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“Suppose you try.,' Just pick out 
some one tree and always go there to 

• feed them; keep away from the crowd, 
and give your mind to taming one or 
two squirrels so they will sit on your 
arm,”, advised Ted.

The prospect was so fascinating 
that Rov ftried it, but he says city 
squirrels are harder to teach, and he 
understands how a teacher with a 
class of unruly boys feels. Vet the 
experiment is worth trying. Any 
one can feed park squirrels, but it 
takes care and study, and, above all, 
patience to win the entire trust of the 
lively little creatines so that they 
may be handled and taught tricks. 
Then they are far pleasanter pets 
than caged squirrels, and quite re- 
war^ one’s patience. And patience, 
when you come to think it, is the 
foundation of nearly every kind of 
success in work or play.—Evklvn 
Muller, in Young Christian Sol
dier.

» “PLEASE, I'M A LITTLE 
ENGLISH GIRL.”

The following incident appeared 
in one of the daily papers, from 
Reuter:—“In the course of an even
ing saunter I came across three little 
mites, hand in hand, standing fear
fully some ten to twenty paces from 
a picket. The sentry, a stalwart 
cavalryman, paced his beat smartly, 
and looked imposing, even in khaki. 
The eldest of the children was a girl, 
perhaps six years old; the other two 
clung to each side of her skirts. As 
I approached, the leader of the 
party said, ‘We want to go past, 
please.’ ‘Very well,’ I said, ‘go on; 
nobody will hurt you.’ ‘But,’ she 
said, ‘won't the sentry stop us?’ 
‘Tell him you are a little English 
girl,’ I replied. Thr^e little’figures 
moved timidly forward. The sentry 
had overheard the conversation, and 
his eye twinkled grimly. ‘ Halt ! 
who goes there?’ rang out in a 
stentorian tone; then in childish 
treble, ‘Please, I’m a little English 
girl.’ ‘Pass, little English girl, all’s 
well;’ the butt of a rifle clashed on 
the stone pavement, and the sentry 
stood at ease with as much precision 
as if he had been on guard at White 
hall itself. The little party; with 
beating hearts, but heads erect, 
walked past the post, full of the 
pride of race and of conquest.’’
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“Will you give me a glass of 
water?” asked little Olive Grey, 
stopping at the door of Mr. Trim's 
cottage and peeping in.

She thought Mrs. Trim would be 
sitting there, but she was not to be 
seen. Instead of her portly person 
Olive saw a thin little girl, who was 
washing the dishes. However, she 
smiled, and took a goblet and put it 
on the table.

“I’ve just fetched in a fresh pail, 
miss,” she said, filling the glass; 
“and it’s as cool as ice.”

Then she handed the glass to 
Olive, who said:

“Thank you. Have you come to

‘T am so thirst}', Olive, . she said, 
“that 1 don’t know what to do, 1 ran 
hard all up the road, and my tongue 
is like a chip. '

“I'll get you some water.” said 
Olive. “Mrs. Trim's girl gave me 
some. Gome! And the two ran 
back together to the door of the 
little cottage.

It was wide open, and no one was 
there; but the cedar pan stood on 
the table, and the glas> be.-dde it. 
Olive filled the glass, and gave May 
all she \Vanted, and then took another 
glass herself.

“Hurry!" said May. “Well be 
late!” And Olive reached to put the 
glass on the table without looking. 
The consequt nee was that she set it 
only half-way on: and before the 
girls had more than steppt d outside 
the door down it went, crash, upon 
the oil-cloth!

“Oh!” cried Olive. “What have 
I done?”

“Come along, quick," said May. 
catching her hand, “and no one will 
ever will know you did it.

And Olive, on the impluse of the 
moment, yielded to the advice and 
the pull; and they ran aw,ay together 
But never, never, never did she feel 
so ashamed of herself.

“I cannot play,” she said, present
ly. “I’m sorry, girls; but I feel 
dreadfully, and I must go home.” 
There was only one .person in the 
world who could tell her what was 
right to do, and that was her mam- 
ifia.

“My little girl,” said mamma, 
“you should have found Mrs Trim, 
and told her all about it. Now you 
must take a nice glass of mine, wrap 
it in paper, and go to Mrs. Trim at 
once. Tell her the truth, and say: 
‘Mother sends you a glass in place 
of the one I broke, with her compli
ments.”

Olive felt happier now. She 
bathed her eyes, took the polished 
glass her mother give her all nicely 
wrapped up and was soon at the 
cottage.

However, when her feet were on 
the porch and the door knob in her 
hand, she paused, half afraid to enter, 
hiding the glass behind her, and 
heard some one sobbing softly and 
some one scolding loudly. Mrs. 
Trim was sâymg:

“There’s no reason, tn a gei < iul 
way, for breaking; but it ain’t that 
only. If you’d said: ‘Mrs. Trim, 
I ve met with an accident and broken 
a glass;, but (I’ll be more careful in 
future, why 1 might have scolded, 
but we wouldn’t have parted lor it. 
But to tell fibs, and lay the goblet to 
my poor cat!—a likely story! And 
who’d come in while you were out 
to break a glass?”
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“I, Mttrr Trim,” said Olive, 0nT« 
ing the door. “Sally gave tne ont 
glass of water; and I came back t 
get another for a thirsty little gifi j 
met, and didn’t put it far enough on 
the table. S^lly was not here; and 
mamma sends her compliments and 
will you accept a glass in its nl»r,> 

“Why, I don't want your ira's 
glass, Olive, ’ said Mrs. Trim. But 
she did not force Olive to take it 
back when she put it on the table 

When Olive had gone a little way 
up the road, some one came running 
after her. It was Sally.

“O miss!” she said, “how sweet of 
you to come back! Most girls would 
Igave run away.”

“I ran away first, Sally,” «jj 
Olive, meekly.

“But you came back," said Sally 
with a strange, solemn look, “and 
saved me from being sent back to 
that frightful place. Thank you 
forever and ever!”

“It was like a prayer, somehow, 
Olive said to her mother, “and made 
me cry."

CRUSOE AND THE WOOD 
CHUCK.

When I was about ten years oi 
age. my parents presented me wit! 
a little brown-and-white puppy 
Now if there is.any one thing in 1? 
the world which a boy prizes an! 
enjoys more than anything else, it is 
a dog; consequently, it goes withoc 
saying that my joy knew no bound; 
upon the reception of this pet.

He was only about four month; 
old, and scarcely able to waddle 
about on his big and ungainly legs; 
but was always ready for a frok. 
nevertheless, and entered into the 
tumbles and gambols which we had 
together with as much spirit and 
enjoyment as any older puppy coi 
have done.

The man who sold him to my father 
said he came from good stock, and 
that his ancestors, one and all, had 
been famous as hunting dogs; there, 
fore I determined that this little' 
fellow shquld become a hunter ak 
and in view of the career whiti] 
awaited him, named him “Nimrod j 

As soon as he was old enough 
run about and travel any distance 
began his training as a hunter, 
first introduced him to the sparre® 
and other little birds which freqoei 
ed the garden and vicinity of 
house, and at a wçrd from me 
would run after them at the top 
his speed; and if they chancy 
alight in a tree nearby,, he 
bark and prance about beneal 
for an hour or more at a tiee. 
with excitement.

Finally, one day, when I 
my pupil as having progresse 
ficiently, we set out together 
the fields for a trial of sktU at 
game, and to test the 
the youngster’s lungs and leg*
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