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MARING A GARDEN.

MAKING A GARDEN.

MapEL and Fred aro very busy  They
have a garden of $hvir own and have
promised to keep it nicely hoed, raked and
weodad, both anjoy using $he rake
and the hoe, but the weeding they think
rather hord work. Buad they are no# sorry
for the trouble they have taken when the
bright flowers come up. Mabel and Fred
are 80 very anxious to have their flowers
grow well, because they are no$ going to
keep them all for themselvas. They ars
going %0 give a great many of them #o
thelr grandms, who is so old she can
seldom go out, and some of 4hem are to be
send $0 a litdle friend who is ill.  As they
work they are very happy thinking of all
sho kind $hings s$hey will be able to do
with their flowere. They are learning
some lessons, too. They find that working
and thinking for obhers makes one very
happy. They see how much faster the
weeds grow than tho flowers and how
carefully they have to watch their garden
that they may pull up the weeds while
thoy aro vory small. So thoy know wha
their mamma means when she #ells them
the litdlo sins $hat come into $ho heard are
Jush like $ho woeds In their garden. If
w\hey are nob dsily watched ¥hoy will grow
so fasb $hey will spoil all the good $hings
planted there.

They

THE AWFUL MAN AT THE KENNEL,

ROLAND STRONG slaried oud one winter
ovening %0 put his dog in the kennel for
the night, but came flying back with his
eyes wide open with fright, and slammed
the door shus and fasteucd it

“What in the world is the matier?” |

asked sisber Ethel

oud ad tho kennel. His oyes are
so blg, and ho waved a gan ab
we. He's an awful man.”
“Como, le¥'s go and ask him
what ho wants,” suggestad Eihol.
With a howl of fear, Roland
ran up to his room, bolted $he
door, undressed, dived in under
tho bed-clothes, and shook for an
honr or $wo before ho foll asleep.
The nex! morning ab breakfast
somothing abous him ssemed to
amuso brother George and Eihel
very much. Even papa and mam-
ma emiled very strangely.
After broakfast, Ethel sald :
“ Qome, Roland, aren’s you going
to give Rover his breakfash?"
“I'm— I'm afrald that man—"
Bu$ Ethel and George lavgaed so
that he was ashamed to fintsh.
Ethel brought his cap and coad
and led him ous. When they
were near the kennel, she pointed,
and eald: “There’'s your awful
man, and $he gun he waved ab
you.ll
I% was only a snow image with
s cane in {18 arm. George hed
made i early in the evening.
Roland was very much ashamed
of his running from a snow men, buk then,
he was only six years old, and little boys
can be forgiven for being afraid, when
some$imes blg men and women are so
easily frightened a$ nosaing.

THE FAGGOT GATHERER,

JaMzs and Alice wers looklng over their
scrap-album. This was not like other
albums thal I have geen, all pictures, or all
shories or poems cué oud and pasied in. It
was nod like any other I have ever seen
It was a large old account book, with lines
ruled on each page. There were a great
many piciures, and under each picture a
story aboud the picture, or a description of
it writlen enbirely by the $wo children
They spent many happy rainy daya and
long winter evenings over their scrap book,
and $hey were learning $hree very import-
ané things withoud knowling is: first, to
learn all {they could about things other
people had seen or written aboub—thai Is,
facts; and then #o exercise their reasonin
powers and imagination whers they had
noé the facis $o learn; and third, 4o exprass
$hemselves well and accurately.

This evening they had a pictare of &
young fagpos gatherer. It was James’ turn
to write. Afier much talking and consuls-
ing of books, he wrote:

* Faggola ure bundles of small pieces of
;vocid, Ywigs, or branches of #rees used for

ue

“Why do people gathor such stuff to
burn? Because they are 00 poor #o boy
wood. They cannot live in cities, because
it would nod pay men, nor even boys, #o
go far ont where Awigs and branches are
plenty. And they could no# bring enough
%o burn all winter, so these people mush
live in & wooded country wkers such fuel

coal is doar and hard $o gob, and
near railroads and in mounsainous di
I did wonder why thoy did no# chop
the $roos, but Alico says they mua li
countries whore rich people owa
$rachs of woodland, and she poor peopl
not allowed to chop duan a single
These rich people mush be gread lo
European countries, hen—Germany,§
and osher such monarchies. I am
am a Canadian.”

LOVELINESS.

Once I knew a litble girl,
Very plain;

You might try her hair $o ourl,
All in vain; -

Onp her cheeks no tinis of rose

Paled and blushed, or sough$ repe
She was plain.

Bus the thoughts that through her
Oame and went

As a recompense for pain,
Angels sent;

So full many a beautsous thing,

In her young soul blossoming,
Gave confent.

Every thought was full of grace,
Pare and true;

And ip time the homely face
Lovelier grew,

With a beavenly radiance bright,

From the soul’a reflected light
Shining shrough.

So I #ell you, lidhle child,
Plain or poor,

If your thoughis are undefiled,
You ars surs

Of the loveliness of wordh;

And #his beauty not of earth
Will endure.

SOMETHING NICE T0 D

 AUNTIE, please #ell mo something
do. I'm tired of Sundsy. I¥'s 00
go ou, i¥'s 400 early for she lamp,
wrong $ime for everyshing.”

“ Well, leh me see,” sald auntie.
you tell me anyone in $ho Bible:
name begins with A?”

“Yes; Adam,”

“T1] tell you a B,” said auntie:
jamin. Now a C.”

« Cain.”

“ Right,” said Aun$ Sarah.

“Te$ mo tell D sald Joe, heart
falk: * Daniel.”

Angd so we went through all the
of the alphabet; and before we
of it we were called o supper, the
was lighted, and we had a fine $ime.

A MissIONARY who lives in Indi
he weara a kind ol =0a# $hat he
like, jusé because he can help mors
by dressing in that way. Even i
small ways we can plesse Jesus
ohers, if we forged self and &y b

o “There's an awful fierce-looking man

s emslly found. They mush live where

things * for Jesus’ sake,”




