
when lie returned tired in the evening, 
Ned hurried ofT to bed, without a 
thought of their hunger, lie had pro 
miHed to go blackberrying the next day,

Father Bayatho rabbit* in |6“d. T"’ h‘811m,n<1 occ“Pi1ed
this hutch may belong to me, to be my wl‘h Plea8Ure' for«ot fchti P°°r rabh,ta' 
very own, you know, and oli ! aren’t

(KljüùmVs Htpartnunt
The Rabbits' Master

“Mother

they beauties ?
Little Nod Clay spoke in pleased 

excitement, and turned to his mother 
quite expecting the sympathy she 
always gave him in both sorrow and joy.

To the lad’s surprise her ready smile 
was missing, and Mrs. (’lay was silent 
for a while, as she stood, with baby in 
her arms, watching Nod feed his new 
pets. At last, as he looked up in rather 
an aggrieved way, she said gravely, “ l 
am wondering if my son will be a kind 
master to these helpless little animals?”

“Mother! ” and Ned’s eyes flashed, 
with tears of astonishment shining in 
them.

“ Nay, laddie, 1 would not hurt you, 
if 1 could help it, but remember how
careless and forgetful you are and also ^uid be^Were'le^n to the" 
remember if the rabbits are to be yours, 
father will expect you to see to their 
wants.”

The lad (lushed as many a thought
less act came into his memory.

" 1 would not hurt them ! " he 
muttered.

“Not willingly, dear, 1 am sure, but 
I only thought it right to remind you 
that your carelessness might harm the 
things you even love. And now baby 
and 1 must go. I am only too glad 
for you to have pets, if you will take 
care of them,” and pressing a kiss on 
her boy’s cheek, Mrs. Clay went into 
the house.

Ned’s pride was in arms, and the 
rabbits had a good time for awhile, but 
a bad habit is a hard thing to overcome, 
and Ned’s forgetfulness was of long 
standing. 8o alas ! it happened one 
morning, when the lad was excited 
over starting for a day’s excursion, that 
his pets’ meal was forgotten, and

Hut in the afternoon as he strolled 
home, Ned suddenly remembered that 
for nearly two days he had not been 
near them, and it was a very flushed, 
panting boy who rushed into the yard 
where his hutch stood.

One poor bunny was rubbing its 
nose feebly against the bars, and nib
bled thankfully at a leaf Ned offered it, 
but its companion was lying prostrate, 
and the boy with bitter tears of regret 
found that his carelessness had cost 
one of his pets its life. The poor thing 
had been ailing before, and the long 
fast had proved too much for it !

Ned’s loud cries brought his mother 
out. Instantly she understood what 
had happened, but her tender heart 
would not allow a reproach in the 
midst of his grief, which she knew

child.
So she only said softly :
“ Let this prove to you, laddie, that 

want of thought is not a trifling fault, 
and do not forget. Who can help you 
to overcome that or any other bad 
habit ! ”

wherever there is a choice of two roads, 
always take that which is on the right 
hand. The maze reminds me of life. 
We often corne to moments of doubt 
and hesitation ; often there lies beyond 
us a choice of two or more courses of 
action, where one seems to be smiling 
and beckoning to us, and rich in pro
mises of desirable things. There is 
something about it, however, that does 
not quite satisfy our conscience, yet 
we are loth to turn aside and adopt 
the other course, which is to outward 
appearances so unprofitable and unat
tractive. What shall we do in this 
difficulty? Remember the rule of the 
maze : no matter what may befall, 
hieding not the immediate consequen
ces, disregarding all the allurements 
of the evil one—keep to the right.

iscovery

A Tonic
HORSFORD’S

ACID PHOSPHATE,
A most excellent and agreeable tonic 

and appetizer. It nourishes and invig 
orates the tired brain and body, imparts 
renewed energy and vitality, and 
livens the functions.

en

Dr. Ephraim Batrmax, Cedarville, N. J. 
says:

“ I have used it for several years, not 
only in my practice, but in my own indi 
vidual case, and consider it under all oir 
cumstances one of the best nerve tonics 
that we possess. For mental exhaustion or 
overwork it gives renewed strength anc 
vigor to the entire system."

Descriptive pamphlet free.

Rumford Chemical Works, Providence, R. I

Beware of Substitutes and 
Imitations.

CAUTION.—Be sure the word « Hon- 
ford»»» i, on the iabei, AU othere ere 
•purlous. Never sold In bulk.

A Noble Boy

Takes hold in this order :

Bowels,
Liver,
Kidneys,
Inside Skin,
Outside Skin,
Driving everything before it that onght 
to be oat.

You know whether you 
need it or not.
Sold by every druggist, 

by
and manufactured

The Robin and the Viper.
We are all familiar with Robin Red 

jreast, the fearless little visitor who 
in snowy winter time hops on our 
windowsills to beg our stray crumbs.

With his crimson breast and hie 
aright inquisitive eyes, he is a favorite 
with most.

But with all his good points, Robin is 
very fond of fighting. Any intruder on 
what Robin considers his premises is 
promptly driven off, if possible ; and if 
they are too big for this, he makes them 
so uncomfortable by his ceaseless efforts 
that at last they are glad to go.

Robin will defend his young against 
any enemy. One summer day, a 
îewer of granite, belonging to I)al- 
>eattie, was plying his vocation at 

Craignaie quarry, when he was attract
ed to a certain spot by the cries of a 
)ird in distress.

Hurrying to the place, he saw that an 
adder, twenty inches long, was pro 
ruding its head over the edge of a 

robin’s nest, built among the brush
wood, and containing the poor bird’s 
unfledged offspring. Bob was alternate 
ly coming down upon the spoiler, dart 
ing his beak into the adder’s forehead, 
and then rising a yard or so in to the air.

The quarryman soon despatched the 
enemy. Then Bob entered the nest, 
and having ascertained that his child 
ren were all safe, flew on to a neigh
bouring branch, and piped a song of 
triumph and gratitude.

Well ! I saw a little koy do some
thing the other day that made me feel 
good for a week. Indeed, it makes 
my heart fill with tenderness and good 
feeling even now as I write about it. 
But let me tell you what it was. As 
I was going down the street, I saw an 
old man who seemed to be blind walk
ing along without any one to lead him. 
He went very slowly, feeling with his 
cane.

“ He’s walking straight to the high
est part of the curbstone,” said I to 
myself. “ And it's very high, too ; 
wonder if some one won’t tell him, and 
start him in the right direction !”

Just then a boy, about fourteen 
years old, who was playing near the 
corner, left his playmates, ran up to 
the old man, and said, “ Let me lead 
you across the street.” By this time 
here were three or four othere watching 

the boy. He not only helped him over 
one crossing, but led him over anoth
er to the lower side of the street. Then 
le ran back to his play.

Now this boy thought he had only 
done the man a kindness, while I 
cnew that he had made three other 
>ersons feel happy, and better, and 

more careful to do little kindnesses to 
those about them. The three or four 
)ersons who had stopped to watch the 
x>y turned away with a tender smile 
on their faces, ready to follow the 
noble example he had set them. I 
mow that I felt more gentle and for 
giving toward every one for many days 
afterward.

Another one that was made happy 
was the boy himself ; for it is impos
sible for us to do a kind act, or to make 
any one else happy, without being bet 
ter or happier ourselves. To be good, 
and to do good, is to be happy.

DONALD KENNEDY,
ROXBURY, MASS.
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Keep to the Bight.
Do you know what a maze is. It is 

a long and intricate series of winding 
paths generally bordered on either 
hand by high hedges, and so arranged 
that it is difficult for any one entering 
by the outer gate to find his way to 
the centre. It is, in fact, nothing 
more nor less than a very big puzzle.

There is one famous maze in a palace 
garden near London, into which it is 
usually difficult to discover the road— 
unless you happen to know the rule 
Then the puzzle is no longer a puzzle 
and it is the easiest thing in the world 
to walk straight to the centre. The 
rule is, keep to the right, that is to 
say, wherever the pathway winds
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Quarrelsome Birds.
" Mother,” called little Edith, one 

day last May, “ come here, quick !"
“ What is the matter, dear ?” asked 

her mother.
“ The birds are quarrelling. I thought 

• birds in their little nests agree.'
ou see these birds 

is
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“ No they don't know it is wrong to 
be selfish and to quarrel; but you do, 
and yet—"

“ I’m sorry I wouldn’t let Ned have 
‘Mother Goose.' He may have it now. 
I’m glad I know what is right and 
what is wrong. Which bird will give 
up first ?"

“The weaker one; but it is the 
other way with little girls and boys,“ So they do, but y

are not in their little nest. That , -,
what is the matter. Two biids want one ihaX gives up first.
the same nest or place to build one, |1 me&n * do
and neither will give it up to the other."

“ Just see how they peck each other, ! 
and they scream and talk back I They 
ought to be put up in some closet un
til they say they will be good. What 
are all those other birds doing ? they 
look like a crowd of boys around two own. 
boys that are fighting." One night when all was still, a little

“ That is just what they are doing." mouse was seen moving about on the 
“Don't they know that it is wrong? floor picking up the crumbs from the 

They are just like bad children." I carpet. When Hans saw it he rose

=====
Hans and the Mouse.

In the cottage where Hans and 
little Gretehen lived there was a big 
cat which Gretehen claimed as her

/


