TAL SUNDE M.

QOING INTO THE ARK.—(Sce Lesson for January £4.)

WINGS 3Y-AND-BYE

“ WALTER," said o gentleman on a ferry-
boab to a poor, helpless cripple; “how is
ib, when you cannob walk, thas your shoes
ged worn 7"

A blush came over the boy's pale face,
but after hesitating a moment, he said:
“ My mother has younger children, sir, and
while she is out washing, I amuss them by
creoping about on the floor and playiog.’

“Poor boy!" said a lady standing
nisar, nob lond enonch, as she thought, to
he overhesrd, *“What a life to ieadi
What has be in all the fature to look for-
ward to 1"

The tear started in his eye, and the
bright emile that chased it away showed
that he did hoar her. As she passed by
him to step on shore, he snid, in a low
voice, bud with a smile: “1 am looking fa1-
ward to having wings some day, lady.”

Hoppy Walter! Poor, crippled, and
depefident on charity, yet performing his
mission ; doing, in his measuro, the Mas-
ters will, patiently waiting for the future,
he shall, by-and-bye, “mouns up with
wings as eagles; shall run, scd nob be
weary; shall walk, and not be faint.”

WHAT HENS SAY IN SLUMBER-
LAND.

“(Go 'way, you horrid chickie,” cried
Jaliey; “ you shan't have any of my bice
little yellow tomatocs. I want every one
myeelf.”

*But tho Biddie was very tame, and
perhaps very hungry, and doubtless
speciolly fond of yellow tomatoes, for sho
stepped slowly up, uatil she cou!d have
tuken bite abont with Jaliet.

-But the angry littlo girl sprang up,
clatching the pretty yellow-balls, and flew
up to the narsery. *Now, old chickie,”
she said trinmphantly,* you won'b go$ one.”
But havdly had sho enten her last tomato,
and put her head on the edge of the trun-
dlo-bed, before there stood the hen, with
bor fenthers roflled up, in the middle of
thé floor.

“Very woll, miss,” ebe said, “since you
won't obey the Golden Raule, you cau'h gob
the benofit of it. The hens have all agreed

1

nob to lot you havosanother cgg this
summer. Brindlo says you cau havo
on milk, Prircy will not ride you a
stop. tho birds will stop emging a9
soun 08 you appear, and puasy-cat Las
gone to hide bher kittens”

Julied eprang to her feet Mother
w13 rocking bay 6 crudle. and saying

[Huah gh sh

* Whero s tho ciirkio ?  asked Ju'iot

Thera's no chickon up hore,” whas-
pered mowma, raising ber finger,
* you'vo been as'eop.”

* Bub, mamma—" began Julieb; then
sho stopped and thought maybe sbe
had beon dreamiog  Sho wonb back
to tho yard, ond the tame old hen
strutted right up to her, to sce if there
were atr g yollow tomatoes left.

“ I'll got you ono, chickie,” said Julied,
So she unlatched the gorden.gate, ond
went boldly in, returning with two
beauties. And I don't think she was
ever quite so stingy again, after the visit
that hen paid her in slumber-lend.

-

OROSS SALLIE.

“Pur mo down! Puat me down! you
bad boy. Idon’s Jike you.” And $wo lit-
tle feet kicked hard against the shins of the
bti)gl;)oy who was lifting up the soreaming
child.

“O cross Salliel Shemo on Sallie!”
ceied half a dozen voices.

Little Sallie stood off and scowled ab all
of the mocking children,

“S:0 hero, S:llie,” said the boy who had
picked her up againsb her will, * I thought
you wanted to get up there, and couldn'}
‘oause you were too little. I didn'd pick

ou up to plague you.”

v Sall‘i)o stoo?igoﬂ‘ an looked into his face
The smiling eyes, looking down into
hers, pleaseg her. Thers was no teasing
sud mocking thero, only kindness. She
slowly drew near, and a$ lasé took hold ¢f
his hand. Soon the big boy had *“Oross
Sallie” 1 his lap, telling her sbories that
made her laugh,

“Ho! look at Oross Sallie !” called out
ono of the big boys.

“Who makes her crosa?” answered
Sallie’s friead. * Nice work it is for big
boya to tease little girls uatil shey make
them mad, and thea call them names.”

The big boy thought it was time to go
homo to supper, and Sallie smiled at her
friond, and said:

“Good boy; Sallie won't be cross any
more.

Sallio was good now bezause the big boy
}vg.s ;(;iood and had acted toward her as a

riend.

Ovn littlo boy of four, and his sister, a
year older, were “ playing doctor” one day,
and ho wae eelled in to see a sick doll.
When tho litile girl inquired what he
thought *the matter could be,” he replied,
“Seems a good desl like the new monie
(pneumonia), but I guess,” he added after
a little rcfection, “ there is come old monis

mixed in with it”

THE DELUOR.—(Se¢ Lesson for January 28,)

WHICH LOVED BEST'!

« I LovE you, mother,” said little Jobn;
Then forgetiing his word, his cap went o
And he was off to the gorden swing,

And left her wood and water to bring.

“] Jove you, mother,” said Rosy Nell:

“I love you better than tongne can tell.”
Then she teased and pouted iall half a day,
Beeansa sha goald not go oud to play.

“I love you, mother,” said little Fan’;

“ To-day I'll help you all I can; A
How glad I am that school doesn't keep |'B
So she rocked the baby till it fell asléep. B

Then stepping softly she bropght the
broom,
And swepb the floor and tidied the room}
Basy and happy all day was she, '
Helpful and bappy as child should be.

“T love you mother,” again they said—
Three little children going to bed.

How do you think that mother guessed
Which of them really loved her bash ?

ONE WAY TO OURE FAULTS.

No one has ever tested this remedy of
thoroughly as id ought to be tested. M
little group of mothers were talking ongh
afternoon aboud their boys, who werd
children of about the samse age, and of 41y
habit of exaggeration into.which the litt3
fellows had been falling. .

Said one mother: “I have reasoned witlg
my boy repeatedly, but so far withoge
success.” K

Another said: “I have been scolding
Willie overy day, but i$ scems impossiblg
to break him of tho habib”

Still another eaid: “I have bsen conll
pelled to punish my boy, and yet he dog
not seem to be cured of the bad habit” $§

Another said: “I believe that my chi§
has entirely broken himself of the habit.§

* How did you accomplish it ?” askod
choras of voices. ,

“ Well,” said $he mother quietly, “1 jo§
loved him out of i%.” . .



