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WHO IS TEE TRULY BRAXYE?

Wimo is the trul>' bravo ?
The boy with self-control,
Who curbs bis ternper and bis tangue,
And, though ho nuxy b. big and strong,
Would accru ta do the sligbtest wrang

To amy living seul.

Who i3 the trul>' brave?
The boy who cean forgive,
And look as though ho had net heard
The mocking jest, the angry word;
Who, though lais spirit xnay be stirred,

Yet tries in peace to live.

Who is the trut>' bravo ?
The boy whose dail>' walk
la always honest, pure, and bright,
Who cannot lie, who will not flght,
But stands up boldty for the right,

And shuns uuholy talk.

Who is the truiy brave?î
The boy who bears to sin;
Wha knows no ather sort cf fear,
But strives ta keep his conscience clear,
Nor heeds his comrade'a taunt or jeer,

If ho bath peace within.

Who la the tral>' brave?
The boy who dates ta pray,
.And humbi>' kncetang, seeks the face
0f God, and asks supplies cf grace
Ta help h nm rua the Christian race,

And walk m wisdom'a way.

IE INSTEAD 0F V."

À i.uA it cass of scholars ir
a country scmool wero standiqp
upt) taspeit. A bard word waw
missed by the acholar at th(
hcad cf the class, and passed
ta the next, and fin thraugh th(~
éls matil the lat scliolar-,i
little follow-spolled the word,
and wemmt "amup ta tho head,'
passing aboya soverîteen boyr
and girls, alt aider thau him-
self. The teachcr then turaîed
around and wrote the word on
the blackboard, so Lhey coutd
ail sec it. No sooner had she
written the word out than the
littie boy at the head exclaianed,
"O 0 1I didn't sa>' sa, Miss W.;
1 said e instead cf i." And ho
walked ta the foot again quicker
thama ho went ta the head.

That baoy vas an honest boy
who would net take credit that
did not belong ta hian How
naucli more honourabie ho vas,
and how znuch happier ho feit
at the foot of the clasa thau,
at the head wheu ho knew

lac did fl belong there. An e instead cf
an i does not seera ta be much, but honesty
instead cf trickery, and honeaty instead af
falsehood, ia a great deat ln a boy or in a
man.

A IIUBBUB IN FACE-TOWN.
Ta£ first ta notice anything wrong vas

neighbour Nase, wbo, living just across the
street, and on a hill, couidn't heip seeing
that there was sometbing awfui going on
over the va>'.

So ho calIed ta, lM. Ohmn, who lives on
the edge cf the town, just back, ta look
and aee; and Ohin declares that ho could
scarcely see the snaooth top of neighbaur
Nese'a head for the frightful actians of the
Lips, just between thena.

Thon the Mistresses Cheek hoard the
commnation, and, iL is said, grew paie with
alarn at what the>' saw, and rau back ta
the Bars t3 tell thena, causing tbema ta stand
an tiptae to see the dreadful sight.

On the ather aide cf the strpet Nase blew
his trumpet ta saund the alarm ; Masters
Eye were awakened out of a sound sieep b>'
it, and, iooklng dowu that way, were horri-
fied ta, ses tva strange red abjects, just
arouxad the corner frora Nase, which the>'
had nover seen before.

They cailed to Eyebrows, and they
arched themiselves to, get a botter view cf
the startiing eightý whiie 7sarehe-d -nrink:

led hiauscif uratil ho altnait went into fits
aver it; andi it ia 8aid that a number or
Hairs wauted to stand atraight up, no tiaat,

*tlaey couid look aver at the frightful daiDgs
lu 1'aco-town, whioh no one could explain
or ,uderstand, until the Tangue came out

*of bis door, through twa raws of littie white,
acarcd Tecth, and tald thormn fot to ba
alqrnied, it was oniy thoir little mistress
,>uidiny -Ou~r Morniny. Ontide.

THE HUMBLE TRACHER.

A nýirî. violet grew dama in a deep
deli, beautiful for its fragrance, beautiful
for its trust. It was shut in by high baiiks
s0 that it saw nauglit of what vus peasing
lu the great world araund it It could anly
look up to the blue sky sa fat abave its
head, wbich the tati banks an each aide
seemed almost to taucb, and trust.

III anm ont>' a littie thing," it would say,
"but I do what I c3n." And it sent itLe
fragrance fat and near, sa that passera-by
casily found it, though it wfas amat They
loved iL for its beauty and 8ought it for its
fragrance. Day after day iL used iLs ane
littie talent titi iL seemed multiplied tenfold.
Ail the aummer it grev and blassoined, and
when it died people said, IlWe miss the
fragrant lire of the littie violet and the
tesson of trust iL taught us."

A PLEA FOR FU.
A LiTTLE simple fun», if it bas no sharp

stings of discoafort about iL, niakes home
delightfül ta the amal people, and althougli
aider ones are flot so willing ta show their
enjoyrnent of it, thera is gaad, evidence that
iL doos them good. Living is serious
business; death, with ail iLs solemnity, isat
aur neighbour's door, and, perbaps, at ours,
anxd t bore is no Lime fer unseemaly trifling;
but bec-iuse every power of out nature,
every energy of body, and mid, and spirit,
are demanded for the task given us, vo are
boand ta take all the helps whikh are
tuercifuil>'provided ta enable us ta make
the best use of aur paversand aur energies.
Ta eut off humour frn aur livea is ta
cripplo us in the race; ta allov us no
"fun " is ta deprive us cf a needed foad.

THE BABY BIRDS.
Lucy, a mite cf a girl, roaming around

the archard with her brothet Tom one day
ini June, found a nest with some very yoag
birds in it. ilO mamma!" abe exclmimed,
runubin 1, IltheWes a neat ont there ira the
apple troc, and it's gat a whole lot of baby
birds in it, and the birds baven't any beave.
an 'eau."


