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Conceit.
A little dog barked at the big round

moon,
That smiled In the evening sky;
Apd the nueighbours smote him with
rocks and shoon—
But still he continued his rageful tune,
And he barked till his throat was
dry.

The ““11;’ dog bounced llke a rubber
ball,
For his anger quite drove him wild;
Apd he sald: “I'm a terror, although
I'm small,
Apd 1 dﬁre you, you impudent fellow, to
rn .’0
But the moon only smiled and smiled.

Then the ljttle dog barked at a
terriblo rate,
But he challenged the moon in
vain,
For as calmly and slow as the
workings of fate,
The moon moved along in a man-
ner sedate,
And smiled at the dog In .dis-
dain,

But goon, ‘neath & hill that ob-
structed the west,
The moon sank out of sight,
And it smiled as it slowly dropped
under the crest,
But the little dog said, as he lay
down to rest :
“Well! I scared
right 1"

it away all

OFF FOR A ROW.

1t is 8 fine thing in summer to
1jve near some large pond, river,
or lake, and to be able to go out
in a boat of your own when you
please. Not only ia it great en-
jovment to sail over the calm blue
waters with the sweet, puro air
plowing on your face, but if it be
a row-boat you own, the exercise
of rowing is one of the most bene-
ficial you can take. It strengthens
and broadens the chest, and makes
the muscleg Oof the arm stronger.
Thus {n many gymnasiums boys
and girls who catnot go out row-
ipg upon the water are made to
go through =all the motions of
rowing in the large gymnasium
room, But those who can go out
in their little row-boat have the
additiopal benefit o the open alr.
The young man and young lady
geen in our plcture are fortunate
enough to own this very com-
modious boat; and they are not sel-
fish, for thelir little brothers and
gisterg are to enjoy the day or the
water also, The young lady and
the young gentleman car both row
well, and the little ones have al-
ready learned to sit very still in
- the bort, 5o that they will not up-
get it. If you are fortunate
enough to have & bhoat of your
oWEh, I hope you are no less unsel-
fAsh than this young man and his
gister, for it is from sharing one's
good things with others that the
greatest happiness s derived from
{hem.

ONE OFY THE ‘“WHOSOEVERS.”
BY J. F. COWAN.

He was an umbrella mender, grizzled
and grimy. He had finished putting a
pew rib in mamma’s brown silk umbrella,
and replaced the ferrule on the end of
Aunt Mag's Henrletta, under the watch-
fal scrutiny of two pairs of brown eyes
that had peered through the window-

6. The man bad lsin the work down,
after two or three approving openings
and shuttings, and was gathering up his
tools, with a glance now and then at the

.window, as a slgn that he was ready for
bis money,

*“Let me,” said May, as mammsa put
her hand ip her dress pocket and started
to call Bridget.

#1Y-e-5,". was the half-reluctant answer,

and tho next minute a tiny, whito band
was holding the money closo to the tanned
and sooty palm that opened to receive it.

* That's ever and ever 8o much to make
fn such a little while, isn't ft? We
watched you, Tony and I, and Tony sx58
he means to be a scissors grinder and
umbrelln mender when he is 2 man: he
suys it {8 better than being just a book-
keeper, 1like papa, and bending like a
flgure two cver a desk.”

Tte man looked hard from under his
shaggy cycbrows to see If the little one
was poking fun at him, and then growled
something about * ‘twasn’t much when
you had no one to care for you and no
place to call home.”

“Did a filre burn you ont ?” was the
quick, sympathetic question, and the
brown cyes looked tender., * Aunt Eunice

—— - —

Eunice's stable boy, and God wouldn't
love yon if you—oh, dear, what am 1
saying ? Mamma says ho loves us no
matter what we do, but he doesn't love
our bad wayvs. Ot course, ho'd have to
love us, hecause he did once, and he's al-
ways allke. Did the fire burn much
sho continued.

“ A pretty home ltke yours, and a wife
and Jittle girl,” angwered the man; “ but
he can’t love me after that. after making
the wreek of myselt that 1 have.  No, he
can't love such o sunken old wretch as I
am, The fire I builit was with whiskey
I drank until all T had was gone, and my
wifo and child both in thelr graves, and
here I am. an’ old wreck, and no one to
care for mc. Who told you to say that
about him loving forever ?* His lips

OFP FOR A ROW,

was burned out last week. Couldn't the
firemen put it out 2 °

“Not that kind of a fire,”” muttered
the man, in a low, thick tone, with a
queer, half-ashamed look In his eyes.

 Aunt Eunice's stable boy set her
house on fire because he was angry and
drunk. Did any s°t yours 2" asked May.

Again the man se:med as if struggling
with some sudder. awakened emotion.
“Suppose 1 set Lre to it myself, little
girl,” he muttered; “ but you don’t know
anything about it,” and he was agbout to
take himself away, but something in “er
look stopped him.

“I drn't mean that X set & housge afire
on purpose, little girl,”” he was morved to
explain; * but you can’t understand.”

“Oh, yes, I can; I know you wonldn't

.do that. You don't look bad, liko Aunt

trembied and bis eyes lighted with an In-

tense look.

** My mamma did,” answered May, “and
she knows.”

* Are you sure—bhut I g8'pose, ol course,
she does, though, such a fine lady as she
is—""

“ Why, of course my mamma Knows,
and ft's right there in the Bible, in the
- whosoever* place, you know, and it says
the * world,’ an’ that's gll around, and 1
guess you are part of the world, aren’t
you ?”

* A purty small part, missy. But just
wait a minit: I had a little girl like you
once, an’ I dreamt of her last night, an’
it made me kind of hungry for—"

*Ther you must come right round to
the kitchen doot, and Katy will fix you

up something to ent™ and she ran tnto
the house to tell of the talk ahe had had
with the funny. dark man

But when mamma came to tho window
he had gone  fe had hurrled oft mut-
tering to himself - ** It uxed to bo there;
1t used to be there; Lt 1 hnd forgotten
{t, and I nover got hold of it that way
brfore. nohow T muat sen® [ mum
seo !

“ Gono to get rid of the quarter in tho
nearest saloon.” safd Katy. when asked
it she noticed which way the umirelia
man bad gone

Bui itaty was mistaken for onco, though
it would have heen & anfe predictlon any
otker day for the last ten years of his
life. He had gone straight to a bock-
store, and, in aa unwieady volce, as
though uncertaln whether the name had
been chansed or the stores stll)
kept what o wanted, asked for n
cheap Bible.

“I've got the money.” he
growled, as the clerk stared In
surprise, and the next minuto he
hurried oft with his prize.

No ono knows how it happened
—the papers sald it was a tramp
stealing & ride—but next moraing.
when a mangled form was found
beslde the raliroaq track, faco un-
recognizable and nothing about the
clothing to identify him, Iylng balt
wrapped in somo tattered shreds
of clothing was a new, flve-cent
Testament, and the corners of the
leaves were tarned down In tho be-
ginning of John's Gospel, and
there wire aurutty finger-marks
around the verse near the middle
of the pago In the third chapter,
and the underscoring mado with
the finger-nail to th2 words
“world ” and * whosoever' They
buried it with him In tiie potter's
geld. ‘Who knowg the rest 7 Only

od !

HIS FIRST MONEY.
BY . H. DORRIS,

Billy Barlow went hume with
“a bos In his bonnet™ a kindly
bee which kept 3aying to him.
* Bily boy, you ought to start out
gathering honey aftec such n ser-
mon as you heard this morntng.”

Doctor Gordun's words had
fallen into at least ooo palr of
hearing ears and his thought intv
one honmest lttle heart, for the
very next day, after school, Billy
rang the bell of their nearest
nelghbour’s house. The lady of
the house, who had secen Billy
coming up the steps, opened the
door herself,

“ Why, how do yoa do, Billy »*
she said.

“ 1 am pretty well, thank you,”
answered Billy. " And, plenae,
3Mra. Jeflers,” he continued engerly,
“bave you any work for me to
do 7"

“Work ? For you? ques.
tioned the astonished Mrs, Jeffers.
*Has your father fafled

* Why, no, Mrs. Jeffers !

“Then why do you want to carn
money ? Do not yuur peuple give
you all you ought to have 7"

* Yes, Mrs. Jeffers. But—but-"

“But what, Billy? Come in
and tell me  Pardon me tor rot taviting
you in before."”

* Yesterday,” faltered Billy, with red
checks and downcast eyes, ** Doctor Gor--
don talked missionary to us And |
want te earn some money for that cause
I've got monez, but iU's nono that [
earned.”

“0Oh, I seo ' replied Mrg Jeffere 1
see. And you are dnolng Just right
Come out in the kitchen, and we will ser
what Bridget has to offer. Bridget.”
she asked, when they had centered the
good-natured cook’s domain, " have you
any work this little fricad could do ***

** Nothin’,” laughed Bridget, who wan
one of Billy's best friends. * Onicss he
be afther scroobin® me floor. an’ Of was
jist a-goin® to do that mesiifr"
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