The Presbyterian Reyiew

vory sorry; " and with thet Charley faicly ran out of tho barn and
down thoroad. Butnot homo; he turned off into tho woods, and
What nent on
thero under tho ehado of the troes? Well, noever mind ; tho trees

THE LITTLE FOLK.

What Came of Not Acting a Lie. .
Ever sinco Charley had seon tho picture of a happy family of

) fruinea pige, and his father had told him what pretty pots theso

little creatures made, his heart had beon sot on having a pair ;and
50 suro was ho that his desire would somotime bo fulfilled, that ho

“made & little hut out of a tomato crate, and placed it bonesth a

great tree in tho yard.

<« I'll toll you what I will do,” the minister said one day—
Charloy’s fathor was the minister; “I'll give you some money now,
fnstead of waiting for your birthday, and you can gut & pair from
farmer Gray ; I know ho has some, for I saw them the other day,
when I was thore.”

Then, turning to his wife ho said, with a little sigh-

¢ 1 wish I could get that man to come to church; though ho's
vory polite to me, he won’t listen w anything I eay on tho

* subjoat.”

“ou may be surc that Charley accepted tho offer, and the very
next Saturday morning yon might have sesn him bounding aleng
the road which lay between Farmer Gray's and the village, the
happiest boy to be anywhers found.

Farmer Gray was at the houso, but he directod Charley to the
barn, telhing him that he could go and make his choice, and he
would come out in a'few moments.

¢ But, no! onsecond thought you had better wait for me;
there is a glass framo near the barn door that you might knock
over, and I couldn't afford to have it broken.”

$+Oh | pleaso let mogo,” cried Charley ; ‘I will be very caro-

. ol

- momoat.

- -you knocked over my frame?
.you to stay.at the house ! And then poor

“inoise. But Charloy had not noticed him,

“Very well, thn, of with you; but, Tray, you atay here; you

* almosat knocked it over once, already this moraing,”

' 8o Charley bonuded off toward the barn, and as soon as the
farmer's back was turned, naughty Tray dashed after him.,
But, alas for Charley! In his eagerness he quite forgot the

. frame, and running through the barn door

gave it a little push, and the next moment ,
stood atill, horrified by the sound of a fall

and breaking glass; and tho samo instant

his oyes fell upon the pretty little creaturcs

for which he had come, in a stall ncar by.

Oh ! why had he not been more careful ;
what would Farmer Gray say? Tray had
reached the barn bofore him, and when the
frame fell, ran quickly out aniin with his
tail between hia legs, frightened by tho

2ill .he heard the farmer’s voice the next ﬂ \

*You bad dog,” hectied; *“so it was
Didn’t I tell

Tray gave asharp cry, as though he had
been strack.

‘¢ Let him think that it wasthe dogl”
The words seemed spoken in Charley's ear,
and bofore he hardly realized what they
meant, Farmer Gray came in and laid his
hand upoa his shouldor.

*¢ Well, young man,” ho said, *I came
pretty near blaming you for the crash that
I heard as I crossed the yard, but I sco
that it was that disobedient dog of mine ; if
evera creatare looked hiagilt hodid., Woell,
which pair do you liko best? »

Sach a chance for escape! But Charley
lifted up his head, and, looking tho farmer ¢
straight in the eyes, said :

“It was pot Tray, sir; I broke the
framo ; I am very sorry X waseo careless;
but ploase take this money: willit bo cnough
to pay forit?”

“ Just about," answered the farmer: but
he looked down into the pale face, and not
at tho bill which the boy bad laid in his
hand,

4 Telt mo one thing,” said tho farmer;
‘*“why didn't you let me think it was tho
dog?”

‘¢ Father says that acting = lie is as bad
as telling one; and that wonld boa shame-
ul thing, vou know. Good bye, sir! Tam

)

it was a full hour beforo he reached the village.

havo nevor whispercd the sacret, nor will I,

Sadly aud slowly Charley walked around tho house, and finally
paused bofore tho littlo hutch which was to have held his pets.
But what was it that mado him start back, rub his eyes, and look
Yos, thoro was no mistuke; thore in the hutch, were the
pretticst pair from Farmer Gray's barn; and on a bit of paper
thrust botwcon tho bars wero theso words: * For Charloy, with
Farmer Gray's respects.” Nor was that all. Tho noxt day, to
overybody's surpriso, who should walk lato church but Farmer

again?

Gray himeclf,

Aund whea the miniater camo and wolcomod him after tho

-sorvice, he said :

I kiador theught I'd like to know what your preaching was
like to turn out a boy like that ono of yours; and I guess I liko it

well enough to como again.”

*“Wasn't it kind of Facmer Gray to give me the dear littlo
things ? " said Charloy, as his {athor stood watching him feed his

pats that cvening.

¢ Very kind,” replied the minister, And Charloy wondored

why kis {athoer suddealy stovped down aod kissed him,
ANNIE L. Haxyan,

Many thinga in natero remind us of tho powor of little things.
A little spring has satisfied tho thirst ofa village for ceunturies,
4 little bird by its morning song, has cheored tho despondent soul
of an invalid and led his desiro and his hopo up to thinge above the
skies. A word of truth has lodged in the conscience, and been
A despised Gospel
has regenerated a nation, and opened the gates of a glorious

mighty to the pulling down of Strongholds.

morning to a world in darkness,
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