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MY BRAVE LADDIE.

MY BEAYE LADDIE,

"

“T am so very glad, Nou see,
That 1 can walk at all.”

Why, that’s the way for us to feel
When troubles may befall,

There's always blue sky somewhere, friend,
Though clonds around vou meet

And !':ﬂil‘lu"l' will the Master send,

If sought at his dear feet.

BABY TEDDY'S PLAYMATE.

BY MARGARET AMOS,

iny spring day and mamma
was busy housecleaning.  She brought
Teddy his playthings and showed him
how to toot on his tin horn. and make his
She told him to be
a good hoy and play nicely, then she left

It was a s

“chou ehon ™ ears oo,
him.

But Teddy very soon got tired playing
alone, and went to find some one to play
First he tried .\1::r_\'. the maid. He
1 at her dress and said “ tum, tum.”
Jut Mary wonldn't She was
busy earrving the things out of mamma’s

with.

“tum.”

room and making it look so funny. She
told Teddy they had no place for him 1o
day

Teddy felt home-sick and went to look
And he found some
I "v—-a dear little baby standing in a
pretty little door.  * Tum, tum,” said
Teddy, holding out his hands.

Baby dido’t “ tum,” but he smiled znd
held out his hands, too.

So Teddy thought he would eoax him,
and off he trotted for his “
and a cookie.

When he came back baby had got his
“chou chou™ ears, too! Then he offered
him the cookie. Baby didn’t take it, but
"ﬁ"rl"l 'r‘“id_\. }li.‘ ("“'kiQ‘.

“ 1 will find him and make him tum,”
said Teddy to himself. So he went behind
the little door, but baby bad gone! When
he came back baby was there again !

Then Teddy felt eross, and slapped baby
hard. e thought him mean because he
wouldn’t *“ tum.”  Baby slapped back and
made Teddy’s hand smart so badly that he
cried.  Mamma came to see what was
wrong.

“ Bad, bad,” eried Teddy, pointing to
the other wee l»;ll!_\'_

“1It’s Teddy makes the baby bad. If
T(-llﬁl.\' is good, Il:ll'_\' will be good too,”
said mamma laughi- - = Teddy must
learn that when he smiles his playvmates
smile, but when he i< eross he is apt to get
hurt.”

for somebody else.

chou chou ” cars

HELP ONE ANOTHER.

A thimble, a necdle, and a piece of
thread were all lying on a lady’s work-table
together. Now the needle had rather a
hasty temper, and could give sharp pricks
when it pleased, and this morning it was
out of sorts: so it tried t pick a quarrel
with the thimble, and said, spitefully,
“You gave me some hard knocks yester-
day, and 1 wish that vou would be more
gentle in future.” It is true 1 do push
You hard sometimes,” answered the thimble
“but you know it only when vou do not
do your work properly. and our mistress
makes me keep you up to it.”" “ Pray don’t
yeu two quarrel,” said the thread, wishing
to be peacemaker. * You mind your own
retorted the needle. “ My
business is your business,” said the thread.,
“ for you are no use without me, and I am
none without you.” “ That's just it,” said
the thimble. “ A great deal of nonsense
is talked in this world aboat being inde-
pendent: but my own opinion is that
people shonld try to help one another, for
from the highest to the lowest we are all
very dependent on the good services of our
neighbours for something or other every
day of our lives.”—Liftle Folks Magazine.

. s
business!

Though vou did well vesterday, do not
let that interfere with the better of to-day.




