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PILLS.

Mauma takes little sips of what's in the

[Pp————

That's the way to turn bitter things into | decent after spsuding so much time to read ;
swa-t, That's the way to take everything }eo ha dropped on his knees, and this was

spoon every time she offers it to Robble. |your heavenly Father sends you. Just|his prayer. “O Lord, take cars of us
She says it {s’good; he says it s bitter. | think it an augel to beckon you on from |to-night, and fill as with thy light, and
Grandpa sits off in another part of the room, | earth to heaven""—Pansy.

now and then trying to

cause us to walk in thy way, and fill us
with joy aud pesce,

coax Robble to take it;
but {he has [set ‘up a
how! instead, Grandpa
finelly gives up the job
and goes to preaching,
and this is the sermon
—all to himsalt, too:

«That's tho wey ths
world over—some glad,
and some mad, all be-
cause of the medicine,
Soms can swallow pill
after pill and laugh as
they do ft, while the
same sort of pills almost
choke others,

«There is Jane Vare;
she had a pretty Zsce
and was sick, and her
beauty lefé her. That
was a bitter pill indeed
{ér Jane; but her Hitle
sistex ~Mollie took the
ssme pill and never
minded it at all. There's
Sarah Mills—her father
lost all his money. She
hid to take the pill of
poverty, and, dear me!
what & wry face she's
made ever since, But
old Jonas Evans {s pocr

‘a8 one can well be in
 {tha poor-house, yot he is as happy s a king,

« My little msn, my young maiden, take

'the medicine you nsed, no matter what.

Make up yout mind it is not eo bitter after

. all, but just the thing for you. Opsn your
. miouth wids and take what mamma offers.
. Swallow 1t down with a sparkling eye and
' » big langh, and smack your lps for more,

3

THE MEETING ON THE BRIDGE. WHICH WILL GIVE WAY!?

TOM'S PRAYER.

It was cold in Tom’s room, Hs un-
dreessd rapldly, thinking the whils of
to-morrow’s base-ball. He had stood in
'the cold, finlshing a little story by bhis
bedroom lamp. Now he was thoroughly
chilled. Should he get in bad to say his
prayer? N-no; that wouldn't bs manly and

forChrist’ssake Awen.”
While he sal th as
words rapldly, ufck
thoughts of the just
completed story chased
thomselves through hie
mind ; stfll he had sald
the worde—malnly ex-
tracts from his father's
dally morning prayer
~and with one bound
Tom was in bed. But
ho bhad a consclence,
and his conscloncs was
not slsepy.

“If any fellow cama
to you with a request
like that, what would
you sayt" asked com-
sclence. " You would
tell him to wait tlll
he wanted something
before he took up your
time, A fellow with
a tongue and temper
like yours onght to want
something.”

“Y] do” sald Tom;
“T'll try egain”

This time he knelt
reverently by the bed.
sids and prayed: “0
Lord, I thapk thes for
having so much patlencs with me. Please
help mo to govern my temper, and make
me honest in trying to do right, and plesse
help ms to serve thee like & man.”

‘Which prayer do you thiuk wes heard !

Hx that devisath to do evil shall be called
& mischigvous person,




