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”I}l\ TE { TRUL FRIENDS
) T1 ~ truo friends you have
) Who, five in a row,
X I'pun each sido of yon
tiv whero you go.
B ) Suppose you aro sleepy,
They help you to bed ;
! Supposo you are hungry,
ﬁ;; They see that you're fed.
£ They take up your dolly
| Aund put on her clothes,
:‘; And trundlo hercarriage

Wherever sho goes,

They buckle your skate-straps,

4 And haul at her sled;

Are 10 summer quite white,
Aund in winter quite red.

And these ten tiny fellows,
They serve you with case;
And they ask nothing from you,

Bat work bard to please,

Now, with ten willing servants
So trusty and truo,

Pray, who would be lazy
Or idle—would you?

Would you find ont the name
Of this kind little band ?

N Then count up the fingers

Ley On each little hand,

f R J " PRACTICING.

' s?nmm: Gouwp sat by the window in a
k) Bfovn study. His head rested upon his
,al hpud; his eyes were cast upon the iloor;
') njs whole attitude indicated deep thought.
?gd 9 Hesat there for come time, when he arose,
thi:] stily exclaiming, “I'll do it!” Going

on
g
FoI¥

4 ‘6t into the shed he picked up a new ball
} which lay there, and putting it in his
yocket, went out on the street. After going
glite a distance, ho halted before the home
§ Richard Graham, It was a tumble-

B d%wn affair—~a home of poverty and

d!unkenness Summoning up courage, he
walked up to the door and knocked, After
s!moment.s waiting, Richard himself came
 ta the door,

¢ I've brought you my new ball, Dick—I

568 you wishing for one yesterday; and
wchs hdre is & good bat you may have.”
*.4“ Why, Charlie, how can you give them
alv

e,
s it

t b abont that”
only}

tt{ me, after I treated you so badly 2” eaid
Richerd, blushing and looking very much
sshamed.

s“O! never mind, Dick; we'll forget all
And humedly bidding bim
g60d-by, he started for home,

The next mecrning when Charlie and

[P Y

 Uoarliv and said,
ki over your books yesterday.

Inck met in the schocl-sard, a fow moments |

beforo tho bell rung, Dick steppsd up to
“I'm eorry I spilled ink
It was real
ean of e, bat I was mad becausa you
1 Rot above me in the spelling class; andas1
knew you were very necat aud particular
about your books, I could think of no better
way of tuking revenge. Will you forgive
tmo? I'm very sorry I did it.”

* Certainly, I will"”

“How could you take pains to come

down last night and make me a present of
- just what I wished for, after I had treated
I you so meanly ? I bave puzzled over it
| ever sinceo.”
. “Well, Iwill tell you. At first I was
“very much provoked. I felt Lke being
 revenged , it seemed so upjust, when I had
not tried, in any way, to injure you, but
‘then I remembercd about Josep, how he
 forgave his brethren, and did them good,
after they had sold him to be aslave I
remembered my teacher said that we were
to show this forgiving spirit in cur lives—
not merely learn it in the lesson, but
practice it, and I found this a good time to
practice.”

“Well, I promise you I shall remember the
lesson you have taught me, and I should
like to become & member of your school and
of your class.” Mommg Guide,

- ERUNS

THE WISE SQUIRREL

As Lucy was taking a walk one day, ehe
saw the prettiest little squirrel sitting upon
the limb of a tree. Io looked so cunning
that Lucy thought, “Oh! if I could only
coax him to come down so that I might
take him home and keep him for a pet.”

Lucy talked as cunning a3 she could to
him, She said, “You dear little squirrel,
if you will only go home with me, I will
give you such a nice, warm houss, and such
‘lots’ of nuts—walnuts, hickory nuts, chest-
nuts, whichever you like best; you shall
bave as many as you wish. Won't you
please go with me 7"

The little squirrel looked at her with
his bright eyes as much as to say, “Yes,
Miss Lucy, you will give me everjthing
but what I want most, and that is my free-
dom. I wculd rather have my snug hole
in this old treo than the finest houss you
can give me, and as for nuts, I have enough
stored away in the trunk of the tree tu last
e all winter, and plenty of acorns, too”
and with that he whisked bis tail and away
he went, leaving Miss Lucy to go home
without him,

Do you, my reader, ever thank God for
placing you in this land of freedom? Do

—

you thank him that you have a {roe gospel 1
Do not forgoet thuso things and do not fos-
get thoso in othar lands who aro deniod
thom, but pray for them; and as God has
blessed you, send the means to provide
them with tho truth that shall makoe them
froa.
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TELLING JESUS,

Ix Tennyeon’s poom of the child in the
Children's Hospital, ono little thing tried to
toll another young suffercr about Josus,
urging her to ask him tohelp:

«If 1° said the wiso little Annic, * were
you,

I should cry to the dear Loxd Jesus to help
me; for Emmie, you see,

It's allan the picture there: ‘Little hildeon
should come unto mo.' "

4 Yes, and I will,” said Emmie; * but then
if I call to the Lord,

How should he know that's me1 sucha lot
of beds in tho ward 1

Annie was puzzled, but 8 moment. after sho
said :

“ Emmie, you pul out your arms, and you
leave ‘em outside on the bed—

The Lord has so much to ses to; but, Emmie,
you tell it him plain,

It's the littlo girl with hor arma lying oat
on the counterpano.”

Morniog came, aud the little thing was
dead, with hor *dear, long, lean little arms
lying out on the counterpane.”—Sundcy
School Times.

WILL'S TACTICS

« CoutE, boys, stop fighting, and I'll tell
you something worth knowing,” exclaimed
Will Graves, as he stepped between two
rcugh-looking fellows who were glaring at
each other like wild animals.

“Qus of the way, Will, or I'll knock you
into the middle of next week,” shouted Dick,
angcily.

“It's easy enough to fight” answered
Will, cooly, “but you can do butter than
any of those generals over there in Europe,
if you're a mind to.”

“You get out!” growled Joe.

“ Joe broke my top on purpose!” gnarled
Dick,

“Your top! Ob, well, I've got a brand
new 2ne at home. Tll give it to you to-
morrow, if you'll sit down here under the
treo a minute.”

“ Preach away !”
on the grass,

Will took his Bible and read: “ He that
is slow to anger is "etter than the mighty;
and he that ruleth his spirit, than he that

cried Joe, rolling over

taketh a oity.”



