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“ It is hetter to

eive than to receive,” and we are sare little
Eva will grow up to be a realiy good and
n=eful woman.
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If vou wish to be loved, be unseltish.
thoughtful, and kind, alwavs looking for

good i those about you.

LITTLE V'AIT-A-
MINUTE.
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she had such a way of
saving * Wait a minute ™
that every one forgot that
she had a name of her
own, and called her little
Wait-a-minute.

Before Christinas  her
mamma had a long talk
with her, and told her that
unless she learned to do at
onece what she was told,
she wonld not grow to be
the good woman every one
hoped she would be. She
promised to try very hard
not to <ay “Wait a minute”
again. The next day sfter |
after this talk, mamma
sent Eveliae to the library
to dust ; for there was only
one girl to heln mamma,
and it was wash-dav.
Eveline went to the li-

| brary at onee, and she had begun to dust

when she saw a new picture book on the
table.  Down went the brush, and Eveline
Wias soon very lllls}' lquil'.g at the [‘i(‘t!ll‘(’.‘.
instead of dusting.

“ Eveline,” ecallled
with your dusting.”

“Wait a " began Eveline. Then
iu r face grew very red, and she shut her
q - -,m- ;J\. and the book too. This was
thee “Wait a minute,”
andd b Christmas Day every one of her
friends ealled her by her own name.

mamma, “ hurry

Iast time she '-.l!!]

LITTLE BUDS IN SPRING.
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If yvou look at the little opening buds
in the

that thev are wrapped up in such close
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~overings that the wind and weather can |
These are the |
eradles in which the baby leaves are safely |

not @et through at all.

rocked all winter long. When spring
comes, the warm sun unrolls this covering,

and the leaves burst out inio life and |
beauty.
These are their protectors, for if thev

were much c'S]\-m‘d to the mld, lhc}‘ would |

die.  These * bud-shields,” as they are
called, are quite thick. They are gined
tngcthcr with a sticky aubsttnce, which

completely shuts out the rains and the .

name .

It was not given to her
when she was a fittle
baby, vou may be sure
of that: for no mother. |
unless she were an In-
dian mother, would give
a dear, soft cunning
baby such a long, gueer
name.  No: her real name
was Eveline Mayv: but

spring of the year, vou will find |

cold. When the sunshine comes, the baby
! leaves are ready to come out.

When the shield has done its work,
{drops off and falls to the ground.  If vou
look at one some time, von will see how
hard the outside is. The inside is lined
with a sort of down, as soft as velvet,
| which has been the dainty covering of all
the eoming leaves and flowers. Isn't it

wonderful ?

A BIRD STORY.

Last spring one of the old birds in
Dr. Prime’s collection—a gray sparrow—
became blind. Straightway a little dark
browa and white bird, known as a Jap-
anese nun, and named Dick, became the
sparrow’s friend. The sparrow’s hoine

had a round hole as a docrway. Little
Dick would sit up on a perch opposite

the hole and chirp. The blind bird would
come out, and, guided by Dick’s chirps,
would leap to the perch, and so on to the
seed cup and water bottle. But the most
curious part of the performance was when
the blind sparrow would try to get back
into the house. Dick would place the
sparrow exactly opposite the hole by
shoving him along the perch. When oppo-
| site, Dick would chirp, and the blind bird
| would leap in, never failing.

PERSEVERE.
The fisher who draws Mis net too soon
Wen't have any fish to sell;
The child who shuts up his book too soon
Won't learn any lessons well.

If you would have your learning stay,
Be patient—don’t learn too fast;

The man who travels a mile a day
May get round the world at last.

WHERE TEN DINE ON ONE EGG.

“ One, two, three, four, five, six, seven,
eight, nine, ten,” said the farmer, counting
the guests he had invited to spend the day
at the farm with him. “ I guess that one
cgg will be enough.”

Having given utterance to this cxpres-
sion, he went to the paddock and soon
vrought to the house an ostrich’s egg.

For a whole hour it was boiled, and
’lhuugh there were then some misgivi
as to its being cooked, the shell vas broken,
| for curiosity could no longer' -estrained,
and a three-pound hard-boiled egg was laid
upon the plate. But, apart from its size,
there was nothing peculiar about it. The
white had the bluish tinge seen in the
duck’s egg, and the yoke was one of the
usual colour. It tasted ss it looked—like
a duck’s egg. and had no flavour poculiar
to itself.

As it takes twentycight hens’ eggs to
equal in weight the ostrich’s egg which
was cooked, it was evident that the host
knew what he was abort in cooking only
one.




