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A LITTLE BOY'S TROUBLES.

I thought when I'd learned mv letters,
That all of my troubles were done ;
But I find m)seffmuch mistaken
They only have just begun.
Leaming to read was anlul,
But nothing like learning to write;
1'd be sorry to have you tell it,
But my copy-book 75 a sight !

The ink gets over my fingers;
The pen cuts all sorts of shines,
Ard won't doatall as I bidit;
The letters won't stay on the lines
But go up and down and all over
As though they were dancing a jig—
They are there inall shapes and sizes,
Medium, little and big.

The tails of the g's are s contrary,
‘The andles get on the wrony side
Of the d's and the k’s and the h's,
Though I've certainly tiied and tried
To make them just rights it is dreadful,
1 really don't know what to do,
I'm getting almost distracted—
My teacher says she is too,

There'd be some comfort in learning
1f one could get through ; instead
Of that, thiere are books awaiting,
Quite enough to craze my head.
There's the multiphication table,
And grammar, and—oh, dear me,
There's no good place for stopping,
- When one has begun, 1 see.

My teacher says, little by little
To the mountain tops we climb,
1t isn's all done in a minute,
But only a step at a time;
She says that all the scholars,
All the wise and learned men,
11ad cach to begin as I do;
{f that's so—where’s mv pen ?
—Carlotta Ferry, in November Wide clwake.

“WOQULD YOU HELP HIM?"
“I WOULD help Jack Turner quick as 1

would wink.”

“ Would you help Tom Berry ? Wonld you
help kim 2™

Ned looked down. YWould he help an old
enemy out of ditliculty 2 Silently he lovkerd
down, fastening his eyes on a sand heap as if
he would bore 2 hole throughit. How should
he answer his brother's yuestion.

“] kunow Ned likes Jack Turner, and would

help him. But -evest if he don’t like Tom, 1.

guess he would give him a lifting hand,” said
a pleasant voice at the window above. It was
Ned's mother speaking. Is there a swester
music-box anywhere than mother’s voice ?

Ned looked xup as if he had finished his job
of boring the sand heap:

“ If Tomn were in difficulty, mother, I would
try to help him.”

“Spoken like my boy, Ned:” said Mrs.
Bonner.

Ned had an opportunity of helping his en-
emy that very night about eight o'clock.

“Help! help! help:”

“What is that?” said Ned, who was cross-
ing the meadow-lot in the dark. “ Somebody
must be in the old well.”

“QOh, help! help$”

Yes from an old dry well came the piteous
call.

“Who's here 2" asked Ned, running to the
mouth of the well.

“1t is Tom Berry. I fell off the Jadder and
can’t climb up; do help me.”

Into that very same well, that very same
day, Tom Berry had tauntingly threatened to
drop Ned, bLut the latter swallowed the
memory of the insult. -

“Don't worry, Tom. I will help you,”
called out Ned.

This so-called well was a deep pit that had
been dug the previous autumn to the depth of
fifteen feet. A rough wooden ladder used by
the workmen still remained in tho well, and
at the Lottum was a pile of stones that the
boys had industriously tumbled in.  This lad-
der was a handy piece of apparatus in all
kinds of juvenile nmusements, and Tom Berry
had been using it about dusk, only Yo fall ahd
find the bottom more quickly than he antici-
pated. Bruised and sprained, he was unable
to get up, and lay there erying.

Ned Bonuer soon reached the foot of the
ladder.

“Here I am, Tom! Just mount my back if
you can, kold on tight, and I'll get you up.”

“ Ned, you are a good fellow,” said Tom a3
he gripped Ned about the neck and lay flat
on his back. It was a pretty hard tug up the
ladder for Ned, and he thought what a hard
time hod-carriers must have, going up tall
ladders with a hod of bricks on the back. It
was quite a “brick” Ned had on his back—
the worst boy in the neighbourhood. Up he
went, carefully as if he awere caveying his be-
loved Jack Turner.

“Now I will earry you into my home, Lom.”

“Oh you can’t, Ned, can you?”

« 1 will try.”

Try he did manfully, and in & few minutes
who should stagger in at the kitchen door but
Ned with Tom Berry on his back ¢ Town was
dressed in a light gray suit, and he looked
like & bag of meal thal Ned had shouldered:

“ Mother, here's Tom Berry, he tumbled
into the well.”

“And like a goud felluw, Ned pulled me
out,” said Tom.

Mrs. Bonner made Tom comfortable, and by
nine v'elock sent him bome in the old red
family waggon.

That night, when Mrs. Bonner stovped down
to kiss Ned, who was curled up in bed, mo-
ther'’s music-box seemed sweceter than ever as
she softly said:

* You obeyed the Saviour’s words, and yours
is the Ulessing of Himr who said, ‘Love your
cnemies, bless thewn that curse you, dv good to
"them that hate you, and pray for them which
despitefully use you and persecute you.”—
Rev. E. A. Rand, in 8. 8. Visilor.

BOYS, DON'T BE CRUEL.

HE following story comes all the way

from Copenhagen, Denmark.  The wri-

ter says that, noticing it in the Copenhagen

papers, he made inquiries and found it to be
true :—

“A boy, some weeks since, while walking
beside a pond near Copenhagen saw a frog
before him, and shiarpening a stick he chanced
to have in his hand, he cruclly inserted it
through the flesh of the animal into the mud,
thus pinning him to the carth, and went his
way, supposing the frog would svon die.

“ Mappening to pass the same way twelve
days afterwards, he was surprised and shock-
ed to find the frogstill alive; and its einaciated
form and glaring cyes told plainly the story of
its sutlering.

“This so impressed the boy with his own
cruelty that he could not study, nor play, nor
gleep. 'The eyes of the frog scemed to follow
him wherover he went; and notwithstanding
all efforts to divert his mind, so worked upon
him that he was finally thrown into a fover,

' fromn which in less than two weeks he died.”

THE BED OF PINKS.

“( H! mother, dear, give us each a little

flower-bed for ourselves—one for me,
and one for Gustav, and one for Alwina—and
each will take care of his own.”

So spake the little Fritz to his mother, and
his mother granted him his request, and gave
cach child a flower-bed full of beautiful
pinks; and the children were overjoyed and
said, * How glorious it will be when the pinks
are in flower "—for it was not yot the time
for pinks, but they had just put foith theiyg
first buds, .

But little Fritz was of an impatient spirit,
and he could not wait for the flowars, and be-
sides, he wished his flowers to e in bloum
before all the others,

So he went and tovk the buds in his hands
and looked into their cluse coverings, and was
much delighted tosee the little red and yellow
leaves peeping forth from their green shell,

But even this was too slow; so Fritz broke
open the buds and looseged the little leaves
entively from onc another. Then he eried ont
with a leud voice, “See, my pinks are in
flower:” But when the sun appeared the
flowers bowed their heads and wept,and were
withered before it was noon. Then the child
wept over them.

But his mother said: “Impatient child!
may the greatest joys of thy life be those
which thou by thine own folly destroyest for
thyself, then mayest thou not tuo dearly learn
the great and diflicult lesson—to wait !

1T is vain to think we can take any delight
in Leing with Christ hereafter, if we care not
how little we are in His company here.

THE chaym of one character often lics in a
trait which is wholly undevelopedin another ;
in a peculiar refincment or fulli.ess of one part
of the nature. Thus, in fruits, the mere husk
or film becomes the luscious peach or fragrant
mace.—Ruskin. )

As a cross word begets a word that is cross,
so will a kind one beget its own likeness. If
people only knew the power they possess in
being kind, how much good would they
achieve for themselves, how much misery pre-
vent for others.

Harpiness is like manna. It is to be gath-
ered in grains wad enjoyed every day , it will
not keep; it cannot be accumulated ; nor need

we go out of ourselves, nor into ramote places
to gather it, since it is rained down from
heaven. at our very doors. or rather within
them.

CARe For OTHERS.—Don’t complain of the
selfishness of the world.  Deserve friends, and
you will get them. It is a mistake to expect
to receive welcome, hospitality, words of cheer,
and help over rugged and diflicult passes in
life, in return for cold selfishness which cares
for nothing in the world but sclf. Cultivate
cosideration for the feelings of othet people
if you would never have your own injured.



