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throat, when heexclaimed, “ Oh, mamma, it wasn't the chickabiddy’s
fault; it was because cook forgot to take off its garters.”—A{pha.

A friend asked a child of six years of age, “ whick do you love
better,—your cat, or your doll?" The little girl thought for some
time before giving an answer, and said in a low tone, “ 1 love m
cat better than I do my doll, but please don't tell my doll”

Boys, you are made to be kind, gencrous, magnanimous.  If
there is aboy in school who has a club foot, don't let him lnow
that you ever saw it. If there is a poor boy with ragged clothes,
don't talk about ragsin his hearing. If there is a lame boy, assign
him some part of the game which does not require running. If
there is a hungry one, give him part of your dinner. If therc is a
bright one, be not envious of him; for if one boy is proud of his
talents, and another is envious of them, there are two great wrongs,
and no more talent than bciore. If a larger or stronger boy has
injured you, and is sorry for it, forgive him. All the school will
show by their countenances how much better it is than to have a
great fist—ZLxr.

MY DOLLY.
Who lics so calmly in my lap,
And takes, whene'er § please, a nap,
Nor heeds me if 1 kiss or slap ?
My Dolly.

\WVho always looks “ as good as gold,”

Nor smiles less it I frown or scold,

And nc'er grows cross, however old ?
My Dolly.

Her briget blue cyes arc open wide,

They never had a fault to hide ;

No wonder they have never cried—
My Dolly.

I hold her gently on my arm,

I fain would shicld her from all harm,

But I can't kiss her cold cheeks warm—
My Dolly.

Alas! she doces not feel my tears,
She knows not all my hopes and fears,
She’s only just what she appears—

My Dolly.

A TLEASING EXPERIMENT.

BY JIMMY BROWN.

Every time I try to improve my mind with science I resolve
that I will never do it again, and then 1 always go and do it
Science is so dreadiully tempting that you can hardly resist it
Mr. Travers says that if anybody once gets into the habit of being
a scientific person there is little hope that he wili ever reform, and
he says he has known good men who became habitual astrenomers,
and actually took to prophesying weather, all because they yielded
to the temptation to look through telescopes, and to make figures
on the blackboard with chalk.

I was reading a lovely book the other day. It was all about
ballcons and parachutes. A parachute is a thing that you fall out
of a balloon with. It is something like an open umbrella, ouly no-
body cver borrowsit. If you hold a parachute over your head and
drop out of a balloon, it will hold you up so that you will come
down to the ground so gently that you won't be hurt the least bit.

I told Tom MMaginnis about it, and we said we would make a
parachute, and jump out of the sccond-story window with it. It is
casy cnough to make onc, for all you have got to do is to get a big
umbrcllz and open it wiae, and hold on to thehandle.  Last Satur-
day afternoon Tom came over to my housc, and we got ready to
try what the book said was “a pleasing scientific experiment.”

We didn't have the least doubt that the book tcld the truth.
But Tom d'dn’t want to be the first to jump out of the window—
neither did I—and we thought we'd give Suc’s kitten a chance to
try a parachute, and sec now she liked it. Suc had an umbrella
that was madc of silk, and was just thething to suit the kitten. I
knew Sue wouldn't mind lending the umbrella, and as she was out
making calls, and I couldn’t ask her permission, I borrowed the
umbrella and the kitten, and meant to tell her all about it as soon

us she came home.  We ticd the kitten fast to the handle of the
umbrella, so as not to hurt her, and then dropped her out of the
window. The wind was biowing tremendously hard, which I sup-
posed was a good thing, for it is the air that holdsup a parachute,
and of course the more wind there is, the inore air there is, and the
better the parachute will stay up.

The minute we dropped the cat and the umbrella vut of the
window the wmd took them and blew them clear uver the back
fence into Deacon Smedley's pasture before they struck the ground.
This was all t.ght enough, but the parachute didn't stop after i¢
struck tbe ground. It started across the country about as fast as a
horse could run, hitting the ground every few minutes, and then
bouncing up into the air and coming down again, and the kitten
kept clnwing at everything and yowhing asaf she was being kiued.
By the time Tom and 1 could get down stars the umbrella was
about a quarter of a mile off.  We -hased 1t tll we couldn’t run
any longer, but we couldn’t catchiit, and the last we saw of the um-
brella and the cat they were making spiendid time tovward the
river, and I'm very much afraid they were both drowned.

Tom and I camce home again, and when we got a little rested
we said we would take the big umbrella and try the pleasing
scientific experiment ; at least I said that Tom vught to try it, for
we had proved that a little sitk umbrella would let a kitten down to
the ground without hurting her, and of course a great big umbrella
would hold Tom up all right. 1 didn't carc to tiy it mysclf, be-
causc Tom was visiting e, and we ought always to give up our
own pleasures in order to make our visitors happy.

After a while Tomn said he would do it, and when everything
was ready he sat on the window-ledge, with his legs hanging out,
and when the wind blew hard he jumped.

It is my opinion, now that the thing is all over, that the umn-
brella wasn’t large cnough, and that if Tom had struck the ground
he would have been hurt.  He went dowa awfully fast, but by good
luck the grocer’s man was just coming out of the kitchen doer as
Tom camc down, and he lit right on the man’shead. It is wonder-
ful how lucky some people are, for the grocer’s man might have
been hurt if he hadn’t happened to have a bushel basket half full of
eggs with him, and as ne and Tom both fell into the eggs, ncither
of thcm was hurt.

They were just getting out from among the cggs when Suc cmme
in with some of the ribs of her umbrella that somcbody had fished
cut of the river and given to her There didn’t scem to be any
Kkitten left, for Suc didn't know "anything about it, but father and
Mr. Maginnis camc in a few minutes afterward, and I had to
explain the wholce thing to them.

This is the last “pleasing scicntific experiment™ I shall ever try.
I don't hink science is at all nice, and, besides, T am awfully sorry
about che kitten.~Iarper's Young People.

THE STOLEN CUSTARD.
Sugar-toothed Dick
For daintics was sick,
So he slyly stole into the kitchen,
Snatched a cup from the pantry
And darted out quick,
Unnoticed by mother or Greichen.

Whispered he, “ There's no ¢ake,
For to-morrow they bake,
But this custard loaks rich and delicious ;
How they'll scold at the rats,
Or the mice or the cats ;
For of mc I don't think they're suspicious.

* They might have filled up
Such a mean little cup,
And for want of a spoon I must drink it ;
But 'tis casy to pour—
Hark! whe's that at the door2™
And the custard went down cre you'd think it

With a shrick ke «prang up:
To tac fluor dashed the cup ;
Then he howled, tumbled, spluttered and blustered,
Till the terrible din
Brought the whole houschold in—
He had swallowed a cupful of mustard !
—Our Luttle Ones,




