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^her face looked like one 

those shiny red snow-apples by the 
time she got to Mrs. Flynn’s, and 
she was a good deal out of breath, 
but it did not take her long to tell 
her errand.

"Ah. but that’s good news, Miss 
Mavsie!” Mm Flynn said joy- 
fnllv. "lies always a wee bit 
could under the thin quilts. An’ 
lie's hungerin' fer somethin' nice 
an' tasty to eat. Slnire, it was 
mightv kind o' ve to come round 
this cow Id inornin’, an' Johnny 
shall go right away.”

"Ugh !" Mavsie said for the 
second time, as sin- faced the cold 
wind again. "1 b'licvc I never did 
see such a horrid w ind. But I’m 
glad I didn't wait till noon, 'cause 
if I had, Mr. Flynn couldn’t have 
had his warm quilts, an’ his nice 
things to eat, till afternoon. An’ 
he'd have been kind of cold and 
hungry all the mornin’, while I’d 
he warm an’ comf’table. When 
you have something like that to 
do that’s goin’ to make people 
happy, I think it’s nice to do it as 
soon as ever you can, an’ then the 
folks can begin to be happy just 
so much sooner.”

It is not only grown-up people 
who think wise thoughts. This 
r,lv of Maysie’s was both wise and 
kind, and if we would all put it in
to practice, as she did, the world 
would be a brighter and happier 
place.

mgs were evidently hurt, but he 
said nothing until he reached the 
loor ; then, giving his teacher a re
proachful look, with a pitying 
glance toward his dog, lie said 
slowly : “And lie's named for you!"

Til COUNTRYMAN 
THE SNAKE.

A NI )

A villager, one frosty day in the 
depth of winter, found a snake 
under a hedge almost dead with 
the cold. I laving pity on the poor 
creature, lie brought it home, and 
laid it on the hearth near the fire. 
Revived by the heat, it reared up, 
and with dreadful hissings attack
ed the wife and children of its 
benefactor. The man, hearing 
their cries, rushed in, and with a 
mattock, which he brought in his 
hand, soon cut the snake in pieces. 
"\ ile wretch!" said he; "is this the 
reward you make to him who 
saved your life? Die, as you de
serve; but a single death is too 
good for you.”

Life !
ini-

Continent

You have no business so 
portant as the solvency of your es
tate and the safety of your farinily. 
By insuring in a solid Company, 
such as the North American Life, 
you meet both these demands upon 
you. Why not have this two fold 
object accomplished now, while in 
good health ?

Pamphlets respecting plans fur
nished on application to the Head 
Office, or to any of the Company’s 
agents.

L. Goldman,
Secretary

Wm. McCabe,
Managing Director.

North American Life,
Head Office: 112-118 King St. West, Toronto, Ont.

WHAT HAPPENED TO 
JIMSEY.

There was no place where Rob
bie liked better to visit than at - . - .
Aunt Marv’s house. In the first ghng to free himself, but sinking

ward the window to look out, but 
as she went she noticed a strange 
heaving of the napkin over her 
bread. She whisked it off, and 
there was poor Jimsey up to his 
neck in soft sponge, vainly strug-

Thea

olace, there was dear Aunt Mary 
herself, who was fond of all boys, 
and particularly fond of Robbie. 
In the next place, there was the 
cooky-jar, which had a wonderful 
way of never being empty no mat
ter how often he visited it; and. 
ast of all, there were the birds. 
<inkum was a parrot that always 

made Robbie laugh bv exclaiming, 
in odd imitation of Aunt Mary 
‘Mercv, how you’ve grown!"

JOEY HAD A LITTLE DOG.
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I he teacher of a district school 
^Ia>ne tells a story that re- 

!ni,1(ls Ille of I ary and her little
•u"l>, only it i of Joe and his lit

tle (log.
Joe was a hi - v about eight years 

o ( and was devoted to a small 
,au x PuPPy. < ut of school hours 
l°-x and dog were inseparable, and 
. oe apparently could not recon- 

himself to. the necessity of 
paving the dog at home. For 

nior,fings the teacher al 
f V,Cc , puppy to remain at Joe’s 

Tender the desk.
,u 1en there came a day when 
quietS™a11 ;lo£ could not be kept 
lip... ’ ^ut fnsked about, to the de- 
. t ° 1 le school and the dismay 
of the teacher.
musuA !lle said' firmly> ‘>ou

st take that dog out.”
bm°w l°°^e(I at her mournfully
his hèa,iCd UV the PUP- and> with 
ed fnr ,1 against his cheek, start 

e cloor. The boy’s feel

deeper and deeper. Rinkum had 
watched him fly down to the edge 
of the pan, pick up a corner of the 
napkin in his bill, peck at the 
dough daintily to see if it were 
good, and then hop down into the 
stickv stuff, which held him fast. 
She did all she could by giving 
the alarm, and Aunt Mary soon 
had the bird out of his queer bath ; 
but Jimsey's feathers had to be 
cut, and lie was never quite so
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Aunt Mary, it seems to me 
that Jimsey’s getting old; he acts 
like an old man. And I’m getting 
old, too. Do you know, I’ll be six 
vears old to-morrow!”

“Mercy, how 
said the parrot.

you ve grown!

SORRY ENOUGH TO QUIT.

He liked Rinkum, but he liked lively again, so that Robbie, when 
the mocking-bird, Jimsey, too, I *ie came again, said. 
though Jimsey couldn’t talk ; but 
le would hold his head on one 
side and peer at Robbie with his 
might eyes to make sure it was he, 
and then hop gaily about his cage 
as if glad that the boy had come 
again.

Now-, one day, something hap
pened. Aunt Mary washed the 
dishes, swept the kitchen, set her
bread by the stove to rise; and, I gentleman once asked a Sun
telling jimsey and Rinkum, w-ho qay school what was meant by 
had been let out of their cages, to 
behave themselves, went up-stairs, 
never dreaming that two such well- 
behaved birds would get into | 
trouble while she was gone. But 
pretty soon she heard Rinkum’s 
loud screeches, which told her 
something was the matter.

“Fire! fire! throw' on water!’ 
cried Polly, as she entered.

“Where are you, Rinkum, and 
where’s Jimsey?”

“Mercy, how you’ve grown !

Deposits

4
Per Cent. Paid on

Debentures
Surplus of Assets over Total Lia

bilities to the Public over 
$2,900,000.

F. W. BAILLIE,
Secretary.

E. R. WOOD,
Man. Director

the word “repentance.” " A little 
boy raised his hand

“Well, what is it, mv lad? 
"Being sorry for your sins,” was 

the answer.
A little girl on the back seat 

raised her hand.
“Well, my little girl, what do 

you think?” asked the gentleman.
“I think,” said the child, “it’s 

being sorry enough to quit.
That is just where so many 

people fail. They are sorry
Fire! Fire!” screamed Rinkum, I enough at the time, but not sorry 
from a dark corner of the room enough to quit, 
under the table, where she had 
retreated as if in fear. But Jim 
sey was not with her, and Aunt 
Mary grew alarmed as she saw, 
what had escaped her notice w'hen 
she went upstairs, that the side 
window was open several inches.
“Some cat has got him, or else he 
has flown away.” She started to-

Asthma 
Can be..

Dr. Clarke’* Kola Com 
pound has already cured 
more than 1,000 cases ol 
Asthma and Hay Fever in 
Canada alone. It will cute 

RahihahahIIu you. A sample bottle will rermaneilliy gladly be sent to any sufferer.
• Enclose 6 cents in stamps foi 

postage, etc., to The Qrlÿithi 
à MaCfherson Co.,

121 Church St., Toronto
Cured. 
Sample Free

D. L. MOODY
Only

Official
Life

Is by his 
Son

Greatest 
Opportunity for 
Agents. The only 

official or 
authorized LIFE OF 
DWIGHT L. MOODY 
is written by his son, 
W. R. MOODY, at his 
father’s express wish.

The people every
where will want no 
other. Do not, there

fore, waste your time, but canvass for 
this one only authorized subscrip
tion b"0k. Nearly 600 pages. Posi
tively only book with exclusive Illus
trations from family portraits, &c. 
(nearly 100). Elegant prospectus
post free for 26c. Send for it quick.
Only Work
containing the family portraits, or hav
ing access to his library and letters, or 
issued wDh approval of family, or ap-
& roved by Faculty and Trustees of 

tr. Moody’s Institutions.
Fleming H. Revell Comp'y, Publ'rs

154 Yonge-street, Toronto
New York. ' Chicago
Caution—Handle only the book by Ur.

I Moody's Son. All others are unauthorised.

TTGTTT FTITirO


