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A BUY WANTED

“ WaN1En—a boy.” How often wo
Thewo very common words may seo!
Wanted a boy to errands run,

Wanted for everything under the sun,
All that men to-day can do,

To.morrow the hoys will be doing, too;
For the time is coming when

The boys must stand in the placo of men.

Wanted—the world wants a boy to-day,
And sho offers them all sho has for pay—
Honour, wealth, position, famo,

A uscful lifo, amrz deathless name;
Boys to shape the paths for men, "8
Boys to guide the plough and pen,

Boys to forward the tasks begun; {22
For the world's great task is never done.

The world is anxious to employ

Not just one, but every boy

Whose heart and brains,will ¢’er be true
‘T'o work his hands shall find to do,
Honest, faithful, earnest, kind,

To good awake, to evil blind;

Heart of gold without alloy,
Wanted—the world wants such a boy.
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THE LITTLE GIRL AND THE
MOWER.

“MisTER! I say Mister!” called a wee
little girl to the big man who was mowing
the ficld.

But the wee little girl had a wee little
voice, und the scythe kept going swish,
awish, swish, so loudly that the wan did
not hear anything else.

Tue wee little girl stood still & moment,
and then ran right in front of the big man
and called again, ** Mister!"

My, Lhow the Lig man did jump'

* Look out!” he shouted. "g)on't you
know letter than to run right in front of
this big, sharp secythe ? Why, if I hadn't

| all day never moving the cannon.
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happened to catch sight o' your pink skirt
I might havoe cut both your little feot right
off. Don't over do such a thing agein,
little girl 1"

*“ Woll, I called and called, and you just
wouldn't listen one bit,” said the little girl.

“I didn't hear you, little ono. What do
you want ?"

“I want you to please stop cutting cown
my flowers,” said the little girl. “Some
big man cut them all down in that field
over there yesterday, and now they are all
dead. You mustn't hurt ther so, please,
‘cause its naughty.” Ard the weo little
girl gravely shook her curly head.

The big man sat down and took the wee
girlie on his Iap. “See here, little one,
you like milk to drink, don't you?"

The little girl nodded.

“Well, what do_ you think the cows
would do all winterif somebody didn’t cut
down and dry the clover and grass to mai-e
hay for them toeat? God made this clove:r
for them to eat, as he made the cows to

give milk for you to drink.”

“ Then ywu are a good man, and I love
you. When I grow big I will cut down
flowers for tho cows to eat. Good-bye.”
Aund the wee little girl walked soberly
away. And the big man turned his back
8o that she might not see him smile.

PUSSY'S BREAKFAST.

I'm a pretty, white pussy-cat, and my
name is Snowball. I'm as whiie as suow,
they say. I don't know how white that
is, for I never saw any snow. I know
white from black, though, for I am put to
ted with my little mistress, and nurse
always washes me before bedtime, 50 I shall
not soil the clean white sheet. She says I
must not go into the kitchen, for I would
get as black as a coal. I know what coal
13, for I have seen cook put some into the
fire, and she had very dirty hands after-
ward. I wouldn't like to be like that. If
I get a speck on my fur, I lick and lick
until it is all off.

My little mistress is very good to me. 1
did not know how good until I went to
my ccusin’s one day. Theve were several
children at thal house, and it makes my
hair stand up with horror to remember
how they treated me and my cousin. They
pulled our tails, and swung us by a leg,
they slapped us, turned our ears inside
out, tickled our noses until we sneezed,
pulled our wbiskers and sbused us untii
1}?y little mistress eried, and curried me

ome.
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A BOY'S TEMPTATION.

You have heard of the old castle that
was taken by a single gun. The attackin
force had only one gun, and it seeme
hopeless to try to take the castle; but one
soldier said: “I will show yon how we
cap take the castle.” And he pointed the
cannon to one spot and fired, and went on
Abaut
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pightfall there were a few grains of sand
knocked off tho wall,. He did the same
the noxt day, aund the next. By-and-bye
tho stones began to come away, and by
steadily working his gun for ono week, he
mado a hole in that castle big enough for
the enemy to walk through. -

Now, with a single gun firing away at
every boy’s life, the devil is trying to got
in at one opening. Temptation is the

ractice of the soul; and if you never

ave any tomptation, you will never have
any practice. A boy who attends fifty
drills in a year is & much better soldior
than the one that drills only twice.
Do not quarrel with your temptations; sob
yourselves resolutely to face them.

A LITTLE BROWN PENNY.

A LITTLE brown penny, worn and old,
Dropped in the box by a dimpled hand,

A little browr penny, a childish prayer,
Sent far away to a heathen land.

A little brown penny, a generous thought,
A little less candy just for one day,

A young heart awakened for life, mayhap,
To the needs of the heathen far away,

The penny flew off with the prayer’s swift
wings;
It carried the mesuage by Jesus sent,
And thle loom was pierced by a radiant
ight,
Wheregver the prayer and the message
went.

And who can tell of the joy it brought
To the souls of the heathen far away,
When the darkness fled like wavering mists
From the beautiful dawn of the gospel
day ?

And who can tell of the blessings that came
To the little child when Christ looked
down;
Or how the penny, worn and old,
In heaven will change to a golden crown.

ALicE and Frank had been reading out
under the trees one hot Sunday afternoon.
After a while they grew tired of sitting
still.

“Let's see how many different kinds of
leaves we can find,” said Alice.

* Why, yes,” Frank answered.

So they walked around the garden.
picking a leaf off every bush and tree and
plant. Then they laid the leaves out in a
row, and tried to remember what the name
of each one was.

They were very much surprised when
supper {ime came, for the afternoon had
seemed very short.

MARE noman your ido), for the best man
must have faults; and his faults will insen.
sibly become yours, in addition to your
own. This is as true in art as in morsls.



