lives and mine, my dear little
elves;

Ah, hear her now counting her stitches!

bordered cap,
e With little blue bows in the niches,
},ﬂ . _And the sheath for her glasses that lie on
1 . her lap,
While she’s busily counting her stitches.” .

4
.
& |
4 “See her pearly white ball, and her soft
i
5

The bright summer sped, and the beauti-
ful snow
Came falling, and filling the ditches,
When warm little toes, wrapped in soft
woollen hose,
Showed that grandma had counted her
stitches.

~ A CHILD'S LEGACY.

A little girl s'x years old was a
hort time ago called home to God.
About a year before her death she
had a small writing-desk given her.
| After her death her mother un-
T &;cked it, and found this writing: |
.| I will mind my father and mother |
lalways. Iwill try to have my lessons |

| perfect 1 will try to be kind, and

, get cross.” ;

Away, away, the glad bird ﬂew,

Far out of sight, in heavens blue.

The wee girl watched with wondering
eye,

Till it had faded in the sky.

Then sat her down, and cried, ““ Boo-
hoo! ¢

My bird is gone! What shall I do?”

Her pinafore with tears was wet:
‘My bird again, I'll never get.”

- At last she raised her weeping eye,

And there athand, whatshould she spy
But birdie hopping in his door, |
Tired of his freedom, back once more.

WHAT FoR?
I know a child, and who is she?
I’ll tell you by and bye: l s
‘When mamma says “‘do this or that,” |
She says ‘‘what for?” and “why?”
She’d be a better child by far,
If she would say, “I'll try.” . | =

GIVING DOLLY MEDICINE.
Now, Rosalinda Waterpine,
Don’t shut your mouth up tight
And ’fuse to take your medicine,
Because that isn't right.

Don’t cry and make an ugly face,
And say you'll spit it out;

I’'m doing this to make you well,
And so you mustn’t pout. :

For mammas always knows what's
best,
FE’en little one’s like me;
They hate to ’stress their little girls,
But have to—don’t you see?

Once I was such a naughty girl,

And ’haved and fussed just so
‘When mamma gave me things.to take;
But that was long ago.

Since I haye grown so very big,
And lots of lessons say,
T’'ve learned this verse from God’s own
Book:
““Children, you must obey.”

For God makes mammas very wise;
They always know what’s best.

Come,now, and drink this bottle down;
Some day you'll take the rest. Vi
: — 2

THANKSGIVING DAY,
You needn’t ’spect me to tend to you,
Dolly, darling,—Dbecause, you gee,
To-day I’'ve a woman’s work to do,
T’m just as busy as I can be.
Company’s coming to-mo1row, dear;
Uncles and aunis, and a lot of cousing,:
Coming to spend Thanksgiving here,
And grandma is making pies by dozens.

1 work all day without once stopping,
How could 1 have a child about me?
Beating the eggs, and the raising chop-

ping.—
What would grandma do without me?
Look at the edge of those elcgant pies,
Weuld you believe ’'twas done with a
door-key?
Listen! Ull tell you a great surprisel
Grandpa has killed the biggest turkey |

Now go back to your little bed,
1 can’t ford time to talk toyou,
Have to be busy with hands and head
When I’ve a woman’s work to do.
To-morrow you'll wear your Destest dress,
" And you must behaye y our prettiest way;
There, goto sleep! When you awake, I

guess i
You'll find it has come Thanksgiving
Day. — Youth’s Companion.




A TWO-FACED GIRL.

—_—

«Did I see the two-faced girl at the
museum ?” Oh! no. 'I don’t have to
go far to find one. In fact, we have
one right in our own home.

One of her faces is very sweet and
pleasant to look at. Her hair is rather
curly, her mouth has a pleasant smile,
and her blue eyes shine brightly.
The words that come out of the

mouth that belongs to this faceare
pleasant, cheerful and kind; In ffact,
everything about this face is pleasing,
and everybody that sees this face,
says, “ Dear me! what a sweet little

girl! I should think her mother
would take no end of comfort in her.”

But when they say this, I am sure
they have never seen the girl’s other
face, for this one is not nice to look
at. There is a frown between her
eyes, and the corners of the mouth go
down instead of up. There 1s no
smile on these lips, and the words
that come from between them are as
cross as can be. They sound like, “I

don’t care!” “No, 1 won’t, either!” |

“You are as mean as can be, and |
won’t play !” “Shut up, or I will slap
you.” Horrible-sounding words, are
they not?

Now, one of the strange things is,
that this girl does not show both faces
at once; and another is, that she sel-
dom shows the ugly face to company.
She keeps it for her mother and fa-
ther, sisters and brothers; but the
pleasant one always comes out like
the sun from behind a cloud when
company comes, or she is doing what
pleases her. How nice it would be

if she would always show the nice
face to the dear home people, who |

love her more than anybody else! In

|
fact, I think it would be delightful if ll
: |

Do you know, I feellike calling one |
Satan’s and the other God’s face?

she would never show the ugly one to
any one. '

For the pleasant face is the way God |

made it, and the ugly one is the way

Satan made it, by putting all sorts of

wicked, crossand selfish thoughts and
tempers into the heart.
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for, indeed, I am sorry to say, there

them. They clambered into the rush
swings and cried :

.

A PARTY.:

The party was held in the rushes
beside Mud Lake last spring, but I
have only just heard of it.

I am informed that all the young
frogs of the season were there, and a
right merry time they had, singing all

AR

the songs they knew, and playing hop,

skip and jump, as well as leap frog.
But it was noticed that some young

frogs were better behaved than others;

were those present who seemed to
think the party was meant only for

manners, and treat the company pres-
ent just as she would like to have them
treat her; and Polly was such a dear,
good little thing she remembered |
every word her mother said. Wasn’t }
she a dear little froggie ?

I have also been told that several
other mamma frogs had talks with |
their children before they went to the |
party, but I faiicy that what they said
went In one ear and out at the other.’
And I have made up wy mind that |
all kinds of children who mixd their |
mammas are much the pleasantest.

T adid
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HOW A POUTING LITTLE ONE LOOKS
I 'IN-THE GLASS. :

i3

| We cuppose you have all seen an india-rub- -
| ber face, and dare say you have amused your-
| ~gelf in pinching it one way and pulling it anotker, |
and seeing what different expressions it will put
on. And when you stop pulling or pinching |
it, it returns to the same face that it was be- | i
fore,
Now, we must say toour young readers, that =
your faces are softer than india-rubber, and that
. they are full of" little strings called muscles.
( These muscles, or strings, are pulled one way, or
{ pulled another, just according to your feelings.
Sometimes you feel grieved or sad, and the lit-
tle muscles pull your face intoa very doleful ex-
pression. The moment anybody looks ou, g
they know something is troubling you, %u i na
feel sorrowful.: Bat, if you see a funny pieture, :

“Swing me! Swing me higher!
Oh! you push me crooked !” as some
of the more quiet ones tried to please
them by pushing with all their
might.

The cobweb hammocks were full of
these restless fellows, and one said,
“Your feet are poking me right in
the back,” and another, ““ Your eyes
stick out so they hit me all the time.
I wish you would get out and let me
swing alone.”

And when flies and lady-bugs were
passed around for refreshments, these
same impolite frogs darted out their
tongues and took all they could, not
caring whether any one else had some
or not.

But there was one pretty, dainty
little frog named Miss Polly Wog,
who offered the rush swing and the

the time, and when the fly tarts were
handed to her, instead of taking all

who was sitting next to her on a log,
“ Won’t you have some ?”

cobweb hammock to others part of’| your faces beautiful and lovely.— Mother's Mag-
; ! b

she could, said to shy Miss Hoppity,

or if something happens to make you feel merry
and glad, the little muscles pull your face into
smiles, and dimples, and you look just ready to |
burst out into a broad laugh... e
But when we do wrong, bad and wicked feel-
ings are at work pulling these strings. Anger
pulls oneset of strings, and then you know what
a disagreeab'e look the face puts on in amoment.
Pride pulls another set of these strings, and so
does vanity, or envy, or deceit, or discontent ;
and each of thes> bringsits own peculiar look or
expression over the face. Aund the worst thing |,
ahout it is, that, if thestringsare pulled too often,
the face will not return to what it was before, .
but the strings will become stiff, like wires, and
the face will keep wearing the ugly look it puts Y
on all the time. By giving way to sin, or by
indulging bad feelings, soma people get their "
faces worked up to such a dreadful look, that, ’
when you meet one of them in the street, the
| moment you see him, you can tell what his
character is. 1
You know, dear young reader, the Bible tells
| us that sin is a reproach, or a disgrace, and, if
we consent to it, or give way to it, it will pull
those strings in our faces that will canse our very
looks to be disgraceful. Do not let anger, nor
pride, nor passion, get hold of the strings, or |
they will make you appear so ugly that no one |
[ will love to look at you. But let love, and
i gentleness, and good-will,-and truth, and hon
esty, have hold of the strings; and they will make |

i azwne.

.;

Now, I must not forget to tell you =

that Miss Polly Wog sat on a log
with somebody else before she went
to the party, and that somebody was
her mother. Madam Wog warned
'} Miss Polly to be careful about her .

-

-



JESSIE’'S “PIECE.”

“ Mamma, couldn’t Jessie speak
her piece at our exhibition to-night?
She looks so cute when she stands up
to say it, with Sapphira Henderson in
her arms,” said Hildred Athington,
“I’m sure everybody would clap.”

“I have no objection, my dear, if

you think Jessie will not be fright-
ened,” said mamma.

“Oh! I don’t think she will. She’ll
see all the rest of them speaking, and
she’ll think it fun.”
~ And so it happened that little Jes-
. sie Athington spoke her piece at the
exhibition given in Aunt Jennie’s par-
lor the night before Christmas. This
was the piece, and you see how

‘““cute” she looked, by her picture.
With a very low bow, she began:
MY DOLLY.

¢ Who lies so calmly in my lap,
And takes, whene’er I please, a nap,
Nor heeds me if I kiss or slap?
My dolly.
“ Who always looks as good as gold,’
Nor smiles less if I frown or scold,
And ne’er grows cross, however old?
Dear dolly!

" “Thold her gently in my arm—
I fain would shield her trom all harm,
Buat I can’t kiss her cold cheeks warm—
‘Poor dolly! '

¢ Alas! she does not feel my tears,
She knows not all my hopes and fears,
She’s only just what she appears—-+

any more get in. Mamma
says they don’t make card-
board boxes near so strong
as they used to, and I be-

GUESS.

“Now, Flora Flimsy, you are too
big a girl to ride; you must come
right along and walk by your dear
mamma’s side. The twins have to
ride, ’cause Jenny June has broken
her leg, and the blood all sifts out of
Matie May’s arm every time she
moves ; but you are a big girl, and
haven't a split anywhere, so you can
walk as well as not; besides, I am
afraid the carriage will break down if

My dolly!”

T3

A HOUSEHOLD FAIRY.

BY SIDNEY DAYRE.
“If I were only a fairy—well!
"T'would take me ever so long to tell
Of all the beautiful things I'd do
For everybody I loved, or knew;
'| For I'd have a wonderful wand of gold,
Like fairies carried in days of old.

‘‘Mother should have a house as grand
As any you see in all the land;
A cap of lace and a velvet gown,
| And a carriage to ride about the town;
She never should do a thing all day
* | But hold her hands like a lady gay;
| And all this tiresome, tiresome work,

hich every day I am glad to shirk,

Would just be done—wouldn’t that be fine?
The minute I waved that wand of mine!

“That’s what I'd like to do, but oh,
I'm only a bit of a girl, you know!

| Working away at homely things,

' And not a fairy with shining wings.
I haven’t a wand; and if I had,
Perhaps the fairies would think it sad,
If they had a chance to look and see
What a fearfully lazy girl I'd be.

“But I have two nimble hands, that know || 1

How to knit and to mend and sew,

How to cook and to dust and sweep—

Come, and I'll let you take a peep.

So I'll hurry and do my very best,

While mother sits by the fire at rest,

And she will think, if she does not say,

One little fairy’s alive to-day, )

And for everything that a girl should do,

Can wave, not one little wand, but two.”
— Companion.

_———Q'.;——————‘
“Lirrie Carmie often asks, © Would Jesus

| like for me to do this?’ When inclined to dispute -

= with her playmates, her teacher asks, ¢ Who will

~ |be like Jesus?
e always the first to say, “I’ll give up: the others

Who will give up? Carrie is

may have it.”” .

lieve she is right; the back
end of this carriage broke
out the first thing.”

Having arranged Jenny
June’s broken legs over the
side of the carriage, and
Matie May’s broken arm so
the sawdust—excuse me, the
blood, I mean—would not

“run out, the little mother,
Florence Grey, proceeded to
draw the mained twins in
their pasteboard box car-
riage and make Flora Flimsy
walk, whom she counseled
in the following manner:

“Turn out your toes, Flora, my
dear, and throw back your shoulders.
Don’t turn round and stare after peo-
ple in the street; it’s very bad man-
ners. And, Flora, you must remem-
ber that everything you do the twins
will be sure to copy, ‘cause you are
the oldest, and a great ’sponsibility is
on top of you; so I hope you will
never do nuffing you don’t want to
see your little sisters do. Are you |
listening, Flora Flimsy, to what I say |

| to you?” said the thoughtful little

mother, with a gentle shake.
Flora wore the same smiling ex-
pression all through, but 1 am afraid
not a word went in at either ear. But |
I could not help thinking—1 wonder
if any one could guess what I thought? |
“ That the lesson Florence tried to
teach Flora Flimsy would be a good |
one for boys and girls who have
younger brothers and sisters to re-
member ?” asked Dolly Brighteyes.

thought, Dolly. How comes it you are
such a good guesser r”’
‘“Maybe ’cause my mamma tell

| ~me much the same thing Florence told

her doll family,” said Dolly.

s

“PHEY TOOR THEIR PLAOES'!

\FJ,‘G@

“You have guessed exactly what I
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THE ““GOODEST” MOTHER.

Evening was falling cold and dark,
And people hurried along the way,

As if they were longing soon to mark
Their own home candle’s cheering ray.

Before me toiled in the whirling wind

A woman with bundles great and small,
And after her tugged, a step behind,

The bundle she loved the best of all:

A dear litde roly-poly boy,

With rosy cheeks and a jacket blue,
Laughing and chattering, full of joy,

And here’s what he said—I tell you true:

«You're the goodsst mother that ever was.”
A voice as clear as a forest bird’s;

And I'm sure the glad young heart had cause
To utter the sweet of the lovely words.

Perbaps the woman had worked all day
Washing or serubbing ; perhaps she sewed ;
I knew by her weary footfalls’ way
That life for her was an uphill road.

But here was a comfort, children dear:
Think what a comfort you might give

To the very best friend you can have here,—
The mother dear in whose house you live.

If once in a while you'd stop and say,

In task or play, for 2 moment’s pause,
And tell her, in sweet and winning way,

« You're the goodest mother that ever was.”
1 — Murgaret E. Sangster.

TOO LITTLE.

BY OLARA LOUISE BUENHAM.

The chair was hardly high enough,
Her head came just above the table;
Her little fist a peneil grasped
And seribbled fast as it was able.

“I'm writing stories,” she explained,
And down the busy head bent lower;
“ Ah, read one to me, dear,” I begged;
And then the dimpled hand moved slower.

% (O, auntie "—and the baby face
Drew back; then, swift the blue eyes lighting:
“1°d love to; only I'm so small
I don’t know how to read my writing!”
— Wide Awake.

¢ ¢ Miss
0 1.ara
Frink, 35

Flora Ave-

MAKING HER VALENTINE GO
~ ROUND.

“ That’s the letter-man, I guess, and
I hope it’s a balumtine ! I hope it is a
balumtine !” said little Clara, jumping
up and down with joy, as the bell in
the front hall cried aloud in answer
to a furious pull the knob on the out-
side of the door received.

The door opened in a minute, and
the girl appeared, with a very large
letter in_her hand. She read slowly:

=

| umtine,” as Ada said, with hearts,

s

BABY’S PLACE. l
“Where did the little birdies go, |

When winter came, with ice and
snow.7”

“Far in the heaven I saw them

|

Floating, they sang, ‘Good-bye,
good-bye.””

-

“Where did the pretty flowers
hide?

The Frost King hunts them far
and wide.”

“Dame Nature tucked them in
the ground;

They’ll all be back, now spring
comes round.”

“Is there a place for baby, say,
When all the sunbeams steal
away ?”
“Bafe into mother’s arms he’ll
- creep;
She will sing him asleep, asleep.”

THE DOLL'S MISSION,

My Eva has gone on a mission,
A regular mission, not fun;

She lives at the hospital yonder,
And wears a gray dress like a nun,

As soon as I heard of the children,
The poar, little, sick ones, you know,
With nothing at all to amuse them,
I knew 'twas her duty to go.

I loved her the best of my dollies;
Her eyes were the loveliest blue,

But doing your duty, 'most always, .
Means something you’d rather not do.-

—Child’s Friend.

nue, Smith-
ville.””*
“Oh,that’s
me! I live
in Smith-
ville, den’t
L Mary?”
said little
Clara.
W.aby
yes; I guess
I it’s for you.
1A nad: ¥
shouldn’t
wonder a
added the

mite if" it's a valentine,”
good-humored Mary.

“ Why, of course it’s a balumti
said Clara. ““Did you ever see a |
letter in a ’velope that had flowers
and things pushed out all overit?”
inquired Miss Clara, holding the beau-
tiful thing up for them all to see.

Her seven little visitors crowded
round her to look at the wonderful |
““balumtine,” as it came out of its
cover. ' b

There it was, ‘“a sure-enough bal- |

AT
s

and doves, and church-steeples; and
young ladies and gentlemen walking
to church arm-in-arm, and birds with |
letters for breakfast instead of worms |
—anyway, they had letters in their
mouths. :

““ Ain’t it sweet !”’ said one.

““Just lovely !” replied another.

“1t’s awful pretty !” said a third.

“I wish I had one just like-it,”
said Tilda.

“Oh, it’s too bad! I wish every-
body in this room had one,” said
Clara, “but I'll make this one go
round as well as I can, and you may
all kiss the little angel with wings on
his back and arrowsin his cornucopia, | =
’cause heis so sweet; and maybe when |
you get home you will find the letter- | =
man sent you each a balumtine too.”

Clara is a nice little girl, and al-
ways tries to make people feel as
happy as she can. A valentine is |
really a message of love, and ought'|
never to carry anything but the kind- |
est of thoughts and wishes.
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THE TRUE HISTORY OF FIVE
KITTENS.

Oh, Postmistress dear, you should have
been here,
And seen the five kittens I had.
Poor sweet little dears! I almost shed

tears
When I think of the fates they have had.

There were five of ’em—five small kittens

THE NAUGHTY BABY.

He’s a very naughty baby,
For he will not shut his eyes

And go to sleep, though I have done
My best to hush his cries.

He screams so loud he frightens me;
He’s getting worse and worse ;

I do wish mamma would come home,
Or get another nurse! >

I've trotted him, I've patted him,
I've given him some food ;

_ﬁ?—-—-

I've sung a little lullaby,
That one that mamma
sings ;
One that to weary little
ones
Sweet slumber always
brings.

I've scolded him, I've
shaken him,
All sorts of things I've
tried ;
But naughty, noisy baby-
man.

Will not be pacified.

I’ll toss him up, I'll carry him, -
Play Creep-mouse and Bo-peep ;

Perhaps if I can make him langh
The laugh will make him sleep !

You naughty, nanghty-baby,
How could you vex me so?
One would not think you ever
cried!
- To hear you laugh and crow!

Hush, hush ! he’s getting tired out;
Now very still I'll keep;
There’s nothing like a hearty romp

P —alive, . S .
s : And,lO, suﬁh cute alnticshthtfey’d claub Bu&,lilﬁqgln%.tha’t I do f(:;: him To put a child to sleep.
e t would make you laugh, if you’d but ;
B - hear half. y 5 : P ha any gOO —Our Little Ones.
Their names were Pat, Pet, Pit, Pot,
® Put. = = e et
Rz My papa, you see, went and named ’'em _
e “But Lamade a wreath

2 After I had called one Pet, you know;
- He said that he thought ’twould be fair,
= and I ought
. To give all the vowels a show.

e D ewas v 1

t Black and white were three, "ceptin’ Patsy, :

and she )
‘Was kind of a vellowish-pale,

And little black Pot, who only had got )
Some white on the tip of his tail. I

s - Qut in the big barn and corn-cribs.

B - They were warm, and well fed on nice .
i milk and bread, 1
Lo And chicken-bones, soup, and spare- )
' ribs, ’ {
3 And varied their diet by making mice )
i quiets—% : ;
)

)

> ‘Well, then, Patsy, she had, on a sloping l

1 tree, :

T~ A warm, sunny spot where she bunked,

- Till a big dog there crept one day as she
slept,

And left little Patsy defunct.

3 A farmer one day bundled Put in his

- sleigh ¢
- And to his home, five miles off, drove:

b - “That night we heard scratchin’, and lifting

- the latch, in

) } Walked Put, and crept under the stove.

L

Soon Pit got to roam; at last he left home,
Aund then never more could be found.
He always was wild; I’m afraid the poor

child
Has gone off somewhere an’ got drowned.

Poor little black Pot in the horse stable

got .
One day when the horses were fed,
An'I fear had a kick—she was very much
sick,
An’ preuty soon, presently, dead.

But dear sweet old Pet, she lives with us \
yet, £k
Is now at my feet lying thinking; :
BShe’s an old cat, therefore, she does noth-
e ing but purr. : L
’Cept occasionally lazily win A
b o e g 4

‘ e "
e U ,'\";"//y /‘\
iy’ ("
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““I’ve been down in the meadow ;
Ah! if you had but seen

How the daisies and buttercups

Peep through the grasses green !

“Some are all gold, and shining —
Some have a fringe of snow—

Daisies and buttercups, I'm sure,
Are the sweetest things that grow.

“ When I pick a flower in the garden
I’m always likely to hear

Some one saying, ‘Be careful;

Don’t gather too many, dear !’

R

in the meadow,

To reach all around
my hat, :
And no one thought of
saying to me:

‘My little one, don’t
do that!'”

ST
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THE SECRET.

“Look here, Jennie, I want to tell
you something,” said Kate, as the two
little girls sat resting upon a log on
their way home from school. “lt's a
secret,” continued Kate, “and you
must promise never to breathe it as
long as you live.”

“ Whose secret is it ?” asked Jennie.

¢ Oh ! mine and some of the other
girls’,” answered Kate.

“Do the other girls want you to
tell ¥’ asked Jennie.

THE PIN AND THE NEEDLE.

A pin and a needls, being idle, began to quarrel,
as idle folks are apt to do. I should like to know,”
said the pin to the needle, “what you are good for,
and how you can expect to get through the world
without a head?”

“What is the use of a head,” said the neadle rather
sharply, “if you have no eye?”

“What is the use of an eye,” said the pin, “if there
is always something in it?”

“I can go through more work than you can,” said
the needle.

* Yes, but you will not live long.”

“ Why not?” said the needle.

“Because you always have a stich in your side,”
said the pin.

“You are a crooked creature,” said the needle.

“And you are so proud that you cannot bend
without breaking your back,” said the pin.

*1 will pull your head off if you insult me again,”
said the needle.

“And I will pull your eye out if you touch
head,” said the l;):in. 4 5 5 xpy g

While they were thus quarreling, a little girl came |
in and began to sew with the needle. In a short
time she broke it at the eye.

_Then she tied the thread round the neck of the
pin, and in trying to pull it through the cloth, she
soon pulled off the head. Then she threw it into the
dirt by the side of the needle. .

“ Well, here we are,” said the needle.

_‘*We have nothing to fight about now,” said the

in.

“ Bad luck seems to have brought us to our senses,”
said the needle. “We are very much like men.
They quarrel about the good things they have till
they lose them, and find out that they are brothers

only when they are in the dust together.”—Seiccted.
- s

“No; they would 'most kill me if
they knew I'd lisped it,” said Kate,
with mysterious air.

“Did you promise not to tell ?”
Jennie next asked.

“Yes, of course,” said Kate. “It
would not be a secret if one didn’t
promise not to tell.” »

‘“1f you promised not to, the other
oirls won’t like it if you tell,” said
Jennie.

“They won’t know anything about
it unless you let on you know,” re-
turned Kate.

Jennie had already thrown her hat
aside, and now sat thinking a moment;
then she said, gently:

“ Mamma says breaking a promise
is the same as telling a lie, and I don’t
want you to do that, Kate, so you
need not tell me your secret. If I
was to tell you anything, and told you
not to tell, I should not like it a bit if
you did not keep your promise.”

“And if I said I wouldn’t tell, you
wouldn’t believe me, if I told the
other girls’ secret, would you ?” said
Kate, thoughtfully.

“] couldn’t be quite sure,” said
Jennie, hesitatingly, as though she
were afraid of hurting Kate’s feelings.

“] never thought about it before
the way you do,” said Kate; “but I
guess it is the right way. I’'m going
to ask the girls to-morrow if I can’t
tell you the secret; and if they don't
care, then I can, can’t 17”

“ Why, yes, of course,” said Jennie.
“I'd like to have it my secret too, if
they are all willing.”

“I’ll tell ’em they can be sure as
anything you will keep it, ’cause I
know you will,” said Kate.

See, children, how completely Jen-
nie had won Kate’s confidence by the
part she had acted in the matter of
the secret.

r THE TEA-PARTY.

With acorn cups and saucers,
And lovely oak-leaf plates,
A paper for a table-cloth, )
And bits of stone for weights, 3
Becanse the wind in frolic
Might blow it all away, ¢
We children had a company
In Cedar Woods to-day.

We had a loaf of gingerbread
From grandma’s best receipt,
The very nicest kind of cake
For hungry boys to eat.
We had Aunt Sarah’s cookies,
And biscuits made with yeast,
And sandwiches, of course, beside—
A real royal feast.

‘We'd asked our Cousin Luoy, 4
And Doctor Perkins’ Fred, ¢ 3
And pretty Lottie Sanderson, {
And merry Jack and Ned.
But, sitting by her window )
As dull as dull could be, N L
We saw, as to the woods we went, X
That fretful May McGee.

* Poor little lonesome cripple!

No wonder she is cross,

We all of us might be the same,"
8o pleaded darling Floss;

And as we looked and listened,
We thought about a way 3

To make a sort of litter G
And carry little May.

You should have seen her wonder,
You should have heard her laught :
We had a splendid time with May, g
A better time by half y
Than if we'd left her pining J A
A prisoner by herself, R
As lonely as a single cu;
Upon the kitchen shelf.

And since we've thought about it,
We mean to have a care, ;
And always in our pleasant things A
Let some forlorn one share; 3
And thus, our mother tells us, 1
We’ll keep the Golden Rale,
Aid send the happy times along,
At home, at play, in school.
—M. E. Sangster, in Congregationalist. '

" THE KITTEN IN DISGRACE.

I'm just the saddest kitten,
And this the stiangest world ;
I've thought about my sorrows
Until my brain has whirled.
To think that but this morning
So gay and proud was I;
Now faint and broken-hearted
I think I'd like to die.

\
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Within the pantry hiding
A prowling mouse I spied ;

I caught it quick as twinkle,
And everybody cried

“Oh what a pet and treasure
The tarts and cakes to save! -5

Whoever saw a kitten : 4
So little yet so brave ?” b

They petied and they praised me, 4
Miss Nellie brough! a cup -

Brimful of cream with sugar,
And while I lapped it up Y

Said, as she tied a ribbon . A
Just underneath my chin,

“ How sweet you look in scarlet, »
My darling kitikin.” 9

1 lay upon the cushions
And in the softest chair; ' '-‘
And at last, tired of napping, RS, a
I wandered up the stair, ! ),
And there, upon the table, 3
A great glass globe I found ; ;
With shining golden fishes
All swimming round and round.

1 sprang up eclose beside it
And scanned the water clear; t
So deep it looked and chilly,
My heart beat fast with fear.
But thinking of Miss Nellie
I felt I could be brave,
Aud for fer smiles and praises
Risk even a watery grave.

PP RN SRV PR R |

With paws and whiskers dripping,
I scarce had gained my prize,
When, at the doorway, Nellie
Screamed loudly in surprise.
She drove me from the table,
And cried, with many a blow,
“Qut of my sight this instant,
You naughty kitten, go!"’

She took away the ribbon
* That bound my neck so white,
And shut me in the cellar
Without one ray of light.
Here, hungry and forsaken,
Not knowing why or kvw,
I think of just this morning,
And then remember now.
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NOAH’S ARK.

QASHILE journeying a short time since, we
saw two or three children who were very
much pleased with a present of Noah’s

could hardly wait until they got to their journey's
end, they were so anxious to play with their toy.
" No wonder they kept talking about it. They
" doubtless had a good time after they got home.
| There is no telling how many hours they amused
themselves with it, for Georgie doesnot act asif he
. would get tired for some time, and his sisters
- seem as dceply interested as he is, watching and

~ helping him to arrange the procession.

41

- While this little plaything serves to amuse
'E-\.fchildren, it ought also to be used to impress on

) their minds the great historical fact which 1t
| represents, viz: The salvation of Noah and his
| family from the waters of the flood, when God
1destroyc~d the world on account jof wickedness.
| Let our little friends turn to theirBibles and read
the account of the flood, and there see how dread-
ful was the punishment that fell 6n mankind be-
cause of sin; and, then let them fly to Jesus
Christ, who is the ark of our safety, and who
alone can deliver us from coming wrath.

-

Those boys and girls who delight in learning |
every word which fell from the lips of Jesus,and
every event of His life, are laying up a treasure
more precious than gold—one which will never
| fail.

—_—

BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

S ———— — —

| Our little Minnie, four years old,
. Is learning A, B, C,
And when she comes to W,
She calls it Double-Me.

Then sister Susy, tmh'ing her,
Is very sure to say,

“You precious baby, W
Is not pronounced that way.”

A kiss, a hug, and once again

i The; try the A, B, C,

But Minnie’s dimples dance about
With fun at Double-Me.

£ And Susy feels discouraged, quite,
F - She don’t know what to d;l ;
b - With such a naughty little puss,

) ” Who won't say W. s

'#. ‘ If I were Sue, I'm sure Id let

_ The darling run away,

And leave the queer old alphabet
Until another day.

— Companion.

e ————— et — —

GOOD~NIGHT.

When night succeeds the weary day,
We're wont to parting friends to sdy,
**Good-night,” as by long hablf tanght, "
And this with scarce a passing thought.
¥ f we weigh those words aright,
Thers Is much meaning in ** Good-night.”
The friend to whom the words are sald
To-night may eleep in wakeless bed,
And so our words of wishing well
May be, to him, u last farewell;
Or, he who gpeaks may speechless rest
Ere day again shall seek the west,
And so beyond the heart’s recall,
** Good-night »” may mean farewell to all
We 10:5: to eyes in which we've hx-end 2

re than the faltering tongue has said,

et -woﬁ?.mdgaed;nd og}hg

or 11l our lives have tavght,

To earth and azure sky above, -
! To foes we hate, and friends we love,

To birds and simple gong,
To pl M es we've strolled awong,
To at 18, and sin’s dark stain,

To works of hand and dreams of brain,
To more simple speech can tell,

* Good-pight * may mean a last farewell.
—H. H, Browne, in Portland Transcripl.
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OUR FLOWERS.

—_—

Au! Maggie loves the lily fair,
And Annie loves the rose;
But John and I, and Willje too,

Love every flower that blows.

We love the golden buttercup,
We love the daisy white ;

The violet blooming in the shade,
And the roses in the light;

The wallflower and the marigold,
And the pretty London-pride ;

And the bluebell hanging down its head,
Its laughing eye to hide;

And the hollyhock that turns about
Its head to seek the sun ;

Oh, dearly do we love the flowers,
And we love them every one,

Far better than our painted toys,
Though gilded bright and gay :

We love the gentle flowers that bloom
In the sunny summer day.

For it is God who made the flowers,
And careth for them all §

And for our heayenly Father’s love,
There is not one too small,

He fans them with the gentle wind,
He feeds them with the dew s

And the God who loves the little flowers,
Loves little children too,

R

MOTHER'S WAY,

—_—

I could not find the button-hook
Although I tried and tried,
And peered in every single spot

Where button-hooks can hide.

Then mother kindly lent me hers,
And, with a smiling face,

Said: “If you'd never lose a thing,
Eeep everything in place.”
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For Happy Hours,

WHAT ELSIE THINKS OF SEWING.

BY BYDNEY DAYEE.

“T don’t like to sew. I like better to pick flowers
in the garden or out in the woods; or to play ‘I
spy ' when the girls come to see me; or to havea
doll party. :

“ But mamma thinks a little girl ought to know
how to do a great many things. I told her I'd study

" hard at schoel, and learn everything in the books

with the hard names. And I told her I'd learn to
cook things. I don’t mind that at all; it’s real fun
to go into the kitchen and have Bridget give you
some dough to make little cakes with. Yes, I told
her I'd do anything but sew, if only she wouldn’t

. make me do that.

“ Mamma smiled and said I must learn all the rest
of the things, and sewing too. Some little girls’
mammas let them play all the time in vacation, but
mamma says that even a little girl is not too young
to be doing useful things.

“So every day I had to sit still for half an hour,

* and it seemed longer than the whole day. Some-

times I cried, and sometimes I dawdled away my
| time so that I didn’t get my work done, and then

Al

“ So every day I had to sit still for half an hour§

| mamma would look sorry, and grandma would
! shake her head, and everythingwas miserable.

“One day Isaid to grandma:

“¢Grandma, how old do people have to be before
they like to sew?’

“¢1 don’t exactly know,’ she said. ‘I suppose
it's different with different people. Some persons
never do like to sew, I belisve.’

“ ¢ Not when they get to be women, grandmat?’
I said. v

“ ¢No, not even then," "

-

am one of that kind. Pm’sure I shall never like it.’
| “Grandma put her hand on my head and stroked
my curls and smiled at me (isn’t it sweet the way
grandmas smile?), and said:
| “‘Why, my dear little girlie, you don’t expect to
© go through life doing only the things you like, do

you?’ o

“¢No, grandma,’ I said. *‘Iknow big folks have a

have them when I'm a woman; but I don't need

| to begin yet, do I? Idon’t Tiks to sew a bit better

' than when I began.’
“ Grandma kept on smiling as she said:

“¢You are making a mistake, my little one. You

think you are to sew because you may learn to like |
. it. You can do it for a far better reason.

Do it be-
cause it is. your duty—because Jesus loves yon and

.| wishes youn to do right.’

. “‘Oh, grandma,’ I said, ‘do you s’pose Jesus cares
about how I do my sewing ¥’

thing that eoncerns his little lambs.’

“Well, I couldn’t tell you all she said, but it was
about little girls not stopping to think whether
they like to do a thing, but just doing it the very
best they can, because mamma wishes us to do it
and Jesus wishes us to do what we are told.

“ And now I don’t mind my sewing half so much.
And I’ve found out one thing more about it. I used

| to sit before the window while I sewed, and it didn’t

work well at all. The first %ng I knew I'd see a
hand-organ man’s monkey, or 8¢

. Orsome
1 of the girls would go by and would stop and talk

think how nice it wounld be to be going after wild
flowers.

“Now I turn my back to the window and won't
look out till I'm dome. Sometimes I get into a
hurry and don’t care if I make big stitches.
other times I try to remember how good it is of
Jesus to let even little girls do something for him,
and to be pleased with them if they do it well. Then
I make every stitch as nice and little as I can, and
the first thing I know the hem is all done, and sew-
ing doesn’t seem bad at all.

2 “If yon hate sewing, s’pose you try that way, t00.”

But 3

TR

They were going to Aunt
Susan’s one afternoon, and
instead of going round by
the road, they went across
the pasture, in which some
calves were eating grass.
‘“Won’t they bite us?”
asked Amy.
‘“Calves bite! Oh! you
little goosie !” said Agnes.
“I’m not afraid of a whole
pasture full of them.” And
so the little maids marched
on. As the girls walked
on. toward the brook the

A LAST SUMMER’S

“WALK

leaves were gone from the trees, and
there was water in the brooks instead

little ‘girls, so we must not be too hard

ish; but let all the boys and girls

like it.
Agnes was two years older than

Amy, and that only made her six.

It was a long time ago—before the-

of ice, and grass on the ground in-
stead of smow —that Agnes and Amy.
went out for a walk. They were only.

“looking at one another.

on them, if they did do something fool-

who read this story stop a moment
and think if they ever do anything

“¢Then I do belieye; grandma, I said, ‘that I ‘

great many hard things to do,and of course I shall |

“¢Yes, indeed,’ grandma said, ‘he cares for every- _

) mething, and would ~
- | watch it till I forgot all about my sewing.

" with me. Or I'd look out towards the woods and

T L
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calves came towards them,
as though trying to find out what kind
of things those were done up in calico
aprons, sunbonnets and straw hats.

" "Nearer and nearer they came until

the calves stood on one side of the
brook and the sisters on the other,
Agnes held
out a bunch of grass and called, ““ Co’,
boss, ¢o’; -boss!” Boon one of the
biggest - calves jumped over the
stream, and then you. should have
leard the screams and seen the
girls run!  The calves were so scared
that thigy'set up their tails and secam-
peredto the other side of the pasture.

Now, what is it you are ifo, learn

from these two little sisters? ~ (an

you guess ?

Is it not to boast? Agnes was

very brave so' long as the stream of |

water was between her and the calves
and she thought there was no danger.
She even made fun of Amy for think-
ing of being afraid, but when she im-

agined there really was danger, she

,f'orgdt her boasted bravery.

actions what you can do, and how
brave you are; then it won’t be
‘necessary to tell about it. 1 know
lots of children Desides Aghes that
brag just as much as she. 5

The best way is to show by your

3

=T

ral




HELPING MOTHER.

Barly in the morning, before the
school-bell rings,

Helping wipe the dishes and set
away the things,

Running little errands, as little feet
can run,

Lightening mother’s burden of the
day’s work just begun.

| Gathering .baby’s playthings scat-
tered in the way,

Picking peas’ for dinner, setting
plates for tea,

Hunting up the hens’ nests, dusting
off the chairs,

That's the way we little ones can
lighted mother’s cares.

LITTLE WINKY.

Mary was about four years old,
and the youngest of a large family
of brothers and sisters. ' She often
teased her mother to allow her to
sit up after supper as long as the
others. She did not think it was
right that she should be put to bed
so early, and one evening she was
granted permission to remain up as
long as she liked. But she soon
grew weary of looking at her books
and pictures, and was fast nodding
off to the land of dreams. When
roused by her mother, she exclaimed,
“ () mamma, I'm not one bit sleepy,
only my eyes are so winky I” But
in less than three minutes she was

fast asleep.—Nel.

A cloud came up in the August sky :
“Oh! do you think it will rain ?
Or do you think it will pass us by!”
The little leaves said. “We are
parched and dry:

Will it ever be cool again !”

The cloud grew nearer and still more

near.
“Qh! will it rain, do you think ?”
The little brook cried. ¢ If it don’t,
I fear

EASTER.

BY SUSAN COOLIDGE,

Flowers die not in the winter-tide
Although they wake in spring:
Pillowed 'neath mounds of fleecy snow,
While skies are gray and storm-winds blow,
All patiently they bide,
Fettered by frost, and bravely wailt
And trust in spring or soon or late.

Hope dies not in the winter-tide,
Though sore it longs for spring;
Cool morn may ripen to hot noon,
And evening dusks creep all too soon
The noon-day stin to hide;
But through the night there stir anad thrill
The sleeping strengths of life and will.

For souls there comes a winter-tide,

For souls there blooms a spring:
Though winter days may linger long,
And snows be deep and frosts be strong,

And faith be sorely tried,

When Christ 8kall shine, who 1s the Sun,
Spring-time shall be for every one.,

O mighty Lord of winter-tidel
O loving Lord of spring {

Come to our hearts this Easter Day,

Melt all the prisoning ice away,
And evermore abide,

Making both good andill to be

Thy blessed opportunity.

B R i

There will scarce be

moisture enough

down here

To freshen the moss by
the brink.”

-

The meadow was parched
and brown . and
dry,

And listlessly drooped
each bloom,

So wan and weak, they
could hardly sigh,

“If it doesn’t rain, soon
we all must die:

Oh that the rain would come !”

A little girl stood in a dreadful pout,
And looked through the window-
pane :
“What are the ugly old clouds
about?
There, it’s raining! I can’t go out.
I wish it NEvER would rain !”

So all the day long she was glum and
sad;
But the little leaves danced through
the lane ;
And the brook, and the leaves, and
the flowers were glad
That a power far wiser than little
. girls had
The sending of clouds and of rain.

OUR TREASUREK,

BY H. 0. DODGE.

We've got a cradle in our house
And we've got something in it

That’s just as cunning as a mouse—
We love it every minute.

Sometimes its round, blue soulful eyes
Straight into yours are peeping;
Sometimes, becanse it is so wise,
1t shuts them tight—for sleeping.

With smiles its dimpled hands reach out
To mamma when she’s nigh it;

Its trembling lips so sweetly pout
1f mamma rushes by it,

Sometimes its pink and pearly toes
Right in its mouth are sticking;

Sometunes, all by its self, it crows
And coos while gaily gicking.

If, when it hides on mamma’s breast
In loving arms that fold it,

We try to coax it from its ness
To but & moment hold it.

Its knowing head turns if tosay:
“No, thank you. Here my bliss is;”

Then mamma in her tender way
Quite smothers it with Jkisses.

All day it plays with laughter sweet
And gives us such a pleasure;

We think our home was not complete
Before we had our treasure.

What's in this eradle that we own?
You'll never guess it, may be,

So I'l1 just whisper you alone—
It is an angel baby.

VR
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HOW WE PLAY DOLL PARTY.

I have a dear little sister named
Marie. She is six years old, and
full of fun. We have very nice
times together.

On Christmas, Santa Claus
brought Marie, among her other
presents, a beautiful large doll, with
a set of dishes. We both had
plenty of candy, and other dolls be-
gides; and now we play doll party
very often. I will tell you how

First we set the dishes around on
the table as mamma does when she
has company. Then we put water
in the milk pitcher and tea pot, and
sugar in the sugar-bowl.

Next we put candy on the plates.
We play that some is jelly-cake,
some cream-cake, and some choco-
late-cake. When the table is all
ready, we invite and assist the dolls
to the table, and seat them around
us

I &'t at the head of the table, and
Marie at the foot. I put sugar from
the sugar-bowl in the cups, then

_ water from the milk-pitcher, which
we play is real mi/k. 1 then pour
water from the tea pot into the cups,
and we play that this is real tea. I
pass it to each doll ; and Marie puts
cake in each one's plate.

Our dolls sit very quiet and
straight at table, and behave very
finely; and we play that they eat
and drink a great deal. But, really,
their mammas, who are Marie and
I, eat and drink the cake and tea.

Marie slyly eats Fannie’s cake, and
I drink Bessie’s tea ; and then they
must be helped to some more. And
80 we amuse ourselves till the cake
is all eaten and the tea all gone.

After tea, the dolls are taken to
the parlor, where they have a nice
play with Marie, while I wash the
dishes and put them away. When
we have played with them as long
as we wish, we take our dolls to
their different rooms, which we call
their homes; and our doll party is
over.—Sel.

‘CORRECT.

“ What is the ninth command-
ment ?” said a teacher to a boy in
Sunday school.

“¢ Thou shalt not bear false wit-
ness against thy neighbor.””’

“ What is bearing false witness
against your neighbor ?”

“Tt is telling falsehoods.”

“That is partly true ; and yet it
is not exactly the right answer—
because you may ftell a falsehood
about yourself.”

A very little girl then said, “ It
is when nobody did anything and
somebody went and told of it."”

¢« That will do,” said the teacher,
with a smile.

The little girl had given a curious
answer; but underneath her odd
language there was a pretty clear
perception of the true meaning.—
Sel.

THE NEW PARASOL.

T've got a brand-new parasol

(Of pink silk trimmed with lace),
But auntie says "twill never keep
| The shine out of my face.

Why not, I wonder: if it's held
/ Just in the proper place,
J Why won't it keep the sunshine out

% Of anybody’s face ?

She says thick clouds would hardly do
(Much less pink silk and lace)

To keep the merry sunshine out
Of such a dimpled face.

Bu! mamma says, ‘“ Go take your walk,
And never mind Aunt Grace.”’

I’spect I'll have to let the sun

Keep shining in my face! .

e . —ZFiizabeth P. Allan
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WOULD YOU?

Would you be beautiful ? |

Then be kind, {
Affectionate, gentle,

And youn will find 1
The beauty of =oul,

And the beauty of mind, ‘
The hest of comeliness, ‘

Would you be noble?
Then be true |
In all you say,
And all you do; '
Then honor will stand, "
As a friend, by you, - (!
Though earth be a wildernezs. iy
i

Would you be lovely ?
Then he good ; |
Walk as the lover |
Of Jesus should; [
A life like his :
Will be understood.
For some are so comfortless. —8el

—_——aas —

“STRAYED.”

She was toddling along, with one
fist in her eye and the other in her
mouth, erying just as hard as she
could, when the policeman met her.

“*Strayed, sure enough!” said he,
glancing up at the_card which hung
on a barn door near by; “but it is
something much more precious than,
a ‘bull pup.’ Some mother’s heart
is 'most broken, I know,” added the
policeman, stooping to stop baby
Edith in her blind wanderings.

“ Poor baby!” said he kindly; “are
you lost? Tell nice man where
baby lives?”

“"Dedie 'ants her mamma! Tate
'Dedie to her mamma!” sobbed the
child, as she rubbed-her unfortunéte
eyes harder than ever. ,

“Will baby tell the man where ker

m——
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mamma is? and then he'll take her
to her mamma,” said the big police-
man coaxingly.
But, “'Dedie 'ants her mamma,”’
was all the poor little one could say.
However, in a few moments, while

wiping away the tears with his great
red handkerchief,Mr. Policeman spied
a blue ribbon round baby’s neck, and,
taking it in his hand, soon found
there was a silver coin hanging to it,
on which was engraved:

“Oh, ho! so you are Edith Hateh,
are you? Well, come along, my
dear, and I'll take you to your mam-
ma. Shall man carry Edith?”

“'Hs,” said the tired little one, and
soon the big strong arms of the man
placed the little stray in the loving
arms of her anxious mother, whom
he found not many blocks away, for
little Edith had not really * strayed”
very far; still, it might as well have
been a hundred miles, for all she
knew about getting back. :

You should have seen how happy
Edith’s mamma was. She thanked
the policeman, and kissed and cried
over her little one in turns.

“Tell you what, wife,” said the
big man when he went home that
night, “it gave me an awful big
lump in my throat to see how that
woman loved her little one and re-
joiced at getting her back.”

“And yet,” said “ wife,” “1 sup-
pose there is more joy in heaven over
every sinner that repents and turns
to the Savior.” :

No child who can understand this
story is too young to come to Jesus.
Will not every one of you give the

l
A . -
=) §| angels in heaven reason to shout |
compLIMENTS ORRGY  _ J; with joy because you mean to be a |
Y ¢l follower of the Lamb? '
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WHAT SAYS THE CLOCK.
“What says the clock, when it strikes
ONE?
“Watch,’ says the clock, ‘Oh, watch, little
one.’

‘What says the clock when it strikes Two?
“Love God, little one, for God loves you.’

Tell me softly what it whispers at THRER?
It is, “‘Suffer little children to come unto
me.”

Then come, gentle lambs, and wander no

more,
*Tis the voice of the Shepherd that calls

you at FOUR.

And oh, let your young hearts gladly re-
vive

When it echoes so sweetly, ‘God bless
you,” at FIVE.

And remember at srx, at the fading of

day,
That ‘your life is a vapor that fadeth

away.’

And what 'says the clock when it strikes
SEVEN?

“Of such is the kingdom, the kingdom of
heaven.’

And what says the clock when it strikes
EIGHT?

‘Btrive, strive to enter in at the beautiful
gate.’

And louder, still louder it calls you at
NINE,

*My son, give me that heart of thine.’

And such be your voices respomsive at
TEN,
‘Hosanna in the highest, hosanna, amen!

And loud let your voices ring out at
ELEVEN,

*Of such is the Kingdom, the kingdom of
heaven.’

‘When the deep strokes at midnight the
watchword shall ring,

‘Lo, these are my jewels, these, these,
saith the King.’

i — Little Gem. 1

LITTLE MISS BRIER.

BY MRS. ANNA BACHE.

gjhttle l'iliu B;'ier came out of the ground ;
e put cut her thorns and seratched everythi
: . c e thing |
I'll just try,” said she,
“How bad I can be;

At pricking and scratching there’s few can mateh
me’ll

Little Miss Brier was handsome and bright,
Her leaves were dark green and her flowers were |-
pure white;
But all who ecame nigh her,
Were so worried by her,

They'd go out of their way to keep clear of the
rier.

Little Miss Brier was looking one da "5
At her neighbor, the Violet, just oni the way;
“I wonder,” said she,
: “That no one pets me, - 3
While all seem 80 glad little Violet fo see.”

A sober old Linnet, who sat on a tree,
Heard ]tlhe speech of ihe Brier, and thus answered | =
e: - ; .

““Tis not that she’s fair,
. For you may compare
In beauty with even Miss Violet there.

;‘ But Violet is always o pleasant and kind,
So gentle in manner, o humble in mind,
E'en the worms at her feet,
g She would never ill-treat, A
And to Bird, Bee and Butterfly, always is sweet.’

The gard'ner’s wife just then the pathway came
down, ‘
And the mischievous Brier canght hold of her gown ;
“Oh, dear! what a tear! ]
My gown’s spoiled, T declare ;
That tronblesqme Brier has no business there;
Here, John, dig it up; throw it into the fire.”
And that was the end of the ill-natured Brier.
— Lattle Christian.

e
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“GUESS WHO.”

The geese poked their bills into the
mud, sipped water, and quacked con-
tentedly, while the water from the
spring bubbled on merrily, just as
though little Mary's mother had not
gone away to stay a whole week, leav-
ing the little girl very lonely and sad.

There she sat, digging her little
bare toes into the dirt, and wondering
how ““poor little orphaned girls that
had no mother nor father” ever lived
at all” ;

I am sure there was a
big lump in Mary’s throat,
and almost certain there
were tears in her eyes,
when something soft and
warm came right over
them, so that she could
not see a speck of light,
and a voice said :

““ Gruess who it is.”

“ Annie White,” said
Mary.

“No; guess again,”
said the voice, while the
soft, warm hands pressed
still more lovingly upon
the blinded eyes.

“Oh! it's you Jennie
Lovekin! I might have known it was
you. I’m glad you've come. Now I
‘won’t be so lonesome.”

“Well, I can't stay a minute.

Mother wants a basket of dry cobs, _
and I thought maybe you’d like to go

with me to get them.”

“All right,” said Mary. ‘Let me

trotted together,

The lump went quickly out of
Mary’s throat and the tears out of her
eyes, and they had a really nice time
getting the pretty, clean, red and white

help carry the basket,” and off they -

[ cobs from which the corn had been

HER NAME.

freshly shelled.

«Pm lost! Could you find me, please?”
Poor, little, frightened baby !
The wind had tossed her golden fleece,
The stones had scratched her dimpled knees ;
1 stooped and lifted her with ease, |
And softly whispered, <“Maybe.”’ .. -

“ Tell me your name, my little maid,
1 can’t find you without it.”’ -
« My name is Shiney Eyes,” she said.
« Yes, but your last?’’ She shook her head:
« Up to my house ’ey never said
A single fing about it.”’

« But, dear,”’ I said, ¢ what is your name : i
< Why, didn’t you hear me told you?
Dust Shiney Eyes.” A bright thought came:
« Yes, when you're good ; but when they blame
You, little one—is’t just the same
When mamma has to scold you?”

« )y mamma never scolds,”’ she moans,
A little blush ensuing,

«’Cept when I've been a-frowing stones,

And then she says, (the culprit owns)

«Mehitabel Sapphira Jones,
What has you been a-doing?" ™

— Wide Awake.
S 7__——V.-W ’,v/ =
AT 5 ':’,é/j{. )

TEN LITTLE SERVANTS.

BY SYDNEY DAYRE.

T have ten little servants,
That come at my call ;
They are cheery and willing ;
And active and small ;
They are dainty and dimpled
(Mamma says) and sweet ;
But among all the ten
Are not one pair of feet.

And never a one
(It will cause you surprise)
Has a nose ora mouth,
Or a pair of blue eyes;
And yet they are nimble
At 80 many things
That mamma sometimes says
They surely have wings.

In the light of the morning
" They come with a broom
And dust-pan and duster,
To brighten the room ;
Then out to the garden
They hasten away
To gather for papa
A button bouquet.

They wait upon mamma, |
And often she’ll say
Their magical touch
Will drive headache away.
They dress little sister,
And brush her bright curls
Till she is the sweetest
Of all little girls.

They bake little cakes,
When I give them a chance,
Or on the piano-keys
Lightly they’ll dance.
They set little stitches
In hem or in fell—
But of all they can do
It would tire me to tell.

You think it extravagant,
Keeping 8o many ?
Well, well—I am sorry—
I cannot spare any.
I need every one
To obey my commands—
These ten little fingers
On two little hands.
—Golden Days,

THE.  ONE IN THE MIDDLE.

Five v:lry plump birds met one pleasant spring
ay, ;
And seated themselves in a row on a rail;
The two biggest sat with their backs turned this
way, : [ .
And straight as an' arrow hung each little tail.
Then four of them merrily sang, “Summeét’s
coming, o
And soon we shall hear the brown honey-bees
humming, * B
And ses brightest sunshine—oh! hey, diddle,
diddle!? v .o . -
“»Enxceglt when it rains,” said the one in the mid-
i 8. L

“ And there will 'be roses, red, yellow, and pink,”
Sang the four in a chorus once more; “and

. the rill ;

Will give us the sweetest of water to drink,

And grass-seed be plenty in field and on hill,

And’ a host“of odr kindred their way will be

wmgini

Toward our home, &l the news of the sunny

South bringing,

And we'll feast’ them on berries-—oh! hey, diddle,

diddle!”

“Some berries are poison,” said the one in the

middle.

Then, “Don’t be so cross,” said the four coax<
ingly, /

As they looked kindly at her, “for certainly,

: dear, )

There is not' the least reason that glim rou

“~should be *

When ite time.that wa'va srishedfor all winte
is here. ‘

Come, be happy and gay, and cease trouble to

borrow,

Take good care of to-day—hope the best for to-

morrow, . e

And j(:iiln i’n our 'singing—oh! hey, diddle, did-

’ dlel”- -

“I won’t, and that's flat,” said the one in the

—Mu)‘garee Eytinge, in

*0e

" middis:’ "
Wide Awale.
Figaraie.




GOD SEES ME.

God beholds me every day, \
When I work and when I play,
When I read and when I talk,
‘When I run and when I walk,
‘When I eat and wheun I drink,
‘When I only sit and think,

‘When I laugh and when I ery,
God is ever watching nigh.

' ‘When I'm quiet, when I'm rude,
/ ‘ When I'm naughty, when I'm good,
g ‘When I'm happy, when I'm sad,

- ‘When I'm sorry, when I'm glad,
AR When I pluck the scented rose,
‘Which in my next garden grows,

When I crush the tiny fly,
God is watching from the sky.

‘When the sun gives heat and light,
When the stars are twinkling bright,
‘When the moon shines on my bed,
God still watches o’'er my head,
Night or day, at church or fair,

God is ever, ever here,

Kindly guided lest I stray,

Pointing to the happy way.

LATE FOR SCHOOL.

There they stood at the door of the

school-house, Sally and Dally, shut
out all by themselves.

Not that it was very unpleasant to
be shut out that bright morning, with
the birds singing in the trees, and the
flowers peeping up from the grass;
it was rather better outdoors than in.
This was what Dally thought about it,

Ella looked at
her mother and won-
dered. 'Mother al-
ways seemed bright.

as she smiled at the door and
read the black letters like a
piece of good news,

“You don’t care a bit!”
cried Sally, rubbing her
eyes.

“No, I’d just as soon stay
out,” answered the little girl.
“I don’t mind being late ; I
never do”

No, Dally never did
“mind ” being late. She
~would come lagging down to
breakfast when the rest of
the family were nearly
through; she was always
the last one to think of gath-
ering her things together be-
fore going to school, always
the last to start, and often,
too, the last one home again.

“Dally will never amount to any-
thine unless she cures herself of
this bad habit,” said her father one
day. ¢ She will be late all her life,
and the work which belongs to her
will never be done.”

But Dally did not cure herself.
She did not mean to let it go on so
for years, but she simply put off at-
tending to it. She would say, “I
will be more prompt by and by.”

But the by and by did not come, and
when the girl had grown to be a
woman, she was careless and shift-

less; her house was always untidy-

because she did not attend to things
at the proper time, and her part of
the world’s work was never done.

NN N

Could it be that she
was sometimes un-
happy ? And then
she noticed how pale
her mother’s face had
grown, how tired she
looked ; and yet she

i

A RAINY MORNING,

sl

<

e

Ella: sat by the camp-fire warming
her toes, with about as cross a face as
d yoﬁ often see on a little girl. Every
* day before, she had liked camping out,
| but to-day it was rainy, and she had
\ | wet her feet, and must stay by the
ﬁ fire till her shoes were dry. So she
*' felt and looked very cross.
| «“Wish we'd stayed home,” she
’ snapped.
| «] wish we could have done so,

;.
=

" dear,” said her mother, sadly, as she
" made the tgm ; e meat on to
~ boil.

il .

Eg e o

3

always had a kind
word for the worrisome child who
clung to her skirts. Ella wondered
why she never helped care for
baby; mother was never free, day or
night:

“Baby, come to sister,” she said,
holding out her arms. The tired little
boy was very glad to come, and Ella
made up her mind to make the care
of ‘baby her work every morning, for
mother could move about so much
easier.

And, thinking and planning how to

help her tired mother, Ella soon for-
got to frown, although the rain kept |

up all day.

-, .

NOBODY ELSE.

Two little hands, so carefnl and brisk,
Putting the tea-things away:

While mother is resting awhile in her chair,
For she has been busy all day.

And the dear little fingers are working for love,
Although: they are tender and wee.

“ 111 do it so nicely,” she says to herself—
** There’s nobody else, you see.”?

Two little feet just scamper up-stairs,
Por daddy will quickly be here; ¢
Aril his shoes must be ready and warm by the fire
A'hat is burning so bright and so clear.
Then she must ¢limb on a chair to keep watch.
** He cannot come in witnout me.
When mother is tired, I open the door—
There is nobody else, you see.”

Two little arms round daddy’s dear neck,
And a soft, downy cheek *galust his own;
For out of the nest, g0 cozy and bright,
The little one's mother has flown.
She brushes the teardrops away, as she thinks,
* Now he has no one bat me,
I mustn’t give way; that would make him so sad—
And there’s nobody else, you see.”

Two little tears on the pillow, just shed,
Dropped from the two prefty eyes;

Twa little arms stretching out in the dark,
Two little faint sobbing cries.

“ Daddy forgot I was always waked up
When he whispered good-night to me.

Oh, mother, come baek just to kiss me in bed—
There’s nobody else, you see.”

Little true heart, if mother can look
Out from her home iu the skies,

She will not pass on to her haven of rest
While the tears dim her little one’s eyes.
If God has shed sorrow around us Just now,

Yet his sunshine is ever to be;
Aund he is the comfort for every one’s pain—
* There is nobody else, you see.”
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| smiled at them and nodded to each other at

| chased of an Indian squaw, in which she

| stories about grandpa’'s horses and chickens,

For Our Babbath Home.

FOUR LITTLE TOTS,.

BY AUNT CARRIE.

Two car seats were turncd face to face,
though one seat would have almost held them,
they were such tiny travelers; and there were
two short rows of faces, clean and smiling, and
two short rows of dangling feet, for the longest
legs of them did not reach the floor, and that
was about all except four brave little hearts
that were not afraid to make the long journey
from Arizona to Pennsylvania all alone.

To be sure, the conductors were very kind to
them, and the big brakeman sat down and
talked with them a long time, telling them
about his little girls at home, and passengers

the strange sight. Then their big lunch basket
was well ﬁlleg, so they had no fears of getting
hungry before they reached Unecle John’s in
Pennsylvania. :

And this is how these four little tots came
to be traveling all alone: Their father had
been killed in a mine, and their mother had
been able to raise a little money to start the
children to their grandma’s at Johustown,
where they would be well cared for and could
have good schools and playmates, intending to
follow as soon as she could raise means.

So it happened that as the train pulled into
R, the conductor whispered to me that there
was a ““ picnic " party in the second coach, and
I ¢ imbed in, and, following the nod of the brake-
man, found our little travelers and learned
their story. Miss Edbpa, the eldest, who was
nine years old, was captain of the expedition,
and right faithfully was she obeyed. She had
a cute little bead-covered pocket-book, pur-

kept her four ¢ half-tickets,” which she drew
forth and showed to the conductor as compos-
edly as though used to traveling all her life.
She gaid : A

“The first day we thought we would never tire
looking out of the windows, and two windows
were hardly enough for four pairs of eyes ; so
when the car was full, we took turns at sitting
next to the window, and when there were not
many passengers, we had a window apicce.
There were mountains, and lakes, and rivers in
deep holes, and eagles and rabbits and deer,
and-—O0, everything! But when, by and by,
Gracie and Willie began to get tired of seeing
things and ask for mamma, I had to tell them

and Uncle John’s baby. They have never
seen a baby, you know,”—at which I smiled, for
they seemed little more than babies themselves.”
“ My mamma was the only woman in our camp,
except some China women, and they are not
like women, you know.” I did not know, but
could guess what she meant.

When it began to grow dark and the three
little pairs of curious eyes grew -tired, and
three little heads commenced to bob about in a
way that was very funny to me, if not to them,
this little mother went through a ceremony
with them which I venture to say had never
before been witnessed in that car, and which

drew the attention of every eye, and the sym-_ﬂ'-

! pathy of almost every heart, if one could judge

After blankets, and shawly, and bundles were
arranged to make them as comfortable as pos-
sible, four sleepy little tots slipped off their
seats and four curly heads bowed on the cush-
ions, while the childish voices in concert re-
| peated, as at mother’s knee, the words which
memory must have recalled familiarly to every
one present, with recollections of mother and
carly home: “ Now I lay ‘me down to sleep.”
And when the last sleepy “ All this I ask for

from the interested looks and the suspicious |
glistening of eyes and cheeks in the lamplight. |

Jesus' sake,” concluded the prayers, and curly
heads were “ tucked in " with coats and shawls,
of which plenty were offired, I think there
was not a passenger in that car who did not in
some way feel safer from accident or danger,
because of the contagious trustfulness of those
precious little ones.

The next morning early I was at my jour-
ney’s end, and as I left the car, with an orange
in the lap of each, the little ones kissed their
hands to me and appeared happy to think that
their journey was nearly at an end and Uncle
John’s and grandma's not much farther
away.

WHAT BILLY THOUGHT.

It was a red-and-gilt swallow, and though it
would fly swiftly enough dowahill, it would
not fly uphill at all except as Nellie’s firm steps
led the way and her small, mittened-hand drew
it. Nellie was perfectly satisfied, however. It
was her last-Christmas present, and she
thought it the prettiest sled ever made. From
the garden gate she could ride away down the
long hill to the orchard fence, and it was such
fun |

Through the lower fence a sober and rather
soiled little face was gazing at her as Billy
Grey divided his time between watching her
trips and forlornly making snow-balls for no
particular purpose.

“ Poor little Billy! T don’t s’pose he ever
saw such a nice sled before,” mused Nellie, as
she trudged up the hill again. *“He hasn't
any kind of a one, and ever so many poor chil-

dren haven't. If I could be rich I'd give.

every poor little boy and girl the handsomest
kind of a sled.”

Glowing with her benevolent purpose, she
explained it to Billy on her next flying trip
down the hill.

“ Billy Grey, do you know if I were rich I'd
give you the, prettiest sled yon ever saw.”

“ No, you wouldn’t,” said Billy, stoutly.

“ Why, yes, I would too,” answered Nellie,
half indignantly. “ What makes you think
so?”

¢ Cause that Sunday-school teacher said that
folks that wouldn’t do any good when they had
a little, wouldn’t do much if they had a good
deal,” declared Billy ; “and if folks won't lend
a ride or two when they have oue sled, I just
don’t b'lieve they'd give away a sled if they
had lots. Sol”

Nellie looked soberly down at the snow for a
minute before she said,—

“ Why, you can ride some if you want to,
Billy, right now.”

It did not take Billy one minute to jump
over the fence and accept the invitation; but
Nellie trudged slowly up the hill after him
with a very thoughtful face, for offering to
give away sleds she did not own, was only a
pleasure, but lending the one she did own, cost
some self-denial. Yet she thought it very
strange that Billy Grey, and not she, had been
the first to find out the meaning of the Golden
Text, *“ He that is faithfal in that which is

i least will be faithful also in much.”—=Selected.

-

. “TLet’s go help her carry her flowers.” 'Off they went,

LA

" answered May, looking back for her brother. “Have
. you been waiting for me? ”

with the strings and step-ladders? ” 3

) “ She's coming now.””
“Bhe's coming now! Here she is!” cried another.

to meet May, who came tripping along, her pretty
braids of yellow hair flying loose, a basket of the
choicest flowers supported upon her head by one
hand, while the other held a sprinkler of water with
which to freshen the ferns and mosses.

“ Here, May; we'll help you!” cried the girls, as
they came up. “ Oh, what splendid flowers! There’s
nothing so pretty at the church! But where's younr
hat, May? ?

“Qh, Harry is coming with it; it was in my way,”

“Yes, a little bit.” f
“ Well, I had to go to Mrs. Miller’s affer these
tulips; that's what kept me. Are the boys all there,

“ Yes, all there.” !
“Then we will hurry up and get to work,” said

May. i
So work they did. with such taste and skill that by
five o'clock the plain little village church was trans-
formed into a bower of beauty and woodland greejg-
ness.
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For Our Sabbath Home.

AN UNSPOKEN PROMISE.

—_—

BY FANNIE E. NEWBERRY.

Katie and Sue were up to their elbows in
work, for it was Saturday, and all the doll
clothes were to be laundried and put away till
next week.

“Dear me! what a lot,”" cried little Sue,
plunging her plump arms*deeper
into the foamy suds, while Katie
rinsed and pinned the clean gar-
ments on the line to dry. Do you

then both laughed, for they knew
that they were not in the least hurry
to finish, but were just as happy as :
they could be in this work-a-day play
of theirs. g i

It was not often that their mother
allowed them to muss with water,
but to-day she was very busy, and
glad to turn them loose in the laun-
dry, where they might splash and
spatter to their heart’s content.

“T’ll tell you what,” said Katie,
“when we get these clothes all clean,
let’s dress our dollies ready for Sun-
day, then put ’em away on the closet
shelf and play they’re gone to church
—will you ?”

“ Yes,” said Sue, “that will be
nice ;”’ and they worked on with re-
doubled energy, till the line was full.

There was a gas stove in the laun- [ |
dry, and upon this-they heated their
four small irons, while good-natured
Maggie, the cook, fixed them each a
little table with clean covers. After
dinner they began the pleasant task
of pressing out the small things, chattering
every minute as they worked ; but were tired
enough, when they had finished, to enjoy sitting
down quietly upstairs in the play-room to dress
the dollies. Shall I tell you how these looked,
when the toilet was complete ?

Well, Sue’s dolly, Arabella Jane, wore a

" flounced white dress with a scarlet sash and

cape, and a pretty, broad-brimmed hat with a
bit of a feather on it. Katie's Clementina was
in white also, worn over a blue slip, just the
color of her jacket, and she had on a close
muslin cap with a broad frill. Both looked
lovely, I assure you, when laid carefully away
on the broad closet shelf; and soon after, the
tired little mothers were laid away on their
broad shelf of a bed for the night.

Sunday awoke like a sulky echild, with a
chilly air and slow-dropping tears of rain, and
the sisters looked from the window in dismay.

It was along waik to church, and their mother
-knew how liable they were to croups and colds,

80 she said reluctantly,— :
“ No Sunday-school to-day, my darlings, but

we'll have a little service at home. Get your
daisy and lily books—we'll the texts about

those flowers and talk about their beautiful
meanings.” 31

% And, oh, mamma I" ci‘xed Sue, “mayn’t

we bring out our dolls, and set them up i their

all T like!” and she began calmly undressing
it.

Susie looked at her in helpless perplexity a
moment, and then—so contagious is a bad ex-
ample—she took up her own Arabella Jane and
began the same process. s

When their mamma returned, both little
girls were chattering like magpies, as they
played they were traveling on a Pullman car,
made up of all the chairs in the room; their

pretty books Jying neglected on the
carpet, and the dolls with their
disarranged wardrobes being dis-
posed of in different sections of the
sleeper.

“ Why, children!” cried a dis-
“tressed’ voice; and when they miet
their mother’s sorry eyes their pleas-
ure was instantly spoiled.

‘ “I told her not to,” cried Sue
% quickly, “but she said she didn’t
. promise at all, and she would—so I
did too.”

; “ Katie, didn’t you agree to m
¥ fondition ?” asked her m;%;er, gnvz
Y.
“But I dido’t say the promise,

“Not in words, perhaps; but
| when you went to the closet for your
dolly you understood as well as
" Susie just what was to be done with
ker, didn’t ’you? =

“Yes'm.”

“Then you have done wrong, just
the same as Susie, for you Lave
broken your promise, and broken the
Sabbath, too.”

o —"

—— . At this Katie burst into tears, and

The doil's wash-day.

little chairs to listen? We won’t even touch
them if you'll let us—please do I"

Her mother hesitated a moment, then sgaid,
“ Yes, if you'll do as you say;” and with much
delight the girls seated them in very dignified
positions where they might hear every word.

But alas for good resolutions | Their mother
was called away, and kept until the litile girls
grew restless and uneasy; then Katie picked
up her doll and began to straighten its clothes,
while Sue remonstrated.

“ Oh, Katie, you mustn’t; we promised not

to touch 'em, even I”

“T didn't promise a single thing,"” said Katie,
naughtily.

“But yow looked yes when I promised,”
persisted Sue, “ and that's the same thing.”

Katie shook her small head obstinately.
“You've got to say a promise to make it one,
and I didn’t—so I shall play with my dolly

said penitently, “ Oh, I know I've
been naughty ! Here’s my dolly—
put her away till I'm good’ again, and next time
I'il remember, I'm sure.” :

So both dolls went back into their cloister-
closet until Monday morning, while the little
service went sadly on without them.

A BOY'S CONFIDENCE.

A little boy came to his father, looking very
much in earnest, and asked, “ Father, is Satan
bigger than I am?” “Yes, my boy,” said the
father. “Is he bigzer than you, father?”
“ Yes, my boy, he is bigger than your father.”
The boy looked surprised, but thought again
and asked, “ Is he bigger than Jesus?” “ No,
my boy,” answered the father; “Jesus is bigzer
than he is”” The little fellow, as he turned
away, said, with a smile, “ Then I am not
afraid of him.”

T ————
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A BONG FOR DISCONTENTED BOYS AND GIRLS.

THE LAND OF NOWHERE.

HOW PHIL AND THE BOYS WORKED

UP GIVING.

“Yes, I alwaysgive for missions and every-

“1 give something

“ What a noisy world this
is | " croaked an old frog, as
he squatted on the margin
of the pool. “Do you hear

-

Do you know where the summer blooms all the
year round.
‘Where there never is rain on a pienic day,
Where the thornless rose in {ts beauty grows,
And little boys are never called from play?
Oh! hey! it is far away,
In the wonderful land of Nowhere.

‘Would you like to live where nobody scolds,
Where ygud never are told, * It is time for
ed."

thing else,” said Phil.
every Sunday, don’t you?”

“Why, no; I give five or ten cents when I
have a good deal of money and don’t want
it all for anything,” said Tom.

“I give whatever papa or mamma gives
me for it,”’ said James. “ Sometimes it's
more, and sometimes it's less.”

“QOh, I always give my own money!” said
Phil. “I don’t think it’s any giving it at all
unless you do that!”

“Ypurs is the best way, I'm sure,” said Tom,
soberly. * They say it’s the regular giving
that counts. And then, of course, what you
give is just so much out of what you would
like fo spend on yourself.”

“ Yes,” said Phil, feeling very self-denying
and virtuouns.

“I'm going to try your way,” said Tom,
“and I'm going to keep an account and see
what it will amount to.” .

those geese, how they scream and fuss? And
what for ?”’

2 “ Oh, just to amuse themselves,” answered a
little field mouse.

“ Presently we shall have the owls hooting ;
what is that for? ”

“It’s the music they like.the best,” said the
mouse. ;
“And those grasshoppers, they can’t go |

|

Where you learn without trying, and laugh |
without erying,
Where snarls never pull when they comb
our head ?
Then ho! hey! youmust hie away
To the wonderful land of Nowhere.

If you long to dwell where you never need wait,
{ Whereno one is unkshed or made to cry,
| Where a supper of cakes is not followed by

aches,
And little folks thrive on a diet of ple,
Then ho ! hey! you must go, I say,
To the wonderful land of Nowhere,

You must drift down the river of Idle Dreams,
Close to the border of No-m?n’s Land;
In a year and a day you must sail away,
d then you will come to an unknown

home without grinding and chirping; why do
they do that? ”

“Oh, they’re so happy they can't help it,”
said the mouse. :

“You find excuses for all; I believe you
don’t understand music, if you like the hideous |
noises.” - ,

“ Well, friend, to be honest with you,” said - |
the mouse, “I don’t greatly admire any of
them ; but they are all sweet to my ears com-

strand,
And ho! hey! if you get there—stay ared with the const . 4 X i
In the wonderftil land of Nowhere. pPansy _— eroakmg s h'og.
. .




| another he sprang through the open
dpor, bonnet, table-cloth and all —for
didn’t he spy a strange dog in the

yard, whose acquaintance he must
make ?

| ABOUT PRINCE AND ANNA.

- | “1 wonder what kind of a Red
b | Riding Hood’s grandmother Prince

WIHAI'S THE USE OF GRUMBLING? |

-and then the other.

would make ?” said Stella to Anna,
as the great dog camey panting, and
wagging his tail, into the room where
they were dressing up their biggest
doll in a Red Riding Hood costume.

“Oh! let’s dress him up and see!”
exclaimed Anna.

“Say we do. My white sunbonnet
will do for the cap. Won’t he look
too funny for anything!” cried Stella.

So they proceeded to dress Prince
up, to act the part of grandmother to
their biggest doll. y

Prince seemed to like the attention,
if we may judge from the wafy he
wagged his tail and insisted on trying
to kiss first one of his dressing maids

They coaxed him to sit up on a
bench, while they arranged a table-
cloth round him for a gown. Just as *

.“’»» -3 ; A e 1|

When at last poor Anna got back

her white bonnet; all torn and dirty. |
and the table-cloth, slit almost to rib-

bons, she burst into a fluod ot passion-
ate tears and scoldings, saying:

““He’s nothing but a mean old dog,
anyway !”

“You can’t change a dos2’s nature
by dressing him up in fine clothes,”
said Anna’s mother.
dogs, and God ias given us no reason
to suppouse that he wants their na-
tures changed ; but he has shown us
that he wishes us to chance our
wicked natures, and has promised to
help us do 1t, if we but ask him. I
wish my dear little girl would re-
member this when she is tempted to

fly into such a passion as I just now
saw her in.”

ol GATHERING VIOLETS.
OASIIAT a pleasant sound has the word vio-
aw let! and what beautiful things are the

violets themselves! Have you ever seen
them hiding away in quiet places in the country,
as if they didn’t want to be seen,
with bright drops of dew hanging all
about them? No wonder the chil-
dren love them; no wonder the la-
dies buy them in the strects, and
take them home with them. The
poor people love them, too, as well
as the rich; and though they donot
often sce them i the country, liv-
ing, as they do, in n2rrow streets,
and darlg dismal courts and alleys,
hid f om the sun and air, yet they
always feel the fresher and happier
for looking at them, and breathing
their sweet fragrance. 1

é

they had got it beautifully ¢ draped,”
in came Harry, and exclaimed: |

‘“ Halloo, grandmother ! what a big |
mouth you’ve got !”—for indeed it did .
seem to get bigger and bigger every
moment. 3
a piece of bread with all those trap-
pings on!”

Prince snapped at and “‘bolted” it in
a minute, showing that bonnet-strings
did not interfere to any alarming ex-
tent with hisswallowing. In a moment
he stopped panting, and placed his
head on one side, as if listening; in

“ Here, see if you can eat .7

y
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“Dogs will be |

Suppose, my little baby,
Your doll should break her head,
©Conld you make it whole by crying
Till your eyes and nose are red?

~And wouldn't it be pleasanter

To treat it a8 a joke,
And sdy yon're glad **twas Delly's,
And not your head that broke ?”
Suppose you're dressed for walking,
And the rain comesg pouring down,
Will it cleax off any sooner
Becaus: you scold and frown ?
And wouldn’t it be nicer
For you to smile than pout,
And so malke sunshine in the house
When there is none without?
Suppose your task, my litte man,
I8 very hard to get,
Will it make it any easier
For you to sit and fret? ‘
And wonldn’t it be wiser,
Than waiting like a dunce, |
To go to work in earnest, i
And learn the thing a% once?  * '
Suppose that some boys have a horss,
And some & couch and pair,
Will it tire yon less while walking
To say, It ign't Tair 27
And wouldn't it be nobler
To keep ‘your temper sweet,
And iy, your heart be thankful
¥ ou can walk upon your feet ?
And suppose the world don’t please you,
Nor the way some people do,
Do you think the whole creation
Will be altered just for you ?
And isn’t it, my boy or girl,
The wisest, bravest plan
Whatever comes or doesn't come,
To do the begt you can?




“Why do you call
him that, auntie ?”

“Because he was
brougtic from a town in
Yorksiire, England.
He is made of rubber,
like your ball.” ‘

“But you said he
was scme kind of “a
York:hire-man.”

*“ Irrepressible 77

“Yes; that’s it
What did hie have that
kind of a name for ?”

“Irrepressible means
that he can’t be kept
down. When his head
was pressed down inside
, his fat body, so you
A RUBBER MAN’S LESSON. could scarcely see it, slowly it would

oo come up, up, up, until with a funny

““He made them laugh and laugh, | little jerk his head wounld bob up

oh, so hard !” straight, as much as to say, ‘You
“Who made them laugh ?” can’t keep me down.””

*“ Why, the irrepressible Yorkshire- This was the talk that Aunt Anna

man.” . X had with Sophie, her little niece, when
““ Where is the Yorkshire-man *” che came homs from a visit at Uncle
“On the sofa beside Lucy. Don’t | Frank’s, and bronght with her a pic-
you see :im 7 ture ot Uncle Frank’s three children,
“l sece a funny thing that looks | taken with Luey and Herman sitting
like 2 bail with # man’s head on ” on the sofa and Paur leaning over the
“That’s the Yorxshire-man.” end,suowing them soething ina book.

“We all agreed,” said Aunt Anna,
““that the Yorkshire man taucht us a
good lesson.”

“That rubber thing teach lessons ?”

“Yes,” said auntie.

“In geography, or what
Sophie, smiling.

“In perseverance,” said auntie.
‘““He would not give up if his head
were pushed in a thousand times, but
always came up smiling. Now, don’t
you agree with the rest of us, that it
would be a good thing if we did not
give up any more easily than he, when
we have something to do ?”

“I guess so,” said Sophie, looking
at the torn spelling-book that lay on
the carpet.

“I’'m sure if you would study your
lesson over as often as the Y orkshire-
man bobbed up his head, you would
have a perfect lesson.”

: : Sophie got a hundred in spelling
i el e e the next day. I leave you to guess
why.

92
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A PROFOUND SECRET.
“Can you keep a secret, Daisy?” asked Nell
Clay of her younger sister.
“Yes, indeed ! ” replied Daisy, trying to look
y) dignified.
Nell leaned down and whispered something in
Daisy’s ear, to which Daisy clapped her hands,
and cried, “Oh, goody!”

“ Remember it's a profound secret,” said sister
Nell.

Daisy ran off to school, feeling very important,
and overtook Conny Travers on the way.

"% Oh, Conny,” she said, “I know something awful
nice!”

“What is it?” asked Conny, opening her eyes very
wide. E

“Oh, I mustn’t tell,” said Daisy, screwing up her
lips. “BSister Nell told me this morning. It's a
profound secret.”

“Oh, my! can’t you fell just me?” pleaded Conny.

“Won't you never, never, never tell?” whispered
Daisy.

“Never, ’s long as I live!”

“Honest and true !”

“ Truer'n steel !"” declared Conny.

“Well, Sarah Bell's father is going to give her a
piano for her birthday, to-morrow; but they wouldn’t
have her know it for anything, until she comes home
and finds it in the parlor.” 3

“How splendid !” exclaimed Conny.

“It's a profound secret,” said Daisy.

A few days later Mrs. Bell called upon Mrs. Clay.

“I suppose Sarah was surprised and delighted
about the piano?” said the latter.

“She was delighted enough,” was the reply; “but
she wasn’t a bit surprised. She heard it at school.”

“That Conny Travers must have told,” said Daisy,
indignantly, after Mrs. Bell had gone home.

“But who told Conny,” asked sister Nell.

“I did; but I didn’t suppose she'd be mean
enough,td tell.”

“And I didn’t think you wounld,” replied Nell.

“Well, children,” said Mrs. Clay, “it’s an old say-
ing, that if you can’t keep your own secref, nobody
else will keep it for you. If you remember this, it
will save a great deal of trouble.”

TrERE is inestimable blessing in a cheerful epirit.
When the soul throws its windows wide open, letting
in the sunshine, and presenting to all who see it the
evidence of its gladness, it is not only happy, but it
has an unspeakable power of doing good. To all
the other beatitudes may be added, “Blessed are
the joy-makers,”— Willis. !
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THE TWO ANGELS.

There is an old tradition, brought from the mystic
Eastern lands,

That either side the throne of God a recordingangel
stands,

Writing within his book all thoughts and deeds of
men, = d

Sealing at night—nor, till the last great day, opening
€ er again. ;

He on the rizht, with happy smile, receives
Those that are pleasant unto the Lord ;

i He on the left in sadness weeps and grieves,

! So much of sinfulness he mmst record.

| But if there is repentance and the prayer ‘‘ For-

give '’ before the night, :

| The words are borne to heaven ; and the sad angel's

j heart grows light, AR

{ _And the page that had been blotted with sinfulness
and woe, 3

Cleansed with the blood of Jesus, lieth white and
pure as snow. : ”

When the books are opened at the dawn of eternity,

| May the right-hand angel, only, testify for lhe;.l

—Sel.

S U S R e e

Waar is the baby thinking about?
! Very wonderful things, no doubt.

Unwritten history !

Unfathomed mystery! s
Yet he laughs, and cries, and eats, and drinks,
And chuckles, and crows, and nods, and winks,
As if his head was as full of kinks
And curious riddles as any sphinx !
Who can tell what a baby thinks?

—J. G Holland.
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What do little girls like to do?
They like to sit in a tree witha

book,

They like to wade in a shallow brook,
They«like to swing in a hammock,

and talk,
They like with their dollies to
a walk;

take

They like fox-and-geese with all their

heart,

They like to drive in a two-wheeled

cart.
That’s what little girls like to d
Don’t you?

n .
lhe Morning Song.
Sing, little daughter, sing;
Sing me your morning song,
Thanking our Father for His love
And care the whole night long.

Sing out with cheerful heart,
Sing out with cheerful voice;

The tones of gratitude to God
Will make my heart rejoice.

Thank Him for parents dear,
Thy father and thy mother;
Thank Him for'little sister Bess,

Thank Him for little brother,

Thank Him for pleasant home,
Thank him for many a friend;

For mercies which we cannot eount,
For mercies without end.

Thank Him for health and strength,
Thank Him for clothes and food,

Thank Him for light and the fresh air,
Thank Him for every good.

Thank Him for pleasant days,
For sunshine and for showers,
For the green grass and lofty trees,
And for the fair wild flowers.

Thank Him, O, most of all,
For His most Holy Word.
Wherein we read the wondrous love
Of Jesus Christ, our Lord.

Thank Him that Christ has died
That we might die to sin;

Thank Him that Christ has risen again,
That we His heaven may win.

Sing, little daughter, sing;
Sing forth with heart and voice,
Thanking the Lord for all His gifts;
Rejoice, my child, rejoice.

o?
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A LITTLE BOY'S SERMON.

“ Eddie,” said Harry, “ I'll be a minister, and
preach you a sermon.”

“ Well,” said Eddie, “and I'll be the people.”

Harry began: “ My text is a short and easy
one—* Be kind.” There are some little texts in

the Bible on purpose for children, and thisis -

one of them. These arc the heads of my ser-

~mon:

“ First. Be kind to papa, and don’t makea

" noise when he has a headache; I don’t believe

you know what a headache is; but I do. I had
one once, and I did not want to hear any one
speak a word.

“ Second. Bekind to mamma, and do not
make her tell you to doa thing more than once.
It is very tiresome to say, ¢ It is time for you to

2o to bed,” half a dozen times over.
“ Third.  Be

. Because they were not ready for their Lord ;

#And seve;—ﬁ;ﬁﬁéanings come to me:

For Truth Seekers. *

THE FINGER EXERCISE.

BY FANNIE E. NEWBERRY.

¢« Come Willie,” said his father, * count with me.
We'll have a finger exercise—sce | '
One finger I hold up—one God above !
There is, who rules both heaven and earth in love. |
Two fingers—two ways lie before each one

For good and ill; oh ! choose the right, my son !
Three fingers show the mystic trinity,

The Father, Son and Holy Ghost—blest Three,

Yet only One. You cannot understand?

Nor I, my dear; we'll leave it in God’s hand.

Four fingers—and four Gospels help us on.

Now name them over—Matthew, Mark, Luke, John.
Five fingers—there were five wise virgins named,
Who kept their lamps alight, while five were blamed

My son, be always waiting on his word.
Six fingers mean six days for labor given,
To vanquish sin and fit ourselves for heaven.

e i |

kind to baby.”

“ Youhave left
out; be kind to
Harry,” inter-
rupted Eddie.

* Yo, -paid
Harry, “I didn't
mean to mention
my own Dname in
the sermon. I
was saying, be
kind to little Min-
nie, and let her
have your ‘red
goldier” to play
with when she
wants it,

“ Fourth. Be
kind to Jane, and
don't scream and
kick when she
washes and
dresses you.”

Here Eddie
looked a little
ashamed, and
said, ‘“ But she
pulled my hair
with the comb.”

“People”
mustn’t talk in
mecting,” said

; Harry.
“ Fifth, Be kind to kitty. Do what will
make her purr, and don’t do what will make
“her ery.” :

“ Isn't the sermon "most done ?"” asked Eddie;
“1 want to sing.” And, without waiting for
Harry to finish his discourse or give out a
hymn, he began to sing, and so Harry had to
stop.—Selected. vy

HELPING MOTHER.

Early in tl;e-morning. before the school-bell rings,

Helping wipe the dishes and set away the things,

Running little errands, as little feet canrunm,

Lightening mother’s burden of the day's work just
begun.

Gathering baby’s playthings, scattered in the way,

Picking peas for dinner, setting Platea for tes,
Hnntingg up the hens’ n;sta, dusting off the chairs,

| That’s the way we little ones can lighten mother's

—Se

cares.
:

The Sabbath day ; the year of Jubilee;

The seven churches; candlesticks of gold
Which kept the world alight in days of old ;
The seven angels whom John saw outpour
Their dreadful vials—these, and many more.
Eight fingers—so eight virtues should attend
The praying Christian, even to the end ;

Faith, Patience, Purity, Peace, and Love,
Hope, Perseverance, Praise to God above.

Nine fingers—at the ninth hour Jesus died;
The veil was rent, earth quaked, graves opened wide,
But with that ery, which set his spirit free,
Our souls were saved from death and misery.
Ten takes them all—ten talents God has given
To help our work of winning souls to heaven.
My precious voy, use all your gifts, I pray ;
Nor hide one talent in the earth away.” .




“MINE'S-THE-BEST.”

Did you ever hear such a funny
name for a little girl? And yet that
was what they all called her. Can
any of you guess how she got such a
name ? 1 don’t believe you can, so I
shall have to tell you.

- When she was a wee little bit of a
baby her mother named her Olivia,
and they all called her by that name
until after she began to talk. It was
then that she earned the name of
‘ Mine’s-the-Best.”

Now watch her while she and

Edith play. They were each laying a

I thank the goodness and the grace,
Which on my birth have smiled ;

And made me, in those Christian days,
A highly favoured child.

¢ T was not born as thousands are,
Where God was never known,
And taught to pray a useless prayer
To bloeks of wood and stone.

railroad track of blocks on
the dining-room carpet.
Edith’s was much the
straightest, but Miss
Olivia,after looking at them
both, said, ‘‘Mine’s the
best.” Mamma was teach-
ing them to print on their
‘slates. Edith’s was really
very well done, while it was
difficult to tell whether
Olivia’s were letters at all ;
but she put her head on
one side and said, ‘“Mine’s
the best.”

When they were learn-
ing some verses, Olivia always fin-
ished up by saying, “Mine’s the
best,” even if she had to be told the
first word of every line while Edith
said the whole with only one or two
mistakes.

“ Whose dollies have you?” asked-
grandma, as Olivia came into the
room with two dolls in a small wheel-
barrow. _

“HEdith’s and mine,” answered the
little girl ; “but mine’s the best,”
added she. '

“ Then this one with a broken arm
and bald head must be Edith’s,” said
grandma. “The other looks as though
it belonged to a very careful little
girl,” added she.

“No, grandma ; the one that’s got

its hair come off is mine, and I think |

it’s the best, cause youn don’t have to
comb its hair when it hasn’t gotany.”

Do you wonder she got the name
of “ Mine’s-the-Best”? 1 am sorry
she says it so much, for it shows she
is a selfish little girl, thinking more
about herself than other people.

Perhaps mamma will be able to
show her how ugly a habit it is, and
then she will go back to her own dear
name of Olivia.

Seems to me I have heard some
other little girls and boys say much
the same thing. Did you ever meet
any, little readers, that ought to have
been nicknamed ‘“ Mine’s-the-Best”’?

WHAT THE SPARROW CHIRPS.

1 have no barn or storehouse,
1 neither sow nor reap ; '
God gives me a sparrow’s portion, .
But never a seed to keep. >

If my meal is sometimes scanty,

‘ Cl cking makes it sweet ;
1 have always enough to feed me,

And *life is more than meat.”

I fly through the thickest forest,
1 light on many a spray ;

I have no chart nor compass,
But I never lose my way,

And I fold my wings at twilight,
Wherever I happen to be ;
For the Father is always watching,
And no harm will come to me.
~—Herald and Presbyter.

— =000 —

DOLLIE’S BATH.

“(@irlies have to be washed, so
dollies must be, too,” said- Mab, as
she set Buttercup Belle into the bowl

1 E

2

of foaming suds, where she stood up
almost straight until her stiffly-
starched dress got wet through.

Mab stood on the stool for a minute

or two, and looked at the doll with
pleased face. But what makes her
start so when the door opens behind
her? She does not smile now, but:
looks quite ashamed. Ah! little
friends, I am afraid she knows her
mamma will not be pleased to have
her spoil her pretty doll so.

You see, though Mab is a very lit-
tle girl, she is not too little to know
when she is doing wrong. If she and
all other little children would stop a
moment before they do things, and
ask themselves if they would quite as
soon mamma came in as not, [ think
they would leave undone a great
many things that in their thoughtless-
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UNCLE JOE’S KITE.

“ Don’t you wish you could fly kites,
uncle ?” asked Jenny, as they stood
looking at the children in the next
door-yard.

“Wish I could fly kites? Why, I
do fly kites,” answered Uncle Joe,
laughing. ““I had quite a time with
a kite last summer.”

“Tell us about it,” said Rose, who
had been listening. ““What could
you fly a kite for, I wonder ?”

“Well, we were out surveying, and
we found it necessary to have the rope

thrown across a very
. wide ravine. At first it
troubled us a little; we
hardly knew how to man-
; age; but ~oon the thougzt
. % struck me that we could
send it over with a kite.
So, in a very short time,
.~ we made a large paper
)~ Kkite, fastened the end of
the rope, and away it
i : sailed, taking our rope to
the very spot where we

wished to see it.”
/' “So your kite-flying
e came in useful, after all,”
remarked Rose, in her
old-fashioned way. Uncle Joe smiled.
“Kite-flying has come in and done
a great work more than once,” he
said, thoughtfully. ¢ Franklin ‘drew
electrlclty down from the clouds by
means of a kite. Everything that
we learn ought to be laid away in our,
memory for future use,” he went on-—
“every bit of knowledue we get, how-
ever small, ought to be c.arefully treas-
ured up—for some day, just when we
are in trouble, it will come flying out
like a kite, and carry our rope across
theravine for us. In other words, onr
bit of knowledge will show us the

__| right thing to do, and so help us out

of our trouble.”
God puts us in a world where we
may be ever learning, and he expects

W us to use our mmds and the knowl-

| edge he gives us.

THE WOODLAND WEDDING.
BY MARGARET EYTINGE.
“Will you be my little wife, Squirrel,
Squirrel dear?” said he,
As he clasped her tiny paw. “Yes, I think
I will,” said she.
Then he bewged her to consent to be wed
that afternoon.
““That’s too soun,

* she coyly said. “Not a

bit,” said he, ‘‘too soon.
I've the snuggest little cottage, on a lofty
maple bough,

Stored with the nicest things to eat, and
quite ready for you now.

Say you'll come to it at once, and bring
happiness to me.’

“Well, 1 thmk I will: but pray do not tell
any one,” said she.

“For I'm sure if it were known that a
wedding was to be,

Birds and wildwood people of every kind
would flock to see.

Dear me! 1 know Id faint.” “T1l
breathe never a word,” said he.

“Mr. Owl shall be the parson, with one
witness, and no more—

Mrs. Owl, who can be present without
stirring from her door.”

8o there was a quiet wedding in the wood
that pleasant day—

Bride and bride; m both were dressed in
furry suits of white and gray— J

And uobody knew about it, save the parson }
and his wife,

Till at home the happ) squirrels had begun
their married life.

“And I think that al true lovers should be
wed our way,” said she—
“Without any fuss whatever.”

right, my dear,” said he.

“You are

GETTING ACQUAINTED.

Tom's mother went to see Jack’s

mother, and took Tom with her.

Tom was two years and a half old,

and Jack was not quite two. I hope
you will not be shocked when- I tell
you that Jack did not make a low
bow and say, as he offered to shake
hands, ““Glad to see you, Tom—very
glad. Be seated, won’t you?’ No,
he did nothing of the kind; but both
of the youths backed up against their
mothers’ knees and looked at each
other for fully five minutes without so
much as winking.

Pretty soon they pushed two chalrs

near together, and each mounted one. |

Now it may seem strange that Jack
did not ask Tom how he liked the
new President, or if he thought times
would be better as the spring opened.
That is what Jack’s father would
have said to Tom’s father, if he had
come to see him.

Jack, however,

had

another Way

of entertaiming his company. He be-_

gan pulling off his stockings, while Tom

looked on as solemnly as possible.
Don’t you think they look very

funny, sitting there looking at each

other? And do you know, I thimk

they never would have got acquainted

if Jack’s mother had not given them
a plate of crackers made in the shape
of dogs, elephants, rabbits, fish, and
all kinds of animals. Then their
tongues came loose, and my! how
they did fly !

I am glad to say they did not quar-
rel over the crackers a single bit, but
had the nicest kind of a “party,” and
this is the way they got ’qua.lnted ¢
as Tom’s sister Nellie says.
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GETTING ACQUAINTED.

Aggie’s mother lived in Colorado,
and Ada’s in Maine. As the two
mothers were sisters, of course Aogcie

and Ada were cousins; and when
Ada’s mamma wrote to Aggie’s mam-
ma, or Aggie’s mamma wrote to Ada’s
mamma, the little cousins had always
sent messages of love to one another;
and when any one asked either of
them, “ Whom do you love ?”’she was
sure to reply, ‘“Papa and mamma and
my little cousin.”

But I am now going to tell you the
funniest thing about these two little
girls. I wonder if you ever knew any-
thing like it ? Aggie’s mother went
with Aggie to visit Ada and her moth-
er at their home, near the seaside;

PREPARING FOR THANKSGIVING.

oK
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TS GOT IT.” ;

“I'm going to have this milk !” said |
: Anna, running toward the table. : ;
“TI guess I have as good a right as | i
' you!” said Horace. :

“I didn’t have any milk for my 3
breakfast,” said Anna, “and you did, ; i
Horace Hinsdale, you know you did!” | ]

SpyaRs] M. 1. Bassrer. 7
Shutyour eyes;' O Nellie, darlitig; !
Shut your little sleepy eyes,: ! |
~Mammaiwants to do'yourtwashing, |
(%2 "While the 'sun ig'in the skies, "7
Al your dainty Yittle'garments
. . Must be.clean and white as snow, !
For, I think; my baby darling =2 !
“ Just the nicest doll Tknow.' °

1

Now'T Tay hérin hef cradle, " '

. " Tuck the ed-clothes snugly in;, -
" Draw. the sheet.and:little blanket .-
“Underneath the:dimpled chin.

Preésing on the snowy pillow,

Rests the little curly-head;

Oy How precious torthe mother:

Is her:baby’s eradle-bed!

Giveme joy, ‘O little niothers, 01
Scattered ovér all the land:
Are'wenot a happy arfiy,
With onr darling, delly band?
We won't-envy Queen Victoria, |
- Withher jewels; crown; and thivone,
For we'each have tichést treasure,
(. With.a baby all our. pwn. ;

= _|be good, but her mother had to send

A PLAIN LITTLE GIRL.

Once I knew a little girl,
Very plain;

You might try her hair to curl
All in vain;

On her cheek no tint of rose

Paled and blushed, or sought repose!
She was plain.

But the thonghts that through her brain
Came and went,

As a recompense for pain
Angels sent;

So full many a benuteous thing,

In the young soul blossoming,
Gave content.

Every thought was full of grace,
Pure and true;

And in time the homely face
Lovelier grew,

With a heavenly radiance bright,

From the soul’s reflected light
Shining through.

Shall I tell'yon, little child,
Plain and poor,
If your thoughts are undefiled,
You are sure
Of the loveliness of worth?
And this beauty, not of earth,
Will endure.
—St. Nicholas,

i

“ Well, I didn’t have any at supper
last night !” replied Horace.

e sepm——
——

“PLL SAY MY PRAYERS.”

@

\

If I should say to you,: little
readers, that T was going to tell you
a story about a little girl, the first
questions you would ask me would
he, “ What is her name?" and
“ Where does she live?” So 1
will tell you at once. Her name is
neither Effa, Etta, nor Ella, but
plain honest Julia; and she lives in
a town; not a large town, but a
pleasant one in Berkshire

She is a bright little child, and as
a rule good, though sometimes this
little Julia is & very naughty girl, as
I will tell you.

She was so naughty one day her
mother told her she must go out in
the dining-room, and stay till she
was a good girl. She went out cry
ing very hard, but in a little while
said she would be good, so her
mother told her to come in, but she

didn't look just right. There was
no smile on her face, and very soon
she had to be sent out again; and
again she came in with a promise to

her out the third time. Now Julia,
although she was only four years
old, got very angry, and made a
great noise for a few minutes. Pret-
ty soon the noise ceased, and her
mother went close to the door and
listened, to see if she could hear
anything. Sure enough she heard
her saying the little prayer she had
been taught:—* Dear Jesus, bless
papa, and mamma, and Julia, and
sister, and make me a good girl, for
Christ’s sake. Amen.” Her mother
opened the door very softly, and
there she was on her knees; she got
up with a very sweet smile, and
said, “ I'm a good girl now, mamma.
I was so naughty, and felt so dread-
ful bad, I said to myself, ‘I'll say
my prayers,” and maybe Jesus will
help me to be a good little girl.”
And sure enough, she was just the |
best girl you ever saw Now this |
is a true story every word of it, and
her whole name is Julia Allen
Tucker.

— e el e e eean

Was not this a shocking way for
a brother and sister to talk? I am
really quite ashamed to tell you how
they behaved, but that is what my
story is about. Fortunately Harvey
came into the room- just as Anna and
Horace had got this far in their quar-
rel, and he said : .

““Guess you had better draw lots
for it. Here are three matches of
unequal length. Whoever draws the
shortest one is to have the milk. I’ll
draw for the cat,” said Harvey, langh-
ing, for he did not like milk. ‘“‘Anna’s
the girl, so she must draw first,”
added he.

With great care Anna selected the
best looking match; then came Hor-
ace’s turn. His match was shorter

than Anna’s, but when Harvey opened
his hand, the one he held was shorter
than either of them.

“ Mine’s the shortest.
got it !” shouted he.

“I should say she had !” said Hor-
ace; for as they turneéd to the table,
puss was already busily lapping away.

I could imagine a much prettier
scene, in which Horace might sayf

** You take the milk, sister.”

“No, you have it, Horace v d’d
rather you would. Please do,” would
be Anna’s pretty reply.

“No, I would not be so selfish,”
Horace would say. “ Let us divide it.”

The cat’s
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CLARENCE, PURR, AND THE
CHICK ENS.

There were twelve of them at first
—the cutest little downy tufts that
ever any hen mother was proud of —
but one of them tumbled into the water-

L} g v
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ing-can, s0 now
there are only
eleven. Clarence
has named them
-all, and says he
knows each by its
name, in which
matter he must be
much smarter than
I, for the chicks

they make me
think of the old
lady who said of
two colored boys:
“Pompey and Sam
look very much
alike, ’specially
Pompey.”

After a few mo-
ments DPurr,” the
cat, joins Clar-
ence on the steps,
and is warned
about letting his
taste for chicken get the better of his
honesty.

“’Member, Purr,” said Clarence,

““you must never mistake a chicken
for a wild bird, and take it without
leave. Raw chicken is not good, any
way —mamma says so—and then the
feathers might stick in your throat;
and the mother hen would be awful
cross, and bite you with her bill. She
has not got any teeth—mamma
said so—but she can bite, I know she
can; for she bit a piece of skin right
out of the back of my hand when I
wanted to see the first little chicken
that came out of the shell.”

Purr kept up his little song all the
while, rubbing first his nose on and
then his head under Clarence’s hand ;
but I fancy little of the warning was
understood, and if he never caught a
chicken, it was because he had so
many other good things to eat that he
did not care for it.

While Clarence sat on the step a
big bird flew overhead. The mother
hen spread her wings, and made a
strange kind of noise.  All the chick-
ens ran and hid, either under her
wings or a near tuft of grass. In less
than a minute there was not a chick
to be seen. “ What made them do
that, mamma ?”” asked Clarence.

“The hen saw the bird,” replied
mamma, ‘““‘and thought it might be a

11
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‘hawk. Hawks are fond of chickens,
and often pounce upon and kill
them. What I admire the most is

the quickness with which the chicks

ind their mother © They—-none of

are so much alike

them—stand and say, ‘Why? or
¢ What do I have to come in for?
but they all do as they are bid, the
moment they are spoken to.”

Nobody said anything about the
lesson boys might learn of chickens,
but I think Clarence felt sure his
mother thought of it, for he had a bad
habit of saying, * Why ?’ and, ‘ What
for 7’ almost every time he was told
to do anything. If Clarence loves his
mother, he will break himself of this

- habit, for it isa very troublesome one.

-
— i S e == -

THE ROBIN AND THE CHICKEN,

A plump little robin flew down from a tree

To hunt for & worm which he happenefl to see;
A frisky young chicken came scampering by
And gazed at the robin with wondering eye.

Baid the ehick, **What a queer-looking chicken is
* that! .
Its wings are so long and its body so fat ;"
. While the robin remarked, loud enough to be h_ea.rc!: !
« Dear me | an exceedingly strange-looking bird!

“Can you sing?” robin asked; and the chicken
said “No,”
But ssked in his turn if the robin could erow.
Bo the bird sought a tree and the chicken a wall,
And each thought the other knew nothing at all.
—Q@race F. Coolidge, in St. Nicholas.

WISHING.

e

[ e ——

One day s lonesome hickory-nut,
At the top of a waving tree,
Remarked, ¢ I'd like to live in a shell,
Like a clam beneath the sea.”
And just at that time & clam observed,
’Way down in the tossing sea,
«1'd tove to dwell in & hickory-nut
At the top of a lofty tree.”

Thus both of them wished, and wished, and wished
Till they turned green, yellow, and blue;
And that, in truth, is just ngout. what
Mere wishing is likely to do. 4
: 3 — Harper's Young People.

o m—

BY E. WHITNEY.
What's the song the crickets sing—
Summer, autumn, winter, spring? -

When I take my little broom
And go dusting through the room:
“Sweep! sweep! sweep! sweep! "4 .

When I go to bed at night, Lix®
Then I hear them out of sight: |
“ Sleep! sleep! sleep! sleep! =

When I waken, every day,
“¥f it's sunny, then they say:
“Peep! peep! peep! peep!”

But they feel as bad as I
When it rains, for then they ery:
“Weep! weep! weep! weep )

,"
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ing him
and knew
that this
was his
first walk
to school.
Sue, who
was read-
ing in the
First Read-
er,was glad
to have her
little bro-
ther with
her, but
was a little

A RIGHT BEGINNING.

Across the wheat field, to save the
long walk around by the road, then
through the bars, and out to the lane
—this was the way to the little
school-house in the grove. The way
was well known to Sue, for she had
been trudging it alone every day for
months ; but to Kenneth it was
strange, and there were many new
sights. A toad hopped out from his
cosy nook under the fence to see the
new passer-by. It seemed to Ken-
neth as if birds and bees were watch-

afraid he
would seem to the teacher very dull
Why, he knew ‘only his A B (s,
and a few words of three letters.

“Now, Kenneth dear,” she said,
kindly, ““what are you going to school
for?—can you tell me?”

“To learn to read and write, and
lots of other things,” said Kenneth,
stoutly.

‘““And what’s the good of all that ?”

“So I will be a wise man, Sue
—1I will pretty soon, you know.”

“Pretty soon !” said Sue, laughing
a little. ““Oh ! no, you haven’t begun
yet.”

““Deed I have,” said Kenneth,
holdimg up his head proudly. “ Mam-

ma says I have made the best begin=

ning, for ‘ the fear of the Lord is the
beginning of wisdom,” ”

Ah! happy birds and busy bees,
welcome this little boy who has al-
ready learned what is the secret of a
happy life.

SUPROSE:
BY PHEBE CARY.

Suppose, my little lady,

Your doll should break her head:
Could you make it whole by erying

Till your eyes and nose were read?
And wouldn’t it be pleasanter

To treat it as a joke, e
And say you're glad ’twas dolly’s,

And not your head, that broke?

Suppose you're dressed for walking,
And the rain comes pouring down;
Will it clear off any sooner,
Because you scold and frown?
And wouldn’t it be nicer,
For you to smile than pout,
And so make sunshine i the house
When there is none without?

Suppose your task, my little man,
Is very hard to get,
Will it make it any easier,
For you to sit and fret?
And wouldn’t it be wiser
Than waiting like a dunce—
To go to work in earnest
And learn the thing at once?

Suppose that some boys have a horse,

And some a coach and pair,
“U-Will it tire you less while walking

To say, ‘It isn't fair?”

And wouldn’t it be nobler,

~ - To keep your temper sweet, )

And in your heart be thankful, /

You can walk upon your feet?

Suppose the world doesn’t please you,
Nor the way some people do,
Do you think the whole creation,
Will be altered just for you?
Ana isn’t it, my boy or girl,
The wisest, bravest plan,
Whatsoever comes, or doesn’t come
To do the best you can? |

THEY DON'T TRY.
A little"girl four years old
was playing busily with her
numerous family of dolls. At

children are coming to see”you
They are very full of mischief,
and will spill wat r on  your
floor, and do lots of things.
I try to make them do better,
but I don’t seem to suc-
ceed. They say their prayers,
too, but I guess they leave—""

Here she hesitated, and so
her auntie helped her along
by saying : “Do they leave out
that part of the prayer asking
Jesus to make them good
girls?”’

“No,” she said, ‘‘they say

that ; they ask Jesus to «make

them good girls; but I guess
they leave it all for him to do.
and don't try themselves.”

After thinking a moment,
auntie said: “They are like
some little girls, are they not?”

The child looked up quickly,
and replied: “Do you mean
me, auntie? [ dot

— CONGRE:*sogg'a 4

length she said: *‘Auntie,Zmy -




ing up her scrap-book to the

| Aunt Mary.

“Why, yes, to be sure,”said
Aunt Mary. “ This is a nice
picture to make a story
about ; the children all look
so clean and pleasant-tem-
pered.

“ First, then, I think the
mother has gone away to
see a sick neighbor, and left
the oldest girl, who is stand-
ing in the door, to keep
house. Hername is Kathrina.
She was busy scrubbing the
kitchen table when she heard
music. She stopped serub-
bing, and said to the baby,
-1 who was tied in a high chair
i and getting a little cross be-
cause his teeth hurt him,
* Let's go and see the man and
the monkey.”” =

AUNTIE'S ‘MADE-UP STORY.
“ Auntie, won’t you make up a

story and tell it as you go along—all

about this picture ?” said Sarah, hold-

~ asked Sarah.
‘ Becamse I see he has his hand in
his mouth, as though they did,” said
auntie.
“Qh! is that the way you know
the story ?” asked Sarah.

~ Auntie smiled, and went on.  “AS |

NAUGHTY DOLLY DUTTON.

“‘Come here, Dolly Dutton;
Let me sew on your button—
Where can my new thimble have flown?”
“‘Oh, grandma, I laid it
Tught here, and Tom made it
All shiny and flat with a stone!”

“Dolly Dutton, my knitting
Was here, where 1I'm sitfing.
Tell me, now, where tkat has gone?”
““Oh, grandma, 1 took it
And Kitty, she shook it
So funny, all over the lawn!”

“Dolly Dutton, that’s shocking!
Your pretty red stocking!
Now, where are my needles and yarn?” |
‘““Why, the faster Kit travelled,
The more it unravelled,
Till she wound it three times 'round the
barn.”

‘Dolly Dutton, I ask it— [
‘Where 7s my work basket, |
With its buttons and needles and
things?” v
*‘Oh, grandma, don’t scold me— .
I've lost 1t—Ton told me—
He—wanted to—borrow—some strings!”

‘“‘Dolly Dutton, your bonnet,
‘What Zave you got on it?
I wonder what next you will do?”
‘‘Hen’s feathers and grasses,
Stuck on with molasses —
Oh, no, Tommy did it with glue!”

‘‘Dolly Dution, take warning,
For surely, some morning,
Straight home to your mother you go.”
“‘Dear grandma, now kiss me;
Just think how you’d miss me;
Your own darling Dolly, you know.”
—Golden Days.

I was saying, Kathrina took her
brother in her arms and went to the
door. There she found Gretchen, with
Otto on her back. In a minute Ber-

‘| tha, one of the twins, came round the

house, with her doll in her arms.
Christina, the other twin, came
through the door and sat down on'the
steps with her doll. So the whole
family were there. Bertha offered

bashful and did not take it.
¢« ¢ What’s the matter- with your
monkey ? said Gretchen, looking at
the boy who was grinding the organ.
« ¢« «He’s very lonesome, Miss, ‘cause
it's me,and not father,’ replied the boy.
«<\What do you mean? asked

Gretchen. ,
¢+« Why, father’s sick, and 1 has
to go with thg organ and Pedro, and
neither the organ nor Pedro likes it—
leastwise the organ don’t sound so

does when father’s here. And worse
than all, I have so few peunies to take
home at night, it makes mother cry,
and she says we will all starve yet.’

give you some pennies.’

nies, and
~night,” said Ghri.sti,r’la.
“ And th.ey df &
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| ever-ready, story-making

| “What makes you think -
| his teeth hurt him, auntie?” |

the monkey a pear, but he seemed |

good, and Pedro won’t dance like he-

«¢Poor boy ' said Kathrina. ‘I
wish our mother was here; she would

“‘We might give him our six pen-
go without the buns to-
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LITTLE JESSIE.

“T don’t go to school any more,
now, ’cause I know ‘most everything,”
said little Jessie to a lady whom they

‘~" L

met at the seaside this summer, and
the little round-faced three-year-old
went on weaving her daisy chain as |/
contentedly as possible, feeling quite |
| sure that her five months’ training at |
L | the kindergarten had put her in pos- |
session of all the knowledge in the |
world. :

BABY HAS GONE TO SCHOOL.

The baby has gone to school ; ah, me!

What will the mother do, =
With never a call to button, or pin,

Or tie a little shoe? :
How can she keep herself busy all day,
With the little * hindering thing ™ away ?

Another basket to fill with lunch,:
Another * good-by >’ to say,

1 And the mother stands at the door to see
Her baby march away,

And turns with a sigh that is half relief,

And half a something akin to grief.

She thinks of a possible future morn,

When the children, one by one, (55,
Will go from their home out into the world, =
To battle with life alone, . e
And not even the baby be left to cheer A

The desolate home of that future year.

She picks up garments here and there,
Thrown down in careless haste,

And tries to think how it would seem
If nothing were displaced.

If the house were always as still as this,

How could she bear the loneliness ?

|

ki




“I must be more strict with my
dolls,” said Miss Jane to her younger
sisters, Minnie and Alice. * There is
only one pair of boots among the five.
Miss Slim left hers in the garden,
and the birds flew away with them;

l 1 ii‘lwi'r'
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Prim put hers on the fire to warm
them, and could not find them again ;
Grim lost hers- the day we took them
to the country; Mim can’t find hers
anywhere, and now none of them have
boots but Trim.”

“Don’t you think, Jane,” said Min-
nie, ““we must buy another bed 7 and
then two of yours won’t need to get up
in the middle of the night and let Alice’s

~doll and mine take their places.”

%I think with Minnie we must have
another bed,” “aid Alice.

“Yes,” replied Jane,” “and the
bed must be big, and the sheets long,
for Mim is growing so tall her toes
stick out beneath the quilt. Now,
my dolls, close your eyes, don’t talk,
and go to sleep. Good-night.”

Now, some of this talk may not be
very smart or interesting to some
grown up people, but I liked to hear
these little girls talk. Shall I tell you
why ? Because they never said cross
things.

PUTTING THE DOLLS TO BED.

0 NATSU SAN AND HER DOLL,
0 KIKU SAN.

Miss O Natsu San is a young
Japanese lady—a very young lady,
of eight years. As you see, she wears

o AN

her hair “banged.” Wonder if that
is where American girls got the style?
I think they look about as pretty,
with their hair “banged,” as O Natsu
San.

But how funny her clothes are!
They are loose, and fastened round
the waist by a silk scarf. Her stock-
ings are made with a place for the
big toe, like thumbs to our mittens.
Her pocket is in her sleeve, and her
handkerchief is made of soft paper.

O Natsu San means ‘‘Summer;”
and the name O Kiku San means
“Chry=anthemum ” So when this little
lady holds her doll, I might say Chrys-
anthemum is nursed in the lap of Sum-
mer. A hittle Japanese girl will some-
times have a hundred dolls-at a time.

The flowers in Japan have no per-
fume, and the birds never sing. Babies
are carried on the backsof their nurses,
wuo fly kites much of the time.

All the family sit on mats to eat
their dinners off straw cloths spread
over mats. Must.seem like picnicking
all the year round !

The Japanese flag has a globe on
it, instead of stars and stripes; and the
emblem is a chrysanthemum, instead
of'an eagle, as is ours.

The saddest thing of all about the
Japanese is that they do not know
the true God. Missionaries go to their
country to try and teach them. Will
you give some of your pennies to help
send the gospel to these poor people

| noticed a little girl, about eight
| years old (whom we will call Daisy,

| we must call her something); she

| papa, and there were only two chairg | &

Tae FLowgERr ToT FoUND.
“What is it that keeps my gay little girl

Bo silent this long, long while?”
“Oh, I’'m tryin’ to 'member God mamma,” |

Said To’, with a happy smile. |

““This morning I went to the little brook,
And what do you think comes next?

Why, I found some flowers as blue as blue,
That had for their name a text!

““The kind old gardener just passed by

- As I was picking the posies;

He gaid, ‘Good morning,’ little Miss Tot,’
And I said, ‘Good mornin’ Moses.’

““And I asked, ‘Is any one’s flower-bed here
Or did any gardener sow them?’

And he said, ‘The flowers are free as air,
For the Lord himself did grow them.’

“‘He gmiled at me, so I smiled at him,
And he said to me,” said little Tot,

“These dear little own blueflowers of God’s
Are called Forget-me-not!’”

““There’s many and many of garden flowers
‘With a name so long it vexes,

o I think it’s kind of our God to name
His own little flowers with texes!”

I picked them gently as ever I could,
And looked in their little blue eyes,
And I kissed them softly, and brought them
Irome,
Te make me happy and wise.
“So I'm tryin’ to 'member God to-day, ’
And tryin’ to forget Him not;
But I’'m «wee-ry new, with gittin’ so still,”
And away flew smiling Tot.

Oh, children dear, each flower that grows,
And every bird that sings, \

And the bees that hum, and the breeze that

blows, :
And the butterfly’s painted wings,

And the rainbow-ribbon that belts the skies
All speuk, as the flowers to Tot;
They show us our Father, loving and wise,

And bid us **forget Him not.” d
—COleristian at Work., 1 °
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Now, children, just listen a min-
ute, and I will tell you a little story
which is all true, for I saw and heard
it with my own eyes and ears.- You
see, I just happened to stop ome | = .
night in a dear, good minister's |
house. ~ There is a nice, good mam-
ma in that house, and several little
children, too.

After breakfast we were all sit-
ting down to have prayers, or ““wor-
ship,” as some of you wouldweay. I

for I do not know her real name, and

was standing beside the center-table.
All were seated but she and her

left; one was high and stiff, the| *3

other an easy rocker. e
“Daisy, why do you not sit}|

down ?"" asked her papa. %

“ Because, papa,’ she answerei#.f’
so anxious-like, “I did not know!
which chair you wanted ; which one
will you have ?” ;

Was not that a polite girl? and
80 good and kind and thoughtfal,|
too. Why, I have seen little boys, |
and girls, too, not larger than Daisy, |
who would ran right straight and|
jump into the biggest and best ehair |
in the room; and they woeuld not|
care two cents if papa and mamma,

or some old person would have t
T W e s %




~ The little things' of ‘life are oftem precious.
1 A sunbeam is a little thing; so is a baby’s smile
or a baby’s kiss, But who that reads these
lines, will fail to feel that each does its part in
brightening our world .

A darling little infant

‘Was playing on the floor,
{ When suddenly s sunbeam
Came through the open door;

And falling on the carpet
It made a golden dot;

The darling baby saw it,
And crept up to the spot.

His little face was beaming
With a smile of perfect joy,

As

Had filled the little boy. '

Then, with his tiny finger,
As in a fairy dream,

He touched the dot of sunshine
And followed up the beam.

He looked up to his mether,
To share his infant bliss,

Then stopped and gave the sunbeam
A pure, sweet baby kiss.

if an angel's presence

O Lord, our Heavenly Father,
In the fulness of my joy,

I pray that childlike feeling
May never leave the boy!

But in the days of trial,
When siu allures the youth,
Send out thy light to guide him—
The sunbeams of thy truth!

And may his heart be ever
To thee an open door,

Through which thy truth as sunbeams |

May play upon life’s floor!

b
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A LOVING ONE ANOTHER.

Two little twin boys, looking as
near alike as two'peas—so near that
their grandmother, living at a little
‘distance, cannot tell them apart—
are always kind to each other. One
caunot enjoy any good thing unless
the other shares it. They were in
| the grocery-store the other day,
and the merchant, just to test them
| —there were several looking on—

'gave one of them a stick of candy.
' He waited a moment, thinking the
man would give him one for Gordie.
He did not do it. So the little fel-
low turned away to his brother,
looked at the candy, broke it as
nearly in the middle as he could,
| but he found one a little larger.
| This he gave to Gordie. Gordie
- | took it, looked at the other piece,

A [hatedsn i, right; you

sn for

!

‘| vain little head, and thou
[nothing but how fine she looked.

|| Giant Vanity is a giant that
|grows very fast, and he often makes

|a deadly blow at him, dear children,

= :
GIANT VANITY, |

_Gracie's grandma has ecome o]
visit Gracie’s mamma, and she has
brought the little girl a beautiful |
string. of beads to wear around|
her neck. Now this would have|.
been all very well if Giant Vanity |
had not come to her just then and '

FORGET-ME-NOT,

* Grandmother,” said little
Gretchen, “ why do you call this
beautiful flower, blue as the sky,

me-net '? "
“My child,” said the grand-

said: “These beads are much pret-
tier than Cousin Ellen's. You must
be a very good girl, that grandma
should wish to make you such a
handsome present. You look very
beautitul with them on. I would
not speak to those poor children who
can't wear beads, if T were you”
That was a very foolish thing for
the giant to say, wasn't it? But
Gracie listened, and thought 1t
was just right, as she tossed her
ought of

people du very silly things. Sirike
can.—Nel.

w

mother, “ to this brook I once ac-
| companied your. father, who was
going on a long journey. He told
| me that when I saw this flower I
| must think of him ; and 8o we have
| always called it the “Forget me-
net.”

- have neither parents, nor sisters, nor
iriends from whom I am parted. I
| don’t know whom [ can think of
when I see the ¢ Forget me not.’
“I will tell you,” said erand-
mother, “some one of whom this
flower may remind you—the God
who made it. Every flower in the

every flower in the garden our

313 3

hen ever y

not.

growing by this brook, a ‘Forget- | §

Said happy little Gretchen, “T -

meadow says, ‘ Remember God; by

Creator says w0 us, ‘Forget-me-

- A AL i

SHADOWS.

ABY’S afraid of the shadows,
The shadows grim and tall, -
Which the firelight, bright and ruddy, v A
Sends dancing upon the wall. i

How can he know, poor baby,
(He is not so wise as you

Who know they are only shadows,)
What fearful things they might do?

But now one is coming towards him,
Taller than all the rest, 3

And baby, half laughing, half erying,
Hides his face in his mother’s breast.

The dreadful shadow stoops towards him,
And takes him up in his arms,

And baby finds his own father
The cause of a!l his alarms.

We all are children like baby,
And afraid of the shadows fall,
Which rise like spectres before us,
Or across our pathway fall.

We forget whose Hand controls them,
But when the last, darkest, come,
May that dear Hand guide us through them
To the light of our Father’s Home.
Young Christian Soldier.

——a0g eo——

WITHOUT THE CHILDREN.

H the strapge, oppressive stiliness
Where the children come no more!
Ah! the longing of the sleepers
For the soft arms of the children—
Ah! the longing for the faces
Peeping through the open door—
Faces gone for evermore!

Strange it is to wake at midnight _ :
And not hear the children breathing, e
Nothing but the old clock ticking,

Ticking, ticking by the door.

Strange to see the little dresses

Hanging up there all the morning,

And the gaiters—ah! their patter &
We shall hear it never more

On our child-forsaken floor!

What is home without the children?
»Pis the earth without its verdure,
And the sky without its sunshine:
Life is withered to the core!

So we’ll leave this dreary desert,

And we’ll follow the Good Shepherd
To the greener pastures vernal,
Where the lambs have ¢ gone before,”
With the shepherd evermore.

esus says. Subferthe Little gﬁﬂ:lrc‘; £y
Come unto Meand Forbid Them Not,

For of Such is the ﬁingddﬁ'bﬁ God,
5 Mark10: 14 2
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LITTLE GIRLS AND LITTLE
KITTENS.

“Kittie, you are a lazy little
thing. You lie and sleep in
the sunshine all the morning.
Don’t you wish you could do
all the things that Ican do?

| *Let me tell you how much

I have done: First, I read a

 chapter in the Bible to grand-

ma. Then I held a skein of
yarn on my hands for her to
wind. Then I dusted the
dining room for mamma. Then

I shelled some peas for dinner;

these are the pods in my

|apron; Iam going to carry
them out for the little pigs to
cat.

“Mamma says I have been
a very busy little girl. Don't
you think so too, Kitty ?

“But I am not going to
scold you, you poor little
thing. You would do things
too if you could. Byt you
don’t know haw g vead, and
you could not hold yarn, or
‘ shell peas. How funny you

would look trying to do such
things with your cunning little
round paws !

. “God made me to be a little

girl, and you to be a little

kitten. You are happy when
you sleep in the sunshine, and

I am happy when I am help-

ing mamma and grandma.

“Come, Kitty, we'll go and
roll marbles and toss the ball,
and have a good frolic We

can both do that.”—SuxBEAir,

said Clara.

they !"

still silent.

added she.

~old dress.

better off.

said Edith. ¢ Mabel has such a
pretty new one, and I don't sce
why I can't have one too.” _
“T think it is a great deal meaner
to wear such a horrid-looking face,”
“ Think, Edith, of the
little girls papa told us about, who
have nothing but ragged dresses,
. and no shoes or stockings; think
how much better off we are than
Edith still hung her head
and said nothing. ,
“ Don't you remember what the
strange minister said the Qﬁ{et day
- in Sunday-school ?—that there is
| nothing so beautiful as to be clothed
| with a meek and quiet
Edith nodded her head, but was
*Then, cheer up, little
sister,” added Clara ; “ run off, for-
get your dress and yourself in trying
to make others happy, and I am sure
you will have a nice time.”
drew the little figure nearer her as
she spoke, and E:(’!it.h,smiling, shyly
kissed her dear, good, big sister,
who laughingly said, “1 declare,
there is not even a remnant of a
cloud left to make baby frowns of ;
and I hope there is a good supply
of sunshine to make smileg of)”

Edith ran off and had a nice time
at the birthday party, even in an

I hope Clara will always be able
to make her little sister compare her
lot with others’ who have much less
than she, rather than with those
who have more; and if you will

only think of it, dear young friends,
there are always a great many more
people who are worde rather than

WAY.

“ Why, lit- |
tle sister, have |
you made a |
contract for
all the clouds |
in to - day's |
sky to cut up
inte frowns?”’
said Clara
Evans, taking
Edith’s hands
into one of
her own and
putting the
other arm
about her
waist, after
she had fin-
ished button-
ing the little
girl's dress.

“Well, I
just hate this
old dress, and
I think it is
mean I have
to wear it!”

spirit.”’

Clara

Two little shoes with the toes kicked t
®ne little dress of navy-blue, s hrough,‘

Oue broad hat with a ri
One gay trumpe

-8 ribbon ’round,
t with deafening sound,

A nice new kite with a white bob-tai
A little spade and a water-pail, >
A Noah's ark without the dobr,—

All sirewn about on the nursery floor.

And in the midst lies
His plump hand

Of pebbles and

the little lord,
grasping a motley horde
pennies, string and toy,

He lies asleep; my baby boy.

— Companioﬁ
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SUCH A PITYI

Edith was all washed and dressed,
with her hair nicely brushed and
tied back.” She made no fuss even
when the tangles pulled pretty hard,
and mamma praised her very much.

But she spoiled it
all in a few minutes. I .
think I will tell you
how.

She asked Mary, the
girl, to get her a drink
% from the well, as there

| was no water drawn.

“TIn a minute,” said
Mary. ¢ I must wash
the dough off my hands
first.”

“T can't wait a
minute,” said Edith;
“1 am- so awfully

thirsty. T'm going to
§ draw it myself.’

“You mustn’t,
Edith; you will wet
your clean dress, and
your mamma won't like
it,”" said Mary.

“No, I won't,” said
Edith. “T know how.” 8o saying,
she ran out to the well, and got the
bucket, with: a little water in it, up
to the top; but as she was tipping it,
the handle slipped and the bucket
ran down to the bottom of the
well. The handle struck Edith on

]
N
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LITTLE ISABELLA.

: Mother Nature’s fourth child,
named April, was always said to be a
great cry-baby. The least little cloud
which comes over her face sends
down a shower of tears; and yet they
say April’s tear-drops help to give her
- §| next sister, named May, her sweetest
flowers.

So we won’t find fault with April
for erying five or six times a day, if
she feels like it, but put on our rub-
bers and carry an umbrella when we

Sl
o

particular to
to forget it.

want to go out. But
see !

Here comes little Isabella,
With a great big umbrella,
And awfully wet feet, too.

This is because she for-
got her overshoes. I
don’t know but the fun-
ny boy might say of her
memory that it was as
good as new, for she’d
never used it. It really
seems to me if there was
anything she ought to be
remember, she was sure
How much trouble this

habit made, no one but her mother

knew.

The night after she went out with-
out her rubbers, she woke up with
the croup. Her father had to dress
and go after the doctor, for they were
afraid she would strangle. The doc-

tor had not b

een in bed a whole night

for three weeks, because so many
people had been sick, and this time
he might have slept all night if Isa-
bella had remembered to put on her

overshoes. So might her mother and |

father, and she might have saved the
four dollars her father had to pay the

doctor for coming twice, if only she

had practiced remembering.

SLIGHT MISTAKES.

BY XENOS OCLAEK.

A little girl at

encores, and so found fault with the audience at a
recent children’s concert in which she helped to sing

a chorus.

“I know we didn’t make one mistake,” she ex-

claimed on the way

| | come out and sing it all over again!”

| Arthur, who is forbidden to speak at the table,
| had his revenge the
was uneasy, and finally said, “ Ma, can’t I speak juss

one word?”’

“You know the rule, Arthur.” L

“Not one word ?”

“No, Arthur, not until your father finishes the

paper.”

Arthur subsided until the paper was finished, when
he was asked what he wished to say. "
“Oh, nothing; only Nora put the custards outside
the"window to cool, and the cat has been eating them
up.

Concord does not understand

home; “and yet they made us

other day. As dinner began he

A CHILD'S EXPLANATION.

A little girl was wearying over her spelling-book.

At last, in a distressful tone, she said to her brother,

a few years older than herself: “ O Paul, where do all
these lots of miserable words come from #”

“ Why, Gracie, you duncie, don’t you know? It

| is because people q

quarrel, one word b

reason we have such a long string of them.”
“I wish they'd stop, it” sighed Gracie, *“then the
spelling-book wouldn’t be so big.”

Paul's explanatio

rect. One part of it, however, hit the mark: *“ When-

ever they quarrel, o

that is, another angry word. 8o bstter not quarrel

uarrel 80 much, Whenever they
rings on another, and that's the

n was fuanny, if not quite cor-

ne word brings on another”—

' help her. Now I want you, each one, toask

|-helping their dear parents! No, no! %

WHAT GRANDMOTHER SAYS.

BY SYDNEY DAYRE.

1

Perhaps you'll hardly believe it at ali—
But every one must know

That when my grandmother says a thing,
Of course, it's exactly so.

She says, in all the great, great world,
She never has 'seen a place

Where things so sweet and so lovely grow
As on a wee little face.

She says there’s never a diamond
Under the shining skies -

That sparkles half so bright as thos
She sees in bright little eyes.

She never has seen, in all her life,
Such white little dainty pearls
As peep from out the rosy lips
« Of dear little laughing girls.

She says she has never, never found
In a garden full of flowers

A rose so rosy and sweet and fresh
As these little cheeks of ours.

But then—she says these diamonds
And roses and pearls will grow
Ugly and dull and dim (oh, dear!
l How dreadful to see them so!)

Unless, with loving words and smiles,
We keep them shining bright.

I think we'd better remember this, . -;igj S
For grandmother’s always right. g
: —Golden Days.
1 1
& Jdviceg fo Hittle Ongs. I
—~zr g

As I sir writing I heard, only a minute
ago, a mother call her little girl three times |
without getting an answer. I am fully four— *
yes, six—times as far from the mother as is the ©
child, so it cannot be that she did not hear. =
What then is the matter ? I know: she does |
not pay attention. She thinks more of her &
play and of pleasing herself than of helping £
mother. The mother looks as if she needed
help; she is a tired-looking woman, with all
the cooking, washing and mending to do for |
four children, none of whom seem to care to

yourself, Do I ever do so? If you find
you do, stop it at once. You may notalways =
have a mother to be kind to. Love her and

help her all you can now while you may.

dasy ©

HELP MAMMA NOW.

“I wish I was a big, grown woman,
so as to be able to help you, mother,”
said a little girl. ‘ Bring mother’s
thimble, then, darling; that wik--be-;
helping me,” said the mother smiling. [}
Just as if God meant for little chil-
dren to wait until they grow up before

God gave them two nimble feet on ff
purpose to take steps for mother, and |

eight fingers and two thumbs on put-‘ i
pose to bring and carry for her. .
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A NURSERY LESSON.

Say, little child, who gives to thee

Thy life and limbs so light and free?

Thy moving eyes to look around,

Thy ears to catch the softest sound?

Thy food and clothing, friends and home?

'Tis God from whom those blessings
come;

And what shouldst thou do? canst thou
guess?

To prove to him thy thankfulness

For life and friends, for clothes and food?

‘“‘Be good.”

And tell me, little one, I pray,

Who gives thee pleasure in thy play?

Who makes the happy girl and boy

To run and leap and shout for joy

When looking on the clear blue sky,

The clouds that float, the birds that fly,

Trees,; flowers, and every pretty thing?

'Tis God from whom these blessings

spring;

And in return what shouldst thou do?

“Be good, and love him too.”
—dJohanna Baillie,

AT ST




KNITTING.
Qlick ! clack ! the needles

go—

In and out, in
Polly's learning
knit ;

Granny never
pout.
She would think
thing shocking
Not to want to knit a
stocking !

and out;
how to

sees her

it some-

“ Put the worsted round
> one needle,
Stick the other through
the loop ;

between them—
Hook it through. My
dear, don't stoop !

)* There! you see. you've
done a stitch |—
Knitting s good for poor

or rich.”

ey

o

B-0-X BOX.

Baby May is a baby no longer, she says;

Since she trudges to school with the rest,
A square folded hanchekif close in her hand
(As dainty a maid as you'll find in the land),
~ And a tiny blue bow on her breast.

In spelling she stands at the head of her class,
This wonderful maiden of three.
The reason, perhaps, is that day after day
The teacher gives to her the same word
alway,
So she never need miss, as you see.

__With serious eyes and the sweetest grave lips,
May watches her schoolmates the while
They spell * tinkle,” and *¢ mourning,” and
“daylight ”* and ¢ phlox,”
Then always in turn, spells ¢ b-o-x box,”
While the children below her all smile.

They are proud of the dear little head of the

i class.

' Of her often-told b-o-x box—

There’s a moral right here; do you mind if I
tell?

We all should be wise to do one thing as well

As May does, in being so sure how 4o spell

The one word she learned on her blocks. ;
—Sel,

CATCHING THE BUTTERFLY. |

Harry loved to play in the fields,|
and thought it grand fun to catch,
butterflies. ¢ They are so pretty”
he said. ‘

“ Oh, my dear !” exclaimed Aunt
Mary,” will you ever learn to do as
you would be done by ?” ‘

“T don’t see what that has to do
with catching butterflies. Is not he|
a beauty ?” cried thoughtless Harry. |

“ Yes, but look at your fingers!”

¢ That's nothing ; tha'’s only some |
of the butter that came off hisl
wings.” '

* Aunt Mary took hold of Harry'’s
wrist and led him to the table.
Opening a drawer, she took out a|
little round glass in a frame. She
put the frame over Harry's fingers
and told him to look: “ Does it look
like butter, child ?”

“QOh!” gaid Harry, “it looks
like lovely little brown and yellow
and red feathers.”

“Yes, feathers you have pulled
out of his delicate little wings,”
~«Did it hurt him?”

“I do not know how much it
hurt him, but you have spoiled his
pretty wings so that he cannot fly
half as well as he could before you
caught him.”

“ Aunt Mary, I didn't know; I
am go sorry | - I'll never hurt a but- |
terfly again ; I'Hl only look at them.” |

“Who made the butterfly, |
Harry ?”
“ God.” .

“Yes, and gave it those pretty
wings which you have spoiled. We |
must be careful not to hurt, just |
for fun, what God has made. Do

|

‘a8 you would be done by is our rule.

You understand now, don’t you?”
—Sel. 7

SEWING FOR DOLLY.

NETTIE is quite a little girl; younger, I think,
than most of the children who read this paper.
But she is setting some of the older girls a good
example. You see her doll had managed to get
some of her clothes pretty badly torn. Dollies
will do this, just as children often do, to their mo-
thers’ despair. The clothes must be mended, for,
as Nettie said, * Dolly was not fit to be seen.”

Mamma was too busy at what she thought to
be more important things. Sister Minnie had her
lessons to study and could not attend to the mat-
ter now. “I will try to do it to-morrow, Nettie,”
she said. But Miss Nettie had no idea of allow-

“ing her dear dolly to go in such a torn condition

till to-morrow.

So she found some thread and a needle, and to
work she went herself. And she really did very
well, considering. Of course the sewing was not
as nice as sister would have done, and could not
be compared for a moment with mamma'’s, but it
was good for a very little girl, and her doing it
herself showed that she had determination and
perseverance.

That is where she is setting you older girls an
example. Sometimes you are inclined to give
up doing things too easily. You might do more
than you think if you only had the determination.
This is so, whether it be doing a piece of needle-
work or learning a lesson or conquering a bad
habit.

MARY.
ITTLE Mary,
Laughing fairyy
Grandma’s pet you are, I know.
Oh! what pleasure,
Tiny treasure,
On her kind heart you bestow.

Little sister,
When you’ve kiss’d her,
Laughs and crows in happy mood.
Father, mother,
Toddling brother,
Love you all for being good.

2

?



v
=4

el asiesine

ABOUT MARY.

“Oh, dear! I wish I could ever go
to the Missionary Society, like Belle
and Janet, and do things for other
people; but I have always to stay home
to tend baby or scrub,” said Mary, as

- {| she rocked the wicker cradle, in which

lay her dear little brother almost fast
asleep. “I don’t see why I can’t do
things like the other girls,” whined
Mary.

She thought she was talking to

DON'T TAKE IT T0 HEART.

There’s many a trouble s
Would break like a bubble, T
And into the waters of Lethe depart,
"Did not we rehiearse it,
And tenderly narse it, = . -
And give it a permanent place. infbthe
heart. . e MR

There’s many a sorrow' 7+
Would vanish to-morrow, . &’A :
- Were we not unwilling %o furnish the-
wings; ‘ ;
8o sadly intruding
And quietly brooding, :
It hatehes out all sorts of horrible things.

. How welcome the seeming

! Of looks that are beaming,
- Whether ong’s wealthy or whether one’s

poor ;

Eyes bright as a berry, 4
Cheeks red as a cherry, S
The groan, and the curse, and the heart-
ache can ecure.

Resolved to be merry,

{ Al worry to ferry
! Across the famed waters that bid us for« |
e . AT
: o Tonger fearful,

]
ppy and cheerful, ' !
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We feel life has much that’s worth li\}iqg'
for yet. —Q@eorgiana C. (}l&p-k

S P W S A S R e
- 1

- hersélf, but Miss Harvey,
; her Sunday-school teach-
er, coming to see Mary,
reached the open door

' just then, and could not

‘help hearing what Mary
said.
~ After saying ‘““how-
do-you do,” and talking
awhile about other things,
Miss Harvey said:

=~ “] wonder what would

" have become of little.

» Moses in his rush-boat if

)y his sister Miriam had
gone off to some mission-

‘ary meeting and left the
boat to take care of it-

" .self?” v

Mary looked much astonished, and
said : :

““Of course Miriam would not leave
her little brother in such a dangerous
place alone, and maybe she knew she
was doing more good by keeping watch
over him than she could doing any-
thing else.”

“Ah! Mary, that is just what I
wanted you to say. And you and I
may be equally sure that we are doing
more good by doing the duties God

puts right before us, than in run-

ing after others that look more inter- |

esting. So, my little girl, I want you
to feel you are doing the best kind of
missionary work by taking care of
your little brother and helping mother,
and leaving the Missionary Society
work to those who have no such

home duties.

DO IT.

DON'T LET MOTHER
 BY CARRIE ALTON,
Danghter, don’t let mother do it!
Do not let her slave and toil
hile you sit, a useless idler,
Fearing your soft hands to soil.
Don’t you see the heavy burdens
* Daily she is wont to bear,
Bring the lines upon-her forchead—
Sprinkle silver in her hair ?

Daughter, don’t let mother do it !
Do not let her bake and broil

Through the long, bright summer hours;
Share with her the heavy toil.

See, her eye has lost its brightness,
Faded from her cheek the glow,

And the step which once was buoyant
Now is feeble, weak, and slow.

Daughter, don’t let mother do it !
She has cared for you so long ;
Is it right the weak and feeble
Should be toiling for the strong ?
Waken from your listless languor,
Seek her side to cheer and bless )
And your grief will be less bitter
When the sods above her press.

aunt.

You will never, never know
What were home without a mother
Till that mother lieth low—
Low beneath the budding daisies,

Free from earthly care or pain—
To the house so sad without her,

| Daughter, don’t let mother do it!

| WHY SHE WAS DISSATISFIED,

“I think the rain is very provoking! said
| Bessie, looking out of the window with an
angry frown upon her brow. ‘It always rains
when I don’t want it. It is spoiling the slides,
and there wont be an inch of ice left in an
hour to skate on.
afternoon, I should like to know ?”

“ You can stay at home, and sew,” said her

“T want to skate,” said Bessie.

is very provoking.”
4 “The provoking is all in your own heart,
' Bessie,” said her brother.
blue sky inside,
. outside.” — Ex.

For the Christian Observer.

NELLIE’S WANTS.
BY HELEN COWAN.
I's going to make a play-house,
And mamma, I wants my fings;
My dollies and my dishes,
And a whole big lot of strings.
I wants Carlo to be my pony,
Anrd Kkitty to be my tow;
T’ll not tie ’em close togever,
For den air’d be a wow.

I wants my tub and washboard too,
Seme buen and some Soap,
And just a weetsy bit of starch—
I dess strings will do for rope,
To make a long, long clothes-line wid;
For 1 wants to wash a lot
For ebry one of my dollies, =
Dess gbry fing deys dot. 3

And mamma, I wants a bistit,
Seme pickles, and some jelly,

A piece of pie, and chicken,
And a sugar lump for Nellie, f

Your little bit o’ baby dirl, ’
Dats four years old tomowo,

And Gran’ma says has neber seen
One fingle day of sorwo.

I wants to know what sorwo is.
I wants my rocking-chair,

And picture book dat papa dot—
I’s lost it, I don’t know where.

I wants a pen and some paper,
And a ’velop. Imust wite

A letter to my buddy Drew,
To pat in de mail dis night.

All day long our little Nellie
‘Wanted this thing and then that;
And between each want her feet went
Pitter, patter, patter, pat,
Till near sunset; then she wanted
Mamma please to do uptairs,
Fix her B&d, and tell her stories,
One, two, fre, den say her prayers.

o J 3 z

WHAT CHILDREN CAN DO.
It is not much that we can give
In doing good to others;
But we in joy and peace can live
With sisters and with brothers.
To playmates all we can be kind,
Nor fill their hearts with sadness;
Our parents’ wishes we can mind,
And crown their lives with gladness.

But, more than all, we can obey |
The precepts of our Saviour,
And prove ourglove to Him each day
By goodness of behaviour.
So whether short or whether long
The life that is assigned us,
A memory l'ke a pleasant song
We all may leave behind us.

Now, where’s my fun this

¢ This_rain

“If you only has
you would not mind the rain

Never to return again. voe=

i
4




o
¥

44

“ter. He said:

..'ma'.' how Satan almost caught Lightner! Nobody can do noth-
~me the other day. Mamma ing to please you!" said little Ethel,
- wanted me to go outand buy

had the small-pox must be in one
bed,” said Gertrude.

“No, play I was the head nurse| “I don’t want my small-pox child
and you all had to mind me, and I |to sleep three in a bed,” said Pau-
said that these three children that !line.
' “ Well, anyhow, she has to,” said
Gertrude, *“’cause there is no other
bed for her to sleep in; and any
way, I said I was the head purse
‘ and you all had to mind me,” added

: - she, giving the three small-pox pa-
tients’ feet an extra tucking in. -
“Why cant we make another

WAKING UP BEAUTIFULLY. | 1o out of blocks, just as we did for

“Mother,’ said a little boy, | Tina and Toodles?” asl;leld hPaul}ilnie.
T . o) “ Are you going to fill the whole

X wa..ked 11‘? thankmg ,GOd' room upy with b%ds 7’ asked the
That is waking up beautifully. | head nurse. “There won't be room

IN THE PLAY-ROOM.

A child waking up so will enough for the doctor to step when |

i %y he comes. I say the small-pox peo-
never come down stairs cross, ple must sleep together.” And

or fi1d fault with his breakfast. | Gertrude nodded her head as though
% that settled the matter.

The next thing I heard was Ger-
trude saying, “ You mustn’t put on
Capsicum’s best dress now, Ethel.
Who ever heard of such a thing as
people having on their best clothes

“T want to tell you - in a hospital ?”
Yo, -grand “Oh ! you are so bossy, Gertrude

EDDIE’S TEMPTATION.
Edward wrote grandma a let-

with a scowl.
Although Ethel's grammar was

i
s,‘(\

OUR ALICE.

Does she not make
a pretty picture, sit-
~ ting there by the old
; gate? Dear, loving,
gentle little thing!
s We alllove this little
Alice of ours very
¥ much, and pray God
every day to guard
' her from all harm,
and make her grow
up a good woman.

The little thing is
very fond of her
slate, and is ¢ witing
a letter to papa,”
who she expects
every minute will
;, come home and make
all sorts of pretty
i stories out of . the
7 funnylittle seribbling
¥77 > he finds there,
“%#2~  Have you a little
baby sister like Alice?
or a little brother ?
"¢ Are you always kind
and gentle? Older

— children have a great deal to do with
the way the younger ones act, be-
cause the little ones naturally imi-
tate them. i
Be sure you give them a good
pattern to copy.

some tea. I was busy playing, not to be admired, I could not help

3 : s «7 thinking that what she meant to
gand was just going to say, ‘1 say of Gertrude was pretty nearly

‘can’t go; send Mamiec,! when ' true. She always wanted to *“ boss "

- God spoke. everybody and everything, and often
" o ) a3 ; spoiled many an afternoon by her |
Doa't say that,’” he said. | disagreeable ways.

“Then Satan—I knew it was  See what a lovely play-room these:
children have. Almost everything!

g 'Sata‘n_"sp()ke right up:: ‘Sa'y one could think of to make little
_it, say it; Mamie can go as girls happy and have a good time ;
- well as not.’ but much pleasure wl:Butllos:)e to two
; ‘ . B of them by the thi ing 80

“Then G,Dd said e ‘Ed- 5 bossy ;” and yet I don't think she
ward, won't you please me?’  meant to be disagreeable. Perhaps
“And 1 jumped right up and if some older person would kindly

_ . gl point out her fault, she would try
“said; ‘Yes, I will. and cure herself of it Let us hope |
“I was speaking to God, so, anyway. And 1?0 you knowfthat. y

& : I am wondering how many of my
':;but I,ndmma thought I was little friends who read this story are

speaking to her. She gave «bossy’ too? o
4 . Being “bossy” is one way of be-
>'.me We by 2 spid, off ' ot ing selfish, and it is often a most
ted Satan comes when you disagreeable way of being so. Wateh
don’t expect him; doesn’t he, yourselves, dear children, that you

| do not become too “ bossy.” *

E._‘ £9 e i el |

o
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¢ Wednesday to darn and to fix and
mend ;

Monday to wash all the dolly’s|Plenty of sewing, you may depend.
clothes ; Thursday, if shining, we visiting go;

Lots to be done, as you may suppose, | Then we are dressed in our best,

Tuesday to iron and put away ; . you know.
That ta)lr{es a body the livelong] day. | Friday—O then we go out to shop ;
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WHICH WAS IT?
Why, you see, I was eating my supper,
Out there on the steps in the sun,
And Kitty and Dolly were with me—
When, just as I had hardly begun,

I thought 1 heard somebody calling,
“So Kitty and Dolly,” said I,

“You stay and take care of my supper, . |
And I will be back by-and-by.”

Now.. mamma, dear, would you believe it!
I came back as quick as I could,

And there they sa*—Dolly and Kitty—
Looking, oh, just as quiet and good!

I laughed to myself when I saw them,
They sat up so prim and so droll,

And was just going to finish my supper—
There wasn’t a drop in the bowl!

Oh ng, "twasn’t that that I minded, —
I s’pose, anyway, it was cold;

But don’t you see,—how shall T ever
Know which of them 1 ought to scold? |

— asnarnminme

LOST BELLE.

“That ain’t our tence,” said little
Belle to herself, slackening her pace
to a slow walk, and gazing at the
high board-fence beside her. *Qur
fence hasn’t got any door-plate on it
like that,” added she, looking at the
notice ‘ Stick no Bills” that was fast-
ened near the top of the fence.

A lump came into little Belle’s
throat, a quiver on her lip, and a trem
ble in her voice, as she said, <“Oh, dear!
I wish I could see our back-fence.”

SN ARSI O, 2 3,

Quickly following the tremble in
her voice were tears in her eyes, and
soon she cried aloud. A big police-
man stooped down, and taking her
kindly by the arm, asked :

“ What is the matter, little one ?”

This made her cry louder, and soon
there were a strange lady and gentle-
manstanding right in front of her, ‘anid
some other peopl- at the side. Someof
them said, “ Poor little thing ! she is
lost.” And others said, ‘“ What on earth
was her mother about, to let such a
little thing out on the street alone!”
But the big policeman kept on ask-
ing: :

‘“Are you lost, little one? Tell me
what your name is. Whose little girl
are you ?”

To the last question she answered :

““ Papa’s, and mamma’s, and grand-
ma’s, and everybody’s little girl, and
—I want to go home-—boo-hoo !”

“Well, tell me where your papa
lives, and I'll take you home,” said
the kind policeman.

‘“ He lives at our house-—boo-hoo !
“Oh! I want ‘to see him—boo-hoo !"

““What house is your street on ?”
asked the policeman.

*“The one Puddles lives on,” sobbed

Belle.
> Who is Puddles ?” asked the po-

liceman.

““The little girl that borrows my
kittie 7’ said Belle. ‘“ And my mam-
ma didn’t let me go out on the stre-t
alone at all; 1 just comed by myself,
and I guess she is lost too,” added she

in broken tones. ¥

THE SNOW PRAYER.

A little girl went out to
play one day, in the fresh new
snow, and when she came in,
she said,

‘ “Mamma I could not help
praying when I was out at
play.”

“What did you pray, my
dear

“I prayed the snow prayer,
Mamma, that 1 learned once
in Sunday school. ‘Wash me
and I shall be whiter than
snow.’”

“What a sweet prayer ? And
here is a sweet promise to go
with it.. ‘Though your sins
be as scarlet, they shall be
' white as sncw.’ "

What can wash them white?
—clean from every stain of
sin? The Bible answers: ¢ They
"h"ave washed their robes and
made them white in the blood

+{ of the lamb.”—Mogrx~inG LigHT.

+A LITTLE GIRL’S FAITH.

—“What would I do if I
were to be blind ?” cried grand-
mother, rubbing her eyes.

SIN tell you. what to do,
grandmother,” * said = Jessie,
jumping up from her play-
things. s

“What?” asked grandma,

“Go and tell Jesus,” said
Jesse; “that is what 1 would
do.” ;

“Perhaps he would not cure
me,” said grandmother.

“Then he would help you
to say ‘Thy will be done’ and
then you would not mind it,
grandma,” said the little girl.

WHAT CAN WE DO?

O what can little children do to make the
great world glad?

For pain and sin are everywhere, and
many a life is sad.

[ Our hearts must bloom with charity

wherever sorrow lowers;

| For how could summer days be sweet
without the little flowers?

O, what can little children do to make the
dark world bright?
For many a soul in shadow sits, and longs

to see the light.

O, we must lift our lamps of love, and let
them gleam afar;

For how should nigh* be beautiful with-

R R T N e 3 e T,
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APRIL SHOWERS.

O Dolly, dear, it rains again!
The sky is always crying!

And just as I had got your clothes
Out on the line a-drying!

It rained most ev'ry day this week;
And yesterday, you ‘'member,
It poured all day a steaay stream;
It seemed just like November! : 4

And Tuesday, when I went to ride,
And wore niy Sunday bonnet,
When I got home I counted more

Than thirteen spots upon it!

But mamma says I love the buds,
> (And so I do—most dearly!)
" And it’s the rain that brings them out;
Ah! that I see quite clearly:

And mamma says that those who seek
The lovely, sweet May flo ¢ - -
. Must not complain if it shoulg raim

A hundred April showers. |

So, Dolly dear, I'll wash agdl%.
To morrow, for.my baby; +
And then we'll Lift the mosses up
And find some blossoms, maybe. |
— Youtl's Companion. {

S " " —— -
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A Boy’s PROMISE.
“The school was out, and down the street
A noisy crowd came thronging;
‘The hue of heaith, and gladness sweet,
To every face belonging.

Among them strode a little lad,
‘Who listened to another,
-And mildly said, half grave, half sad:

‘I can't—I promised mother.””

A shout went up, a ringing shout,
Of boisterous derision:

But nut one moment left in doubt
That manly, brave decision.

L= |
““‘Go where you please, do what you will,”
He calmly told theother;
“‘But I shall keep my word, boys, still;
I can’t—I promised mother.”

Ah! who could doubt the future course
Of one who thus had spoken?

‘Through manhood’sstruggle, gain and loss,
Could faith like this be broken?

*God’s blessing on that steadfast v
Unyielding to another i

CHILD-SAINTS.

What can little eyes  do?
Read the sacred story.
‘What can little feet do?
Tread the path to glory.
What can little hands do?
Work, however lowly.
‘What can little Zearts do?
Love the Lord, most holy.

Little eyes in glory see
Jesus on his throne;

Little Aearts, from sorrow free,
Claim him for their own.

Little feet in glory take

Steps by Jesus trod;
Little hands sweet music wake
From the harps of God.

O when life’s short day is past,
Unto me be given,
Happy place to find at last,
In the children’s heaven!
—Rev. Julius Brigg.

.
.

A LOST DOLL BABY.
My doll baby’s missing
Since earliest morn;
Sometimes*Tm sorTy
She ever was born.

T’'ve hunted and hunted
All over the house,

In crannies and nooks
Too small for a mouse;

Down in the meadow,
And under the trees—

Ask’d all the butterflies,
Ask’d all the bees.

Where is the bell-man? '
Oh! what shall T do?
Get out a hand-bill?
Pray, sir, would you?
»
Mamma’s not worried;

For, as I went past,
that she said was; i
M‘l' Where had you her last?

Doesn’t she suppose
That if I knew
T'd go and get h:; 2
Without this ado
—Frank H. Stauffer, in Good Housckeepsng.




GOING TO APOLOGIZE.

“Oh! my dear, I am sure mamma
would not want you to have that!”
said grandma, as she came into the
sitting-room and found Julia, with her
little sticky fingers, turning the pages
of her mother’'s handsome plush
album.

“She don’t care,” said Julia

“Let me have it, dear, while you

)

Sae

e

TrERE were two little sisters and only one
picture book. ¢ W hich shall 1 give 1t‘-!:o,
Hildred—to you or to Jessie?” said L “do
Jessie,” answered the dear Chlld,. with a
sweet smile. Then, turning to Jesslq, I said,
« There is only one book, Jessic: \Vhl(')l‘] shall
1 give it to—to you or to sister?” ¢ To we;
1 want it,” answered the little one. She was
very little, and perhaps thought, because her
older sister said, * Give it to Jessie,” she
ought to have it. This I cannot tell, but I
cannot help, admiring the unselfish spirit
which made’ Hildred say, ¢ Give it to Jessie.’
This was what she always said when ouly one
of them could have something nice. But if she
lost the picture book and other pretty things,
she gained every one’s love, and pleased the
gentle, loving Savior. Who of you will:fol-
low her example?

go and ask mamma if you can look at
it,” said grandma.

“] don’t want to,” said Julia,
frowning, and actually slapping her
dear grandmother in the face, adding,
“1 think you are real mean, and I
wish you would go away from our
house !”

“Why, Julia ! Shame on you !” said
a voice behind her, which Julia knew
to be her mother’s, that lady having
just entered the room.

Julia pouted and hung her head,
just as though she were the abused
one; and her mother said:

““Go into my room, Julia, and wait
antil I come to you.”

She went with slow, lagaing feet,
for she knew she must mind her
mother ; but on the way she kept
saying to herself':

“1 don’t care! she’s not my boss,
I guess, and I wish she’d never come
to our house at all!”

Pretty soon mamma came and sat
down beside her; and putting her arm
round the little figure, she said:

“Is my little girl happy?” No an-
swer came, and mamma went on:
‘“Let us see how many people Julia
has made happy. There is grandma
—dear grandma —who tells Julia such

| _pretty stories, wraps up her sore fin-

gers, untangles her pony’s reins, finds
her bonnet, and sews on her buttons-—
shé éan't be very happy to have her
little Julia slap her and say naughty
words. Then there are the angels in
heaven who saw it all, They cannot
feel happy at the sight of a little airl
doing such things. ;

ARG
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THE CHILDREN’S PRAYER.

with papa on the train, to spend the
day doing spring shopping, so Alice
and Ada, after many kisses from
mamma and numerous charges to

with Lizzie, the girl.
“Don’t let’s do a single naughty

- heard the engine puffing and tugging
away at the long line of cars that car-
ried mamma from them.

“ Well, you know we can’t be good

ask God right off to help us,” said
Ada. .
The two little sisters knelt down by

the lounge, and Alice said, very
simply :

“Our Father in heaven, help us to
be good all day. Make us kind to
each other and to other people, for

Jesus’ sake. Amen.”

‘““There isn’t any other people but
Lizzie,” said Ada.

“But somebody might come, and
we want to be kind to them if they
do,” said Alice.

Mamma had gone up to the city .

“be good little daughters,” were left

thing all day,” said Alice, as they

by ourselves, so I think we’d better |

=

Ir you have any little piece of work todo, do
hen

play with all your might.
sv.* “ch_more you eujoy
work is done,

it right off, and
You can’t in
your plg

unless




“ Where did the little birdies go,
When winter came, with ice and
snow ¢”
“Far in the heaven I saw them
fiy,
Floating, they sang, Good-bye,
good-bye.””

hide?

The Frost King hunts them far
and wide.”

‘““Dame Nature tucked them in
the ground ;

They’ll all be back, now spring
comes round.”

l
|
“Where did the pretty flowers |
|

“Is there a place for baby, say,
When all the sunbeams 8teal

= T away ?”
e e o 5 . b 1 €c 3 ] |
‘ CHILDREN, did you ever see a balky horse? - A'POUTING GIRL. Safe into mother’s arms he'll e
| Do you love and admire him? or do you teel Sniff, sniff, smff! | creep ;
| as though he was too hateful for anything Little May is in a tiff. p— £ ,
| but the kicks and whippings he generally gets? ‘ Souff, suuff, sonfl! -~ She will sing him asleep, asleep.”
But do you know I have seen some children Don't you thiuk she’s cried enough? R e

= 3 vottv 1 stick o !
thought them even less lovable than the < el 1‘“‘;-‘ e
balky horse, because they had souls and knew {1’f:}"1‘1r"l”,‘,“:2“_ R 7 A
- .o i / » quick tears never stop?
bétter, and the horse did not. When you are - l‘ “‘}"ul"‘ g . ‘
. 1 * hade, shade, shade!
told either by the teacher or your parents to e i oo |
» R o | T am very much afraid
do something that you know pertectly well | & = e :
3 - 5 : p That she has forgotten quite
how to do, but, instead of doing it, you stand | z e g
. ¥ = To be sunny, sweet and brig 1t.
and sulk, are you not like the horse that
knows how will not stir a step? If Creep, creep, creep!

: o 9 2, ( ( |
that reminded me of a balky horse? And I Rput, pout; pout’ \ 2
|

any that read this ever act | A little smile begins to peep.
i “Wio please never do Oh, oh, oh! |
112‘1_\’ and like not Now she is ashamed, I koow. '\
‘nk' of the b:llk}' Fie, fie, fie! |
like him.” Do not look so very shy.
A -,



WORK FOR LITTLE FOLLOWERS.
BY MRS, MARGARET E. BANGSTER.

There's always work in plenty for little hands to do,

Somethind waiting every day that pone may try but
you.

Little burdens you may lift, happy steps that you can
take,

Heavy hearts that you can comforf, for the blessed |
Savior’s sake, {

There's room for children’s service, in this busy world
of ours,

We need them as we need the birds, and need the sum-
mer flowers,

And their help at task and toiling the Church of God
may claim,

And gather little followers in Jesus' holy name.

There are words for little lips, sweetest words of hope
and cheer,

They will have the spell of music for many a tired ear. ’ ‘v.

Don’t you wish your gentle words might lead some
soul to look above,

Finding rest and peace and guidance in the dear Re-
deemer’s love?

There are orders meant for you, swift and jubilant
they ring.

Oh! the bliss of being trusted on the errands of the
King.

Fearloss march in royal service, not an evil can befall

Those who do the graclous bidding, hasting at the
Master’s call.

There are songs which children only are glad enough

sing, s
Songs that are as full of sunshine as the sunniest hour
of spring, .
Won’t you sing them till our sorrows seem the easier to
bear.

As we feel how safe we're sheltered in our blessed e

Savior’'s care? P 5 s ——
Yes! there's always work in plenty for the little ones ! ‘%&ﬁ[ﬂ’[’/@flr[e
Suxur\t'l?i;xlg’wni(ing every day that none may fry but ; ﬁ]?E{ﬂ D.
Liltlnr;"':xur:lnns you may lift, happy steps that you may
Ht‘fn‘;llll!&?:rts that you may comfort, doing it for Jesus’

sake,

—Sely

MY BOG.

HO welcomes me with glad surprise,

When sleep is banished from mine eyes,
%&}{g And in the morning I arise ?
5
My dog.

Who to my side doth softly steal,

Aud glances up with mute appeal,

Whene'er I sit down to a meal ?
My dog.

Who tears my slippers and my hats,
And runs away with all th2 mats,
And terrifies the pussy-cats ?

My dog.

Who humors all my ““tricky ” ways,

And every little sign obeys,

And trifling trouble soon repays ?
My dog.

Who does with one eye open sleep,

And o’er my goods and chattels keep

A watchful guard, most true and cheap?
My dog.

Who hunts most eager when in quest
Of rats or mice, or.such like pest,
And gives its quarry little rest?

My dog.

Who keeps the rogues and thieves at bay

When I go out by night or day,

Or guards my home? Ah! need I say,
My dog ?

Who quick forgives a hasty kick,
A stone thrown, or a cut from stick,
Or any such ill-natured trick?

My dog.

Who looks most joyful when I'm glad?
Who looks most doleful when I'm sad,
Though I be rich or poorly clad?

My dog. —Chatterboz.
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A THOUGHTFUL DAUGHTER.
“What are you doing, my
- love?” asked a grandmother of
a little girl, who was making a
great effort to walk on tiptoe
through the hall.

“I am trying to walk softly,”
she replied in a low voice; ‘‘for
my mother has the sick head-
ache, and the least noise, she
says, will make her worse.”

FOUND IN THE LITTLE DESK.

Not long ago a little girl in
a Christian family died. She
was only six years old. About
a year before her death she
had a small writing-desk given
to her. After she died, her
mother unlocked it, and found
this writing:—

“THE MINUTE T WAKE UP IN
THE MORNING, I WILL THINK OF

Gon.

“] WILL MIND MY FATHER AND
MY MOTHER ALWAYS.

“] WILL TRY TO HAVE MY LES-
SONS PERFECT.

“] WILL TRY TO BE KIND, AND
NOT GET CROSS.

“I WANT TO BEHAVE
Gop’s cHILD.”

LIKE

“MAMMA, ARE YOU THERE.”

A A mother one morning”gave
S her two little ones books and
toys to amuse them while she
went upstairs to attend to
something. A half-hour pass-
ed quietly away, whenJone of
the little ohes went to the
foot of the stairs, and in a tim-
id voice called out, ‘“Mamma,
are you there?”

“Yes, darling.”

“All right,” said the child,
and the play went on.
a little time the voice again
cried, “Mamma, are you there?”

“Yes, darling.”

again, and once more went on
with her play.

And this is just the way we
should feel toward Jesus. He
has gone to the right hand

of God he has left us down
in this lower room of the

world, to be occupied here
for awhile. : ’
| from fejz

After |

“All right,” said the child

ep us |’

ANNA AND EMMA.

“No, you sha’n’t have my Phebe
Ann for the nurse girl,” said Emma,
snatching her doll from Anna, her
older sister. ‘‘I guess I want her
for a princess,” added the little girl,
pouting.

“ Well, take your old doll, and
that with it!” said Anna, flushing
hotly, and giving Emma a sharp slap
on the cheek.

This made the little girl cry as hard

as she could, and
run to her mam-
ma as fast as her
feet would carry
her.

No soener was
it done than Anna
was sorry. She
knew she was
wrong, and called
after Emma, say-
ing :

“I’m sorry, lit-
tle sister, and will
not do so again.
Please come
back.”

5 But no one ex-
. cept mamma
could comfort the little maid, and her
flying feet carried her on to mother’s
room in spite of Anna’s invitation to
return.

“There! I've gone and done it
again! Got mad and slapped sister,
all about nothing, just when I was
beginning to think I was growing a
better girl and keeping from getting
cross. I guess I forgot to ask God
to help me this morning. Yes, I
know I did.” And Anna walked slow-
ly to her own little bed-room.

A short time after, little Emma,
coming in with her tear-stained face |
to tell Anna that mamma wanted to
speak to her, found Anna on her knees
at the foot of the little white bed.




f

*“ Which art ,u heaven,” repeated the children, one Lower fell the voices of the little ones. In a gentle
with her eyes bent meekly down, and the other looking | murmer they said : * Hullowed bs Thy name.”

upward, as if she would penetrate the heaven into which ““Thy kingdom come.”
her heart aspired. And the burden of the prayer was still taken up by the
“Hallowed be Thy name,” continued the mother. children—* Thy kingdom come,””

TEE EVENING PRAYFR.




READING THE SWEET STORY.

I rarxk when I read that sweet story of old,
When Jesus was here among men, |
How He called little children as lambs to His fold,
I should like to have been with them then.

I wish that His hands had been placed on my head, J
That His arm had been thrown around me,
And that I might have seen His kind look when He
said,
¢ Let the little ones eome unto Me.”

Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may go,
And ask for a share in His love:

And if I thus earnestly seek him below,
I shall see Him and hear Him above.

In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare
Far all who are washed and forgiven;

And many dear children are gathering there,
*For of such is the kingdom of heaven.”

But thousands and thousands, who wander and fall, y
Never heard of that heavenly home : !
I should like them to know there is room for them all,
And that Jesus has bid them to come.
1 long for the joy of that glorious time, l
The swectest and happiest and best,
When the dear little children of every clime
" Shall ¢crowd to His arms and be blest. 4

CHILD’S EVENISG PRAYER.
BY REV. N. KEFF SMITH.
My Father, now before I sleep,
I bow to say my prayer—
I humbly ask that thou wilt keep
Me safe as angels are.

For little children Jesus died,
As well for people grown,

And now in Him, the crucified,
Oh! keep me as thine own.

And if I die before the light
Shines o’er the earth and sky, &« -
Oh! take me then to heaven so bright,
To live, and never die.

’ Child’s Morning Prayer.
My Father, I thank thee for sleep,

For quiet and peaceable rest ;
I thank thee for stooping to keep

An infant from being distressed.
O, how shall a poor little creature repay
Thy Fatherly kindness by nightand by day ?
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GOD BLESS MOTHER.

A little child with flaxen hair,
And sun-lit eyes, so sweet and fair, & =
Who kneels when twilight darkens all, ~
And from whose loving lips there fall ¢
The accents of this simple prayer: !
“God bless—God bless my mother!” ke’

A youth upon life’s threshold wide,
Who leaves a gentle mother’s side,
Yet keeps enshrined within his breast
Her words of warning still the best;
And whispers when temptation tried:
“ God bless—God bless my mother!”

! And sees one face—an angel’s now,

v’

EVENING HYMN.

Another day Thy hand has led

Our feet 1n paths of peace and love,
“With food our every want has fed,

And given us blessings from above ;
‘We thank Thee for Thy gracious care—
Forgive our sins, accept our prayer.

° Protéctus, Lord, we ask this night,
~ &' Andfar away all evil keep;
* | To Thee the darkness is as light,
Thou givest Thy beloved sleep,
Our gouls and lives we trust to Thee;
Good angels send, our guards to be.

7

Bless me, Father, all this
Keep my soul from si

A CHILD'S PRAYER.
BY E. M. CHAPMAN.

Father, keep thy little one
Safe this night.

Through dark hours, until the sun
Brings us light.

‘While the earth is fast asleep,
All at rest,

Thine Almighty eye doth keep
Vigil blest,

And thine arm is strong to save;
We need fear
Neither darkness, storm, nor wave:

Who kneels when twilight darkens all.

A white-haired man who gazes back
Along life’'s weary, furrowed track,

Hears words of light that led aright,
And prays with reverential brow:
¥ “ God bless—God bless my.mother!”
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[odon Jesus, can a, eluldhkeifw { ot
t Thine. own living temple'be? o
oite vior¥esy thy Spirit day by day 7/ :he
freolnemy hedrtwill deign o stay.
% Phen' thilt heart must ever be :
" g ﬁt';(;iw'él:l_ii]g place for thee! 77 mi-
b . l}l’a;ughtx tempers, thoughts of tgin,f ‘
.t . »These things must not euter in.
vhio | «But s temple.is a place Bty
Built for constant prayer and praise, .
And the teachings of thy word: 3
Am fsucha temple, Loird?
" Yés, if all T do and say,
“In'my ‘work and in my play,
7 8hdll be ‘gentle, true and Pight = s
.. Pleasing in thy holy sight. B K
.. 1. Help me, Lord, for I am weak ; T T
v [-Make me hear when thou dost speak, |
il o1 «Cleanse my heart from every sin, ‘
Make me beautiful within,
I"'May thy présence from aliove
" Filk iy heart with holy Tove,
Then shall those about. mé see
v That the Saviour dwells in'me, 207 | o
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— i godi fios

Thou art near.

In the morning may I wake 5
Fresh and strong,

Find new things to undertake
All day long.

In the rugged path of life.

vide thou me, . ! ok X

NEVER, my child, forget to pray, =~

Whate'’er the business of the day; = |

If happiy. dreams have blessed thy sleep, |}
: , ‘

Biiug me through its toil and strife
Safe to thee.

If startling fears have made thee weep, |}
With holy thoughts begin the day, - |}
And ne’er, my child, forget to pray. b1
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