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THE BROKEN GLASS.

OxNE day, when David was
going to the store on an errand,
a friend of his mother's gave
him a peach. As peaches were
very plenty, and it would be no
rarity to those at home, he ate
it while standing in the store
waiting to be served. This
was well cnough, but instead
of going to the door and throw-
ing away the stone, hie tricd to
throw it out from where he
stood.  But it went agninst a
pane of plass and broke it,
When the merchant asked who
broke the glass, David an-
swered that he did it, for he
was a truthful hoy.

But when he learned that he
must pay for the glass he was
in great trouble. IHe lnd no
money, and he did not like to
tell Lis father about the broken
glass for fear of his displeas-
ure.  So he put it off, hut the
longer he waited the worse he
felt, and at last he summoned
courage and went and told his
father of the accident. His
father received him very kind-
1y, and gave him money to pay
for the glass. Then what a
?hange there was in his feel-
Ingst «“Were I to live a thou-
sand Years,” said this little
boy afterward when telling the
story, “I could never forget the
load that was taken off my heart
when I had confessed to my
father what I had done, angl he
said, ¢ Well, my son, I will give
you money to pay forit.) 1 fclt
like another person. My heart
fairly leaped for joy when I
heard the kind tones of my
father's voice,”

He saw then that he had
een very foolish to wait so long, and le made
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the smooth, plump, resy checks
of a child just as I do wpon a
rose, a lily, or a fuschia. I love
to see its careless joy, because,
like the- flower, #t knows no
care. It lives, and grows, and
laughs, and sings, fearless of
want or hurt. It trusts pa, and
ma, and God for all it needs.
O happy, happy chila!?

Children onght to e happy.
Why? Because they are so
dearly loved. Pa and ma love
them. They love each other.
Grandpa and grandma love
them. Uncles and aunts love
them,  Better than all, Jesus
loves them. From his throne
in heaven he looks down with
smiling face and says, “Suffer
the little children to come unto
me and forbid them not for of
such is the kingdom of heaven.”
Thus love, pure, careful, gen-
tle love, meets children every-
where. Ought they not to be
happy ?

Play on, then, O happy chil-
dren! Let your harmless langh-
ter ring out uwpon the ears of
careworn men and women. Be
merry, my little ones, but O
be good! Sin will spoil your
laughter and turn it into grief.
Be good, therefore, and then
your joy will last forever. Your
faces will grow old and your
Lodies feeble, but goodness
will keep your hearts young
and fresh forever. X.
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MEDICINE TOR CHILDREN
AND OLD FOLK.

I rEAD the other day of a
medicine that is said to be a
sure cure for a discase which
is very common all over the
land. I guess that many of

up i “my readers often have it. Some of them have it
P hi i X )
P his ming ¢t he would never do so again,

. s very badly T fear. What is it?
1, i o7 T ;very y
or ;ﬂg’ ‘1:::5 troubled him he would go to Lis father ! GLEEFUL CHILDREN. ¢ Well, it is something worse than the toothache,
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Wwill our heme ln S 2re so kind, how much more | der the greenwood-tree. "They enjoy their game of { very painful, and the paticnt gives a good dea of
. 0y Father forgive us and pay our} bo-pecp hugely. That is right. Children, good { trouble. What do you think it is? You can't
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