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. OSTRICLES TWO0 WEEKS OLD.

TWO LETTERS.

“T wish T could see my uncle John Ty-
ler,” snid Tommy, puckering up his fore-
head, and looking as though he would as
lief cry about it as not.  ** I just wish I
could, now "

“Well, you can't,” said Dafly, nodding
her curly head, “and so it it any use to
wish. Because he's away out to Califvruia
—as much as bwenby hundred miles from
here I wouldn't wonder—and he isn't
coming home for a year.” ’

“ And a year is twelve months, anda
month is four weeks, and a week is seven
days, and « day is twonby-four howrs, and
an hour is sixty minutes, and a minute is
sixty seconds,” piped Ben, cheerfully, 1
learned thab in my deduction tables.”

¢ Qh, de-ar " guavered Tommy, “ I'm
fraid he won't cver come home Jong's I
live.” ) .

“ Why, yos, he will,” said Tommy's mo-
ther, who had just that minute finished got-
ting the baby to sleep. ‘A year isn't a
very long time, dear.  And you may write
him a letter now, if you want to ; that'll be
next thing to talking to him.”

“0n, can 17" cried Tommy, delighted.
< With pen and ink, mamma?’

“With apeneil,” said hismother, smiling.

“And Tl tell you how, dewr, while T'm
sewing wmy palchwork,” said motherly
Dafly,

¢ And TN write it for you, Tomuwy,” said
Ben,  T'd just'as lievesas not.”

But Tommy didi’'s like that iden a bib ;
hecause if Ben did the writing, and Dafty
told him what to say, where would be his
own letter to uncle John? He scowled a
little,

“I'm going to write it myself in print-
ing,” he said, Jooking at Ben, severely.

8y you shall, dew,” Dafly said.
¢ Shaun't he, mother ¥’

*Tf he can,” her mother answered.

Bub he couldi’s, as 36 tarned ot His
poor little fingers toiled for half an_hour,
mayhe, over “Dear Uncle John,” andwhen
it was written, mother herself couldw’s
have told whabit was, if she had not known,

“IHadn's you bobter Jeb Ben write for
you, Tonuny ?* she agked.  It's hard work,
you know.

But Tommy shook his head, half-erying.
“Phen it wouldn’t be my very own letter,”
he said.  **Oh, de-ar!”

All at once Dally jumped up and ran out
of the room. When she came back she
brought the mucilage-bottle and an old A-
B-C bosk.

“T've thought of a plan,” cried she, “a
real niceome,  Sce, dear, you can cub the
Tetters right out of this hook ; shey're big,
you know, and it's all to picces, hesides,
and stick'em on a sheet of paper, just the
same as if you were really, truly writing.
Wou't that be fun 77

“Yes'um, it will!” eried Tommy, glee-
fully, serambling for the scissors, And of
courso ib would be ; bus whoeever bub Dafly
would have thought of such a thing ?

After that the Jetter progressed finely.
Dafly told what to suy and how to spell b,
for her part, and Tommy cut out theletbers
for his parb, besides helping Ben a'good
doal ab ut sticking them in place, though
Ben privately thought he could have
done & great deal bebter withoub the
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aid of Tommy’s clumsy little fingers, as I
do not doubt he could, myself.

However, the letter was a greab suceess ;
the Jines were really much straighter than
could have been expected, under the cir-
cumstances, and the print might be read
across the room, it wag so plain.  Tomwmy
wis highly plensed ; he did not want to let
ibgo outof his sticky little hands, for a
minute,

“You'll muss it all up, dear,” said wise
Dafly. ** Now sister’]l read it to you one
time more, and then we'll let Ben take it
to the post-oftice.”

8o Dafly read the leter-——which Thaven't
room to write here—about the deep snow,
and the baby's cunning bricks, and the new
bossy-calf, and Tonny's reading through
the primer twice and having the whooping-
congh, Mother Jaughed slyly as she lis-
tened, but she felb that it could not fail to
be a vory interesting lotter to wucle John
Tyler. .

Then Dalfy folded it and put it in the
envelope, and Tommy sealed it and lapped’
the muetlage all off of two stamps before
he gob one securely stuck in the upper-
right-hand corner, and mother directed it,
and Ben ran down to the oflice with it in a
hurry,

“Now, when will T geb ik back ?” de-
manded Towuny. ““To-morrow, s'pose ¥

“0h, no,” laughed Dafly. ¢ Maybeyou
wor't for two weeks, dear.”

¢ Q-ohl, now !” said Tonmmy.,

“ And perhaps not for three weeks,” said
mother.  *“ You mustn’t be disappointed if
you don't.”

L Oh, de-ar!” said Tommy.
wait!”

But he could, you know, and he did,
though not so long as mo her had said he
might have to. It was just two weeks to
a day from the time Ben earried the letter
to the oftice till he brought home a big white
envelope with two stamps on it, directed
plain as plain could be to ** Master Thomas
H. Pulsifer.”

Ul oh! oh I cried Tommy, and it

ash’t a minute, no, it wasn’s ten seconds
before he had it open. And out on the
floor dropped two bits of cardboard.

‘¢ Pictures ! cried Dafly, alinost as much
excited as Tommy, himself, was. ** Why,
what are they I”

“Why, what is em 7’ cchoed Tommy,
regardless of grammer.  ** lggs and a dog
and—and chickens—and—and”—

“Qstriches,” laughed mother, ¢ Don't
you kunow that uncle John is on an ostrich
farm? DBring mo your letter, dear, and
we'll sce whak about it :

So Tommy carried the letter to mother,
hugging the pictures close all the while.
And this is what was about it ;

* My DEAR TITTLE ToMMy,—VYour lefter came
safo and sound, and I was very much pleased
with it, because I could read it without my
glasses. I know you will wantan answer right
back, and as I haven't much time {o write, Tam
going to send you some pictures which I'm sure
rou will like better than any stupid leiter. One
of {hem is a photograph of the first ostriches
which were hatched hero aftar I came, and which
are now more than a year old : tho other is of
chicks two wweeks old, two ostrich-cprs with a
hen's cgg beside them, and my dog Floss.”

““Oh, how little the hen's egg is " cried
Dafly. ‘It isn't any bigger than one of
my wax beads.”

T ea-ant

“ That's "cause the other eggs are so big,

goosey,” said Ben, with all the wisdom of
ton years. :

“But don't the chickens look fumy, and
isn't the dog cute 7’ :

“Uncle John says he's going to sond
Daffy a plume for her hest bornet this
spring,” smiled mother, who had read the
letter through.

“When he knows I don't wear "om, any
more than he does glasses,” Dafly Janghed
merrily. * The idea of uncle John Tyler
wearing glasses !”

“The idea ! murmred Tommy, hug-
ging his pictures bight.—Youlh's Compar-
on.
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THYE BEST PREPARATION.

T suppose it is dreadfully wicked to
say so, but other hooks help me more than
the Bible does.” The givl with the book
in her hand (one of Pansy’s latest) looked
up expecting sharp reproof.

“What book, for instance ¥’ was the
question quietly put.

“ This,” holding it up.

*How does it help you more than the
Bible does ?” )

“ Beeause the people in it ave real,—like
me., They are helped as I want to be
helped. I suppose it is wicked,” she re-
peated half defiantly, half penitently.

“The truth is God’s truth anywhere;
you mean Pansy interprets it toyou t”

“Yes,” with a relieved inflection ; ** does
any other book help you more than the
Bible?” :

“ No; nothing beging to help we like
the Bible.”

“Tgoto Sabbath school altogether for
the hooks; T never care about the lessons.”
She bad grown bolder with the withheld
rebuke.

« If you did nob cire for Pansy’s book,
if 16 were stupid and did not help you,
would you think it the author's fanlt?”

1 certainly should ; T will nob read the
‘second chapter of any book whose first dous
nob interest me.”

¢ If the Bible does not interest and help
you do you consider it the fault of the
‘author '

' .The ‘question was quictly put, bub-it
‘brought a frightened look " intu the cyes of
sthe listener.

§' “Perhaps it is my teacher's fanlb,” she
answered quickly and sullenly. ¢ Tell me
how the Bible helps you ¥

¢ The same way Pansy's bovks help you ;
the people ave real to me ; they are helped
sas I want to be helped.”

¢ People ages sgo real to you I” was the
unsatisfied and incredulous exclamation.

¢ (tod is not ages ago ; he is now.”

As her listener did not reply the teacher
continued : **I read the Bible to Jearn
about him, What God says himsclf is
more to me than any ivterpretati n the
wisest, holivst suint can pub upen his words
or his ways. I do nob care so much for
David, but I eare for whatl learn about
Ciod shrough David’s sius, his successes,
his disappointments, his human interests
s like mine ; not so much for Haunah, or
Dorveas, or any one whom God pub upen
the earth for the same relutionship to him-
seif.  He will be just as good tv_me as he
was {o them, and that is why I wanb to
know how good lie was to them, As it is
CGod's heart, and mind,"and will, and wm‘k)
I am learning, T find myself as much in his

book as they were ; turn aleaf and there
my life is, with God in it, over it, through
every hour of it, as he was in their lives.
The Bible is us intensoly interesting to me
as God is 3 God speaking is God speaking
to mu ; he means mo everywhere,”

~ *“That i5 oo wonderful for me.”

¢ Begin it, then ; come up to_ it little by
little. Think of it every duy and cvery
night as  illustrating God's commands,
promises, and then you will love God’s
bouk with such perfect satisfaction that
you will turn hungry from every other,”

“Yes, so I would, if 1fclt that way,” the
listencr acknowledged.

T was thoroughly arvoused to a delight
in the Bible ab thirteen,” conbinved the
teacher, “*and that delight has increased
with every year; itis now in ahsorbing
and  daily inereasing satisfaction. It is
(fod spunking to me in cvery breath I
breathe.”

The girl looked down upon Ghe ook in
her hand. ¢TIt is more to you, then, than
my bhook is to me. You cannot tell me
how it became so?” with a wistfulness in
her voice,

“Tthink Tean., When T was ayoung
girl T heard a sermon upon the text * Open
thou mine eyes that Tmay hehold wondrous
things out of thy law.” The preacher told
us to pray thabt prayer every thme we
opened the Bible.  And I do.”

“Doyou have something new every day

“Fvery day that T ask for it.”

“But, dow’t you think—" the girl was
roused with her sudden inspiration. “Don’t
you think that is a sclfish way to love the
Bible?*

“ Certainly, if it ended with myself ; bub
if we love 16 wewill live it.  We can't help
doing s0.”

1 hegin to undgrstand.  The Bible is
mate b5 me now than it was half an hour
ago. 1 helieve I would ask nothing moro
than to love it and help others to love it.”
—N. K. TV, i Westminster Teacher.
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CHURCH MOORINGS.

An old sea-captain was riding in the ears,
and o young man sat down by his side.
Heo said :

“ Young man, where arc you going #°

T am going to Philadetphin to live.”

¢ Have you any letters of introduction 2

“Yes, " said the young maun, and he pulled
some of them oud.

“Well,” said the old sea-captain, “have
you a church certificate 77

“QOh, yes,” said the young man, “ I did
not suppose you desived to Jook at that.”

“Yes,” said the sen-captain, ** 1 wunt to
ook at that.,  As scon as you reach Phila-
delphia, present that to some Christinn
church. T aman old sailor, and I have
heen up and down in the world, and it is
my rule as soon as I gob into purt to fasten
my ship fore and aft to the wharf, although
it may cost
than have my ship out in the strenm float-
ing hither and  thither with the tide.—
Lewres of Lighl.
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Tr 18 Tuey who glorify God that shall
enjoy Him; they who deny themsclves
whe shall not he denied ; they who Jabor

For Him on earth who shall restin heaven ;
they who seek to Dbless others whe shall
themselves be blest.—Dr. Guthric,

OSTRICHES A YEAR OLD.
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