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and had picked them up, every one.
- Mr. Toots, the big snow-white roos-
ter, was standing under the win-
dow, and the last button was dis-
appearing within his beak when

Bessie came around the corner.
Now Bessie was very fond of Mr.

Toots. He was quite tame; aund,
whenever she caught him, she would
lay her cheek against his smooth
neck and hug him. Whenever he
saw her he would come up on the
doorstep ‘on purpose to be hugged,’

Bessie said. She fed him every
morning, saving the nicest crumbs
for his breakfast, and he loved to
walk about the garden with her.

But now, when Bessie saw what
he had done, she turned and ran
into the house as fast as she could.
She was almost crying. ¢Oh,
mamma, mamma, - she said, ‘¢ Mr.
Toots has eaten six of my buttons
and he will die !’

Mamma looked surprised, then
she smiled. ‘Oh, no, Mr. Toots
won’t die,” she said, ¢ Buttons are
just the sort of things Mr. Toots
needs to chew his food with.

" Bessie opened her eyes  wide at
that, and her mother laughed. ¢ You
know Mr. Toots hasn’t any teeth,
she explained, ¢so he has to grind
his food in a little tough bag inside
of him, which is called his gizzard.
But there needs to be something
hard, like gravel-stones or bits of
crockery, to mix with the food and
help grind it fine as the gizzard
squeezes and squeezes it, Your
buttons, with their fine edges, will
be nice for that purpose.’

And just at that moment Mr.
Toots answered for himself in a
hearty voice,lookingin at the door.

“Cock a-doodle-doo !” he said, which

meant ‘Nonsense, don't worry
about me!’

‘Helping.

The basket of blocks was on
the ground, and three rather cross
faces looked down at it.

~¢It's too heavy for me,
Jimmy. :

¢ Well, you are as big as I am,
’cause we're twins,’ said Nelly,

- “lwon’t carry it !’ said the little
" cousin, with a point,

Mother looked from her wmdow
~and saw the trouble. ‘One day I

said

~saw a picture of three little birds,”

she said. *They wanted a long

stick carried somewhere, but it was
too large for anyone of them to
carry. What do you think they
did ¥

‘They all took hold of it to-
gether,” said mother, ‘and then they
could fly away with it.’

The children laughed and looked
at one another ; then they all took
hold of the basket together, and
found it very easy to carry.

‘The way to do all the hard
tlnngs in the world,” said mother,

¢‘is for everyone to help a little.
No one can do them all, but every
one can help.’—Philadelphia ¢ Me-
thodist.”

The Difference.

¢ Willie, why were you gone S0
long for the water? asked the
teacher of a little boy.

¢We spilled it, and had to go
back and fill the bucket again,’ was
the prompt reply ; but the bright,
noble face was a shade less bright,
less noble than usual, and ‘the eyes
dropped beneath the teacher’s gaze.

The teacher crossed the room and
stood by another, who had been
Willie’s companion. ;

¢ Freddy, were you not gone for
the water longer than: necessary ?’

For an instant Freddy’s eyes
were fixed on the floor, and his face
wore a troubled look. But it was
only for a moment—he looked
frankly up into his teacher’s face.

‘ Yes, ma’am,’ he bravely answer-
ed; ‘we met little Harry Braden,
and stopped to play with him, and
then we spilled the water, and had

- to go back.

Little friends, what was the dif-
ference in the answer of the two
boys? Neither of them told any-
thing that was not strictly true,
Which of them do you think the
teacher trusted more fully after
that ?  And which was the happier
of the two ?—* Intelligencer.’

He Hadn’t Aliowed For the
Breadth.
(‘ Child’s
Fred said he knew his Sunday-
gchool lesson all by heart.
¢ Why, Fred, said Cousm Marv,

¢ you surprise me.’
- Now I'red liked to have Cousin

Companion.’)

Mary think well of him, and he.

looked about. an inch taller as he
replied, with a show of humility:—
‘It seems as if anybody might
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learn so short a lesson as that—only
ten verses!’

¢ Oh, it was not the length of the
lesson, but the breadth of it, that I
was thinking of, my boy. It is a
great thing to learn a lesson like
that by heart.’

‘What do you - mean,
Mary?’

‘I was just thinking about this
little verse:—“1If ye do not forgive,
neither will your Father who is in
heaven forgive your trespasses.”
That is a part of the lesson which
you say you know by heart; but I
heard you say a few minutes ago
that you never would forgive Ralph
Hastings as long as you live!’

I'red was silent. He had never
once thought about this way of
learning a lesson by heart. = When
he had, it all in his head he had sup-
posed that he knew it by heart. But
Cousin Mary opened a new world
of thought on the subject.

— e

The Child and the Berries.
Star.’)

‘Look, papa; cried a child, ¢
the berries I have found.’

As the little girl said it, she
showed her fa’rher her basket half-

full of them,
Why did he start and ask, ¢ Have

Cousin

( Morning

<you eaten any of them, my child?’

¢ No, papa.’

¢ Not one?’

¢No, papa, not one!’

He was very pale, as though some
great sorrow had touched hnn but
he murmured, ‘ Thank God!’

¢ Give them to me,’ he said, ‘every
one.’

‘ Every one, papa?’

¢ Yes,; ‘every . one;
them all away.

‘¢ Fling away my pretty black ber-
ries that I took so long to find?’

‘ Yes, dear child, they are poison.’

There were tears in her eyes, but
she gave them up; and he dug a

I must  fling

Vdeep hole in the garden, flung them

in, stamped them to pieces, and
buried them.

‘ Why, what are they?’ she ask-
ed. ?
- When he answered, he said,’ They
are the deadly nightshade.’

Hast thou, O Father, ever taken

‘away the berries that it took us so
-long to find?

We know thou didst
it in mercy, but it was hard to think
80 then.

Give us faith to trust thee in

this, or anything else thou mayest
do.

Old Country Friends.

Do our subscribers all know that the
postage on papers to Great Britain and
Ireland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now send any of our publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as o'btain
in Canada.

‘Daily Witness,” post paid, $3 a year.
‘Weekly Wdtness, post paid, $1 a year.
‘World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year.
‘Northern Mes«mwer, post paid. 30c year.



