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THE BOY AND THE SPARROW.
Onee a0 <weet oy sat and swung on a
TR

~tood 2 sparrow bird look

On tiw ground
g at him.
Naow the boy—lu
row was bad ;
Sa he <hied a big stone at the head of the

was gowd, but the spar

lad,

And it killed the poor boy, and the spar
row was glad.

Then the little l"‘A‘.‘ mother Jew over the
trees

Said she: “ Where is my little boy,

sparrow bird, please ¢ i

“ e’ <afe in my pocket,” the sparrow bird |
said,

another stone

mother’s head, !

And <he fell at the feet of the wicked Lird, |

dead

And shied at the fond!

You'll imagine, no doubt, that the tale 1
have mixed,

Int it wasn’t by me that the story was !
fixed:

"Twas a dream a boy Fad after killing a

i
|
i
|
|
i
|

hird, !
And he dreamed it so lond that 1 Iw.'n'-lI
every word, i

And 1 jotted it down as it really ocenrred. |
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\ SWEET LITTLE COMFORTER. !

On the platform waiting for the cars
were little Daisy and her mother. The
anly n in sig

woking, middleaged

other  yer

t his
was bent low, and hic face looked

sky does when thick elouds cover it

as the

He

[ tiny hand in his.

! [sorrv]?

valked  up and  down with long steps,

il ot onee look ai Daisy, and did
scen to hear or ¢ anything.

Little D

<aw  the trouble in his
face, and her baby heart longed to com
fort hi She slipped her hand from
mamma’s, and, when he again eame near
took a step or two forward, made a quaint |
little o, and eooed ont in her sweetest
tones: © How do®”

The man <topped and looked at her, the
tromble still in his eves.
“Tow do 7 Daisy

wain lisped, as her

swieet, grave face looked up at him.

How do yon do, my little ]:ldy 7 he
s he held out his hand to her.

tv eIl she returned, putting her
The dark clonds were
“0n solly
were her next

all gone from his face now.
I -n”_\'. too.”
words,

With a flash of light in his eves and a
sob in his voice, the stranger canght her
np in his arms tenderly.

%1% aid: and she laid her
soft cheek lovingly against his.

“Her sweet words have done me more

ve "on.” <he

‘good than T ean tell, madam,” the gentle-

man said, as he put Daisy in her mother’s
arms and hurried into a ecar.

Wkat hattle was going on in his soul
that the little one helped him to win. or
what trouble <he had lifted from his heart,
we annot know: but Daisy had proved
troe that proverb of Solomon which savs:
“ Pleasant words are as a honevmt;Ib,
sweet to the soul.”  (Prov. 16. 24).

WHO FIRED THAT SNOWBALL?

Teddy never meant to do it, but when
Tom threw a snowball, what could he do
but squeeze up another and toss it baek,
and how could he know that naughty hall
would hop right over Tom’s head and go
—smash !—right into the window of Miss
Priscilla Prim’s millinery shop?  But
there was the broken pane and the glass
scattered all over the ladies’ beautifu!
winter bonnets.

Tom dodged around one corner. and
Teddy around the other. When Miss

| Prizeilla looked out, the street was as
empty and still as if there were not one |

bov in town.
off pretty well,” thought Teddy.
1 me, she’'d make me pay
cighty-seven eents”
Iv but Teddy knew how many
er-ands he had run and how many p:lll;s
he khad swept and how mueh cande and
n and butterseateh he had not eaten
together 1} i

™

t e elghiyseven cents,
\s soom as he conld earn just thirteen
cents more they were all to go for the little
steam c‘!l:ivac- in the ?-\.vmhnp \\'i!lc'"\\‘.

Just five minutes later Teddy ‘"‘I‘]‘(‘d

{into Miss Priscilla’s shop with his little

red savings hank in his hand. He
cmptied it on the counter, and out came

! rolling such a swarm of dimes and nickel:
"and pennies!  Miss Priscilla was so sur
¢ prizcd that her eyebrows went right up t.
“her little grey curls,

“Sav, 1| fired that snowball,” sai
{ Teddy, bravely : * so T onght to pay for it
Course von know.”

“Well, yon are an honest boy,” sai
Miss Priscilla, gathering up the money
“but yon are dreadfully careless.”

Teddy went past the toy-shop windoy
on his way home, and he conld not hel;
i just looking at the little engine: but h
{ was not sorry for being honest, not a bit.

i

A WORD OF TRUTH.

A young man onee wrote to Oliver
| Wendell Holmes, asking three questions
The reply was:

“1. The three best hooks? The Pible.
Shakespeare’s plays, and a good dietion
ary.

“2. To attzin ‘real snecess?  Rea!
! work : concentration on some useful call-
ing adapted to his abilities.

“3. Shall he smoke? Certainly not.
Tt is liable to injure the sight, to render
the nerves unsteady, to enfeeble the will,
and to enslave the nature to an injurious
habit likely to stand in the way of duty
to be performed.”

NEVER.

Children are sometimes tired of being
told what to do. An exchange offers this
brief list of things not to do:

Never make fun of old age, no matter
how decrepit, or unfortunate, or evil it
may be. God’s hand rests lovingly upon
the aged head.

Never tell nor listen to the telling of
filthy stories. Cleanliness in word and
act is the sizn manual of a true gentleman.
You cannot handle filth without beeoming
fouled.

Never cheat nor be unfair in vonr play.
Cheating is contemptible anywhere at any
age.  Your play should strengthen, no
weaken, vour character.

Never eall anybody  bad names, ne
matter what anvhady clse ealls you. Yon
j cannot throw mud and keep vour hand-
! clean.

Never be ernel.

Yon have no right t
Phnrt even a fiv needlesslv. Craelty is the
{ trait of a Iully: kindness, the mark of 2
gentleman.

Never make fun of a companion Iv
canse of a misfortune he could not help.

The chain whese links are loving deed-
| is the strongest that can be forged o bind
two friends together.

The new pair of shoes came home fo:
ittle five-vearold. e tried them on.
and, finding that his feet were in ver
close quarters, exclaimed: “ Ok, my! Thes
are 5o tight that | can’t wink my toes.”

DO

1 know a wicke
\ sly and ha
Vhose head is so
Who vet in w

Now, would yon
And shun his
In order to defe
T speak it lon

e finds his wa;
And rules the
The parents’ hes
Beeanse of ol

Just take him b
With manly s
1.est he in time
This monster

And you, my las
T whisper sof
There’s none an
Can harm you
—_—
LESS

THIE

WORDS AND WOR
IN

Lessox |
THE JUDGE, 1

Tuke 18. 1-14.
GO
God be merei
1S.13.
LE

The stories of
worth remember
jnst judge who
To him came
woman praying
paid no attentio
on pleading. A
_;‘:v]'_'u- gave |N'l'

This parable i
pray and faint ;
judge, but he d
prayers at once.
and not grow «

The mext pa
and a publican
pray. The Phs
only pretendad
the publican an
wos not as other
prayer was a b
for merey, “ Go
ner,” which we |
pleasing te God

“He that co
sin shall find m

QUESTIONS

1. What is



