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«.- . THE RAIN-DROYS' RIDE

Loxe little drops of water,
Whose home was in the ses,
To go upon & j urney
Once happened to sgree.

A cloud they had for carsisge,
They drove a playful breezs,

And over town and country
They rode along at eate.

Bot O ! there were so many,
At last the carriage broke,

And to the ground came tombling
These frifhtened little folk.

Anxd throvgh the moes and grasses
They were compelled to roam,
Until a brooklet found them
And cssried them all home.
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DO NOT BEGIN TRE DAY WRONG.

Soox he climbed down from the rail and
walked slowly toward school Before he
reached there he met another boy who
ought to have been in tchool, He was
walking on stilts. He said “Don’t let's go
to school; let's have some fun” They
played together and with some other boys,
all the moming. These other boys were
rough and bad. Andy knew he had done
wiong, and was unhappy. After a while
they began to quarrel, and might bave hurt
each other if they bad not been separated.
Aundy was very unhsppy when he went
home. He tried to act s3 usual, and as it
he bad been at school all day. When his
mother saked if he had koown all his
leescns, he £aid: “ Yes, ma'sm,” but then
scwetbing choked bim in his throat, and
he went right out of the room. His supper

did no! taste good, and soon he went up-
sta‘rs to bed. Mo could not sleep. Then
he told his mother, and asked God to forgive
him, I do not think he will spend avother
such day. Yc.usee that Andy began theday
wrong, and kept on dowmg wroug. He
could not be happy, of course, until he had
bumbly confessed his sin and was forgiven.

“HEAPIN' COAL”

“ HARRY, you're cheatin’”

“1 dou't care,”

“] wen't play.”

“Don't, then.” Aud Harry Chester picked
up bis marbles, and those that belonged to
Lis playmste, and ran away,

Willie, his little friend, who was two yesrs
younger than he, and only six years old,
went in to his mother,

His face was very red, and bis hands were
clinched, and Le had hard work to keep back
the tears.

“ Mamma,” he sald, “ Harry has stolen my

o | marbles, and the next time I see him, won't

I give him a pounding!”

His mother caught ks little bands io
hers, and, locking down into his flasbing
eyes, raid adly, * Is that the kind of alittle
boy you are? Then you don't love your
mother.”

“ No that iz not ths kind of a litils boy,

211 aw,and I do love your; but I'll find some

big boy, and I'll get him to pound him,”

Then his mother took her angry boy by
the hand and told him the storyof our
Saviour—how civel men pailed him to
the cross, and put a crown of thorns on his
head, and struck him, and pierced him, and
spat on him, and taunted him; and how,
when Jesus might have called thousands of
angels to come and punish them, he only
prayed to his Heavenly Father, “ Forgive
them, for they know not what they do.”

“Why didn’t he send for the angels,
mamma?! I would”

“Because he loved his enemles, and
wanted to save them; and he could not
unless he suffered for them.”

“ What did he do, mamma 1”

“He died, and rose again the third day,
and went to prepare a place for us. What
does my little son think now about pound.
ing Harry ?”

“I wouldn't do it myself, mamma; but
I'd like to get the boy."

“ Willie, we read in the Bible, ¢If thine
enem_ bunger, feed bim; it he thirst, give
him drink; for in r0 doing thou shalt heap
coals of fire on his head.'”

“'What 1s an eremy, msmma "

“ A little boy who steals your marbles"”

“And what is heapin' coals on his head 1

“ Heaping coals of fire on his head i
being as kind as possible to him the very
first chance you get."

1 believe I'll do it, mamma.”

Then his mother kisssd him, and ealled
bim her good little boy; and the bell rang, |
and they went down to supper.

It rained for two days, and Willle did
not go out to play; but the third day
about noon he came rurning in to his mother,
and exclaimed,

“Get me a penny out my box. Harrys
mother gave him two pennies to buy a kife,
and he's lost one, and he’s crying, and I want
to heap coals—quick}"”

His motber gave him the penny, and joy.
fully he ran to Harry with it

“ What makes you give it to me ? ” Harry
asked.

“’Cause you're my eaemy, and I'm heapin'
coals,”

“I don’t know nothing abous your coals,
but I know I was awful mean to take your
marbles the other day. Here, I1l give you
all these,” he added, drawing a handful of
marbles from his pocket and presenting
them to his playmate.

Then Harry and Willie were friends again,

Don't ycu think “heapin’ coals™ was
much better than Wilje finding & big boy
to pound Harry ?
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A FRIEND IN NEED.

RATTLETY-BAKG! rattlety-bang—down
the street clattered an old tin can tied to
the tail of a poor, friendless, and frightened
dog! A crowd of boys followed at the run-
away's heels, with cries and shouts, increas-
ing alike his terror and his speed, until, at
last, he had out-distanced his pursuers, but
not, alss! that horrible, noisy thing that
clattered aund rattled at his heels.

Thoroughly tired, and quite as thor-
oughly terrified, the poor dog looked to right
and left as he ran for help or shelter, At
length Le spled, at the corner of a cross-
street not far away, a large friendly-looking,
Newfoundland dog, With piteous cries and
an imploring look, the exhausted dog drsg-
ged himself and his noisy appendage to the
Newfoundland, and looked to him for help,

Nor was his appeal unheeded, for the
Newfoundland seemed to sppreciste the
position and at once showed himself to be a
generous dog. A patient gnawing at the
string ﬁnally released the can; and then,
lifting it in the afr, the Newfoundland flang
it frora him with a triumphant toss of the
head, while the other dog joyously bounded
up from his crouching position—thankful
to be rid of his troublesome burden wiich
his human tormentors had inflicteduponkim.




