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‘behind. He needs personal help. They all need it.
How shall I manage it. I must manage it.”

Thus it came that, in the quiet half-hour after the-
others had gone, leaning on the arm of “ teacher’s
chair,” with the western sun streaming in at the
window, after many struggles and some tears,
Peter learned to read.

_ The Little Mother hurried along through the first
snowfall. She was a little late. As she turned the
corner, a flock of children came flying to meet her
all talking at once. .

“O Miss Lawience, Peter is deadl Peter Van
Waldenberger is dead!”

The Little Mother called at the house of mourning
that night. She stopped at the florist’s, on her
way, for a few carnations. It took her car-fare,
but .never mind. She would enjoy the long walk
home. It would give her time to think.

As the teachers walked up to the high school
the next afternoon for the Friday meeting they dls-
cussed Peter. §

“I'm so glad he learned to read,” smd the Little
Mother. ,

“Mercy! What difference does it make now?”
laughed the Merry-hearted Teacher.

“I believe,” said the Little Mother, “ as truly as
I believe in the Immortal Life, that the discipline
received in learning to read will be a )oy and benefit
‘to that little soul all through eternity.” Mafy B
Woodward, in Primary Education.
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The Rhyme of Dotothy Rose.

Dorothy Rose had a turned-up nose.

Did she worry about it, do you suppose?
Oh, mno; butaplanshebegantohatch

To make the rest of her features match.

First of all, she trained her eyes

Turning them up to the ntmy skies.
Look at the mud and the dust? Not she!
Nothing but sunshine would Dorothy see.

A flower that droops has begun to wilt,

So up went her chin, with a saucy tilt,

An ounce of pluck’s worth a ‘pound of sigh,
,Andoourageeomeswithahudheldhlgh.

Lastly, her hps turned thexr corners up,
Brimming with smiles hlne a rosy cup.
Oh, a charming child is Dorothy Rose,-- .
And it all began with a turned-up nose! :
—Pauline F. Camp in November St Nichola:.
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