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and their faces radiant with smiles. All “(jo, woman!” said the old man, mak- 
were full of joy—except one. This lit ing his voice as stern as he could. “You
tie girl could only just keep up with the do not speak the truth. You have seen The tippling propensities of geese,
rest, and her lace was sad, for ^our little daughter bending under the hees, and butterflies have been noted and 
she had to drag along with her two weight of your tears, and you tell me reported, and now a similar story is be- 
great buckets, so fulll that uome of <the that you love her. At this very moment told of the supposed innocent robin 
transparent liouid splashed over on to she is here beside you, struggling with redbreast, lie is said to get intoxicated 
the floor at every step. her painful task—and you say you love 011 chinaberriee while wintering in Ithe

“ Tin telle!” cried the mother. “Com. hex! Away with you!” Southern States of America. The china
mti’ Tutelle!” The hut grew dark; the old man dis- herry lias a large stone, about which is a

1 întdle gave her one look. It was a ap)>oared, hidden by a thick, grey mist, thin paste. This paste contains alcohol, 
Irving look, hut there was so much pain As the air cleared, the mother saw once which ensures a robin a “drunk” which 
in it, and distress, and oven reproach more her precious child coming towards ÇD<k stupefaction, and the spree ends 
that the mother fell fainting on the floor, her with slow and heavy tread. She wa; ™ death often, from foxes and other pre- 
U hen she opemd her eyes once more bending under her burden of tears, and datoiy animals. Some of the birds eat 
the grey of the morning was creeping ir once she stumbled, and some of tllie li- the berries until they tumble head over 
at the windows. She ran to the veetrv quid splashed on to her foot. The little wing to the ground. Others got fight- 
door; but on the floor, right across the spirit screamed as if she had been burnt lr,P m*d and attack their comrades. Still 
«lurch, was a row of dark, damp stains The motîîer ruslud forward. “For others flap their wings and go along the 
es if water hid been splashed there a lit give me, Tintelle,” she cried. “I will branches, slipping and falling, but 
tie wmle bef re. never hurt you again. 1 will not grudge screaming in jerky voices and buffeting

J he sexton was startled wrhen he open- you to the good God any more; I will comrades in the most joyful manner, 
ed the church after breakfast and found not, Tintedle! I will not, t promise ,, 
his neighbor inside. lie began to sa' you!” How Would You Like it Yourself?
how sorry lie was that he had locked her The spirit child looked up with a There was a
m; hut she did not seem to hear him. pleased smile, and the heavy buckets fell buek yard. Hummu hurried to th^w^1* 
She walked quickly nut and through the from her hands, spilling everv drop 01 dow to sec Johnnie chasm tk Î •‘o.
sireet, and up the stony hill behind th< the earthen floor. ' P stone, ^\VhvJohtT^,W ^
vdlago till .became to the plane whom The mis, vanished. Then, wa, the doing? wÏiM.'K 

mail lived by himself in a but wise man where he had stood before. she called. ^
llgal,“5t V0**;. Jhe Poor mo "My eyes are open,” the mother said She’s ail dirt mamma Somehndv

Red him to teHW th ?“* ^ “r bwn mad in I will hut lier up in the coal-hole," he said^

^■Kr " m wi.-11 - *<•——i »
tin ■» -....- . - -- *«* t S*

flow^6 °cM,tî ol mo“7 • «be was kneel, ho,,^ P^lftly 1'Ce tmeln et

have said i the midst ” ‘,0 !"p, ln ,he ''hur,'h aftPr everyone els. ing, and ran to her for help. He hiid
:God "hat is b»t, and He' ?£ 1 "f7h,r ^mu7° ‘ P',ddll> ^

g^tdT C"«r«ake?e.t? tFhVltdtfou ed , ‘'ol' mamma, mamma!" ho cried, sure

bIÆoid^a,Tau^thOLOI,d!” Sho’rolre^nd started toward him, end
“Oh mv father!” she soKlwi “'4 'tf night. Thu old sexton came slowly then timed and sat down again. “Jane,” 

had Wn mm mv IMed ^ Z' and 'he °ld clerpvman 4,0 **id ‘1"^ the nul, who rô
have died- but T know that L° M ™ 1 hen came the procession of children: wwing near by, “do you know where
( i -I, j * "O" 1U1ii at , head of the procession Tin- there are any good-sized gravel stones?”njll man tkrl m" . '“"<"^<1 along so lightly that her X„-e lookl up aSo" 
hauls inTis owntl* ""F*1* tuuohcd tLe ground. She Johnnie popped his loud noise to stare 
:r a'lod ’ ’ t<!nder"rt ''“9 Wa'lnp °'?r her h,mi » hunch of “Stones, ma’am?” asked Jane.

“Did von love the eliiM vi» anemoI}cs> fragile spirit flowers, but so “Yes," said mamma, “to throw at
‘TO i iove herl-th !1 Ikt ""? T”1.11"!pcrfump fill<xl ,ho who,e Johnnie- He’» been in a puddle, and is

tion!” And then bowine uL'Æ ” Shc,had ”° bVckot- n<rt ev™ « <lir,-v ft,,d bkck and horrid! We don’t
imr the edm> of his lrmf h 8"k “*1Z go,den P,ip of teats, but a tiny drop want such things around,
nlored him^'vL, g- ?b6’ e]‘e.lm' Sll8,pned ™ the heart of every flower. Johnnie felt as if this was more than

SI^Lk2'am",*?Lfa,lr: ;:Did r: 800 riythinp’mv dparvhcro"ld ^•>«»»UZ**»toile!” y h d' • 1 ® Tin adnsPt’red thc mother to «he child by her mother’s eye kept his heart from being
— side. quite broken.

“I only saw you smile very sweetly. “Please, mamma, I’ll never do it 
mother, said the ohild. again!” he cried in humble tones. “Poor

ext day the mother climbed tho kitty; I see now just how bad I made hei
her from suf- atony hill, and found the wise old man feel.”

u. sitting at his door. When she had told Johnnie whs then washed and com-
•li n (rr*^ mv *at,*ier*” the mother ;,,m w”*t she had seen, he said. “Come f«>rted, but lit did not soon forget the lit-

ened. T would have lain upon red- 'n an<* wc where Tintedle gathered the tie lesson of kindness to those in mis
hot coals to have saved her a scorched flowers.” In the middle of the hut fortune.—Sunbeam, 
finger.” a clnmn of anemones had

Naughty Robins.

“Yes,” said the old man, paying no 
attention to her prayer, “you loved your 
child very much; so you would have 
done a great deal to 
fering?”

save

"T believe it. And you love herTtill where TinteHe had let Ae buckets fall ‘T d»°’t exactly love it,” drawl,A 
no doubt?” ’ from the moistened earth, nnd a purified . ™ ^wain, on being presented with

tear was gleaming in even- blossom. bis first-born, “but”—edging away from 
—_____ _____ _ fhe uneons-ious bundle of innocence

“Do I love her?” screamed (he 
woman.

poor
“Do I love her? ft is nlnin 

that you know nothin? nf ,i mother’s 
love, if you think that death can kill it !” capital.

whose advent had occasioned such a con- 
a man is without yulsion in household.—“but I respectWithout character
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