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TRUTH.

1

Oy Aoy LHolks,

They Didn't Think,

Onco o trap was balted.
With & plece of cheose;
1t tichlied eo a little mouse,
1t almoat made him snceze
Al old rat sald, “Thero’s dangor;
Be carclul swhere you go
# Nonsertge I satd tho other;
[ don't think that you know.”
£0 he walked In boldly~
Nobody §nelght:
Firet hie took nllxs;lc.
Then ho took & bite,
Closed the trap together
mmrped. as quick as wluk,
Latehing **mousey * fast there,
"Cause ho didn't think !

unee a little turkey,
Font ot her own way,
Wouldn't ask the old oncs
Whre to goor stray.
£ho salid, ** I'm not a baby;
Hero Fam kall grown ;
surely [ am big enough
To run about alonol”
O shewent; but Me, Fox,
Hidleg, saw her pasa s
Sn0on, fike gnow, her feathers
Corered all the grass.
So she was a n‘xf;\cr
Erc the sun did stuk,
‘t"ause she was so headstrong
That sho wouldn't think!

Onie thero was a robin
Lived outsido tho door,
Who wanted to go Inside,
And hiép upon the floor.
*Oh, uo!’ satdthe mother;
* You taust stay hiere with mic,
lattle bir '8 aro safest
Suteieee b & tree,”
“1dou't care,” sald Robin,
And gavo his tall a fling ;
“I don t think the old folks
Kuow qulte everything
Down ho tlow, and kitty seized him
tore lie'a tine to blink,
“oh,” ho cried, *“I'm sorry,
But 1 didn't think ™

Mow my hittle childeen,
You who read this song,

Pon's youseo nhat troudlo
Comes of thinking wrong?

And can’t yon take a warning
From their drcadful fate,

Who began thedr thinking
When It was too late ?

Tron’t think thero's always safety
Whiere no danger shows,

Don't suppose yout know moro
Than any budy knows,

But when you'ro warnoed of rufn
Panse upon the Lrink,

And don't zo over hcadlong,
‘Cause you didn't think,

——

DAVY AND THE GOBLIV,
BY CITARLYS CARRYL.
CHAPTER X,

JMK AND THE BEAN-STALK'S FARM.

It wasquite an erdinary-looking fatin-yard
and quite an ordinary-looking cow, but” she
tared so carnestly up at Davy that he felt
portinely certan she had something to say
tobun, ** Exery creaturs I ncet does have
fometlanz to say,”™ he thought, *‘and I
thould reatly ike to hear a cow~—' and just
at this moment the cab-door suddenly flew
vpen and he pitchied head-foremost ont upon
apieoi fay 1 the famn-yard and rofled
from 1t off upon the ground.  As he sat up,
feeling excecdingly  foohish, he looked anx-
wusly at the cow, expectingftosee her laugrh-
10g at lus nusfortune, but she stood gazin
at him witn a very serious expression o
cotntenance, solemaly chowing, and slow ly
sRushing her tayd from sude to mde. As Davy
really duin ¢ know how to begin o conver-
wation with a cow, he waited for her to speak
first, and thero was consequently o long
reuse.  Prescntly the Cow smd, in a melans
choly, lowing tone of voice:

*are you a market-gardener 3

“No,” eaid Davy, ** (Vhy?”
‘l“lkg\xxsc." gaid the Cow, mournfully,

there’s a feather sea growing in tho vege-
table ganden, and * thought you might cx-
Fain how it came “here.™

“That’s very cu <jous,™ Said Davy,

HCuris, but comfortable for t?lc pig,”
uilthe Cow.  *‘He's taken to a]ccpmg
there, lately,  IHe calls it his quill pen.”

“Thats a capital name for it,” aaid
Davy, laughing, © *“What else is there in
the garden Y

¢ Nothing Lut the Lean stalh,” said the
tow. “Youve heard of *Jack and the
bean-stalh,’ Laven't yon?”

“Oh: yes, indeed ™ said Da , Legiuning
1o bo very much interested, I shauld likeo
to zce the Lean-stalk,”

*“You can't sce the beans tall;,” waa the

Wy rely.  “You might Acae them
tau. that is,’if they had anything to sy,
and you distoned long enouy™ By ths way

that's tho houso tho Juck buile,
fsn't it

Davy turned and looked up at the house.
It certainly was a very pretty houso, built
of Lright red brick with httlo gables, and
dormer-windows in the roof, and with a trim
littlo porch quito overgrown with climbing
voses,  But it had a very comical appeat-
ance, for all that, ns tho cab-door was
standing wido open in the walk just a little
above the porch. Suddenly an idea struck
him, and ho exclaimed :

¢ Then you must be thoe cow with a crum-
pled horn

“ It's not crumpled,” said the Cow with
great dignity.  **'I'hero’s a slight crimp in
it, to be sure, but nothing that can properly
bo called & crump.  Then the story was ail
wrong about iny tossing the dog, ~ It was
the cat that ate the malt, 1o was a Maltese
cat, and his name was Flipmegilder.,”

** Did you toss fsm 7" inquired Davy,

* Certainly not,” said the Cow, indig-
nantly. ¢ Who cver heard of a cow tossiug
neat?  The fact is, I've never had a fair
chanco to toss anything. As for the dog,
Mother Hubbard never pernntted any hber-
tics to be taken with Aim.”

 I'd dearly love to sce Mother Hubbard,”
said Davy, cagerly.

* Well, you can,” said the Cow, indiffer-
ently.  ‘““She isn’t much to see.  If you'll
go in at the kitchen window, you'll profably
find her performing on the piano and singing
a song. She's always at it.”

Davy stolo softly to the kitchen window
and peeped in, and, as the Cow had said,
Mother Hubbard was thero, sitting at tho
piano and cvidently just preparing to sing.
The piauo was very remarkable, and Davy
conll nnt remember ever having seen one
liko it hefore.  The top of it was arranged
with shelves on which stood nil the kitclien
crockery, and in the under part of it, at ono
cnd, was an oven with glass doors, through
which he could sce several pics haking.

Mother Hubbard was dressed, just as he
expected, in a very ormamental flowered
gown with high heeled shues and buckles,
and wore a fall pointed hat over her night-
cap, She was sa like the picturcs Davy had
scen of her that he thought he would  have
recognized her anywhere.  She sangina
high key with a very quavering voice, und
this was the song:

1 hart an educated pug,
His 10 was Tommy Jones:

e hived upon thepatlor g
Exclusively onbones,

Trotty,

““1 went to a secluded room
To get one from a shelf 5

It wasn ¢ there, and I presume
Ho'd gune and helped hitselt,

** Ho had an entertafuing trick
0f {eigniug he wasdead ;

Then, nith a re-assurine kick,
Would stand upon his head.

1 could not take the nmpcr change
And go to buy him shocs,

Rut what he'd a1t upon the raugo
And read the latest news,

**And when1 venturcd out one day
To order him a coat,
Tound him, fn his artless way,
Ting on a goat.

**1 could not o to lock at hats
But that, with chitdish glee,

1te’d ask in all tho nelyhhons cats
To joln him at histea B

While Mother Hulibard was singing this

sung, little handfuls of gravel werc con-:

stantly thrown at her through onc of the
kitchen windows, and by the time the son:
was finished, her lap was qpite full of it,

*I'd just like to know_who is throwing
that gravel,” said Davy, indignantly.

‘¢ 1t's Gobobbles,” said the Cow, calinly.
“You'll find him around at the front of the
house, By the way, hiave you nny chewing-
gum about you

¢ No,” said Davy, greatly surprised at the
question,

“So Isu), 1scd,” said the Cow, “It's
precisely what I should expeet of a person
who would fall out of a cah.”

‘“But I couldn’t hclr that,” said Davy.

¢ Of courso you couldn't,” said the Cow,

yawning indolently. ¢*It's precisely what
i should exp. ** of & person szho hadn't any
chemlng gowr ¥ And with this the cow
walked gravely .way, just as Mother Hub-
bawd, made her appesvance at the window.

* Boy," said Mothce Hulbamd, beaming
mild'y upon Davy thriugh her spectacles,
¢ you shouldn’t throw g-~.vel.”

¢ { haven’t thrown any,” gaid Davy.

“Ficl"” said Mother Hubbard, shaking
her Lead ; “always speak the truth,”

I am speaking the truth,” said Bavy,
indignantly, ¢¢It was GobolLbles

.3

““So I supposed,” said Mother IHubbard,

ently shaking her head again, ¢ It would
iave heen far better if hie had beon cooked
Inst Christimas instead of being left over,
Stufling him and then letting him go has
made n very proud ercature of him. You
should nover be proud,”

“ I'm not proud,” replicd Dm-[);. provoked

at being mixed up with Gobobbles in this
way.
‘yYou may define the word prowd, and
siva o few oxamples,” continued Mother
Tubbard, and Davy was just noticing with
astonishment that she wasbegioning to look
exactly like ol Miss Peggs, his school-
teacher, when a thumping sound was heavd,
and the next woment Gobobbles, camo tear-
ing avround the comer of the house, and
Mother Hubbard throw up her hands with
a littlo shrick and disappeared from the
window.

Gobobbles proved to be a large and very
bold-manzered turkey, with all his feathors
taken off except a frowsy tuft about his
neck. o was pounding his chest with his
wingsin a very disagreeable manner, and
altogoether his appearance was so formidable
that Davy was half inclined to take to his
heels at onco ; b * Gob >bbles stopped short
upon secing him, (=, discontinuing his
pounding, staved at him suspiciously] for a
moment, and then said :

«T can’t abide boys !”

“Why not?" said Davy.

¢ Oh, they'ro so hungry ! said Gobobbles,
passionately.  **They'vre 8o cverlastingly
wingry.  Now, don't deny that you're foud
of turkey.” .

“Well, T do liko twmkey,” said Davy,
seeing no way ont of the ditlicult ,

“Of course you do!” said Gebobbles,
tossing his head.  * Now, you might as well
know,” he continued, resuming his thump.
ing with increased energy, ‘“ that I'tuas hol-
low asa drum and as tough as a hat-box,
Just mention that fact to any ono you nect,
will you? I suppose Christmas is coming,
of course,”

“Of course it is” replied Davy,

«It's always coming ! suid Gobohbles,
angrily ; and with this ho strutted away,
poundiog himself like a b.ss-drum,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Poor Master Reynard,

A well-known member of Parliament and
Master of the Fox Hounds, recently related
tho following, which, being strictly true,
may not be without interest to our readers.

Jast year the huntsman of the Wirall
(Cheshire) Harriers had a young fox ofered
to him by o laboring man, and effected its
purchase for the modest sum of thirty shil
lings. Hoimmediately sct about making
arrangements for a day’srcun with the harri.
ers with all the enthusiasin of an old fox-
hunter, and gloried in the prospect of a rat-
tling burst across the country. But, just
ag everything was settled, a severe frost sct
in, and continued for more than a month,
so that all prospect of sport was at an end.
. Meanwhile, however, the fox must of
‘coyrse e fed, and this dufy-devolved upon
"buntsman, whomadehim ns comfortable

h

a8 a fox in confinement could possibly be.

e soon became quite the pet of the house.
hold, and the children grew so fond of the
furry little fellow, with his bright oyes and
kittenish ways, that they could.iot bear the
thought of parting with him ; and Reynard
himself scemed to fecl quite at home, in
blissful ignorance of the future,
sven tho huntsman himself grew quite at.

tached to him, and when at Inst the frest
broke up, it was with very dificrent feclings
to thoso he had previously entertained that
e set about the preparations for the run.

In due time, hpwever, che field assembled,
huntsmen and hounds all the morccager for
tho enforced delay. A ““southerly wind
and a cloudy sky,” the landseapo glittering
with the morning dew, and gay with sear.
Iet und green.  The fox was turned out,
and after o fow minutes' ** grace” the whole
ficld started in hot pursuit, .

Poor Roynard soon took in the situation,
and, with that cunning for which ho is cclo-
brated, not unmixed with a certain ot_hcr
quality with which ke isnot usually credited
—I mean trust{ulness of diaposition—bo
doubled upon his pursuers and made straight
for the horses,

With womlerful sugucity, considering hi
terror and distress, he aingled out his quon
dam friend, the huntsman, and, without a
moment’s hesitation -whichk would have
cost tho poor brute his life, for lio was then
almost in the very jawa of the dogs,—he
leaped upon the saddlo and nestled closely
against his red-coated protector. Hix pant-
ing Lreath and piteous oyes were too much
for the heart againat which his own was
heating, and his lifo was sparcd.

Under theso circumstances the hunt was
abandoncd, and Master Roynard was ro.
})rievcd. Ho was once more installed as tho

amily pot.

——

Is it Ever Right to Lie ?

Is it ever right to lic? This is one of the
questions that used to bo much discussed in
hoys’ debating societics. We well remem-
ber taking our part in such discussions. In
theory boys aro apt to bo rather severo
moralists. To tho best of our recollection
the preponderanice of opinion among tho
boys was generally against falschood in all
ita forms,

“I defy gentlemen on the other side,” o
Young orator once exclaimed, **to mention
an instance of justifiable lying 1"

**Well, Mr. President,” replied one of the
boys, I offer the celebrated falschood
uttered by tho Constable e Bourbon beforo
the walls of Rome. o lay upon the ground
mortally wounded, his hfc fast cbbing away,
Some soldiers camo * shing on to tho na-
sault, and not recogmizing theic genernl in
the dying man asked him if it was true that
Constable do Bourbon had been killed, The
expiring chief, unwilling to discourage his
troops replied, —

‘* * Bourbon is at the front, March on 1"

This story was at first a poscr to tho lads,
and it was coutended, on tho other side,
that war reverses sume of the most binding
rules of morality, and even makes illing
men o meritorious act.  How much mere
would it justify a falschood, spoken by a
dying man for a noble purpose! Neverthe-
lcas, in all ordinary conSltions, kaliing is
murder, and lying is base.

At this point of the debate, up started a
little fellow in a back seat, and asked * the
gentleman in the aflirmative” what was his
authority for the ancedote, adding that the
story itself might be a falschood,

Such indced'it proved t The first speaker
had found the anccdote in lis  French
Readey, but on referring the next day to the
accredited history of the Cunstable de Bour-
bon, he found no trace of the supposed
heroie lie. The dying commander merely
told some of his cumrudes standing neat
cover hum with @ cdoal, so that the soldicrs
uy ight not be discouragcd from continuing
the attack by scing their gencral dead.

The discovery of the truth put a merited
8.igma upon the falschuod, und led most of the
y~ung debatera to the conclusion that lying
18 wrong cven when it scems to be nost
justified by circumstances, aud dues injury
in the cases where it scems to dv nothing
hut good.

At the first thought nothing woeuld ap-
pear to be moro harmless than a story made
up to increuse tho glory of a Lrave mang
aay, for example, tho hatchet stuy tull of
‘George Washiugton.  We find, huncier,
that such inveatwns often dv nwote hann
than the most malignant calwnnics.

Wo side with the boys.  Lying may not
always be base ; but it is as wrong as it is
unwise, Think it over,

] o

Jt is o mistake for fathers to toil all theic
lifo that their children mny cscape ol all
theirs.  Supposo the calculation correct,
and permancnt idlencss secured for the next
seneration, what evidence 18 there that the

oys and girls will be happier aad better for
it? Tho boys will be exposed to the devices
of “sharks,” and the girls to those of
fortunc-hunters.  Leavesomething for them
also to do.

To lose sight of the end in the cager uzo
of means, to forego results gained for the
sake of results imagined, to live in a per-
petual climb without admitting that we have
climbed at all, 20 hopo without erver recog-
nizing ‘* the substeuce of things hoped for,”
is a zart of slow suicide. 1t sacritices life
itself in tho cffort to improveit, Lifc passes
away and slipa from us while we are pregar-
ingtolive, \Welowe realitics whilodrcaming
of 1tg pessibilities,




