- SLIDE ll —Baxp oF RCY HYM\I.‘

(TU\ E—God, Save our &een ) AR

Y Oh, may - -we ever ﬁnd
‘ Sw eet joy in being kmd
’ A happy band.
We'll keep our cards with care,
With-Pledge so- broad and fa.u-
And Badge of '\Iercy wear’

l‘hroudhout the land v y L

C «Well: done ! ’_’ shouted chk cheerily, and entering the bri ht 11v1ng~

-, Toom of the three:roomed cottage; plainly furnished indeed, but omfort-
~able:and spotlessly ¢lean, the mixed smell of onion stew and raisin pi ddmg :

: ﬁllmﬂ pleasantly the nostrils of the hungry boys.

. % Well done, I say | ” repeated Dick. But where are you, my five-
year-old sister 7 : -

“T’se in here Dickie, in mother’s bedroom an” mire. I’se feedin_’ the

: sparrows on the windowssill,. with some ¢rumbs mother gave me. See,

. Dickie, an’ Ben too ; but Ben might frighten: the sparrows so he must .

B peep gently wih his one eye.” v
© “My eye!” said_Ben, grinning. «rd havé you know, Sissy,' that
Ben, the hoot-black, have more than one eye. For I seed two on.’em in
‘the gents’ toés as I give’em a shine. How’s that for 197

Al right, Benny, ‘said little Molly ' “You may peek with your
©twoeyes, an’ as you’re so smart, you'll be able to.count ‘all the raisins in

mother’s sweet puddin’; else if you only had one eye, you’d think you only
"got half the count of raisins mother- gives chkle an me e
~ “That’s so,” said Ben, laughing. = . v
- “See, Ben,” continued little Molly “See ! .don’t the spa)r:dws peck
- pretty out of Dickie’s hand?” - :
“You bet they do, the hungry | httle beggars,’ sald Ben' HE but I never

’, saw a.nybody feed ’em . before They've pretty spots on ’em too an’ I guess
“I’ll never fire stones at ‘ein any ‘more.’

. Come to dinner, children!” called the kind mother frouytﬁb next

room, as she bustled about the base burner with oven . attached, the live

“coals shining brightly through the transparent mica. “And Dick, my
son, take Ben into your bedroom and both of you wash your ha.nds then
please comeé to our nice hot dmner

SLIDE 12. ——NFAT C(')JMFORTABLE LIVING—ROOM THE. MOTHER wl'rn HER
_ . CHILDREN, DICK AND Morry AS WELL A8 BEN SEATED AT TABLE

-« Dick, my son, please say grace,” remmded his mother
“ Yes, mother, but may 1 say one out of my own. head? I’d ra.ther

et




