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GRANDMOTHERS.

ARANDMOTHERS aro very nice folks,
They beat all tho aunts in creation ;

They let a chap do what he likes,
And don’t worry about edueation.

I am sure I can't seo it all,
What a poor fellow ever could do
For apples and ponnies and cakes,
Without a grandmothor or two.

And if he is bad now and then,

And makes a great racketing "oire,
They only look over their specs

And say, “ Ah, boys will be boys'

“Life is only short at the best;
Lot the children be happy to-day.”
Then they look for a while at the sky,
And the hills that arc far, faraway.

Quite often ag twilight comes on,
Grandmothers sing hymns very low

To themselves, as they rock by the fire,
About heaven, and where they shall go.

And then a boy, stopping to think,
Will find a hot tear in his eye,

To know what will come at the lagt—
For grandmothers all have to die.

I wish thoy could stay here and pray,
For a boy nceds their prayers overy
night—
Some boys more than others, I s’poso—
Such as I need a wonderful sight.

HOME FROM THE WARS.

Oun'lurge picture represent a joyous
scene which must have often happened
after the late I'ranco-Prussian war. The
husband and father is returning from the
victorious battlefiald. He hac won the
iron cross of honour which hangs on Lis
breast. His wife and little son hail him
with eager joy. The little fellow carries
in his arms a mimic battle-flag and sword.
But it is 8o long since the baby saw its
father that it clings in terror to its
mother’s neck. The invalid grandmother
in the chair is 80 overcome with joy as to
bo unable to rise. But, alas! there were
many home circles where the father never
came bark. Thousends of brave men
were left dead upon the gory field, and
their wives and children were left to weep
in solitude and poverty and despair. War
is among the greatest of evils that uffect
the race. Cf this we had soven years ago
a slight experience in our beloved Canada.
God grant that we mav never know its
ovils again.

AN UNSPUKEN LIE

Rosa’s mother took great pains to bring
up her childron to be trutaful. Sho im-
prossed upon their minds tho fact that o
person given to lying can never have the
confidenco of othors. Whenover thoy did
wrong she cncouraged thom to come to
her and confoss what they had done and
be forgiven for it, rathor than coaceal it.
Sooner or later it was pretty sure to be
found out, and attended concealment only
brought added disgrace when the truth
was known. One day Rosa had a visitor,
o little girl about hor own age. Thoy were
ot play in the parlour. Accidently Rosa
overturned o vase and broke it. “Oh,
dear,” sho exclaimed, * what will mother
say! She thought ever so much of that
vaso, because Unclo William brought it to
her all the way from China.” *.Put it
back on the bracket and don’t tell ony-
thing about it,” advised Rosa's visitor.
«See, it will stand up just as it did before,
if it isn't jarred.” Roso hesitated o mo-
ment. She knew that it wouldn't be right
to accept such advice. When the servant
dusted the vase it would come apart, and
vory likely the girl would be blumed for

breaking it. But Rosadecided to’take the | .

advice offered; so they put the broken
vase carefully on the bracket, and left the
parlour.

The very next day, when the servant
wes dusting the room, down tumbled the
vagse as soon as she touched it with her
duster. Rosc's mother happened to be in
the room at the time. She was very
sorry that it was broken, and sceing how
she felt about it, thegirl, who really thought
she had done the mischief, was a good deal
pained. Mis. Sprague spoke of the affair
several times during the day, and Rosa
knew that no one dreamead of her as being
the guilty onc. But that didn’t make her
foel right. Her conscience began to trouble
her. “I baven't lied about it,” she argued
with herself, “ for I haven't said a worg,
no one has asked me.” But that argu-
ment didn't satisfy conscience. “You
know you broke it,” said the accusing
voice, “ and you know that keeping silent
is a3 much a8 saying you know nothiog
about it. That is acting a lie” Rosa
stooditaslong usshe could. Thenshewent
to her mother and told her the truth.
“ At first I thought it wouldn't Le lying if
Ididn't say anytbing,” she said, “lLutI
sec now thot I was wrong. My actions
lied just the same as my words would. I
1 am sorry, mother, that I broke the vase,
and sorry that I tried to deccive you
about it.” “X'm sorry that the vase was

broken,' answered her mother, “but I'm
glad that my little girl concluded to como
to me with the truth, Tho lossof tho
vaso is nothing compared with the loas of
contidenco I should have folt in her if sho
had kept up the deceptior until I found out
the truth "—Cimgregationalist.

A SWEET APPLE.

“ MauymAa"—* Yes darling, I hear you.”
“ ] wasdown by the gata, you know.
Eating that big red applo
You gave me a while ago.

*And what do you think I saw there?
You never can guess, you oo,

The funniest little beggar!
Why, she wasn't as big as me,

“She was dirty, you know, and so
ragged,
And her face was 8o thin and white.
And she looked and she looked at my
apple
Juse as though she would like a bite.

“ And sho kent on watching my apple
Just a3 hard as ever she conld,

And she looked s0 awfully hungry
That it didn’t tasto half so good.”

“Well, and what did you do, my
laddie "
* Why, I waited a bit, and then
I gavo her a pieco of the apple,
And it tasted all right againl”

ALL REWARDED.

Four children were playing tugether
near surmme water, when onoe «f them fell in,
and would have been drownd had not hia
brother jumped in after him and pulled
himout. Another brother helped to carry
him home, and their littlo sistor followed
them. A little while after, theic father
who had heard what bad taken place.
called them into his study, that he might
r-ward them as they deserved. He then
asked tho first. ** What did you do when
you saw your brother drowning?” “I
ru<hed in after him and brought him out.”
“You did well; here is your roward.”
“And what did you do?” turning to the
gecond. “I helped to carry him home.”
“That was right, here i8 your reward.”
“ And what did you do when yoasaw your
brother sinking 7" speaking to the last, s
little girl three years old. “I prayed,
poapa.” " You dil your part too, and well,
here is a buok fur you too” Al did
what they could, and each was justly re-
warded.



