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i TIME ENOUGH.

littlo squirrels out in tho sun,

Dnd gathored nuts, the other had none.
20y § T¥mo enough yet,” his constant refrain,
hil mmer is only just on the wano.”

1 l"’
;.ld ten, my child, while I tell you his fate.
b4 roused him ab lash, but ho roused him
1o { too lnto;
: wn foll the snow from tho pitiless
¥ ololld.
. to Adfd gave littlo squirrel o spotless white
hilg} shroud.

).f t}‘l.‘vo little boys in a school-room wore

dfe( § p] ﬂc@d,

- always perfeot, the other disgraced ;
¥y Simo onough yeb for learning,” he said ;
Tyl olimb by-and-by from the foot to

® 21 thehead”

gt ¢

b tPgston, my darling: Their locks bave
ag | tumned gray,

adsQpe ag & governor is sitting to-day;

o other, a pauper, looks out of the door
the alms-houss, and idles bis days as
of yore.

go kinds of peopio we

rorek avawer dov
WILUe Qvveg =<5
o is ab work, the other at play; ’

apJaving uncared for, dying unknown—
hig {Xho busies hive hath ever a drone.

it} e, my child, if the squirrels hawe

% YPho lesson I long to impaed to your
€ d thought;

‘Answer me this, and my story is done:
0d tygihich of the two would you be, little
WHAT A SMILE DID.

0k one?
,Je; & BY DR. NEWTON.
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P Omatnups WHITE, & sweet litto gicl
8w whout nine years old, lived in a little red
T8% briock house in our village.
sty 'Sho was & general favourite in Chorry-
1te, ville; but she had onetrouble. Will Evans
00| wpuld tease her because sh. was slightly
W Jgmo, calling her “ Tow-Head " whenover
thoy met. Then sho would pout, and go
home quite cat of temper. One day she
plc Yen up to her mother in a state of great
fagt ekeitement :

i“ Mother, I can't bear th's any longer !”
i8e slio said: * Will Evans has called me * Old
dg Fow-Head’ bsfore all the girls.”

i“ Will you please bring me the Bible
w, ftom the table ?” said the good mother.
why | Gertrude silently obeyed.
rtr - | *Now will my little doughter read to
q¢ me the soventh verse of the fifty-third

spapter of Isaiah ?”

tho blessed Saviour waa afllicted, oppressed,
yot * oponed not his mouth.”

“Mother,” sho asked, “do you think
thoy called Him names 7"

And her oyes filled with tears ns the
sorrows of tho Son of God wero brought
before her mind.

Whon Gertrude went to bed that night
sho asked God to help hor to bear with
meokness all her injuries and trials. He
dolights to have such potitions.

Nob many days kad passed bofore Gor-
trude met Will Evans going to school, and
remembering hor prayer and tho resolu-
tioa sho had formed, she actually smiled
ab bim,

This was such a mystery to Will that he
was too much surprised to call after her,
if, indood, he folt any inclination; but he
watched her till she had turned the corner,
and then wont to school in a very thought-
ful mood.

Bofore another week passed they meb
agein, and Will ab once asked Gertrude’s
forgiveness for calling her names. Ger-
trade was ready to forgive, and they scon
hacame friends, Will saying :

“T used to like to soe you getcress; but
when you smiled I couldn’ stand that.”

Gertrude told Will of her mother’s kind
conversaticn that afternoon, and its effect
apon her. Will did not reply; but his
moistened eyes showed what ho felt, and
ke said he never would call her names

again.

AN OLD DITTY EXPLAINED.

You all know the old “Sing a Song of
Sixpence.” Have you ever read what it
meant?

The four-and-twenty blackbirds repre-
send twenty-four hours. The bottum of
the pie is the world, the top crust is the
gky that overarches it. The opening of
the pie is day-dawn, when the birds began
to sing, and surely such a sight is “a
deinty dish tu set before the king.”

The King, who is represvnted as sitting
in his patlvur counting Lis morey, is the
sun, while thLe gold-pieces that slip thruugh
his fingers are golden sunshine. The
queen, who sits in the dark kitchen, is the
moon, and the honey with which she
regales hersolf is the muonlight.

The industrious maid, who is in the
garden abt work before the king—the
sun—has risen, is the day-dawn, and thLe
clothes she hangs out are the clouds, while
the bird wuich su trugically ends the sung

by “ nipping off ber nweo ™ is the hour of
. sunset. Sowe have the wholeday—ine pie.

Slowly and softly tho child read how

TdE LITTLE HOUSEHOLDER.

* 0, vEs, I have all kinds of tenants,”
said a kind-faecd old gentloman, * bub tho
ono I like best i8 a child not more than ten
yoars of age. A fow ycars ago I got o
chanco to buy o pieco of land over on the
wost side, and did so. I noticed that there
was nn old coop of a houss on i, but I
poid no attention to it. Aftor awhilo a
man camo to mo and wantoed to know if 1
would renb it to him.

“*What do you want it for?" eeid I.

#*¢To live in,’ ho replied.

“*Woll, I said, ‘you can have i& FPay
me what you think it worth to you.'

“Tho first month hs brought $2, and tho
socond month a little boy, who said ho was
the man’s son, came with $3.  After that
I saw the men once in a while, bub in the
course of time the boy paid tho ronb regu-
larly, somotimes $2 and sometimes $3.
Ono day I asked tka boy what had booomo
of his father.

“*He's dead, sir, was the reply.

“¢Isthatso?' saidI. ‘' How longsineo i’

“¢More'n a year, ho answerod.

“I took the money, but I made up my
mind that I would go over and investigate,
and the noxt day I drove over there. *The
old shed looked quite decont. I knocked
at the door and a little girl lot me in. I
asked for her mother. She said she did
not have any.

*“*Whoro is she 7’ said L

“‘We don’t know, sir. Sho wenb away
after my fathor died, snd we’ve never seen
her sicee.’

“ Just then alittle girl about three years
old cams in, and I learncd that these three
children bad been keeping house together
for a yeor and a half, the boy supporting
his two little sisters by blacking boots and
selling newspapers, and the elder girl
monaging the house and taking care of the
baby. Well, I just had my daughter
call un them and we kept an oye on
thom. I thought I wouldn’t disturb
them while they wer getting along. The
pext time the boy came with the rent T
talked with him a little, and then I said-
My boy, you arq a hero Kaop on as you
have begun and you will uever be sorry
Keep your littlo sisters together and never
leave them. Now look at this’

“{ showed him a ledger in which I had
entored up all the monoy that he had paid

me for rent, and I told him it was al) his,
with intecest  * You keep right on,’ said I,
‘and I'l be your banker, and when this
amubnt. to o little more T’} ase that you
get o house scmowhere of your own' That
is the kind of a tenant to have.”



