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TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 1, 1888,

. BERRY TIME
is;2 merry time, so all
the children say; and
these little folks seem
to: find it so as they
pick the ripe berries and
fe_a_!st to theirheart’scou-
tent. We hope all our
young readers may have
atight good time among
the berries and the
chérrlt,s and the fruits

g oFe\ ery kind.
{

- THE ECHO-BOY.
€ fA LITLLE Loy went
r hq.mto his mother and
- sajd: “ Mother, sister
ngd I went out into the
gardeu and we were
etllmo about, and there
was some boy mocking
. us 4
- . y* How do you mean,
i Johuny?” said his
{ wother.
1“ Why, 'said the child,
“)I was calling out ‘Ho!"
md this boy caxd Ho!’
bo I said to him, * Who
: ale you 2" and he an-
wered ‘Who are you ?’
3 sald ‘What is your
! aame?’ He said, “What
?your name?’ Andl
md to him, *Why don’t
you show yourself ?"
said ‘Show your-
f 7’ And I jumped
over the ditch, and I
’icnt into the woods,

head!l"
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Berry Tine,

liydIcould pot find him, and I came back you had said, 1 love you, he ywould
*amd said, ‘If you dontcome outT will punch have said, ‘I love you.’ If you had said,
head!” And he said, “I will punch ‘Your voice, g_m sweet, he would have pick my flowers? Answer me, yes or no.”
said, ‘ Your veice is sweet’ Whatever you
- .Bo his mother said: 4Ah! Jobnny, if;say to him he, would have said back, the subject.

Y

A
VA
‘\{\Y‘\\ N\

|}

to you.”  And the
mother sarwd: “Naow,
Johnnie, when you
grow and get to bo a
man, whatever you say
to others they will, by
and by.sayback to you "
And his mother tink
him to that W14 teat i
the Seripture W,
what measure vo oete
akall oweasun 1t
you again.”

CHANGE THE
SUBJECT.

CALWAYS," said pagea,
83 he drank his coffeo
and enjoyed s morn-
ing beefsteak, “always,
children, chauge the
subject when anything
unpleasant has been
said. It is both wise
and polite.” That even-
ing on his return from
business, he found his
carnation bed est aled,
and the tiny wnpnnt
of shppered fect silent-
ly bearing witness to
thesmallthief. “Mabel,”
he said to her, “did
you puk my flowers?”
“Papa,” sard  Marel”
“Jid you e a monkey
wtown ?’

“Never uund  that
Did you pick my
tflowers 2"

“Papa, what did gran'ma send me 1"
“ Mabel, what do you wmean? Did you

“Yes, papa, I did, but I fout I'd chango



