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For the Sunday-School Advocate,

THE LOST PENNIES.
BY FRANCIS FORRESTER, ESQ.

“ CiARLIE,” said poor old
Martba Brown to a neigh-
bor’s boy, ** will you run over
to the village and buy some
things for me at the store 2”

“Yes, Mrs. Brown,” re-
pliedd Charlie cheerfully, “1
witl go. What do you want
me to get ¢

The aged woman gave
Charlic a list of the things
she wanted. The boy ran
off acroxs the fields, ¢glad to
serve the almost helpless old
lady, for lie had a kind and
fecling Leart. At the store
he bought lhacon, cheese,
candles, and other things,
and after paying for them
found that he had cight
ceuts left, This he replaced
carctully in his pocket and
ran back to Martha's cottage

thing for them to know how
to use the needle.  Needle-
work is properiy girl's work,
I know, but there is proba-
bly not a hoy in the world
who will not some day or
other find it very convenient
to be able to use the needle
for himsclf, Ience, Tadvise
cevery boy who can to ac-
quire the art of using the
needle.
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For the Sunday School Advocale,

THE GENTLEMAN AND
THE RASCALL

I was sitting in my door
onepleasant moonlight even-
ing not long ago, listening
to the wonderful music the
crickets were making at one
of their summer-night con-
certs. A good many other
people were out enjoying the
moonlight too, and as they
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passed down on the side-
walk I sometimes caught a
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carry him, and quite happy

S . s A
thinking of the scrvice he RN
was doing for good old Mar-
thn Brown.

Running into the cottage
with a smiling face, he put
the candles, cheese, molasses,
and bacon on the table, and
then took the change from
his pocket.  To his great
surprise, part of it was gone!
 How strange ! ™ cried Char-
lic with a puzzled face, “1
put the ¢ight cents into my
pocket, and now I can find
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only four.”
Again and again he pushed
his hand to the bottom of
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his pocket in vain. Four
cents were gone,  What had
become of them? “ Turn your pockets inside out,”
said old Mrs, Brown.

Charlie obeyed, and then the pocket told its own
story. There was a hole in the bottom of it—a lit-
tle rip—through which the pennies had dropped.

Martha Brown could ill afford to lose four cents,

for she was very poor.  But she was a wise woman
and mistress of her temper,  So she did not scold
or fret over hier losz, as some would have done, but
with a smiling face she said:

% Charlie, you should learn to use the needle so
¢ Brown for her counsel, for in my opinion it is a good ¢

as to mend your own clothes. I had a dear nephew,

“one who could hem, and stitch, and sew buttons on
- as well as any girl. There is no reason#hy all boys
should not learn to sew, and many reasons why they
should.”
Charlie was pleased with the idea. and began

He soon learned to mend a rip, sew on
plensed with his skill
comforter, which won

" instruction.
a shirt-button, and was so
“that he made a patchwork
great praise at an exhibition.

1 hope the boys wont sncer at Charlie, nor at Mrs,

fortliwith to use the needic under old Mrs, Brown's )

little of their conversation
from behind my sereen of
grape-vines,

By and by three hoys came
sauntering  slowly  aleng,
talking earnestly, as boys
sometimes do, and talking
pretty loud, as carnest pco-
ple are very apt to do.  As
they strolled under the eher-
ry-trees by the gate, they
stopped and seated them-
selves on the chain that runs
from one of the * hitching-
posts™ to the other, as it
they were in danger of run-
ning away. Ididu't list.ato
the boys, but then I eouldn't
help lhearing, 2nd what I
hieard was this. Two of them seemed to have been
giving the third an account of some boyish scrape
in which they had been engaged, and just as they
came within casy hearing range one of them said :

“0ld Spectacles thrashed us like murder, but the
; worst of it was we had to ask Sam Barker's pardon,
{and that was the toughest thing I ever did. 1
¢ wouldn't have minded apologizing to a decent fel-
“low, but I can tell you it hart wy pride to come
; down to such a regular old stupid as Sam.”

f “It didn't hurt my pride a bit,” said the other,
¢ [anming himself vigorously with his palm-leaf hat;




