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“MY WAGGON.”

Jeobbie had a eart given him on his
lirtleday.  Thengh Robbie was onty a lit-
tle by, mol seven years old, the cart was
iz enomzhi 1o b of real use. Dick, whe
was nearly thaee years younger than Rob
bie. oonled sit in i, and then his two
rvsthiers eonld give him sunch a nice ride!
Poont the Best 1l was 1o fill the big cart
with the fallen leaves aned take them off 1
the stableyard.

=< We'll play the Jeaves are hay and T'm
the farmer,” said Will.

I'm the farmer, for it's my wag
wom,” said Rob: and then, 1 s sorry 1o
av. the twe bovs legan to quarrel.

= Rebsbsie,” = when Aunt
Mary wanted o Zive you a wazggon. 1 said
1 was afraid ven and Will would quarrel
You mizht o« well take papa’s

ealled man

"

over it

axe and el wp vour wazgon
= Clisp npe my Te-antifnl waze

man

“ % for ron o are ~p--i|ilr: i -||'il-~ as
ladly 2= if you emt it upe I yon et
g pheasantly with it and take turns in
ing the farmer, von will enjoy vonrself,
JUst as seon A VOU Be eToss and aeif

ish you won't have any fun at all.”
Robbie stood sticking the toe of his shoe
in the Joose dirt. |

| and Dick raked and swept the leaves again
| and
Dup and pint in the <table-vard. Then = Mr.

| and. strange 1o say, it was not hurt at all!

{ thev ate their basins of bread and milk.

| asked. * Why den’t we think of pleasant
! plays always, mamma =

|-'r¢"l. “ but von might ‘-Iu.\' it was Will's
Lalf the time: mamma knows="" * 'l tell
y b Mr. Post and

Ton, M, Will e

“horry T my wage 0 Aned the little Doy |
ran off, ady 1o I anseltish,
Mr<. Dral saghied, tor Mr. Post wasa

neighbor who was all the time trying to
borrow evervthing possible. e even tried
100 barrow a horseshoe.

S Will was Mr. Post, and he and Rob

wain till every dead leaf was wathered
dact T very gravely returned the wagzon.

“ We've had sueh fun.” <aid the boys as

“ 1t is really more fun to be kind and
sleasant. isn’t it 77 said mamma.

D Yes, it is” said Will, while Rob

“ Yon munst learn, little by little, to be
pleacant and kind. just as Carrie learns to
knit. If Robbie will only try to make
Will aned Dick happy and not think about
Robbic. and if Will only tries to make
Toblie and Diek happy. you will soon
have to think of pleasant plays.”

“« Dick love cvervhody,” said the little
bov, jumping down to wive each one a
* big mg.”

« Come. let’s give Dick a ride in our
wazgon,” said Rob: and no e hiecard any
wore abont < my waggon.”

LUCY'S DISCOVERY.
BY 1. T. WILDER.

“ Here, mamma.” eried Luey, romming
in from the garden on a warm September
-l:l}. aned eRrTy ing soaething in her hand :
“ 1 dide't know lilies of the valley did
thas.”

“ id what?" said mamma, in a big
casy-chair, as < turned from her hook to
Ier danglter.

< Did that,” =aid Luey. holdinz np a
lilv of the valley stem, on which, instead
of preity, white, frazrant Blomsoans, wene
room b, bright red  berries, as Jarze as a

l!':l.

 Jen't it funny, manuna ! she went on.
“ It isn't a lily of the valley at all, only 1
found it ont in the flower-bed, where the
lities grow, and  this queer thing grew
right up from the leaves just the way the
flowers did when we picked so many for
Annt Edith's wedding.”

“ Yes., it is enrious,” said mamma, tak-
tem with the red berries on it and
samining it. 1 think there are many
people, biz and Jittle, who do not know
where lilies of the valley keep their seeds.
One resson is, that the flowers themselves
are so heantiful that they usually are all
picked, and very few are left to go 1o seed
Then. again, lilies are not planted from
the seed, =0 there is no eare in saving them.

a< it is called, in the ground when we want
sore to grow, and do not save the seeds
as we do of the pansies and sweet-peas,
and then it is sueh a modest, shy flower,
von know. that it hides itself away under
e Jeaves, whether it is in its white or ved
dres=”
= Why. yes, mamma,” said Luey, who

haed listened attentively, feeling very care-
fully of the red berries, fearful that they
wight drop off: = 1 think that is what
e it red. Tt s so modest that it has
Wirdued 5t being fonnd. | am going to ask
Lon Swift if she has ever fonnd a blush-
iz Gily of the valley in ber lower-bed.
S knows so many things more than 1 do.
i want 1o <prise her:” and, Fiving mam-
sz 2 Lise. away she ran with her treasure.

DOGS IN CHURCIL

in Seotland the hepherds are frequent-
Iv sccompanied by their faithful dogs to
church,  An amusing story is told of the
late Queen’s first visit to Crathie churel,
pear Balmoral. A fine log belonging to
the elersyman followed him up the pulpit
steps. and lay down against the door dur-
ing the sermon as ~* still as a stone.”

The next day Sir George Gray, who was
then in attendance on Ter Majesty, met
the clergyman, and remonstrated with hin
for allowing his dog to be on the pulpit
steps, fecling assured that it would annoy
the Queen.  The clergyman at ance polite-
Iv promised that his pet should be kept
< out of chureh ™ next Sabbath.

During the following week the clergy-
man was honored with an invitation to
dinmer with the royal family. After
dinner, in econversation, the Queen in-
quired why the dog was not on the pulpit
steps as efore.  ** Please your Majesty, 1
kept my dog at home, as Sir George
thought he wonld annoy your Majesty,”
was the reply.

“ Oh. no!” replied the Queen: “ let him
come a< usual. 1 wish that everybody
hehaved at ehureh as well as your noble
t‘d'(.“

SEVEN JOHUN-JIUMP-UPS.
BY ELIZA E. HEWITT
Seven Jolnny-jumpsups
Merrily at play,
In a country garden,
On s smmmer day.

One was dressed in vellow,
One in glossy brown,
One in royal purple,
With a golden erown.
Every little fellow
Did his very best:
No one sulked or pouted,
Jealous of the rest.
To the winds they courtesied,
To the sunbeams smiled :
Each one good and happy,

“It's my wagzop,” be
was thinking, bt then samething whis-

You kunow we plant the root, or the balb,

Like a loving child.
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