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what was given to those little ones was just 
the same as giving to Jesus. Think u( cents for polishing my shoes,” said the gen-

“ Let me see that note in your pocket." 
The look of innocent surprise in the 

that! Just the same as giving to the tleman, tapping the thick sole significantly round face ought to have shamed the liaby’s 
dear Christ child ! I just supposed every- wjtfo hjs 
Ixxly would give. Why, some of the folks
are worth as much as $10, or $100, and enough. I don't want to make any money 
yet that basket stayed ’most empty.

“ I did wish I was rich, and all at once

“Oh ! hut you should have more than five

tormentor; but he only said again, “ Let
“ No, sir,” said the l>oy ; “ live cents is me svv d.

“ 1 tan t,*’ N.iid Koliert Cullen Deems.
“See here, if you don’t, I'll scare theout o’ your hard luck.”

The customer handed out a coin, laid his horses and make them run away. The 
I remembered the poor widow in the Bible, hand on the youngster’s head for a moment, ,'u,c ,M') casl an apprehensive look at the

Who says the days of chiv- tilled horses, but shook his head.
“ Here, Bub, I'll give you this |>each if

I’d read it that very morning, how she hail an,| passed 
given her two mitts, every living mitt she alry are over }—Selected. 
had ; it said so. So 1 slipped mine off and 
dropped them into the basket, and I was 
glad my throat did choke up. But pretty 
soon, when the basket was carried up, the 
gentleman picked them right out. ‘ lias 
any little girl lost her gloves ? ’ Nobody 
said anything, and he asked again, 4 Did 
any little girl drop her gloves in the basket 
by mistake ? ’ It was awful still in the 
room and I thought he was looking right 
at me, so 1 had to say something, 
wasn’t a mistake,’ I told him ; 4 I wanted 
to help and hadn’t any money, but 1 knew 
how the |NK>r widow woman in the Bible 
gave her two mitts, and so—’ Then those 
folks just shouted, they did ! and I felt as 
if I'd like to drop right down through the

you pull that note half-way out of your 
pocket.”

The boy did not reply, but some of the 
ohler people looked angry.

“I say, chum, 1*11 give you this whole 
bag of peaches, if you just show me the 
corner of your note,” said the tempter.

The child turned away as if he did not
...... .. . . .. wish to hear any more; but the young mana bright-faced boy, taking the umbrella in , , . . . , ,** opened the bag and held it out just wheie

4 It I ** an * . , , ... . , he could see and smell the luscious fruit.
I he astonished woman looked on w ith . , , ,... . .. . , A look of distress came into the sweet

satisfaction, while he managed to raise f .. . . , little face; I believe Rob wa> afraid to
the rather obstinate umbrella. i hen, .. ., . , . , . .. . . , , , . trust himself, and when a man left his seat
taking out one of those ever-handy strings ... rr ..... . . , ... , on the other side to get oil the car thewhich Ihiys carry, he tied all the parcels .... . , , , ,. . . little 1mi\ slipped ouickly down, left tempta-
snugly into one bundle and politely handed . ... , ... . . .. . . 1 7 tion liehind, and climbed into the \ acantit I lack to her.

441 LIKE TO HELP PEOPLE.”

A WOMAN was walking along a street 
one windy day, when the rain began to 
come down. She had an umbrella, but 
her hands were full of parcels, and it was 
lifticult for her to raise it in that wind.

44 Let me, ma'am ; let me, please,” said

place.
A pair of prettily gloved hands began 

almost unconsciously to clap, and then 
everybody clapped and applauded, until it 
might have alarmed Rob, if a young lady- 
sitting by had not slipped her arm around 
him, and said, with a sweet glow on her 
face, 44 Tell your mamma that we all con­
gratulate her u|>on having a little 
strong enough to resist temptation, and 
wise enough to run away from it.”

“Thank you very much,” she said. 
44 You are very kind to do so much for a 
stranger."

“Oh, it is no trouble, ma'am," he said 
with a smile ; 441 like to help people.”

Both w ent their w ays w ith a happy feeling 
in their hearts, for such little deeds of kind­
ness are like sweet-smelling roses blossom­
ing along the path of life.

We all have our chances day by day, and 
shall one day be asked how we have im­
proved them. — Selected.

“ I knew I had made some dreadful 
blunder, but I couldn’t see what, for if 
n ' lon’t spell mitts, what does it spell?
'Course I cried, but my teacher put her 
arms around me and whispered, 4 Never 
mind, little Nellie,’ and she stood up and 
said, with her voice all trembling, 4 This 
little girl has given her greatest treasure ; 
have we older ones done as much?’ Some 
way, the money just poured into the basket 
after that, and the missionary looked gladder 
and gladder. They brought my mitts back 
to me, and my teacher said she wAuld show 
me how to get some money to give. But, 
oh, how full that basket was ! And when
that gentleman counted it his eyes grew all the corner, and a rather anxious-looking 
wet, and he said softly (though I didn't young woman put a small boy inside, 
know what he meant), 4 A little child shall

I doubt if that long, hard message 
reached Rob’s mother; but, no matter, the 
note got to his grandmother without ever 
coming out of his pocket.—hlnabeth P. 

THE “blue line " street-car stopjied at .///*•«, in Youth's Companion.

ONE SMALL MAN’S ELAN.

FORD ET IT.
44 Now, Rob,” she said, as she hurried On my w ay to one of the ferries, I passed 

out to the platform again, “don’t lose two little girls aliout eight years of age. 
that note I gave you ; don’t take it out of

lead them.’”—Selected,
They were evidently confidential friends, 

and one, with an indignant look on her 
“ No'm,” said the little man, looking face, was telling the other of some unkind 

streets of the city the other morning a shoe- wistfully after his mother, as the conductor word spoken by a little playmate, 
black had just finished polishing the shoes pulled the strap, the driver unscrewed his

MADE OF THE RKiHT STUFF. your pocket at all.”
On the corner of one of the business

44 Oh, well,” returned her companion, 
of a well-dressed and gentle appearing man. brake, and the horses, shaking their bells, calmly and soothingly, “don’t think of it; 
The latter was unfortunate in having a de- trotted off with the car. Jor^et it.”
fortuity w hich comjielled him to wear a shoe 
on one of his feet with an exceedingly thick mischievous-looking young man sitting be- the hours of the day, and since then have 
sole, thus endeavoring to make up inechani- side him. 
cally for what nature had denied him.

“ What's your name, Bub?” asked a The words rang in my ears all through

not been absent from my memory.
I >id not the little one givv good advice ? 

How often we, in our intercourse with a 
dear friend, take offence at a hasty word, 
and in our indignation brood over it until

44 Robert Cullen Deems,” he answered,
“ How much shall I pay you?” he asked politely, 

the boy.
“ Five cents, sir.”

“ Where are you going ?” 
44 To my grandma’s.”


