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seize the Litten and pull hr out.
Now, wliat do you think she did

with it? Give it a .good beating?
You don't think she did,' evidently;
but you need not be angry with me
for suggesting it. What does she
do?' Kiss it? Yes; that is more
like it, a great deal, isn't it? She
presses .it to lier bosom, and runs
into the house with it. Now look
at lier; there she is, sitting down on
a stoàl before the fire, nursing little
Blonny with suèh care, and so much
love. She has put a covering over
it to keep it warm, and every few
iinutes she bends lier liead and
kieses it. There is little Snowy
siill asleep on the rug, but she hard-
ly takes any notice of it. How is
that? She has had so much sorrow
over Blonny, that is why she is re-
joicing now. She loves the other
just as much, only she is not rejole-
ing over it because it has not given
lier any sorrow. It lias not been
lost.

Wasn't that kitten silly to run
away like that ? If Lucy had not
loved it, and gone to look for it, it
would, no douibt, have been out in
the cold ail nigit, and have died.
Jesus has coie to lool for you, and
I thiuk .e romes to you jufst as Lucy
went to find lier kitten-calling you
by your naine. He bas been look-
ing for you and calling you all
throu'gi your life.-'Little Pilgrin.'

Lucy.
'Wel], Lucy, it is twelve o'clock

and your sum isn't/ yet finished. I
am sorry, dear, but I really must
keep you in while the others run
out to play. You have been very
idle this norning.'

Lucy answered nothing to this
little speech. Indeed she had noth-
ing to say to it, -for she knew well
enough that she had been idle, and
sle also knew equally -well that she
deserved to be kept in during the
play-time.

So the school-room door was sh ut,
and Lucy was left alone in the big
roon.

But she didn't set to work on lier
sum e'Ven then. No. instead of that
she sat lazily sucking lier pencil
and staring vacantly at the window.

'Bother the old suI,' she thonght;
'I wish there were no such things.
that I do! I'mi not going, to worry
miyself to do the hateful thing,,and'
Miss lunter needn't think I shall.
So there!

Thus reflecting, the naughty child
laid lier slate down on the form be-

side her with a little vicious bang,
and theni began to roam round the
room in search of some occupation.
she had not far to look for it, either,
for just ·on the desk- in the corner
of.the room. her eyes caught sight
of a slate full -of neatly worked
sums.

'Why, there's the sum all worked
out!' she said. 'That must be
Julia's slate, and she always gets
her sums right. 'il copy it riglit
off on to my slate, and Miss Hunter
will think I did it myself!

No sooner said than done. In a
very short space of time the sun
was copied off on Lucy's slate, and
wben ithe other children returned to
lessons Lucy triumphantly carried
it to Miss Hfunter, -saying, 'I've done
the sum, please.'

Miss Hunter took the slate with
a pleased look and looked at the
sum. After a quick glance at it and
another at Lucy, she said: 'Very
well, dear, you have certainly not
been idle during the recess-time. I
am -anxious to reward my industri-
ous pupils, so invite you to come
to my rooms and take tea with ne
this afternoon.'

At any other time Lucy would
havë been delighted at this invita-
tion, for it was a great treat to-her
to spend an hôur or two in Miss
Hunter's pretty> sitting-room and
chat with lier kind teacher. But
already ber conscience had uncon-
fortably reminded lier that she had
done very wrongly, and vith this
restless monitor as companion how
could Lucy spend a pleasant after-
noon, especially in Miss Huuter's
room? -

The poor naughty child grew more
and more remorseful during the
remaining hour of séhool. At din-
ner-time lier inother noticed lier sor-
ry looks and poor appetite, but re-
frained fron asking any questions
bc-fore the rest of the children.

After dinner Lucy went to lier lit-
tle bed-room, and her mother fol-
-lowed her. In a few minutes mo-
ther was in possession of the whole
story, and poor little repentant
Lucy was sobbing out lier grief and
penitence on ber mother's breast.

When the child' grew calm, her
mother put on lier bonnet and cloak
and helped Lucy on with her hood
and cape, and together they went
to Miss Hunter's house to make the
confession.

Miss Hunter kissed little Lucy
warmly directly she saw the small
tear-stained face, and taking the

child on lier lap she said: '1 know
all about it, dear. I knew at once,
for Julia's sum.was wrong and you
had cópied all her'mistakes!

'Oh, Miss Hanter, I am so sorry.'
sobbed Lucy. 'Shall you ever for-
give me? Ereally will never be so
naughty again.'

'My darling, I forgive you now at
once. I knew you would be sorry
when you thought it over, and I
hoped you would come and tell me
about it yourself.'

Lucy spent the afternoon with
Miss Hlunter, and had a long seri-
ous talk witli her, which left a last-
ing impression on the little girl's
mind. She became an industrious
and promisi.ng pupil, and I don't
think was ever tempted. to do any-
thing not truly honorable again.-
'A dvi ser.

True Beauty.

There is a beauty all may have,
'Tis deeper than the shin;

A cheerful, tender ,loving beart,
Both rich and poor may win.

'Tis like the sunshine and the rain,
And fragrance of the flowers ;

Where'er it glows a blessing flows,
And joy's own fruitful showers.

'Mid summer's heat and winter's
snow,

'Tis like the ivy green
Where'er a cheerful -heart abides,

A briglit sweet face is seen.

O beauty of the lowly heart!
O joy of ail the meek !

The brightness of faith's laughing
eye,

Life's bloom upon lier cbeek.

O gift of love the poor man's
wealth,

The rich man's truest friend;
O clothe our path with all thy

grace,
And crown our journey's end.

-W. Poole Balfern, in 'Day of
Days.'

Helpfulness.

Try to make others better,
Try to make others glad,

The world lias so much of sorrow,
So much that is hard and bad.

Love yourself least, my brother,
Be gentle and kind and true-

True to yourself and others,
As God is true to you.

-'Family Record.'


