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The Family.

THF LESSON OF PAIN,
Q PaIn | mystenous puest,
Coming unlilden, unguessed,
To greatest and 1o leany,
Blrthday and wedding feast
standing where losers’ eyes
shine with love's prophecies,—
W hence, wherefore an thou sent,
Uaweleome visitant }

Not that our hearts may hnow
To feel for other woe,

And |earn from their own sting
To pity sufferlng *

That were too small and vain,
The buss outwelphs the gain j—
And God deals Justly, who,
Rendereth to each hit due,

Not that some favoured souls
May reach the higher geals,
And, hovering, shiniag high,
Tempt other souls to tly 3
Nor that those bent on sin
May find a curse therein,
And, by Hislifted 10d,
Know an offended God,

No ! Fleaven sent, bittersweet,
With swift and tireless feet,
Thou comest unatked for, Pain,
Again, and yet agaln,

Tound on this errand blest,

To make of us our best—

That which we could not be
Save for thy help and thee,

Thé pold ore prieveth not,
-’l‘ho\::gh fires Ere fierce and hot §

~ Nor counts it wrong or losy,

To lose Its eumbering dtoss.

Intent on being pure,

1t can abide, endure,

However fierce the blast,

So it is gold at last.

So {rom thy ¢rucible

Our souls, debased and dull,

Shali come, dear Fain, some day,

With their deoss burned away,

Come with new name and sign

To own thee all divine,

And see in thy stetn eyes

All joyful promises, .
—Susan Coolidge, m 5.5, Timus,
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COMMON DUTIES.

It is a very prevalent mistake to
suppose that great things are accom-
plished by neglecting little things.
Most of us took too high at the outset of
life, We are content with nothing but
great opportunties, great enterprises,
whereas we are no more competent to
begin with such things than Darius
Green was competent to fly before he
became an angel.

Common duties furnish the safe and
sure plane upon which every man may
begin life, whether he believes himself
destined to be a hod-carrier or the Presi-
dent of the United States, If there is
any fact attested by the history of great
men it is the fact that the road to
success opens out of the pathway of
humble duty.

Common duties are those that lie
at hand. Every petson is born intoan
environment, and his opportunities lie
close about him., The fairy times
are past when people went seeking
their fortunes. The man who * seeks”
his fortune, n these days, instead of
matrying 2 princess or finding a cave
of gold, is quite likely to bring up in the

enitentiary or the poor-house. It is
gest to do the thing at hand atways, If
Abraham Lincoln had gone to Wash.
ington to seek his fortune he would
probably never have been President of
the United States. But instead of that
he staid at home and split rails, and the
highest honour in the gift of the nation
came to him unasked.

We go to school to common duties.
A winter at the wood pile will teach a
man very many of the things necessary
to make him a good President. Ten
years at any honest work is a liberal
education  There have been men who
were excellent blacksmiths before they
becaine eminent preachers; and be
sure they would never have become
good preachers if they had not been
good blacksmiths, The fundamental
things aro learned in the school of com-
mon duty. No quality that makes a
man really great is foreign to the faith-
lf;;l discharge of any task, however hum.

e,

The rewards of common duties are
cumulative. Thus they endow a man
for the greater responsibilities of life.
The rewards of conscientious labour
in any sphere are always the capital for
greater achievements, First learn to
do well what lies at hand, and in.
creasingly you will find that other and
greater things come to hand, The
man who sphits rails in a masterly way
is the man whom the world will never
suffer to remain always & rail-splitter,

It we could only appreciate our com:
mon duties as they deserve] Indeed,
they are the best helpt of every man
and every women—not obstacles, not
things to be jumped over or gotten
around in the endeavour toreach greater
things, but themsclves the stepping-
stones to greater things, For, notice
that the world does not often ask us
what we can do, but what we have done,
Andnooncof us has done anything
until he has made a beginning.—Our
Youth.

HER SWEET SURPRISE,

No tender yet sad farewell
From her quivericy lips was heard 3
%0 softlr she crossed that Tﬂet stream,
T'hat "twas not by & tipple stirred,

She was spared the pain of parting tears,
She m.r:pated al?amor'ar:uife [

It was scarcely dying-—she only pasted
In a moment to endless life,

Weep not for the swilt release
From earthly panard care }

Nor prieve that she feachal her home and rest,
Ere she knew that she was there.

But think of har sweet surpsise,
The sudden and strange celight

She fclt, as she met her Saviour's smile,
And walked with him in white.

“" COALS OF FIRE”

Poor Druno lay dying; his great
brown cyes lified up to his master's
face In an almost human arpcal for
help, his butly, black form, that but a
moment before was convulsed with
agony, Iying still and rigid, while Silas
Memer's tears fell quickly amid the
glossy cutls of his pet.

It is over ; and now the man turns
away with a hard look on his face and
bitter words on his lips, “ I'll pay him
for this!” Silas Memer and Rick
Cobden had been playmates and
schoolmates, and had been good
friends generally for at least a quarter
of a century ; but lately, through this
very dog, a tittle cloud had arisen on
the hitherto clear horizon,

Bruno had an ¢sf *c1al antipathy to
fowls—probably the result of his early
training—and could never see a mat
ronly * Biddy " industriously providing
for a promsing brood in his master’s

arden without evincing an unueigh-
outly degree of scverity, Yea, he lgad
been known to encroach on foteign
territory at times in pursuance of his
besetting sin; and 1t had even been
hinted that he was guilty of graver of
fences, but of this we cannot speak
with certainty, As boys, Rick and
Silas had fought shoulder to shoulder
in many a hard baitle ; in early man-

hood they had confided to each other
their dearest secrets, their hopes, am-
bitions, and diappointments ; and none
grieved more lgan Rick when a bligh
fell on his friend’s affections—a blight
that seemed to have soured *the milk
of human kindness” in the bosom of
Silas Merner. " I'fl pay him for this,”
he said, for he suspected that Rick had
otsoned his favoutite, as complaint
Ead been made the evening previous of
Bruno’s depredations, with a request to
have him chained up—a request that
unfortunately had been unheeded.

" Merner's dog's dead, father,” said
littte Ted Cobden, as he came in
from an afternoon’s fishing ¢ 1 saw
him buryin' 1t down by the pond, and
I guess he thinks we killed it, for he
said if I came there fishin' again he
would have me 'rested for trespassin',
and he never sald a word to Pete
Hayes.” .

41 am sotry for Merner,” said the
father, * for he thought a sight of his
dog, though I can’t say I'm sorry it's
dead ; it was a mischicvous brute at
times, and I as good as caught
it at that last sheep-worrying. With
the exception of his mother, it was the
only friend he clung to lately ; and yet
I knew Silas Mermner when he was a
good deal different.  Poor old fellow,
I wouldn't have killed his dog for a
farm, though I expected it would get
him into trouble if he didn't tie it up,
and so sent him word in time~~as I
thought."

A night or two after this a valusble
mare belonging to Cobden was hope-
lessly lamed by being cut inthe fetlock
joints while grazing in the pasture field.
Rick was grieved to the heart about
it, not only on account of his loss, but
because he believed Silas had taken
this plan to avenge the death of his
dog, and it cut him to think his old
friend had proved so faithless, though
not even to his own famity did he tell
his thoughts. )

“ If thine enemy hunger, feed him;
if he thirst, give him dnnk; for by so
doing thou shalt heap coals of fire on
his head.”

Strange that the preacher should
have chosen this text for the following
Sunday, a text that filled two of Lis
hearers with wonder as to how he could
have found out what they had never
breathed to mortal man,

e Coals of firel” I never thought
of that,” said Rick to himself, in such
a loud whisper that more than one in
the scattering congregation turned
round to see who spoke.

“ Coals of firel'” said Silas, as he
assed through the village on his way
ome, “ Great way that would be to

pay him back.” )

“4Coals of fire!'” exclaimed Rick
next morning, as he toiled in the hay.
fietd under the burning rays of a July
sun. ‘¢ It was the Master's way, and
it must be right. Give me grace to do
it, Lord {”

¢ Conls of fire 1’ ¥ shouted Silas, as
he blew the forge until his iron was at
a white heat,  Poor Brunol Tl try
it, thought”

Never before did the lusty black.
smith wield his bammer with such
guant force ; and never before bad that
anvil rung out such mighty strokes|
The words he had just spoken seemed
to fill his already stronig arm with her-
culean power, and the iron was shaped
as i by magic. But, hark{ in spite of
the deafening clang, that scream of
terror has rcached the striker's ear,
and, throwing down his hammer, he
rushes out to the mill-pond, where
little form has just slipped from a log
into the mutky depths.

#“Ted Cobden’s gettin' drowned1”
cried a shrill voice from the neighbour-
hood of the logs.

“Ted Cobden!” The blacksmith
clinched his fist, and hesitated a mo-
ment after repeating the name. * Coals
of fire,” Silas ; but see, he is already to
the rescue { and socon the slimy little
figure is recovered and resuscitated, for
this 1s not the first time that the young
blacksmith has brought back life’s cur-
rent to the stagnant heart.  But
warmth is needed now, so hastily
fetching his coat, he folds it round the
child and hurries up the hill to the
farm-house.

“ Here's your boy, Cobden|” he

sald, uncovering his bundle, *He
was most gone; but he'll come all
right with plenty of blankets and hot
water”

T'he hands had just been summoned
from the field to dinner, and the sud-
den entrance of Silas in such a condi-
tfon, together with his burden and
ominous words, caused a momentary
panic, in which the company seemed
unable to comprehend the situation,

“The boy has been nearly drown:
ed!” shouted Silas. ‘Get blankets
and hot water, quick |”

The mother was the first to grasp
the truth, and soon the requisites
were apphied, after which the child fell
into a quiet sleep ; so, seeing that all
was well, Silas feft as abruptly as he
had entered, and his absence was only
discovered when the father thought of
thanking him for rescuing his boy.

1M go there in the evening and
take our thanks to him,” he said to his
wife, ygones must be bygones
after this)

As the farmer passed the black-
smith’s shop at dusk on the above er
rand, he was arrested by a moaning
sound that seemed to proceed from the
interior of the building, and, on push-
ing open the door, he dimly saw a
prostrate figure in one of the furthest
corners. ‘Thinking Silas had been
taken suddenly ill, he hurried to his
stde and bent over him, when he dis-
covered that the sufferer was a stran-

er.
8 \,Yell, my man! What's the mat.

-
()
-y

# Sick, dying, look here!™ groaned
the poor wretch, pointing to a wound
in his neck from which his life's blood
was fast cbbing.

« How did you come by this?” in.
quired Rick, in tones of alarm.

* Pisto} went off in pocket,” gasped
the man.

H An aceident, was it?"

The tramp nodded, and seeing there
was no time to lose, Rick hurricd away
for help. In a few feeling words he
thanked Silas for the life of his child,
and then told nim of the wottnded man
in the shop beyond, asking him to go
and see if anything could be done un-

til a physician was found.

On arriving in the village, helearned
that the doctor was not at home, but
the servant promised to send him with
all speed to * The Corners ” on his re-
turn ; so, with apparent disappoint-
ment, the messenger retraced his steps,
feating that the aid he sought would
come too late,

As he stumbled in the darkness over
the threshold of the shop, a prolonged
1*Sh | came from the watcher, whom
he discerned, by the dim lLight of a [an.
tern, bending over the dying man, so
he quietly dtew near mgbl:tepe’d.t

“Noy. pever killed nobody ; golo' to
shoot dog 1fgélm polson-3 give jidk

didn't work ; bit me, s0 he di

I cut the horse, thought ‘twas Boul-

lie. D'ye think He'll take me—
One? (looking u wardg, take a bad
man, a devil!  Will He?”

#Yes, He died for men, for bad
men like you and me,” said Silas, sol-
emnly.

"Y', yo!, yo'* gasped the man, hut
the words would not come, and Silas
gently laid the hand he held across his
pulseless breast,  Can you forgive
me, old fellow 7 * he said, turning to
Rick ; * I was mean enough to blame
you for killing my dog—you who have
stood by me good and true all these
years, “Can youdo it, Rick?”

“]1 believed you suspected me of
this, and was mean enough to blame
you for rutning my mare out of re.
venge! Can you forgive, Silas?”

The men clasped hands in silent
token of the words they could not utter
in the presence of death, and of Him
who forgives our trespasses as we for-
give those who trespass against us,—
N. Y. Observer.

CLEARING THE AIR.

o[ was a guest last August,” said &
Iady, “at a small summer boarding-
house on the Maine coast, When I
took my place at the table for the first
time, I soon discovered that my fellow-
boarders belonged to o class richer in
money than in mind or manners.

“They were gay, well-meaning peo-
ple, who had flitted from one hotel to
another, from mountain tosprings, and
from springs to beach, in search of
amusetnent, and were now tired and
blask, ‘They chatted gossip for a while ;
then discussed the fashions until one of
the young men, from sheer vacuity of
ideas, apparently, told a story with a
covert, immodest meaning. The men
smiled significantly ; the women tried
to look unconscious; the young gitls
blushed painfully.

“An old man continued the same
line of thought in a still broader anec-
dote. . .

© There was a significant silence, I
dared not look up lest I should meet the
eyes of my neighbours. ~ All that was
indelicate in thought had been stirred
up from thedepths. Whatcould ido?
1 longed for the decision and firmness
to protest, to utter a sharp rebuke ; but
1 was & woman, poor, and of no sotial

sition, . .

» At that moment a little, plain, sim-
ply dressed woman entered the room,
took het seat at the table, and glanced
quickly round at the circle of embar.
rassed faces. I saw that she under-
stood the situation, and that it was not
a newone. She was greeted warmly

by the whole party, and began to talk

der's; b sald 1 stole his sheep, 1’%’.‘ Q
that

with a certain piay cordiality of man-
ner which had in it a rare charm.

# She had discovered some old coins
in the village store ; and had heard of
others farther up the country,.  Who
would go coin-hunting. Then follow-
cd an cager discussior. of rare dollars,
or pennies, or shitlings, until the talk
of even the old joker becanie not only
decent, but imcrcstinﬁ.

At cvery meal this little woman,
with her low, vivacious voice and ready
wit, shunted the conversation on to new
tracks of thovght.  One day it wasa
rare plant that she brought in; the
next, some legend told her by the ficher-
men , sometimes it was a stirring inci-
dent of local history ; again 2 question
of politics or of rehgion.

% "Fhese people,” she said to me,
when I came to know her, ‘ mean well,
They have no wish to be wicked, but
their minds are like stagnant peols,
They grow impurc and foul simply
from inaction, All they need is some
wholesome subject of thought to keep
them clean.’

# I have always remembered the les.
son she taught me.”

There is scarcely a day, even in the
life of a school boy or girl, when this
lesson is not useful. Conversation is
always too rcadr to become malicious
or vulgar, especially among Idle people.
It is rarely expedient or wise openly
to rebuke our companions, even if we
are free from their faults, Censure
usually rouses opposition and ill-nature.

But when our own minds or those of
others become turbid and foul, let us
deal with them as with a chamber full
of darkness and impure odors—open a
window. The brain is cleansed by new
and vigorous thoughts, just as the air
of a closed room is cleansed by the sun-
light and motion.— Youth's Companion.

BOOKS WORTH READING.

One mischievous feature of most
novels is that they present no serious
and difficult tasks. ‘T'o rcad them ex.
clusively or chiefly produces an effect
on the mind similar to the physical re-
sults of dawdling onc’s life away with.
out exercising the muscles. Important
truth cannot be conveyed to the
human mind without effort on the part
of the learner. Weeds and briars will
grow without the tiller’s soil, but for a
crop of corn one must plow, and plant,
and reap, and gather into barns with
no little effort.  No labour-saving ma.
chines of modern invention can elude
the law: ®In the sweat of thy face
shalt thou eat bread” A similar law
exists in the intellectual and spirituat
realm. ‘The fascination of modern
literature may facilitate culture, but
can never make the path of wisdom

racticablg to the idle, !iﬁ:_kens says !
“'The one secvicedble, (dafe, certain,
femunetative, . mq‘.blg, quality In
Mh;udy'zg@gurﬁlg du:the quality
of attention,"” " Booky which do not re.
dire, tlose, ‘sttention ' contain little
worth reading, and books which do not
possess attractive qualities sufficient to
awaken attention in thoughtful people
ought to be superseded by a better
class.—N, Y. Christian Advocale.

NEGLECTING THE PATTERN.

‘THE ¢colours that we had to weave
Were Lright in our early years,

But we wove the tissu¢ wrong, and stained
The woof with bitter tears,

We wove a web of doubt and feas,
Not faith, and hope, and love,
Because we looked at cur work, and not
At our Pattern up above,
—Phate Cary.

——yr———

WORDS,

Worps ought to have the mame
meaning and the same force in the re-
ligious life as in the secular life. Thus,
s serving” Christ means serving Him
Persoaally, just the same as "serving ”
s applied to a fellow-creature.  No one
presumes to serve another by keeping
at a distance and vaguely thinking nice
thoughts about him.  Yet that is what
2 good deal of so-called Christianity, or
Christian satvice, virtually comes to.
Serving Christ means to go right in
with nerve and muscle, with voice, and
hands, and feet ; it means to get physi.
cally tired, and then up and at it
again.  That is what it is to give per-
sonal service to a personal Saviour,
‘Chat is what it means to bea Christ-
ian. And one who does that faithfully
will have no time left to be anything
but a Christian.—S5.8. Z¥mes,

J S S —

TEMPER.

Ruskin, in a letter to young girls,
says: Keep absolute calm of temper
under all circumstances, recelving the
thing that is provoking or disagreeable
to you as coming directly from Christ’s
band; and the more it iz like to pro-
voke you, thank Him for it the more,
as a young soldier would his general
for trusting him with a hard place to
hold on the rampart. And remember,
it does not in the least matter what
happens to you—whether a clumsy
schoolfellow tears your dress, or a
shrewd one laughs at you, or the gov.
erness doesn’t understand you. The
one thing needful is that none of those
things should vex you. * * * Syy
to yourself cach moming, just after
your prayers, ¥ Whoso forsaketh not
all that he hath cannot be my disciple.”
This is exactly and compietely true,
meaning that you are to give all you
have to Christ to take care of for you.

Then, if He doesn’t take care of it, of
course you know it wasn't wotrth any-

thing, And if He takes anything from
'ou, you know you are better without
it.  You will not, indeed, at your age,
have to give up houses, or lands, or
boats, or nets, but you may, perhaps,
break your favourite teacup or lose
yowr favourite thimble, and might be
vexed about it but for this second St
George's precept.

The Children’s éorner.

TWO LITTLE MAIDS I KNOW.

I ¥xow a lttle maiden,
Whom 1 always sce arrayed in
Sitks and nibbons, but she is a apoiled and
petted hittle elf
For she never helps her mother, or her sister,
ot her brother,
But for eum;r- all around her, lives entirely for
erself,
So she simpers and she sighs,
And she mopes and she ¢ries,
And knows not where (he happy hours flee,
Now, I'eli m?l tell you privately, my darling little
riends,
She's as miserable as miserable ean be,
And I fear she's not the litgle maid for me.

But I know another little maiden,
Whor I've scen arrayed in
Silks and ribbons, Lut not always: she's a
prudent little elf,
And she always helps her mother, and her sis.
ter and her brother,
And lives for all around her quite regardiess of
herself,
S0 she laughs and she sings,
And the hours on happy wings
Shower gladness round her pathway as they

tee,

Now, need I tell you privately, my dadlin
' e friends) | e dr Y y
She's as happy as & little maid can be ?
This 13 surely the little maid for me,

—Harper's Youngy Peotle,

“EYES, BUT THEY SEE NOT.

CHILDREN, do you ever think to
thank the heavenly Father for such
common gifts as good eyes and ears
and the power of speech? No doubt
that most of you have heard of Laura
Bridgman, the blind and deaf and dumb
woman, who learned to see through her
fingers and to speak and read and wrnite
through the same medium, Doubtless
too, many of you know that she recently
died at the age of seventy, a happy and
an educated woman, Probably, too,
many of you who read the magazines
and certain children’s papers, know all
about little Helen Keller, the Southern
child who is afilicted in preciscly the
satme manner, and who is developing,
under her tramed teacher, a wonderful
degree of intelhigence and a most re-
markable Intellect. But it s of stll
another blind and deaf and dumb girl
that I want to tetl you,

As some of you know, there ts a
school for the blind in Boston, where
such unfortunates develop into good
scholars, trained workers ana fine
musicians. Within three years a kin.
dergatten for the blind, where the hittle
children are placed to be taught the
beginnings of knowledge, has been
started. There are thirty-one such
children there now, taken for the most
part from muserable, neglected homes,
where the poor babies, born blind,
never would have a chance to be
anything.

By the way, if any of you want o
contribute any money to help these
kindergarten children to become edu-
cated, you can send it to the editor of
this paper, who, 1 am sure, would
gladly send it either directly to the
school or to me for them,

Among the thirty-one sightless kin-
dergartners is little Edith Thomas. She
is now nine years old, and can neither
see, hear nor speak. Edith was born
with eye-sight snd “carsight,” but,
when she was four years’ old, suffered
an attack of malignant scatlet fever and
diphtheria, which left her totally blind
and deaf. Since she could neither hear
nor see, she soon lost the ability to
spezk.

 But how can a person who cannot
hear you, speak or see what you do,
learn anything ?” you ask.

It does scem as if such an one were
shut up in_impenetrable darkness,
doesn't it? It is all done through the
sense of feeling, however. You know
that they come to have a very sensitive
touch. Those little children can dis-
tinguish each other, by name, simply
by the touch, and that is the way tlt)\is
little gitl was taught the deaf and dumb
alphabet, and soon learned the names
of all things within her reach. Laura
Bridgman was three years learning the
deaf and dumb alphabet and to spell
the simplest words ; but Edith Thomas,
in less than two years, has not only
learned the alphabet, but talke rapidly,
spells easily the common words, and
reads quite as well as those children in
the public schools who are in the sec-
ond, or even the third, reader, She
models in clay very nicely, and is quite
original about it. For instance, when
told one day to make a stick of candy,
she obeyed, and then went on to make
a penny and spell money; her way of
expressing the fact that it takes a penny
to buy a stick of candy,

Many of the scholars have learned,
or ate learning, the deaf and dumb al.
phabet, so that they can talk with her.
And they all rlay together as naturally
as you do. Edith readily distinguishes
the weaker ones among her school.
mates, and, strange as it may seem,
teaches the younger childten a good
many things.

Do you believe you could be taught
anything by a blind deaf mute? 1 do.
The ability to bear, without complain.
ing, the greatest deprivations one could

ssibly have, is something she knows
ar mwore about than you or I. O, chil.
dren, if you could spend one day in the
company of this child, I do not believe

you would ever murmur beeause the
day was rainy, or fret because you can.
not have your way in little things. In
what scems the darkest and dullest
hour of your lives, you would compare
your lot with hers and be thankful and
contented and happy.

Edith has to have a special teacher;
one who teaches uer, and no one else;
as she has, of course, to be taught
sverything through hor fingertips in.
stead of by cpoken words, as her school.
mates are taught, But she finds her
way about the building without any
trouble, dresses herself, and makes her
own bed, She cven shows the ncoms
petent girle how to make their beds
properly, and she will stand before a
mirror and atrange her hair, just as if
she could see hetself inft. It would be
interesting to know what sort of a pic.
ture of herself she has formed in her
own mind. She is a pretty child, al.
though her eyes are imperfect. But
she has not the joyous, happy expres.
sion that onc likes to scc on a little
gul's face, It seems asif the shadow
of her great deprivation had settled it
self there.  Besides, she suffers a great
deal of pain in her ears all the time.
She has rather animpatient temper, but
she wishes always to do nght. And
when she has a battle to fight bstween
her inclination and her duty, she often
does it with her arms and hands and
feet, but she generally conquers herself
and does the right thing in the end,

She is full of fun and hikes to frolic,
or to play jokes on the other children,
When she entered the kindergarten she
had no means of expressing herself, ex-
cept by natural signs which she had
established for herselfl. At the end of
ten weeks she had learned forty-three
words, and at the close of the first year
she knew 400 words, This was a school
year of eight months, not a whole year,

So, you see, this child, who, if the
good and noble Dr. Howe had not
given iits life to the estabhishment of a
school for the blin J, and to the develop-
ment of their darkened souls, might
have sat in darkness throughout a long
life, pethaps, 1s fast learning not only
all the knowledge contaned 1n books,
and the beauty there is in our common
earth which is' to her an unseen world ;
but bct‘tcr, far better, she 13 learning
something about her o#n soui and the
God who made her, She is learnin
how to conquer the hardest of al
worlds to subdue—that of self. She 1s
learning to fight the hardest of ail bat-
tles, that between nght and wrong n
our own natures.

When you are denied something
which you think you ought to have,
remember this blind and deafand dumb
child. When your will 13 crossed, or
you are urged by your parents or
teachers to improve the mulutude of
opportunities for study on.every side of
you, think of the child who is patiently
striving to learn those things in total
darkness, and 1n the absclute silence of
the deaf. And if you ever give way to
little sins, if you ever allow yourselves
to dothat which you know s not just
tight, remember this blind deaf mute
who battles against herself and gains the

victory—Zelen M, Winslow, in In-
terior,

POLLY'S PICNIC.

PoLLy was having a picnic all by
hersc!t‘ one day, out on the lawn under
the big maple tree.

She had carried out her table and
chair, and her two dolls sac by her side
in chairs of their own.

On the table was 2 nice red apple
and two cookies and some * pop-corn.”
The popped corn was for the dolls, be.
cause, with a little help, they could
really be made to hold it in their hands,
Rover was stretched out on the grass,
sound asleep. He was to have one of
the cookies,

,“1 forget what they do first at pic-
nics,” said Polly to herself, “I don't
think they begin by eating things,”

While she was thinking about it a
loaded waggon passed by, and as it
came to the hll near the house, the
horse stopped, and would not go on.

Perhaps he had been travelling a
long distance ond wanted to rest, or
perhgﬁns he did not tike to draw a2 load
up hil),

The man who was driving him began
to beat and scold him, gut stilleghe
would not move, Then the man beat
and kicked bim the harder, and Rover
woke from his nap and barked furious.
ly ; but yet the horse stood still,

In & moment Polly had a bright
thought, She caught up the red apple
and ran out at the gate followed closely
by Rover, and she said to the man:

* Please don't whip him any more,
I can make him go.”

Then she went before the horse, and
held out the apple towards him, and he
wnstantly forgot all bis other plans, and,
thinking only of getting the auple, fol-
lowed Polly, and quickly drew the
heavy load to the top of the hill.

“ Now you shall have it,” sai1 Polly,
as she gave him the apple, “I can dyo
without it at my picnic”

But the man, sad to tell, did not
thank Polly for being so kind and brave,
but only seemed angry that a little girl
could do what he could not do.

Then Polly went back to her picnic,
and ate one cooky, and gave the other
to Rover, and the dolls had some
popped corn, and she did not miss the
apple very much because she was glad
she had helped the tired horse,

The apple was a little thing, and
Polly was » little thing, but together
they did a good deed.—Yowth's Com-

panion,

Ty




