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that lie used to whistle before he heard about
the heathen and'had money of his own. It was
Nick Turner coming. A bright idea occurred
to Bob. There were three or four chocolates,
three caramels, balf a stick of peantt candy,
and a piece of taffy left. le never should eat
tlem. It mnade himu sick to look at thein.
Why not seil ont to Nick ? " Maybe he will
give nie as iuch as six or eight cents for it,
and I'l give every cent to those horrid oldi
heathen; I wil," vowed Bob, veheniently.

But, alas, for Bobs hopes! Nick proved
sharp at a bargain.

"Your stock-in-trade is, so to speak, rather
the wuss for wear; but ef it's anyacconmiodation
to yer, I dunno but I'd give yer a-cent for it."

Poor Bob ! It was just a little better than
nothing, and he sold out.

He crept up the back stairs in his own room
and his mother found hin there. " I'n dying,
I guess," lie sobbed, breaking down conpletely,
"and you can put this cent in the box for ie.
Pi a grcat deal worse than Ted Smîith. I feel
ncaner than anybody I ever saw. Oh, you
don't know anything about it !"

Mut ianima did know. Mothers alvays do ;
and she took her poor, imiserable laddie up in
lier amis and soothed and conforted him as
only a niother can.

Contrary to his expectations Bol> did not
die, and, in the course of time, lie was just as
fond of sweet things as ever, but lie had learned
a lesson that lie never forgot.

a A feller can't really tell what he would do
until he's there himself; and," lie renarked
conlîdentially to his iother, " I don't believe
Id be any better tian anybody else, even if I
vas in their place."-Kate S. Gales in Standard.

THEa reward of duty donc is the power to fui-
fi another.

WE can do more good by being good than in
any other way.

AND MISSION NEWS.

THE "JOHN BULL."

ONE~ t TIIE FIRST
LOCO.\JOTI \ ES.

Hl E locoiotive
called the " John

ll"wias amtong
• the first ever

run in Aierica. IL
was budIlt mn Eiigland in
iS3u, by Juhu Stephein-
son, for the Camden &
Aboy railroad, at a
cust of S4,uJ0. The
first trial trip w.as
mtade Septenber 15,
1831, the first public
trip on Novemîber 25
of the sane year. 'he
" Johnt Bull '" was run
from thai tine utail

i 866, thirty-five years, wh'en she was laid by and
kzept in the National Mtseumî at Washington
for people to look at. This funny little old
locomotive was taken out and put in order,
so that people tmiight sec lier at the \World's
Fair lately heid in Chicago. She drew a train
of cars there nearly as old as herself, and the
train looked very different from the beautifuil
trains we have to day. Sonie say that ail the
locomotives vili he laid by hefore long and
trains run by electricity. If so, we wili ail. be
sorry to say good-by to the puffing, lard.work.
ing engmîe.

ANNIE'S GIFT.

ID vou ever want anything just awful
haid and then hai c it come ? Then
you know how I felt wlen that package
came froni ny auîntie in New York,

? and I opened it and fournd a pair of real
silk nmits. Jack said they vere just splendor-
if-ic, and jack's mîy brother andi he knows.

I liad wanted them ever so long, but I didn't
say anything about it ; 'cause when you live in
a little cuddled-uip house, and your papa lias
to buy bread and shoes for so many, the mnoney
ail flics away before it cones round to what
little girls want. I don't know low auntie found
it out, unless Santa Claus told her-and it
wasn't that, either. They were such pretty
brown mits! Tildy Jones said they were just
the color of ny hands, but I didn't care for
that ; little hands will get brown wlen thley
have to weed garden beds, and do so miany
things. I looked at then 'miost a iundred
times in two days, 1 guess, and thsen caie Sun-
day. Wasn't I glad! I put them on and
walked to church just so. Jack said I held ny
paws like a scared rabbit, but I didni't ever sec
a rabbit with nits on. It isn't riglht to think
too iucli about what one wears wlien you go
to Sunday-school, and, by and by, I didn't;


