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THAT BOY.
Hurrah for me I I'm "cthat boy.-"

Grandmother taike about me. She
says: "'Tbere's that boy again!" 1
wonder if she wants me to be a girl?
Then, whene'ver 1 go near the girls play-
ing doli tea-party, they begin to graýb
up their thinge and cry: ciOh, there

,~cornes that boy! " I would juet as siofl
î be some other boy, but I can't. Papa.

asks, "iWhat is that boy up to now?"'
juet as thougli a boy didn't have to be
up to sornething or-buret. What's
wrong with being a boy ? Papa was

* one, and grandma -she coldu't be*
papa je always say ing, "When I was a boy," but lie neyer asks8
grandrna to tell what she knows about that tirne. I guese it' aillriglit
to be a boy, or God wouldn't make so many: but maybe I'm not; the
beet kind. 1 could please grandma and the girls better. 'Iguess l'il
ety. I'm tired of being "ithat boy."

CASSIE'S CUP 0F COLD WATHR.
Ca~sBe's teacher told them in Sabbath-school that if littie girls co0ulia
dnomore, they could at least give a cup of cold water to some tired,

thirsty. person.
Dr. Mille ,took a long walk to see a eick man. He rested for a

* hile on a log near Caseie's house. She saw him, and said to her
mother: -"Would lie like a cup of cold *ater, do you think ?

"&Yes, or milk, and gîngerbread," said ber mother.
Cassie ran down to Dr. Milis. and eaid: Would you. like a cup of

water, or milk, and gingerbread?»
"sI would like the cold water," eaid Dr. Mille.
"I1t's a cap of cold water in Jesus' name,1 said Cassie as she brouglit it.

*Would you do this for Jesus?
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