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WHAT SAMMY S MONKEY] 
DID.

Sammy Brown had a monkey. 
He bought him of an organ-1 
player. He named him Billy.

Sammy’s mother did not know ] 
what a naughty monkey ho xvas.
I f she had, she. would not have 
given Sammy the money to buy 
him.

Sammy thought he was very 
cunning. All the boys at school 
thought so too. They all wanted 
one just like him. Sammy had; 
him out every Saturday afternoon. 
He was dressed in a gay little 
uniform. He would play on a 
drum. He was fond ot mischief ; 
and when no one was watching 
him he would do some very queer 
things He would take the spools 
from Mrs. Brown’s work-basket. 
He would carry them away and 
hide them.

He would take her thimble and 
wax, and hide them too.

Sometimes he would bring them 
back again. Sometimes Mrs. 
Brown would have to find them 
herself This gave her a good deal 
of trouble.

At last Billy acted so badly, that 
Mrs Brown told Sammy that she 
could not have him in the house 
any longer. One morning Mrs. 
Brown went away to spend the 
day.

She thought the monkey was 
fastened out of the house. But he 
got in through a window, When 
Mrs. Brown came home she did 
not think of Billy. She opened the 
door of her pantry, She saw a 
dreadful sight. She knew at once 
that Billy had been there. He 
had moved the dishes all about, 
from one shelf to another. He had 
poured milk and sugar over the 
floor. He had emptied bottles of 
medicine into clean dishes. He 
had broken up a whole loaf of cake 
and scattered it around. He had 
catcu out the middle of a pie, 
and turned it over in the plate. 
Mrs. Brown could not find her 
spoons and forks anywhere. But 
she found them afterwards in t^ie 
cellar,

Now Mrs. Brown had to go 
right to work ar.d clean her 
pantry.

After she had put that i.i order 
she made a fire in the stove. All 
this time Billy was not seen any 
where.

The fire had been burning a 
few minutes, when Mrs. Brown 
heard a terrible scratching in the 
oven, and out jumped Billy as spry 
as ever.

He ran out of doors. He was 
not seen again until the next 
morning.

Then Mrs. Brown told Sammy 
that the monkey had made so 
much work for her, that she could 
not have him any longer.

Sammy saw that his mother was 
very much in earnest.

So he sold Billy to apedler who 
came along the next day.

The pedler gave him fifty cents 
for Billy,

Sammy was sorry to let him 
go, but he wanted to please his 
mother.— Our Little Ones.

A BOY’S VICTORY.
A dozen boys stood on the green 

by the school-house, careless and 
jolly, just from a game of ball. A 
hoy came round the corner of the 
school-house with an old cloth cap 
on his head, and wearing a loosely 
fitting garment of coarse cloth. In 
his hands were an iron stove 
shovel and a hod of ashes. “ Oh, 
here comes old Dust and Ashes,’’ 
shouted one of the group, spring
ing forward and giving the co.it 
a jerk. “ Hello! what’s the price 
of sackcloth? ” The boy’s cheek 
Hushed in an instant. The shovel 
rang on the gravel walk, and his 
fingers clutched ; but as quickly 
his cheek paled again, and clench-

nobody loves me, nobody loves;and now his feet tread the deck 
me in the world,but you, Hunter ! |of an Indian steamer, bearing him 
O mother, mother, why did you swiftly to the chosen scene of his 
die ?” And the sobs came fast toil, for these words are in his 
and thick, and the tears flowed heart : “ I must be about my 
like rain. Long did the mother- Master’s business."—Standard. 
less boy wail and cry, till from 
very weariness he could weep no 
longer. Tears brought relief, and 
the holy quiet of the grand old 
Wvods filled him with solemn and

BE FORSLOW TO CALL 
HELP.

____________________________ The Bible teaches us to be
holy thoughts —thoughts of his|“ kindly allectioned one to an- 
dead mother. j other," and to “ bear one another’s

Only one year ago she had died, | burdens." But this does not 
and he remembered his agony imean that we are to do other 
and loneliness, and the year of toil people’s work for them ; only that 
as the ward of a cruel uncle. He j we are to be willing to lend any 
remembered his eagerness to go possible assistance ill our power 
to school, his trying to pay his
way working about the school 
room, and the unfeeling gibes and 
jeers hn humble station and 
coarse clothing had Ihrned him. 
Again the angry, rebellious

’r»g his teeth, with ^ great effort 
to keep back something, he turned 
a little and uttered the word 
“ mother ! ” “ Ho, ho ! " shouted
the other. “ The baby's sick and 
wants to see his mother."

The boy in the coarse frock 
turned away, and rapidly disap
peared behind the old barn ; then, 
breaking into a run, he fled 
swiftly down the path to the 
maple woods, and faithful Hunter 
hounding and racing by his side. 
Most graciously stood the maples 
all russet and crimson and yellow, 
bathed in the yellow haze of the 
still October afternoon. Ii> among 
their shadows he sprang, his feet 
rustling the already fallen leaves, 
and flinging himself in a little 
hollow, he buried his face in his 
hands. Poor Hunter stood by 
wondering why his young master, 
any more than himself, could 
possibly think of anything but 
birds and squirrels at such a time, 
Then the boy, seizing his only 
playmate in his arms, cried, “ Oh,

thoughts came up, as his eyes fell 
on his coarse coat, and the quiver
ing sobs returned : but with them 
came the words of that mother, 
and how her poor fingers toiled 
to make that coat, the best she 
could give him. Though coarse 
its texture, every thread waa 
hallowed by a mother’s love. He 
took from his vest-pocket the 
well-worn Bible, her Bible, and 
read the precious promise to the 
widow and orphans, again and 
again. New and strange thoughts 
came to him, and there in the 
grand old forest with autumn sun
set shimmering the golden maple 

Heaves, was a new purpose born 
in his soul. He had begun to 

; conquer himself. Henceforth 
there was no hesitation for him. 
Body and soul he devoted himself 
to God. Companions might jeer, 
but Jesus reigned in his heart.

The years rolled on, and the 
| boy became a man, but the pur- 
i pose formed in the old maple 
grove burned in his bosom yet;

to others in actual need. That
all. It don’t encourage us to 

run to others for relief every time 
we get a disagreeable task on our 
hands.

It is right and honorable to ask 
lor help when needed, but not till 
then. Many young people become 
accustomed to seeking assistance. 
This is a habit easy to form but 
hard to correct. Take heed ! God 
has given you muscle and mind r 
always test that thoroughly befoie 
bothering anybody. Be slow ta 
call for help. Be independent by 
depending upon yourself. Don’t 
task the sympathy of friends too 
much. Cautiousness generally 
gains more than it loses ; but 
never more so than when applied 
in this connection. Who wants 
to help any one whv has not done 
his utmost to help himself ? Look
ing ever to others for aid, your 
imaginary helplessness will be
come understood and sympathy 
lost, you will be left coolly alone 
—abandoned to your own re
sources. In little things, as in 
great, do your best first, and only 
after repeated failures, and in real 
need, ask aid. Ihen you /ill 
merit help. We generally get 
from others what v:e deserve.— 
Children's Paper.

MARK THIS, BOYS.
" Did you ever know a man 

who grew rich by fraud, continue 
successful through life, and leave 
a fortune at death ?"

This question was put to a 
gentleman who had been in busi
ness forty years. After reflecting 
for a while, he replied : “ Not
one. I have seen many men be
come rich as by magic, and win 
golden opinions, when some little 
thing led to an exposure of their 
fraud, and they have fallen into 
disgrace and ruin. Arson, per
jury, murder, and suicide are com
mon crimes with those who make 
haste to get rich regardless of the 
means."

In Making Freparations in 
the flower garden, do not forget 
the children’s bed. If they are 
old enough to take care of it them- 
shlves, all the better, hut let there 
be a place filled with common 
and pleasing flowers, where they 
can go and pluck at will, and not 
be in fear of the injunction “ Don’t 
touch."


