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The Family
CRADLE SON
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- -Saxe Molm

“HER HUSBAND
HAS OUTGROWN HER"

Ty words were caught in passing
two strangers on the sirect, 2 mere
fragment of conversation wafted on the
wind, like a seed breeze-borne, to find

lodgment where it might. To teil of

the rush of indignant pity which swept
over the accidental audttor, for the un-
known woman, whose name and face
she did not know, would bz Impossi.
ble in cold type, but we woren under-
stand how keen a pang of symgathy
must follow swift on such a speech,

Oae makes to oneself a picture of

the poor wife who has been outstripped
in J:? race. Fifteen or twenty dyup

o she and her husband were side by
:Fde. in mental cqulrment, in fitness
for soz1al enj3yment, In opporiunity for
congenial association. They liked the
same books, knew the same people,
valued the same friends, and enjoyed
the same recreations. It came to pass
80 gradually, this change of which their
acquaintances are now aware that no-
body, least of all the two immediately
concerned, can say when it began, or
how it grew.
€ Ty 1s the Nittle rift within the lute

That Ly-and-by will make the musle mute "
But there was no rift here, for they re-
tained their common interests, sat in
the pew as of old, brought up their
children, paid their debts, and were
seen together in company. Yet a
change had come—a change as blight-
ing to the cvery day joy of Life as the
froat that withetsthe hedges in Novem-
ber. You could not be surethat citber
bad grown indifferedt, and you could
till be certaln that a great crisis, a be-
reavement, ot loss of fortune, would
draw them closely in mutual depend.
ence, and yet—the than found bis mife
Jess menJal than once in his dally life,
and the wife had ceased to expect ber
husband's return as the chief festival in
the twenty-four hours.

Somethiog was wronz. I ‘*het hus
band had outgrown her,” whose was
the fault? Had she, like Rosamound in
Middlematch, refused to keep pace
with him, prefening the ease and
inertia of purple and fine linen to the
sell-denial and homely sacrifice inc-
dental 10 mental and spiritual ptogress ?
Or, bad her nursery occupied her, and
her kitchen, the bread, the pies, the
children’s aprons and shoes, 30 that her
development had been arrested, while
his was going on?

Passing from pity for Aer the listener
found hersell begiaming to pity Aim
The man who has outgrown his wife,
and is aware of 1t, 1s usually a lonely,
and frequently & tempted man, He is
open to assaulrs from that subtle enemy
who is ever ready to avail himself of an
undefended or weak apot in human
nature, Woe to him it be admits the
incursions of self-pity, and regards bim-
self as & victim of unhappy fate.

The truth is, that wife and husband,
for good or 1), are bound in one bun-
dle. If possible, they should grow
together in purity, in love of all that is
good, and in reciprocal genetonty, so
that how different soever may be each
day's work, at each day's end they may
sit happily down, lovers yet.

And, as this state of affairs is really
a very common and delightful one, 1t
may be that in this instance the cntica
were meddlesome, and the husband
and wife perfectly well-assorted, and
the listener’s pity a quite superfluous
emotion. —Chrisiian Intelligencer.
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READ WITH ATTENTION,

A OR:AT many persons dawdie over
books as they do over sweeping a flaor,
or buying a ribbon, or as men usuaily
clean a street. A person can look lat-
ily over a page, and not know a word
there is on it. A boy can spend an
hour over & few hines of Latin, when, if
he would put bis mind on it, he might
leamn it in fiReen minutes. A woman
can spend a day armanging her rooms,
when an hour’s steady wotk ought to
completc the task. A gitl can spend s
half-day saving threc cents & yard or
hoping 10 do 30, by looking in every
store and wortying clerke, when her
afternoon ought to be worth ten times
the amount saved. A listless way of
doing things is hurtful to mind or body.
One should play, read or labour with
earnestness, and then rest.

It was said of Edmund Butke, the
grest Eoglich statesman, that he read
mboo‘luifbcwmamtomit
nsecond time. Rufus Choate's great

power as a lanyer was in hls concentra.
ton upon the subject in hand. He
scarcely ate or stept until his case was
g0 decided. Guizot, the Freach his
torian, was so cager for lcadmi, even
when a boy, that you could pull his hait
or pinch hf- arm without his seeming at
all conscious, so absorbed was hein his
books. It is said that sometimes the
boys pulled off his coat-tails while he
kept onrcading.  Daniel Webster sald
41 had so few books that toread them
over once or lwice was nothing
thought they wete alltobe got by heart,
When a half-hour, ar an hour at wmost,
had clapsed, I closed wmy book and
thought on what 1 hed read.” D
Noah Portcr says thisattention {s gamned
partly by asking yourself, “\Whydol
tead this bookd  To help me in busi-
ness? To make mo intelligent ? —
Selected.

MY STORY.
IV A PISTOL.
Waex I was about twelve years old,
1 decided that 1 was old enoughtoown
and carry a pistol.  Other boys not as
tall as 1 was could boast the ownership
of a plstol ; s0 one evenlng, as father
was draming on his gloves, 1 astonished
him by asking permission to buy a
pistol,

“A pistol I Whom do you want to
shoot ?

“No one, sir.
1o shoot properly.”

“What do you call proper shooting,
my son ?"”

** Hit what you aim at, of course.”

 Indecd, some people hit things they
do not aim at,”

 Certainly; but I should try to avord
blunders.”

4 My son, 1 don’t think you have any
real need of a pistol.”

" Lut, father, suppose I should meet
& mad dog, or a—z gorilla ?”

Father amiled. * John,” said he, "]
am a great deal older than you, and 1
have never met either a mad dog or a
gonlla; whenever I do 1 will get youa
pistol, not before.”

Where there is a will there fa a way,
My will was good enough, if 1 could
only contrive the way, 30 I kept plan.
ning over and over how to get the coy-
eted treasure,  After I went to bed, 1
lay awake thinking of nothing but a
pistol, I had been in bed about thirty
minutes when there camesmp at m
doot ; aupposing it was my mother,
said, “ Come in.” What was my aston.
nhment to see a pistol walk in. I
rubbed my eyes to assure myself that
I was not asleep; then 1 sat up in

1 only want to learn

“How do you do ? * said the pistol,
nlkinlg up and seating himself on my
bed. 1stammered out something sbout
not expecting company.

“ Of course, it Is an unusual hour for
callers, but, knowing how much you
wanted & pistol, I falt it my duty 10
come immediately.”

1 belleve I prefer a dumb pistol,” I
faltered.

“Ha ! ha! one that won't fire, with a
gotllla within two feet of you.”

# 1—1 mean, sir, one that can't walk
off and leave me, you know.”

“Well,” sald the pisto), “1 did not
suppose you would want me, no one
does when he hears my story. It is a
very sad one, and I never tell it to any
one but boys.”

And without further delay hebegan:
“Vhen I was quite young, a very fool-
ish father bought me tor his son John.
He was about your age and size.” He
way vcr{ kind to me, handled me ten.
decly ; kept me well polished, fed me
well, took me with him silmost every-
where he went, except to school. Thils
the principal positively forbade ; but as
my education was born with me, all
completed, 1 did not care about goin
ta school. I was allowed to go to al
the horse-taces, fairs, circuses, ete, I
even went to church once when the
twing were christened, £hd when Miss
Bess was martied I occupied a placeon
the mante! where I could see the wed.
ding ceremony. Ah! those wire happy
days”

ere the pistol stopped as if unable
to continue,

* Will you please finish your story,
Mr. Pistol,” 1 ventured to remark.

“Ah{ yes; I was thinkingof the last
time 1 accompanied my young master.
It was the night of the Fourth of July.
We went out to have a good time, Al
the boys were out sending up sky-
rackets, etc, etc,  In the midat of the
fun, two of the boys got into a quarrel
about some fire-crackers. My master
was called up fora witness. Oneof the
boys disputed his word ; this brought on
another quarrel. My inaster called the
boy & lisr, whereupon the boy struck
my madter; then—Ob, the horror of that
moment }—my master drew me out of
his pocket, and before I could utter a
remonstrance, fired! There was one
piercing shriek. The boy fell dcad at
my master’s feet, Then the horrible
cry of murder rang out. My master
dr:sped roe and fled for bis life. I
tried o conceal maelf under the side-
walk, but T was found and brought into
a court as & witnesf against my loved
young master. I was forced to speak
the truth, and after & long trial the jv
brought in & verdict of * guilty,’ lﬁ
makes me heart-sick whenever 1 think
of it! How white my young master
was, and when the verdict was rendered
he falnted. Then the father cried out:
1Ob, It wis all my fault ] If I had not
bought that miserable pistol ! Ob,.my
poat boy ' Thea cveqbodibqnn to
c1y. t was the last time ] eversaw
my manter, Sincethen I bave

I | me after pay

had s¢tveralowners, Thenext one shot
himsel( in the leg by his carcless hind-
llnp‘ of me. ‘The next one fired me o
accidentally in the house, and scred
the baby into fits. My next owne, in
trylng to kill a chicken for dinuer, shot
his noighbour’s pet dog, and had tu pay
ten dollars to keep it cut of a law-uit.
The next man who got possession v me
came neas killing his wife, supponng
her to be & burglar,  Juat now 1 ¢on't
betong to anrbodr ; my last owner lost
ng cight dollate for ms, 1
hope no one will ever find me, ] gas
born an unlucky creature, I ‘d\'t
think I was cver of any real use tosny-
body. On the conirary, [ have been
the indwect caus: of a great desl of
trouble. 1 have caused the deaty of
one person, Imprisoned one, wouded
a third, threw the baby Into fits, klled
a pet dog, made enemies of frimds,
narrowly escaped kitling & man's vife,
cheated a man out of elght dollars,and
have never had a chance to kill a mad
dog, or a gorilla. I'm & dangeous
companion for boys. Parcnts have no
business to buy pistols for the carless
handling of passionate boys.”

Just here somebody gave me as gor-
ous shake, and mother said: " iow
sound you do sleep, Johnl Will you
never wake up this morning ? "

When I went down, father atkec me
it 1sull wanted a pistol. I told him
no, I'd rather have a lin rattle.

' But if you should meet a madJog,
or a gorilla, what would you do wih a
un rattle ?*

'* About as much as I would dowith
a pustol . throw it down and run,”

I am now forty years old. I rever
did own a pisto), never had any us: for
one. I have neyer met elther a gorilla,
or amad dog. I'm thankful that M.
Pisto! came and told me the story of
his adventuresome life, or I might Save
owned a pistol and been a murder.—
The Houscheeper,

AFTER MANY DAYS.

Tne following interesting narratwe is
wontten by Mes. J. Williamson, an
American mwissionary at Chefoo, China ;

After a busy day in the dispersary,
just asthe winter sun was disappeating
behind the bills overlooking Toong
Shin, and the last lingeting ray was
tlanting on the hospital tower, 1 heard
the ttampling of a large cavalcade.of
mules. The tinkling of the bells on
theit necks suddenly ceased as they all
stopped in front of the bospital .1
heard a gruff voice in conversdtion wjth
the dispenser, and Jmmediately after,
in a loud commanding tone, the

wotds,—

“I'm all tight.  We have found the
place. It is here that they knovall
about Jesus the Son of the Heavenly
Father. Go on to the I Shing lpn,
'l follow.” z

Crack went elght or ten whips
kte, tinkle, went the balls; ™
teamp, and the whole of the mules were
;gain in motion, trudging away to Ehe-
o, ‘

The dispensel, who was going of to
relieve some poor sufferer, returned
and said,—

“Here Is & man from Yl choofoo
wishing toapeak to you, Sball Istay?”

“"No; It is not necesnary,” 1 replied,
and walked into the operating-room,
where I found & tall sheepskinclad
Chinaman, with an immense fur cap on
his bead, statlngall round.

Aflter gozing at me for a mioute, he
began to disrobe. Very leisurely be
took off his beavy sheepskin coat, then
a second jacket, and from around bis
walst he ptoceeded to untie & girdle of
blue cotton cloth, half & yard wide and
about tbree yardslong. From the cen-
tre of the girdle, where it had circled
from his broad back, he took most
carefully a book, J:roteczed by two
pieces of card-board. It was a New
Testament in Wenll, in good preserva-
tion, though evidently much read, He
was a shrewd.looking man, civil and
intelligent.

*We brought this from the son of
my master. 1 cannot read, but I prom-
ised to find out here all I could about
;’his J?]u:‘; giut tihe book tells of” Qut

e 8 pipe, and asked politel
o L':udy, ey fsmoke?" poen

*Yes, certainly,” I replied, knowing
“c:l.it this meant he had a long story to
t 1}

Between many draws of his pipe and
much shtuuinf of his shou dgfs, he
told me that this New Testament was
bought more than ten years ago by an
inmate of his master's house. It lay
about for a long time till.a brother of
his master, an old man who could
walk much, but usually sat all da;:
the libraty, took it down. He sead,
and read, and read, and in fact did
nothing but read this book. 1ie often,
as they all 33t in the court.yard os
moonlight nights, 10ld them the story of
Jesus, and how he was crucified, AL
ter a while the old man became very
sick, When he was dying he gave the
book to his nephew, and said,—

““This book sstrue; read it. Ihave
seen Jea.s in the midet of heaven, and
I am going to Him,"

The young man di’ not for some
years read the book.  He married, snd
was very busy with his ground, for they
wentichpeonle.and bed many hun-
dred acres of land.  ARes some time he
fell ill, and then, as his uncle had done
before him, be read the book,~sead
and read, and did nothiog but resd it
Since wte‘:.i;. oolddmthifedhc had
very and coughed & great deal.
So he had sent this rean to‘ find out
sbout Jesus, for he was sure the book

(0

was not complate,

The man said he had forgotien many
of the questions that he was to have

fflasked, Some he did remember: What

was Jesus hke? When would he come
out of heaven? Who was the man
called Isaiah? Was there any more
of the book? Werc all the four people
that told about Jesus' life his pupils?

1 asked the tnan if hls young mastet
had taught lum anything that was in
the book. He said,—

“Ican't tead, I'm & very stupid
man, and have no memory. But he
spoka 1o me about *a little lamb,' and
about & * golden candlestick.’”

On looking at the Testament I found

the Gospels had been muchread,alsothe
Epistles of Peter and James, and the
Revelation. The chapter in the Acts
of the Apostles about Philip and the
cunuch was pauculatly marked. 1
gave him a copy of the New Testament
that had just been publish~d, with the
headings and Introductions to each
bouk , also a volume of the Old Testa-
ment, containing the prophecy of
Isaiah, some books, a catechism, and a
book of prayer,
He said they had come to Yental to
sell a quantity of scarlet dyestuffs, and
when they had sold all he would come
and get more books, for which he had
brought money to pay.

The sun was long set as I sald good.
by on the hospatal steps, and 1 walked
home praying that this people, who now
31t in darkness, may be blessed by being
able to perceive the rays of the unset-
ting Sun of rightecusncss, whose bright.
est zays are the words of bis own book,

PUNISHMENT VERSUS
FALSEHOOD.

[NoT A FANCY SKETCH.]

“1 uAve punished and ‘Junilhed,"
sighed » mother, "yet I can’t believe s
word that child tells me.”

“Is he of & scheming, sly disposi-
tion #” maked & sympathizing friend.

*Ob, hot In the least |  He s trans:
rnenl to the point of simplicity. His

ittle deceits are never deep, There fs
no skill about them.”

“You wouldnt think, would you,”
rejoined her friend, *that 1 was con
7 ‘red a confirmed liar when 1 was a
child ?”

The mother looked at hetr with wide-
open
P Ife’le:ave one friend in whote word
1 would ttust more than another,” she
exclaitued, * you are that one!”

This was entirely true. The lady in
%mtiou. & woman of high Christian
g alucter, wis sincere and honest to a

aglt.

¥ Nevertheless, ] am ashamed to say
that I can remember telling moany lies
in my childhood,” she confessed calmiy,
“andIcanremember why. Iregatded
lying—a distinguished man has put this
into an aphotism for me—as * an intel
lectual method of meeting a dilemma.’
Its moral qualit{ did not impress me.
I knew I ahould get a whipping if I
confessed my misdemeanour, There
was & chance tat T might escape if I
told a le, I was terribly, cravenly,
afrald of the rod. My good mother
meant to do me wood, but she came
vety near ruiniog me for life.  Naturally,
I was of an open disposition, as you say
your little boy is. I believe that whip-
rlng will make a linr of any timid child,

f not of all children.”

“ But what would you: do when a child
had exhausted all the methods of pun-
ishment {ou could devise ? You would
not let him go without any punishment
at all, would you #*

“ I believe that would be better than
making a liar of him,*

The mother was deegly impressed by
her fniend’s words. The nexttime that
her little boy offended, this scene tran.
spired :

Afotker : * Bridget tells me, Henry,
that you told her if she did not let you
in quick, you would cut the back door
with a hatchet.”

Heary (six years old): I never sald
such a thing—thete ! ”

Mother : ' But you had the batchet
jn your hand."”

enry : 4 Ob, the great story-teller !
1 baven't had the batchet to-day.”

Afother: ' Henry, come here.  Here
is the matk of the hatchet where you
struck the doot—it is fresh—and the
hatchet made it, and you did it.”

Henry (defiantly) : “1 never | "—then
bo‘I:niu to cry=—"1 didn't make nesr
50 big a mark as that. I didn't mean
to make avy mark, but Bridget was so
mean1”

Mother (wilh tears gatbering in her
eyug.:’ “O Henry, what shall 1 do with

Henry (screamiog) ; ** Ob, don’t whip
mll I'I won't ever do it again—truly,
truly ¥

Mother (clasping him in her arms):
“ My dear boy, I am not going tow

Thisis too secious forthat, Now
toll me all about it.”

(Hemréll reassured, Ttells the same
story which Bridget has just 10ld)

Alsther ;: " There! Now I know how
it happosed. 1 always want to know,
and you can tell menicely. 1don't see
why you don't always, Hust you told
ma you dida’t do seything, tmade
me mined ur about it.”

Henry (oallenly) : “1 dida’t want you
to whip me.”

Mother.: * Do you think 1 ought to
let it go without punishing you at all ¥

Hory : “Yoeu”

AMeother; ¥ But you might cut the dooe
with & hatchet again, vl.i'ca Bridget has

bor hande ja the bread.
ey (sarmenily) : ** No, I won't.,”

Mother . “ Dy, i€ you are not sorry
now, how shall I know that you willbe
!hc}n{ A (dowly)

enry (slowly): "I am sonry now,”

‘T'ho mother, having made him apolo-
g1z¢ a little more fully, explained to him
il further the enormity of what he had
done, and then they had a htile rnyer.
the child repeating alter the mother the
words which she pul together for him.

Henry told several falschoods after
this, but the mother dealt with him in
a similar way, making everytiung very
plain to him.  He s now ten years old,
and more truthful than, perhaps, most
children of his age,. A similar course
may not affect all childeen alike, but try
something clse besides hard punish-
ments for lying. -Selected,

DRUDGERY.

Many a woman finds the romance of
life fading out ds she is confronted day
by da{ with thc ever recurring tasks of
gaily ife. Sald such a one the other
ay:

“1 do hate to do the ordinary rou-
tine drudgery of housekeeping | I'never
was systematic,  Things et out of or-
der, and there they slay till 1 get around
to pick them up, It takes so long, es-
pecially the dishes. I seemtobzdoin
dishes a good deal of the time; they
seem like climbing up a high mountain,
the top of which 1 never rcach.”

The friend to whom she was talking
made this regly :

1 really have learned to cnjoy my
dishes, I make it a point to have
abundanceof clean‘cuptowels. Iknow
that artists and 1uticians oblain their
fine effects by tir less attention to de.
tails, I take tms prmciple into my
every-day ife. While I am doing the
dishes I study the best method of doing
them—the (\uickcst. the casiest, the
mont agreeable. Generally, Iattack the
pots and ketiles first, and get them all
scraped as clean as cold water will do it.
While my hands arc busy with the rou.
tine, I have time to think. 1 J)lm my
other work, think what needs doing
most, and what can wait, think up
pretty styles for my dresses, think over
my Sabbath-school lesson, the last new
book or magatine 1 have read, recall
my own actions, and think how I could
have done better. Thus the time pas-
ses quickly, if my mind is profitably
occupied. It is not spent alone in get.
ting my wotk done."—Eschange.

GRACEFUL HOSPITALITY.

Fasnion has extended her laws even
into the resim of hospitality and her re-
quitements are such as to shut off the
exercise of much that was once known
as old-fashioned hospitality. We read
of yellow or pink or blue teas, of floral
adornments, elegant china and exquisite
glass, and the whole picture shows and

litters like fairyland , and yet, some-

w, the idea of “ friendship 1n com-
mueion,” is avershadowed in thiy dis-
play. Weare so delighted with 1ic
spectacle that our hostess has prepared
for our entertainment, that we almost
incline to think we have fulfilled all
that is required of us when we offer in
return an expremion of our apprecia-
tlon snd admiration of our hostesy’

her table,

But, we rather sbrink from the
attempt 10 return this gorgeous glow
wilb only the simpler hospitality which
it would be in our power to offer. We
have the feeling that jt would be & sort
of dishonesty to make such an unequal
return!  Now, if we were entertaining
angels unawares, we would be sure that
our kind intentions were appreciated—
but, 1n view of the whispering tongues
which, alas, are but too often beard
contrasting Mrs, So.and-So's grandeur
with her neighbour's simplicity, we be.
come faint-hearted ; and we feel * un.
comiortable ** about inviting the friends
who can entertain so royally and ex-
hibit their bounty upon a “lordly
dish,”

Were you as old as 1, you could re-
call tables Inden with the dainties that
Dutch hospitality could supply. Even
then there was & certaln priue in the
display of old silver and delicate china,
but it was not allowed to outglitter
everythiog else. You recognized the
fact that the table was spread for your
entettainment, and not to measure the
wealth of your hostess. But this back.
ward glance has nothing to do with the

uestion before us-—Shall we entertain
ds who can make a much ter
display than we can? The feeling
against doing so springs fiom the very
natural desite to appear as well as our
neighbours ; we feel it uanecessary to
contrast our comparative poverly with
our friends opulente. But {and does
not this solve the probiem?) but, if we
to the slmplicity of the table can add
the charm of i and a well-
bred capacity to entertain with conver.
sational powers the guests whom we
bave gtlmnd around our board, have
we 8ot a higher charm 1o our
cutertainment 7 Noed we fearthe com-
Parison betwaen the glitter of vilver and
glass and the acbler glow and sparkle
e 1o give vhore primatic, perbape e
abie to give we
might call them lar, entell;in-
ments, but surely it does not require
weakhto give 10 ourfriends theglowand
warmth of our heart and mind. — G-
irnde L. Vanderbil, in Chvistion Intel.

HNeenoer,
THE falrest and finest ivapression of

the Bible s to have it well printed on
the render’s hoatt.—Dr. Arrowsmith.

Blhis turn,

beautiful taste in the adornments of|sh

The Children's Corner.,

TO-MORROW,

I wiLL plough my field to-morow,”
said Jeannot, I must not Ioscoa':;y
time, a3 the season {s advancing ; and
;1{ I neglect to culilvate my field 1 shal)
nzvgr::‘:dt"he“' and, asa consequence,

To-morrow arrived.  Jeannot w
by da{light. and was at{out oln;'ottlg
to get his plough when ona of ﬁis fricnds
came 1o [nvite him to & family festiva),
Jeannot hesitated at firse ; bul, on re-
flecting a little,he aaid; v A day soorier
or later makes no differenco for my
P:;:stiﬂe:l" whille a"daly of pleasure once

ways lost,
"'r‘l’f o ¥:lcnd. Tewenttothe fest!.

‘The next day he was obliged to
himself becauso he had cagen A Ii';f;:
too much, and drank a little too much
and had & headache, *‘Ta.morrow i
wl:} make up for this,” he said to him.
sell,

‘Fo-morrow came; {t rained, Jea
;cl)]hil great griel, was unable t({ gentr:::ttt’

ay,
The following day it was fine
eannot felt blmsel!yfull of cou;a:t:?
ut unfortunately his horse way sick §n
Jeannot cureed the poor
P he followiny, d h
e following, day was s holiday, a

he could not, of course, work, )\"ngs
week had commenced, and in & new
week a great deal of work may be done,

He began by ﬁoing to a falr in the
noighbourhood ; be Lad never faited to
attend i1, and it was the finest fair held
within ten miles. He went afterwards
to a christening of a child of one of his
nearest relations, and afterwards to a
burial. In short, he had so many
things to occupy him that when he he-
gan to plough his field the season of
:3':?.‘}, was past; thus be had nothing

When you have anything to do, do it
at ance; for If you are master of the
present, you are not so of the future,
:i?ldthfn who always putsoff ?l; business

0-morrow runs a great risk of
being able to finish agy thing.-—l’.":“r

-l

WILFRED'S GRACE.

 Coux, Willy boy, dinner ready,
sald Grandma Crofts.  “ But stop,” she
added, us the little boy pulled up the
l:igth u:’ool a';u‘it beg;u to climb uponit;
“stand up Aest and s ;
nnerI;ne.." Y grace ; repeat
“ Don'’t say much, grandma, whis-
pered Wilfred as the olﬂady shut her
eyes, * ‘cause we haven't much dinner,
T Wilfed” satd grand

Wilfeed,” said grandma pregently
when the tittle boy had dm%red tw'c;
dumplings and was considering a third,
“what do you think Johnny i’ole and
Fitie have for dinner 2"

‘4] don't know, grandma ; what do
you think ?* asked Willred, with eager
curlosity,

“1 know, for as I passed their house
to-duy 1 looked in. 'Their mother had
gonc out to do a day’s washing, and
Johnny was left to take care of Ettle.
She had left them each a slice of bread
with & little molasses on it for thelr
dinner, but they felt hungry as soon as
ahe went away, and ate up both shees.
So Johnny said they would have to eat
mi:néu I"&t dlnper.”

mndma,” cricd Wilfred, jumpin
down off his stool, * lhere. jv.re plwg
dumplings left—one for you and one
for me, let's give 'em to Jobnny and
Ettie ; will you, grandma ?

*Indeed, I will,” answered the old
lady {: and Wilfred was almost out of
the house with the dish in his arms
whfn V;'?Ie ?Jled l‘le back.

" Willy boy,” she s1id, soitly, * your
wey of saying grace beats miné' I’t’old
you about Jo nn{a crumbs to make
you feel that we had a great deal to
thank the heavenly Father for. But
feeding His hungry little ones is the
best sort of %me anybody can say.
Now, don'c walk too fast,"—=Selecied,

THE WAYS OF CAMELS.

I any otber animal gives out it is stild
ible to make it travel a few miles by
udicious use of patience and a club;
but not 10 with arame). \When he lies
down he will get 1p only when hs feels
like doing 90; yu» may drag at the
string. which is fasi=ned 10 the stick
through his nostrils il you tear it out,
he wiltonly groas and spit, Itwas m
first exKuiencc with camels, and
vowed that it should be my last; for,
taking them altogether, they are the
rxno:t tiresome and troublesome animals
ve cver seen, and are sulted only to
Aslaties, the most -
‘“g‘ %' hu::lu ?ap:um and leng-puf.
esides their infirmities of t
résulting, T believe, from hmdh;ymg;::
pepsia, as evidenced by such comted
tongues, offensive breaths, and gurgling
stomachs as T have seen with no other
ruminants, they are delicate in the ex.
tr:eatu. 'I‘hhe.y'
winter months, for as soon as ¢!
begins to fall, Samson
abandons thlém. Whe,thel
¢y can travel only over & coun
where there are no uo{m, for the p:?o
of their feet wear out and then they
have to be patched, a most ttoublesome
operation, “The camel is thrown and &
e shchey Do e
Y i m
the soft part of it ; in _eopdhwwit
m.:{ travel till the skin has. thickened
aguin ; or, what is more likely, umil it

’."“;" to take a sep,—/enaary Con-

A




