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FEEDING THE GULLS.
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ONE LITTLE TONGUE
¥ Bl
at Sampson’s gate "

Little Stella mnst have been asking this
question of herself, for there was nobody
clse in sight. ’

Stella had just erept through the 1y
that separated the lot belonging to her
house from a grassy lane that opened npon
the village street.

Whose horse and bugey is that

“That must be the doctor’s l)llgg}'."
Stella went on. T wonder who is sick at
Sampson’s.”

Omn she went, through the lane and down
street. Presently  she met
Mammy Jane, an old eolored woman who
went about nursing.
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vaon: she berrv feeble”
T went on to Sib Laey’s, and forgot
Pout the Samnsons. . Mammy Jane went
on, reached Miss
Petsev’s wate she hailed a black man with
an ave on his shoulder.
“Tev, Sam!” she ealled out. for she
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“You don” temme 0! answered Sam.

I do not know how manv more people

| heard and told that iale, Lut it travelled

several miles, and soon it got to Joe
Sampson’s ears, and by that time it was
a very large tale indeed, and there were

! two doetor’s buggies in it.

Joe was building a barnr on Mr. Moore’s

{ farm, and had several men working under

him: but, of course, Joe dropped every-
thing and went home. He found that no-
body was sick at his house. No doctor
had been there, only a man who wanted
to sell sewing-machines.

All this came from one little tongue
telling what its owner did not know.

A LIBRARY BOOK’S PLEA.

“Onee on a time” a library book was
overheard talking to a little boy who had
just borrowed it. The words seemed
worth recording, and here they are:

“Please don’t handle me with dirty
hands. T should feel ashamed to be seen
when the next little boy borrowed me.

“Or leave me ovt in the rain. Books
catch cold as well as children.

“ Or make marks on me with your pen
or penei'. It would spoil my looks.

“ Or lean on me with your elbows when
vou are reading me. It hurts.

“Or open me and lay me face down
on the table. You wouldn’t like to be
treated so.

“Or put in between my leaves a pencil
or anything thicker than a single sheet of
thin paper. Tt would strain my back.

* Whenever you are through reading me
if yvou are afraid of losing your place,
don’t turn down the corner of one of my
leaves, but have a neat little bookmark
to put in where you stopped: and then
close me and lay me down on my side,
so that T can have a good, comfortable rest.

“Remember that T want to visit a
great many other little boys after you are
throngh with me.  Besides T may meet
vou again some day, and you would be
sorry to see me looking old and torn and
soiled.  Telp to keep me fresh and clean,
and T will help vou to he happy.”

STOP TIHE BAD ONES.

* T don’t mean to say nanghty things,”
said Edie, “but when 1 fxl that way
th eross words run rizht into my th oat,
and they have to come out, 'r ese I'd
choke.”

“No,” answered mother, “ yoa must
learn to shut vour lips and keep them
hack. If you don’t speak them, they’ll
by and by stop coming.”

Edie thought a minute. “Q, I know,”
she said. “ When my kitty came here to
live she thought she ecould jump right
through the window, but when she
bumped her head against the glass two
or three times she stopped trying. * The
cross words'll be just like kitty. I must
lc-td:.hcm bump their heads against my
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