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The Family.
WHAT THL TRAVFLLER BAD AT
SUNSET
Tus Badows grow and deopen aroved me ¢
I tecd the dow falb on the air g

The v ain of the degpenng? thicket
I hear the night thtash eall to prayer.

The «vanbug wind is sad with farewells,
The loving hands ancla:-p from ming §
Abone § gote muet the Jdarkness
voross an awfal boundaey bine

4~ tiom the pehted hearthe behind me
1 pass with t’low, reluctant feet,

W Rt w At mae an the land of ssangenesa?
AL bt f2ce shatl amile, what voice shallgreet?

Wonat space ~hall swe, what boghiness blind

me ]
What thender roll of musle stun?
What vast processions sweep before me
Of shap.s unhnown beneath the sun?

1 shnnk from uazecntomed glovy,

[ dicad the mynad voived strain
31ve me the unforgatten facry,

And {et my st ones spenak again,

11 wail pot chele my mortal yraining
Wh s 5s out Hrother and our Fuend,

In whowe full 1 dhine and human
The heavenly and the carthly biend

Mine be the joy of soul-communion,

The sensc of spintual s'reng hrenewed,
The reverence {ur the pareand boly,

The dear deligh? of doing powd

No Auing ear Is ming to lsten
At endless anthem's rive and 4,
Nacurious eyc {3 mine to neasure *
The peari gat= 1od the juper wall.

For love must nieeds be more than knowledge ;
What matter il T never know

Why Aldebaran’s star 1s radiy,
O, colder Siesus white as snow |

Forgive my human words, O Fatker |
Igo Thylarger truh to prove §

Thy mercy shall transcend my longing
I’seek but luve, and Thouart Lorvel

1 o to find my tost and mourned for,
~afe in Thy shelteting goodness sull,
And all that hope and faith foreshadow
Mude perfect in Thy holy will !
e Wkittier,

— P

WHAT SHALL CHILDREN
READ?

11 is not my province to discriminate
between the various wnters for children
atthe present tme.  To gve a complete
catalogue of useful books for children
would be quite unpossible ; to give a
partial hst, or endeavour to point out
what 1s worthy and what unworthy,
would be lutle better  No course of
reading lad down by one person ever
sutts another, and the pubhished " lists
of best booke,” with their sulemn
platitudes in the way of advice, are
generally interesting only in their reflec-
tion of the wnter's personality.

I would not choose too absolutely
for a chid save 1in his earhiest years,
but would rather surround him with
the best and worthiest books, and it
him choose for himself, for there are
clective affimties and antipathies here
that need not be disregarded,—that
are, indeed, certain indications of latent
powers, and trustworthy guides to the
child's unfolding possibilities.

+ Books can only be profoundly in-
fluential as they unite themselves with
decisive tendencics.”  Provide the nght
conditions for mental growth, and then
let the child do the growng. If we
dictate too absolutely, we e¢nvelop in-
stead of develop his mind, and weaken
his owa power of choice.  On the other
hang, we do not wish his reading to be
partial ot one-sided, as it may b with-
out telligent oversight.

I was tellmg bedume stomes the
other might 10 a proper, wise, dull iittle
gitl of ten years. When I had success.
fully introduced a  mother-cat and
kitténs to her altention, I plunged into
what I thought a graphic and perfectly
natural conversation between them,
when she cut me short with the obser-
vation that she dishked stories in which
ammals talked, because they were not
true! T was rebuked, and tned again
with better success, had it not been for
an unlucky figure of speech concerning
a blossomning locusttree, that bent its
green boughs and laughed in the
summer sunshine, because its {lowers
were fragrant and lovely, and the world
so green and beautiful, 'This she
thought, cn sober second thought, a
trifle sitly, as trees never did lavgh!
Now, that exasperating lutle scrap of
humanity (she is abnormal, to be sure)
ought to be locked up and fed upon
faity tales until she was able to caich a
faint glimpse of "the light that never
was on sea or shore”  Poor blind, deal
littls person, predestined, perhaps, to
be the wother of 2 1ot of other blind,
deaf littte persons some day—how §
should like to develop her imagination!

Whatever childien read, let us see
that ¢t be good of its kind, and that
they get vancty, so that no ntegral
want of human nature shall be neglected
—s0 that nesther imagiation, memory,
not reflection shall be starved. 1 own
it 1t difficult 10 help them in then
choice, when most of us have not
leatned to choose wisely fur ourselves.
A discniminating taste in lierature s
not to be gained without cffort, and
our constant reading of the httle books
spoils aur appetite for the great ones.

Style 1s 3 matter of some moment.
Mathers sometimes forget that children
cannot read shpshop, ankward, 1c-
dundant prose, and singsong, vapid
verse, for ten or twelve years, and then
take kindly to the best things afterward.

Long beforc 2 ¢hild 1s conscious of
such a thing as putity, delicacy, direct-
ness, or strength of style, he has been
acted upon unconsciously, sothat when
the period of conscious choice comes
he is either atiracted or repelied by

what is good, according to his training.
Chitdren are fond of vivacity and color,
and love a bt of word painting or
graceful nonsense ; but thercare people
who strive for this, and miss, after all,
the tiue warmth and genialiy that is
most desirable for lttle people, and,
apropos of nonsense, Wwe rementber
Logh Hunt, who says that there are
two hinds of nonsense, one resulung
from a superabundance of wdeas, the
other from a wang of tham  Syle m
e hands of sume writeds §s Tthe war
pant to the savage—f no perecphible
value gntess 1t s jad on thick, Our
tiny hittle ones begin too aften on cheap
and tawdry stories in one of iwo
syllables, where prctures s prmary
cotors 1ty thewr bes 1o atone for lack
of matter.  Then they enter o a pro-
longed series of chuldren's Brooks, sonk
of them written by people who hae
neither the intelligence nor the literary
shill to wnte for a more critical audi-
ence ; on the same basis of reasonng
which puts (he young and ingxpetienced
tcachers mto the lowest grades, whete
the mind vught to be formued, and as-
signs to the more practiced educator
the simpler tusk of nfoining the
already partially formed (or deforaied)
nund.

There has never been such con-
scienitous, Inteiligent, and purposeful
worh done for children as in the last
ten years, and if an overwhclmmg
flood of trash has been poured into our
laps along with the better things, we
must accept the inevitable.  ‘The
legznds, myths and fables uf the world,
as well as its lustory and rotwance, are
being brought within reach of young
readers by writers of wide knowledge
and trained skl
Knowing then, as we do, the dangers
and-obstacles in the way, and realiziig
the innumerable inspirauuns which the
best thought gives to us, can we not so
ditect the reading of our chudren that
our older boys and girls shall not be so
exclusively modern i ther tastes, 5o
that they may be inchned to take a
little less Saltus, a httle more Shakes.
peare, temper theit devotion 1o The
Duchess by small doses of Dickens or
Dan'e, forsake Rhoda Broughton for a
dip nto Tnacheray, and ase Hawthorne
as a safe and agreeable anudote to
Haggard? We nced not despur of
the child who does not care to read,
for books are not the only means of
culture, but they arc 2 very great
means when the mind 13 really shmulat-
ed by them and not sunply padded
with them,

Mr, Fredenc Harrison  says :—
“RBooks are no more cducation than
laws arc vitue.  Of all men pethaps
the book lover needs most to be re
nunded that man's business here s to
know for the sake of living, not to hve
for the sake of knowing."

But a child who has no taste for
reading, who 1s uttetly mcapable of
losing himscif i a pnnted page, quite
unable to forget his childish griefs,
“And plunge,

Soul forward, bosnding into a book s profaund,
Impasstoned for its beauty and salt of truth,”
—such a childis to be pitied as missing
one of the chief joys of ife. Such a
child has no dear old book-friendships
to look back upon, He has no sweet
associations with certain musty covers
an nme worn pages 3 no sacred mem-
ories of quite moments when a new
love of goodness, a new throb of
gencrosity, & new sense of humanily
were born 1n the ardent young soul;
Hiorn when we had turned the fast page
of some wellthumbed volume and
pressed our tear-stained childish cheek
against the window-pane, when it was
growing dusk without, and a dear
mother’s voice called us from our
shelter to *put the book down, dear,
and come to tex” ¥or, to speak in
better words than my own+ * It is the
books we read before middie hfe that
do most to mould our characters and in-
fluence our lives; and this not only
because our natures are then plastic
and our opinions flexible, but also
because, to produce last.ng impression,
it 15 necessary to give a great author
time and meditation. The books that
are with us i the lesure of youth, that
we love for a time not only with the
cnthusiasm, but with something of the
exclusiveness, of a first love, are those
that enter as factors fereve: n our
mantal hfe?— Cosmapolitan.

SLEEP AS A MEDICINE.

A puysiciax says that the cry for
rest has always been louder than the
cry for food.  Not that 1t is more im-
portant, but 1t 1s often harder to obtan.
The best rest comes from sound sleep.
Ol two men of women, otherwisc equal,
the one who sleeps the best will be the
most healthy and cfficient,  Sleep will
do much to cure wntability of temper,
pecvishness and uncasiness. It will
restote VIRour to an ovetwotked bramn,
It will bwmld up and make strong a
weak body, It will cure 2 headache.
It will cure a broken spint. L4 will
cute a sorrow,  Indeed, we may make
a long kst of nervous and other mala-
dies that sleep wll cure.  The cure of
siceplessness  requires a clzan, good
bed, sufficient exercise 1o promote
weatiness, pleasant ocenpation, good
air, and not to0_watm a room ; a clear
conscience, and aveidance of sumu.
lants and narcutics. For those who
are overworhed, haggard, nervous, who
pass slecpless mghts, we commend the
adoption of such habits as will sccure
sleep, otherwise life will be short, and
what therc is of it sadly imperfect.—

Philadelphia Dseibyterian,

OPPORTUNITIES.

#Raws !l Rainl Rainl Will It
never stop?”  sald Belle Hanis im
patiently, * I promised papa I would
visit for hiny this afternoon. It is the
day Grandma Burton looks for him,
andthereare two sick people on thelist.”

Belle turned from the window with a
discontented pucher in her pretty fore.
head. Though she would not put it
m a postive thought, down in her
teart she fede that if the Lord wantcd
people to work for Him, He ought to
send respectable weather.  She had
not yet learned how all things really
work for good 1o those who are the
King's own ehildren, so she wandered
nstlessty around the house, not able to
settte hersell to anything, since ber
own plans were distutbed,  Upstairs
she found her mother in her 1oom, her
head tied up in camphor, while she
tried to do some mending.

“1 hate darping and patching,” re-
marked Belle, ungraciously , “but 1
won't see you do it with one of your sich
headaches. Nowlie downand Lwillget
some soda, and then bathe your head
i hot water, and make the room  dath
50 you can sleep.”

“Thank you, dear.  Iknew you ev
pected to call for papa, and 1 forgot
thore was no good umbrella hete, su 1
didn't speak “about my head. Never
mind the mending, but if you will at-
tend to the baby when he wakes op
and see that the childien do not go
out in the rain, T will be much obliged.
"ay Millic and give her sometbiog for
her husband to eat when she gets
through. Oh, yes, there is a poor
young girl who is to bring some sewing
home. Pay her and do her goed 1l
you can, though she is a perfeet icicle.
Remember, dear, we do not always
have 10 seck forthe Master’s work, He
often brings it to us.”

Belle understood het mother; in
fact they understood zach other, and
Mrs. Haris knew Belle's disippoint-
ment was beeause of her eagerness to
do the Master's work, ‘The danghter
kissed her mother after she had doue
every possible thing for her comfort,
and slipped down stairs softly. Here
she found her little brothets quar-
rching over & knife.  After setthng
that dispute, she said :

 Boys, 1 am going to mend by the
sitting-room fire. Now there is a large
pile of illustzated papers papa gave me,
in the hall closct. 1 want you to cut
out the pictures for me, and we can
make one or two beautiful serap-books
While we are all working, I'll tell jyou
an exciting story of some boys being
lost 1n a great forest. I remember 1it's
in one of those papert, and you will
find the pictures.” , . . ..,

The boys were so delighted with thia
proposition, that Bella had .hard .work
to quiet them.

" \Vhen mamina iwon't.let;us wade

or sail our boats when it rains, it'sawful
in the house,” said Emest,
An hour was spent very happily,
when the door-bell announced a visitor.
Belle found a pale, sad looking girl at
the door.

¢ 1 don't care to come in,” she said
stiffly. %1 am very wet. Here is the
work your mother ordered.”

« O, you must come in,” said Bzlle,
with a pleasant little laugh.  © Wehave
a fire in the sitting-room because it is
so damp. Now, boys, you may stop
up the sink in the kitchen and sal
your boats awhilethere.  Don't bother
Millte or make a muss, and I will give
you a hitie surprise after awhie.”

t Mamma has a bad headache, so
you will please excuse her,” Belle said,
as soon as the boys were gone..  * She
left mie the oney for the sewing 1
despise to sew, but mamma says I must
learn when 1 get through school Do
you likeit? "™

# No," replicd Miss White, sharply,
¢ ) hate it, and I want 1o goto school
0 I can tcach, but nothing cver hap-

ns that Iwant.”

‘The tone was so bitter Belle was
was almost frightened, but ber tender
heart was touched.  She went over to
the sofa where the young gitl was sit-
ting, and put her afm around her and
kissed her.  Miss White’s sternfacere-
laxed and the tcars rushed from her
eyes,

# Perhaps it will make you feel bat.
ter tocry, dear,” said Belle, soltly, 1
know from your face and black dress
you've had trouble, butlet me be your
friend, wont you? I hope you know
Jesus is your best Frend. 1 have
no sorrows, but I could not bear m
hiule disappointments and be happy if
1t were not for Hmm."

" You ate 2 quedr gitl, but the sweet-
est 1 ever saw. ] know nothing of that
Friend you speak of.  He is nothing
1o me,” answered Miss White, “1Uf
God does anything for me 1t 1s to send
trouble,  He bastaken my only friend,
my mother, My father is not worth
the name.  We have just moved here,
but you'il soon know what a miscrable
drunkard he is. 1 would leave him,
but I have s hule brother who is a
cripple.  He wont give up father, so 1
have to support him, too.”

“ Ob, how much you have 1o bear,
and how much ashamed you make me
feel for thinking I had troubles! DLt
we must hope for better things. Papa
bas been able to save more than one
falten man, and we must pray for your
father.  Oh, you must find Jesus; you
need him so much,” said Belle earn:
estly.

«1 think Eddie is a Christian at
heart,” said Miss White in a hesitating
way “Mother was, but I've never

tticd to pray since she dicd”

Ad| with héatidg.medicine in the tooth.
t's

“Will you begin to try now 2" ashed
Belle, 1 will pray for you cvery day,
No one is in the study across the hall,
I wish papa were here, but we can pray
the best we know how,”

it any one had told proud Cora
Whit¢ when she entered that house
that she wenld kneel and pray before
shie Jeft she would bave laughed at the
idea.  But in spite of herself she fol-
lowed Belle into the quict 1oom, and
even knelt beside her, saying toherself,
1t will pleaso the Httde thing, and
wont hurt me.”

Iy was a siuple prayer that
made, bui it was as if she were
speaking to a fricnd by her side.
White bad never heard any one
with God for her. Belle had never
dune so for any one before.  When
she finished, the girl beside her was
crying soflly.  Then after a moment’s
hesitation she muemured: # Oh, be
wy Frend,toe, Josutl 1 nced you so
much. D))y take away these wicked,
rebeltious thonghts.  Save me, Jesus 1

When the gitls rose from themr knees
Belte’s face was radiom, and Comw's
had lost its stubborn look.

“ 1 am not sure that my prayer was
answered,” she said, “but T will try
and keep on until Jesus is to me what
e scems to be to you,”

“ere 18 my Daly Food,” sud
Belte, taking the iittle book out of her
pocket. Y1 will get’another, and we
will learn the same verse every day.
I'd begin reading the Pealms and the
Gospel of Jobn first, and when papa
comes he will help me o select
somie helpful books for you 10 read”

# May 1 send a bouquet to your
brother 7" she asked tinsidly, sccing
Miss White’s independent look when
she referred to the bhooks. “We lend
everybody books, you know.”

1 have much to overcome,” said
Cora humbly. “We were once well
off, and I am poor and proud. Yes,
send Eddie anything you like, and
thank you.”

‘I'he baby cried at this moment, and
Belle brought him in, fresh and rosy
from his nap, for hér new friend to ad-
mire.  Miss White started off with
some flowers and a box of strawbernces
for Eddie, and she did not feel any
foclish wounded pride, but looked
back with a bright face at the young
girl standing by the window with the
pretty baby.

While baby was taking his bread and
milk by the kitchen stove, Belle made
paste for the boys to begin their scrap
bock. She noticed then that Millie
was not singing camp meeting songs as
usuak

“ It's tooth ache that puts 2 damper
on my 'ligion to day, honey,” said the
good old colored woman,

L1500k clear that,” and ina few
moments Belle had a picce of cotton

Belle
really
Cora
plead

2Oh, | its better already! Its
mighty tryiag to have the tooth.ache
all day and sit up with your old man
alt night.”

Then Milile related ali about her bus.
band’s many ailments and all about
Sallie's husband and baby, and Belle
listened pleasantly to the tresome story,
got Millie something for her husband’s
supper, and sent her home humming
“ Happy Day " with aglad heart. The
boys werg allowed to sei the table, and
baby Paul was tied up in his high chair
while Belle made some 'of her father’s
favourite biscuits for supper.  “The boys
were rejoiced by each being altowed a
piece of dough to mould into any
shape they chose, and marvelious were
the transformations until burds were
decided on.

When Mrs. Harris came down, she
said herheadache was about gone,

“\WVhat, my daughter, the mending
all done! You did Lrnest's jacket
well. And you've made cream biscuits
for tea ? They'l be mco with cur fresh
strawberries. I see Miss White has
brought her work.”

Just then the minister came from the
evening train.

" Well, Belle, 1 took your umbrella,
and you weren’t able to gooutinto the
storm to do pastoral work,” he said «
he kissed his daughter,

% No, papx; I feared it would be a
wasted day, but—"

“She told us a boss story, and fot
us cut pictutes and make dough ani.
mals. 13 splendid & Tainy day, when
sister’s here,” interrupted Erncst,

 She got medicine for Millie’s tooth-
ache, and iet her tell all her troubles,”
sawd Harey,

“She did my mending and tock care
of the baby and gave me a nap that
cured my headache” added Mrs.
Hams. “PIm sure she did as much
good as if she had been wisiting sick
people and hunting up Sunday-school
scholars, Oh, yes, she had a call! Tell
us about that, I never could get near
Miss White”

Belle told the story simply and hum-
bly of the poor guls trouble and her
determination to lead a better life.

+ Oh, papa, you wll make her (ather
a special wotk, won't you ? "

“ Yes, my dear child, and you take
Cora for your next work. It's only
hand-t0-hand conflict that counts much
—gvery man conquering his man, I
want you young Christians to learn to
have some special person or persons to
work on as your own interest. Ste,
while God 15 giving a rain that will b2
a blessing to the farmers, He did not
forget to scnd your opportunity, though
without Miss White the day would not
have been lost. Remember, you ean
sweep a toom so as to make * that and
the action fine.!”

 Yes, and when God has higher wotk

for us, and we are wed At home, he
sends us our tash,  That comforts me
shut in with my houschold cans,” said
Mes, Harrls —=Zion's HHerald,
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SECRETS AND GIRLS.

SEcrRETS are things many girls de.
light in, Esperience has shown that
the fewer secrets and mysteries girls
have, the safer and more comlortable
they feel  No girl should agree to
keep a sceret that she wil] have to with-
hold from her mother.  If s is import
ant and necessary that it shouid not be
comnwnicated to a third party, then
she had better refuse to hear 1t at all
A great deal of unhappiness and misery
his been done through small scerety,
leacding on from one wrong to another,
until 2 web of deceit has been woven
so complete and intticate that 1t is
nearly impossible to get dientangled
from i, Your mothers, dear girls, are
the wisest and best confidants you can
have, Their love, you may be sure,
will guide and counsel you aright, and
although you make many mistakes and
blunders, you can never go very far
astray if you tell your mother cvery-
thing. A girl whose first thauzht 15
that mother mustn’t know of thie, 12
standing on very unsafe ground,  Hide
nothing from your mothers. If you
do wrong, go to them and own i,
don’t wait fur some one clse to toll
them, and thus shake their confidence
and trust in you. Concealment and
deceit should never be tolerated n
your intercourse and association wih
other girls; shun those who 1ake
pleasure in them, and seck the com-
panionship of those with whom there
need be no mysteries.—Catholic Stan.
dard,

REVERENCE,

A sunsk of solemnity should accom-
pany the duispositon 1o pray; other
wise, onc 1s in danger of making
requests of God, as if He were an
catthly and familar friend, of whose
indulgent attention there1s no question,
T'ins assumption of familarity with the
Divine Baing indicates a painful lack of
reverence,  Robent Hall once referred
to the mistake of those who speak of
the King of kings, * as though He were
a next door neighbour, from a pretence
of love” It s worse than a mistake
to speak of God thus; and it is dar-
ingly impious 10 speak & Him, in the
form of prayer, in such a moaaner.—
Interior,

The Children's Corner,

THE NAUGHTY FAIRIES.

THERE ate two of three pavghty fabies
Who lurk in our pretly house;
They are al{ an the wily foxes,
And one ls as sl ava movae §
And one can growl and mutter,
And one has a chainon herfeet s
These naughty and mischievous faines
Whom you may have happened to meet.

The still-as-a-moute one whispers,
\When a bit of work must bedone
01 Last let 1 po til to-motrow,
And take to day for fun 1™
And the mutter-and grow! one pricks ?'ou
™ ?wozz rucher your face in a scowl,
Or whimper and fret in a corner,
Or siand on the floor and howl,

But the worst of the thrce bad faicies
Is the one with the ¢hain on her feet,
And the strangest thing 1s ber fancy
For a child who s pay and sweet,
She makes her forget an crand,
And loiter when she should haste,
And many a precious hour
She causes the ¢hild to waste,

Should you happen 1o sce these fairies,
Piease pass thera proudiy by,
With tips set close and ﬁrmlr,
And & flash In yout steadfasteye
For three very naughly people
These little faitles L,
\Who mean, wherevar they'te hiding,
No good to you and me,
wtlareer's Young Poople,
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TOMMY'S DREAM,

Touumy had been at the schoot treat,
away out from the dirty, crowded, hot
streets in which he lived, into the beau-
tifui, green, fresh country,

And Tommy had enjoyed the treat ;
but T ami afraid that many of the buts
terflics and other insects, and some of
the birds, too, had cause 1o grieve that
Tommy and his mates had be2en there
to 2 trcat-?ith w:ls n%ne for them. A
great part of the day Tommy had spent
in what he thought good fun, ﬂcpgd
chased beautiful butterflies, but when
he caught them he could do little with
them. They were a source of amuse-
ment to him for a short time, and then
he would let them flutter away with
spoilt and broken wings, e had tned
to caplure the large bees which he saw
Aying about; but as ke {aid hold of one
itstung im, so, thinking himself badly
used, he let go.  Then he had fright.
cned many of the birds by throwing
stones at them—only fortunatcly he
aimed badly, and never hit his matk |
And when he and some of his com-
panions, wandering through the green
fields, had come across a large, scaly
beetle, he had scized 1, and tn spite of
its struggles had put it 10 his pocket,

And now Tommy was back from the
treat and in bed.

He had not long fallen aslecp when
he scemed o be again in the fields in
which he had played all day, DBat all
the butterllies, and bees; and beetles,
and birds seemed to -have changed
places with him in point of size; for
they appeared as large as boys, and he
as small as a Leetle, and Tommy was
terribly frightencd.

“Oh” he thought, “1 must hide
under the “sticks, or those great erea.
tures will catch el Oh, dear, 1 wish
1 were home I for Tommy was frights
encd,

So he bid quickly under some smatl
sticks until all the butterl es and other
things should go away; but it was no
use.  Soon he felt the stichs lftwd, and
heard somcthing seream out, he Jdid
not know what the thing was at fiest
for he dared not look up, ’

#Oh, oht come and look, here's
such a funny thing  Fourkigs 1 and it
only walks on taoof them | and sucha
funny head 1"

Then Tonvmy felt himself snatched
up and pinched; and screanung and
struggling, he looked up at the thin
that held him. It was a becetle, of gi-
gantic s1ze it seemed to him,

“Oht" screamed the bectle agam,
“eome and lovk what T have cwght,
Surh a funny thing, whatever 15 k2"

“What have you got 7" ashed tie
buttert , aboul one hundred tmes
Tommy’s siz*, fywng up.

w }}'h}‘. look here 1 T don't hnow what
1t 13,

OB sud the buttedly, ¥ it's only
aboy  Zheyhre common enough, 1f
you dide’s hive fo much wader the
ground you'd hnow a boy when you sce
Lim,  That's only a little one, but I've
sech big ones, and P've good cause to
remember thun, too; theyve chascd
me often enough,”

The butterily spoke very fiercely for
such a gentle creature, and Tommy
trembhled

“A boy " shrieked the beeile—*a
boy! 7/ know something about them,
only I didn’t know this was one.  Ugh't
you little brate —shaking Tommy-—
“you're a boy areyou? Ul pinch you.”
And the boetle did, and ‘Fommy
screamed and kicked ; but the beetle
held hun tightly,

* What's on here? ¥ asked a passing
bee,  * What have you got 2

*Oh, only a boy,” said the buttefly,
“and wé're only going to pineh him fo
se¢ hint hick"

“0Oh, oh 1 * screamed Tommy, * you
cowards | you wouldn't dare to do it of
I were not so small,” but the nsects
teok no notice of his cries,

* Here, hand him over 1o me,” said
the bee; “1 owe boys a grudge, let
me sting him,”

“Wait a bit,” answered the beetle,
“let's have some fun with ham first
You'll kill him if you sting hem.”

“Not L Besides, boys tar't feel”

“They can! they can!"” shneked
Tommy ; but no heed was pard to his
words.

Just as the b2c was about to sung its
shnicking victim, a linnet (to "Tommy
it seenied the size of an eagle) flaw up.
The butterfly flitted away sharply, and
the bee suddenly became impressed
with the necessity of going also, and
went  Oaly the beetle remained, hold
ing Tommy tightly siitl, for the beetle
knew that its scaly coat would protect
it against the innct.  But the bee and
the butterfly had not such protection.

*What have you got?” asked the
linnet,

“A boy. I owe bays a grudge, so
I'm pinching him;” and the beetle
squeczed Tommy again, and agan he
siucaled,

“Will you give him tome? I'dlike
to take him somewhere,” said the
linnet.

So tne beetle dropped Tommy, who
was now quite sore, and the linnet hifted
him in its beak,

Dreams are very funny things,

The linnet seemed to be suddenly in
the room of a house, and Tommy saw
it was his own bedroom,

“What's the matter?"” squeaked a
funny voice. It was Tommy's white
mouse speaking; for Tommy kept a
white mouse.

“Why,” said the linnet, and i
seemed quite friendly with the white
mouse, ‘“‘I've caught a boy. What
shall I do with him?"

*a boy? Lot me look,” said the
white mouse, and added fiercely, ' why,
it's Tommy 1"

“ Yes, plcase Mr. Mouse,” said Tom-
my, “is me. You know me, donlt
you?”

Tommy was afrald of the white
mouse, it scemed.

“Know you ?" screamed the mouse,
#1've good rcason D know you ] Yesl
and now I'il make you know me.”

“ Picase, Mr. Mousc,” began Tom-
;’qy; but the white mouse interrupted

im.

“'Koow you? You're the boy that
Jfastened me in a cage twithout any food,
and I twas hungry,  Weorse, worse! 1
was thirsty, and all my water twas dried
up. My cage has been left unclean for
weeks. Know you?  Yes! and now
you shall know s ™

The white mouse tushed fiercely at
Tommy.

But suddenly Tommy awake, and he
wa: lying in bed, and of his natural
size.

“Dear me,” he murmured, * what
an awful dream Ivehad t I declare I'll
never hurt anything ever again,  And
when 1 getup Il feed my white mouse,
1 forgot him yesterduy.®

For Tommy had been so full of the
treat the day before that the white
mouse had been neglected, I facs,
Tommy often neplected e,

Then hedressed and went to the cage
to attend to the little creature, But
the little mouse was dead.

b, dear,” ctied Tommy, “1 must
have forgolten it for two days! Il
never be so cruel again to anything,”

And he kept his word.—Zngl
Hand of Jhrr,r.p ' s
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