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WHAT cunning little
bright-eyed fellows these
aze, How wide awake they

What a curious
nﬁﬁ}}hey have made, On
one such “wee timorous,
cowaring beastie” Robbie
Pums wrote one of lis
iswgotest songs which,
|whe, you grow older, I
“hopesyou will all read,
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' THE LITTLE COM-
L % FORTER.

Poor grandma was sick
§ and lonely and poor, and
‘.thia'jmorning she geemed
% sad. She had dropped
§ thespoon with which she
wagstiring her bread, and
g sat fowu in the chair as
she could not do
“T'm a

8 Preddie caught the

‘wotds. He was used to
gﬁ@%na’s ways, and felt
g sorry i for her; but what
fcan g:little boy do in such
Bs cado? Treldie was an
M orphisn ; both his parents
N bad died in one year, and
B shest e came to be grand-
P i dittle boy. He wasa
geosd; ; affectionate child,
jaad Fhe often called him
Bhe Hitle comforter, And

B tevgliled spirit.

aimby

R .

a‘hx‘fb?ld him about the Holy Comforter . sweetly in her face, said, “Dear
¥ _ﬁ‘Jesns sends to hig sorrowing chil- | yesterdsy you had two comforters—the | Presently they overtook a tired-looking man,
“and who always brings peace to the  great one and the little one: where have

2 ﬁ;ﬁi&m morning, when grandma sat down , followed the words.
wigh#uch a heavy sigh and those sad words,

?ﬁ;ng to her m.de: m&a IOOking up so for that [

“Yes, I'm here; and
theother great, good Com-
forter you told me abou’,
doesn’t he abide randma?
and you said that meant
‘to stay all the time’
didn't you 7" and then
Freddio repeated the verso
he had learned from zrand
ma's Rible only yesterday
“And he shall give you
another Comfurter, that ho
may abide with you for-
ever.”

“Freddie, I forget,” sad
grandma. “ Thank you,dear
Juld, fur putung me w
mind. You are nght, I
am on.t  mioftiess any
longer, aui the sadness
seemed to gu vut of her
voice, and she smled
again,

Little children, do you
know how much you can
help your parcnts and
friends when they are in
trouble? Be cbedient and
gentle, kind and cheerful,
and ,when they aresad say
a bnght, sweet, loving
word. You can do them
a great Jdeal of gool Try
t be little comforters, all
of you.—-.hmz Euma

1T IS A PITY.
A LITTLE boy was riding
along with his father, and
grandma, there was an empty seat behind them,

Fixsup Micz,

| walking, *“Father,” said theh})loy, "1t b?;i a

» ; ity to have an empty seat while soraebody
they gone?” and a pleasant little laugh lgeey;is i S thep A "har:}fi}f 3‘1 the ? o
. man to ride. It is a pity, ren, to keep
“You aro here, my darling, Thank God !t.hmga ou canuot uso? tvzhen somebody else
|.needs them,



