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conld earry they returned home to mother,
whose anxious watching over Mary had
made her look worn and thin. Yes, Mary
had the best of mothers, for her first
thoughts were about her children ; her
last about herself.

BABY BROTHER.

BY IDA FAY.
¢ him, our darling, our own baby bro-
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ther!

Where will you find in the whole world
another

So pretty, so playful, so gentle, so cheery {

Our own little brother, our treasure, our

dearie!

The summer is coming, vou dear little
fellow,

With violets purple, and buttercups yel-
low:

Just hear the birds singing, as if they
were trying

To tell all the pleasure of loving and
flying.

We'll take you to look at the calf in the
stable;

We'll show you the pussy that comes to
the table-

You shall see all the hens and the chickens
together;

And we'll pluck from the rooster a fine
showy feather.

To the pond we will go where the water
18 brimming
And then we will see all the little ducks:
swimming ;
And baby shall see all the bright garden
flowers
That help to make lovely these mild sum-
mer hours.
SPIRIT-LEVEL TO 1LIVE BY.
A little boy saw his father using a spirit-
ivvel to see if the board that he was 2 'ning
was “* trne 7 and straight.
“ What's the use of ln‘ilzg so eareful,
i~;:}b:l ¢ e ]]l' .’l.\k' 'I. = l'...\ il]" ”_\ :rn'!, [
It looks so.”
“ Guessing won't do in earpenter work,”
sighting ™ along the edge

ss,

said his father, *
of the board, and shaving it the least bit
‘You have to be _ilh! right.
God

in the world.
FFolks gmess at too many things.
doesn’t like that way of living.”

“1 guess there aren’t anv spirit-levels
for living by,” langhed the little ]m.\‘.

“Yes, there are,” said his father ear-
nestlv.  “ You'll find them in the Bible.
Try all your actions by that. Make them
true and straight, and no guesswork in
1 | them.”—Jcwels.

cheering, loving voice
God has been very good
]L‘\'

Kind words can never die,
(Cherished and blest,

Gold knows how deep they lie
Stored in each breast.




