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journeys, but it will alvays be useful for many
things in the East, for there is really nothing
that can take its place there. God made it for
the desert, and it loves to make the desert its
home.

BOB'S LESSON.

H ERE was a real live missionary talked
to us in Sunday-school to-day," said
Bob White to his mother one Sun-
day afternoon. , He told us lots of
things. I'm glad I ain't a heathen.

They are going to take up a contribution for
'cm next Sunday. I wisl I had lots to give.
I should think that Ted Snith should feel
ashamed of himself; ie don't ever give much,
and he spends lots for candy. If I had asnuch
money as he bas, I'd do lots of good."

Bob was always telling what lie would do if
he were only somebody else.

" How is it about yourself ?" asked his
iother, gravely. She did not like this habit of

his at all.
l Why, 1 put in all you give me, and, of

course, if I had any of my own I'd give some
of that. I wouldn't spend it ail on myself, I
know. I'm awful sorry for those poor leatien,
and I'd like to lielp them; but I don't believe
thrat Ted cares imîuch."

"Iy soi, you imist not judge Ted ; you do
not know and anyway you have only to be
sure tiat Bob White does his duty."

"i Oh, of course, I'd look ont for that," said
Bb; but lie evidently did not consider that
there vas need of nuch care in that direction.
"Ilf I had moncy of m1y own like Ted bas, I
shouldn't a bit wonder if I gave half of it to the
missionaries, and things like that ;" and Bob)
smniled approvingly at himuself for heing so
muicl hetter than Tedl.

" Bob,' said Mr. Jones, the grocerynan, the
very n.st day, " I will give you twenty-five
cents if you will run errands for me this morn-
ing. My boy is sick, and I amn in a peck of
trouble. Will you ?"

low Bob's eyes sparkled as be assented
eagerl) ! Just think of it! Twenty-five cents
to lie hi very own. le bad never had so mîuchi
mroney at one tinie in his life bef 'te. It seeied
uîntold wealth to him, and bis nrst thouglht, as
he started off with bis arms full of parcels,
was low ie should spend it.

Now, Bob had a very sweet tooth ; in fact,
brother Tomi asserted that it seemired very imuch
as though all of bis teeth were of that kind, lie
vas so \ ery fond of al kinds of sweet things.
There was little .hance. however, beyond an
occasional lump of sugar, for hii to gratify his
appetite, for pennies for anything but absolute
necessities were scarce articles in the White
famirily. But for once in his life Bob hiad the
power of gratifying his desires, and "l visions of

sugar plunis danced through his head" as hie
trudged up the street with Dr. Dole's coffee and
Mrs. Mason's sugar. ", 'Il have some taffy,
an' caramels, an' chocolate drops, an' peanut
candy," ie thouglt, exultanitly. "I Oh, nv, i
wish I could have twenty-five cents every day
to spend. -Ted Smith does most, I guess.
O-hi !" And Bob stopped stone still in the
street vith disnay.

What should ie do ? Thinking of Ted had
remrinded him of his conversatiun with mamnià
and the proposed " contribution " for the
heatlhen. Must ie save some of his nioney for
that? Twenty-five cents was not so very iuch
afterall. It seemed impossible to spare any ofit.

"l It is different from what it w'ould be if I
had lots of money to spenîd," ie reasoned. "Of
course I would give lots then; but I never had
nuch before, and mnaybe I won't again for years
an' years. I don't believe I'd need give nuch ;
not more'n a tenth, anyway, and that wouldn't
be enouîghi to do the ieathren any good. I wisl
I needn't give any. I don't believe the leatlhen
would, want. to have me."

Which last conclusion Bob considered over-
vhelmingly convincing, or, at least, ie tried

very hiard to do so. But soniehow ie felt
asharmed of iimself and very uncoifortable in
Iis mind ; and hie felt more so than ever whien.
in the middle of the afternoon, he caime out of
Mr. Burt's store with sundry parcels of sweets
in his hands. For sone re:son whiclh lie mlane
no effort to explain to hiiself, lie did not feel
disposed to go home with his purchases, so ie
betook himrself down by the river. " l'il just
have a fine time yet," ie said, as he spread out
Iris treasures.

First, ie tried a chocolate drop, but, thougi
it was fresh and nice, it did not taste quite as
good as ie lad anticipated. It was just so
with everything ie iad. It was ail good, yet
something seened to be the matter, and ie
kept thinking alioit those poor lieatlienî. Tleir
dusky faces seened to be peering up at luin
froni the deptis of his bag of chocolates. Tie
tale of their distress rang in Iris cars as ie
murncied his peanut candy and altogether,
they imade it very uncoifortable for hii.

And as ie thouglht of thei, and as li lookcd
at hlis rapidly diminishing supply of sweces,
another question began to perplex and trouble
imii. What would his mother say ? lie
should have to tell lier ail about it. le liad to
tell lier everything.

By and by, lie liegan to feel rather wor>e.
Indeed, ie felt quite sick, and was quite in
clined to think that lie iîight die. He wanted
Iris mother dreadfully, and yet it seemred to hinri
tiat he could not bear to iave lier look at Iimu.
Sie would know ail about it ; just iow horrid
ie Iad been. Sie always knew, and Iie
vourld look so sorry. Sonebody was coinuin«

down the road whistling. Bob renienbered
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