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MEHE SICK
§ CHILD.

Ay with a dread-
8 hoadache, and
fnother does not
@ oxacily what
' §o matter. She
. F ed up a bed

= her on w0
ks in the kit-

for they arc a
Wer poor family

8 bodroom s
'@ and cold. A
S 1ndy has called
B tolling Mrs,
n what to do
Jho litte sick
"#mntil the doctor
W ILook at
ie there; how
he looks! .8
like to do
hing for Carrie
cnly knew
to do. We
she will be
soon, and we
surely she
ith so many
doing all
for her.

a oivil an-
save you
ndeness and

Even wugh men are softened by

Jave read that a litdle boywus
by the nobes of a bird.

IHE SICK CHILD.

an spple tree closs at hand.
TFire bow looked ab it for a moment, and sa.vod t’no_bu-d

then, obeying¥{the
promptings of his
baser part. ho pickod
up » stone that lay
ot hiy feet, nnd was
preparing to throw
it, stendying himself
carefully to take a
good aim., Thelittle
armn  was reached
backward without
frighteningthe bird,
and it was withiu
an ace of destrue-
tion, when lo! its
tiny throat swelled,
and it shook ouba
flood of sweet notea.

Slowly the boy's
arm dropped to his
gide, and the stone
fell to the ground
again, nnd when the
littla warbler had
finished its merry
pipiag it flew away
unharmed.

A gentleman, who
had been watching
the Ind, then cawme
to him and asked
him “ Why didn't
you stone tho bird,
1y Loy? You mighﬁ
have killed him
snd carried him
heme.”

The Lttle folluw
luuked op, wuh a
face of hulf shame
ard half sorrow. &s
be answesed,

\ The boy was playing in the gaxdcn,,conldn't ‘cos he sung s0."
veef, gentle words of a ohild, Jnst when a little bird perched on the boughof , And civii wourds may sumetimoa save

you drom’ dapnage, joot as its sweel song



