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B have a- qulet ta.lk untll it is time for. us to shut up house ‘a.nd go to
.. Sunday School. .Tell me, chk whzt the text was this morning?” ;.
. “That's too easy, mother; Zive me a harder question—and youwill say
- 80 when I tell you that it is the text on the wall i in my bedroom, ¢ Blessed
" are the merciful for. .they shall. obtain mercy.’ Mr. Young was the
preacher. and he explamed the text very well “but I wished he bad said -

something more than he did about showing mercy to the poor defenceless

animals; but, never mind, next Sunday Mr. Young preaches altogether .

on kindness to animals.. Anyhow I practlsed what our 'good Mr. Young

preached, by unfastening the cruel -check-rein on. those lono-suﬁ'enng’

hqrses, Spot and Petrel, so I did. ”

_“Oh, Dick ! ™ cried his mother," T know it was a mercxful act to ease - ,
the poor horses ; but I hope groom Nettle did not see you do lt——he hasa "

_nasty temper, you know; dear.” -

““Yes, mother, I know he has, but’ I’m not a coward so I left my .
_ card about the check-rein in the sleigh, so-he won’t blame any other
- fellow, for groom Nettle knows my card all right... But, oh ! mother dear,
" what noise is that? I think it is'that poor stray dog whining outstde I’ll

" run out and let him into the stable with Nobby. Come, Ben.”
.’

On the retarn of the two boys, little Molly said :
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K N ow, hsten, Ben, with your two ears, I'se.going to tell a cat storys
“the way the children do at' Dick’s Band of Mercy. Once upon a time—
I mean pudder day—Nobby's visitor, the stray dog, creeped in under the

fence and comed into our yard. ~But, D1ck1e, what is the stray dog’s .

name, I want to say it?” asked- Molly in the middle of her story
<« Call him Stray,” answered Dick, promptly.

) “ Very well, Dickie, I wxll Well, Ben, Nobby’s frxend Stra,y was
o i:cold and wet ’cause it'was raining, and, I spec’, hungry, too. It was the

puddgr day when Dickie had saved a crust of his bread and put it on the

fence for the sparrows 'fore he went to school. . Well,  Benny, the- -spar-
" rows were so scared when Stray crept under the fence, that they let the -
- crust fall'down; an’ it dropped right into Stray s big mouth, ~ Wasn’t that
~ too funny for anything, Ben ! Eh.” '
' «The fun was all on the doa’s side,” answered Ben, grinning.. ¢ But
say, Slssy, what about the ca,t'l You said you was goin’ to tell a cat

story.”:
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“SoIis, Ben, goin’ to-tell a-cat story right now in a mmute It was ’
. on the daythat mother ‘was out next’ dodr a-dessm an’ a-washin’ Mrs.
. Timms’. new doll- -baby, an’ so I pu_t.xmyA rubber shoes ‘on—the ‘ beautiés
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