A Baby and a Book

There was once a. boy Not a.

’ffblg boy, you know, but & Jittle boy.
. And e were all p1oud ‘of. hun, pe-
. cause he was' 4 boy, and he Fas my’

" cousin.

" on the floor and say, ‘Come, W' 1111e,

and he would hurry aad come just

.a little- way, and then stop aud look

- up. .
“Come, Willie;’ and be crept nearly .
“poemnis in, or a quite new and pretty -

One day T kept on saying

~all the way. across the floor !

. One’ day I'had a birthday, and

was seven years old. And grandma

"He. uséd to creep, “berause’
he couldn’t walk, and I used to sit.

.'j_'he fro near the WlndOW, and I came
' frwht bacl\ and W1111e Was tearmfr
up- my book '\
"boy, and then T cned and took it
.‘.fvom h1m, and that tore’ 1t‘ more

My uncle Dean, that lives in Toron: -
-to to go to _college, mended-some’

of thepfwes for me, and he said,

¢Mildred, is it better for a book to,

look very nice, or to~have very nice .

things in it'? and I said, ‘ Both.
‘But,” he sa.ld ¢ whicl would you

rather ‘have,. this. book - that has -

one with only the ‘alphabet in it?"
- ¢Oh, this one,’ I saul ST Would

J fd,

/ J it
‘“\nl W
MH'“‘ Iy

., cEoo "COMP WILLIE'

. ;:ave me a. -very pretty bool\, and it

¢

 said i in it, ¢ For dear Mildred, with
.Grandma s love,

and it had- pic-
tures in it and poetry, -
learned a piece of poetry in it every
Saturday, and said it to grandma
on Sunday for a surprise. - There -

© was one poem. th'tt I knew before,

" .¢The morning bright,’ and I learn-

- ful,’ and ‘At hap’ X8 Easterume, _
and some others that I liked ever

ed ¢ All things bright and beauti-

so much. = ‘Sometimes I learned

‘them by singing them to different

tunes. -
Well, one day I was learning
¢ God make my life. a little light,’

and I was sitting on the floor pret-
.ty near the Wmdow and ‘someone

~'brou0ht Wﬂhe m and put him on

O and I just put down the book and

said ¢ Come, Wllhe, and: he began

And T

not like an alphabet book- at all)?

¢And is it" more important to
reaa nice'things or to do them ¥
said Unecle Dean, and I said, ‘I
don’t know.’. .

.Uncle Dean read a piece of the
book just while he was pastmg a
leaf, and I learned’ the same poem
after : :

Then we may stay the angry Jblow,
Then we may check the hasly. word,
Give gentle answers back again,
And fight a battle for our Lord.

I thouoht that meant not to slap.

Willie, so I chdn’t though I wanted
to hit him very hard on his head
with another book, so he would
know mnot to tear good things.
Auntie :slap§ his- hands, but I
thounvht hitting him on the head
would mal\e h1m Cry more,. T am
-glad now I dido’t do it
‘When I saw Willie again I put

Wiiiié'?

That was to.¢ ¢ give. gentle
answers back agaln, : For I thmk

tlest there 1s) the. thmgs 1t says 1nz,'
books .are neaily more- 1mporta,nri

than the. boohs themselves.- _
= —Anstance Rede. '

Goody B(own. .

Snow had fallen fast for several
days, and all the’ country around_f, )
Wyndham lay-. under athick pall.
Beautiful it was.undoubtedly, and
yet there was a look of sadness. m
the white prospect.
At least 80 thourrht Myra
Hughes, as the, old Hall carriage
‘lumbered. heavﬂy through the froz-

" en roads to the Hall.,

~ She had just left school.  The
-warmth and brightness, the com-
‘panionship : ‘and merry. laughter, -
“were things of the past,’and in their
place was. a b1 lonely home, 2e
grave almost unhnown father, a .
a_strange maid for a companions
- and 4 faint, faint memory of a dead
_mother. ;
It was mo wonder that \Iyra
‘thought the SDOWY. trees and lanes
looked sad. Ce
She leaned towards the ca1r1aoe

) vundow to hide the gathering tear s,

‘and her eyes fell on an old woman

" who supported a bundle of stmhs

‘on-her shoulder..
¢ Who is that, Susan ?’ she asked
the maid beslde her. . .
Susan peere(l out.

‘It’s old Goody B'rown,. ‘Miss

".Hughes,” 'she answered; ‘they say

she’s been in the village longer than
any one. ' '
‘Then perhaps she knew my mo-
ther’ thought 1 Myra, and Ter eyes
brlohtened at the very idea. It
as one of’ Myra’s greatest desires:
to know something’ about her dead'.‘

" mother, but there was no one to -

tell her. Her father never spoke of
the young wife whom he had loved

“devotedly. . All Myra knew of her -

was that her father, coming as a
young man into this, his uncle’s
property, had met and loved sweet
Connie Leen, the aged rector’s
grandchild, and that she had lived
in the big Hall for only four short.

years. .
-~ Myra. determmed to seek out

Goody Brown. - A week—a, happier
week than Myra had antmpated—-
passed away bcfore she was able to

to crecp and come prett)r fast across my poor, dear, pasted book: far wander out alone.and find: Goody.

“the- ﬂoor, and then auntie called
¢ Mlldred Mildred, and I went into

" the hall and she sald not to let le-

T

.
/

away, up. on- the bookshelf before

I said - anytlunv to him. Then I

:sat”_on the floor and,Just said, ‘Come

Brown.

.On thls afternoon Susan had a’ '
cold and after gettmn e\p11c1t di- .



