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B MOTHERLESS.

Poon little Laura
gits on the tloor
lith folded hands

Bout of her eyes
irom her sad little
MEheart. No mother!
JPerhaps some Of
Sy, little readers,
Rhave losb thab best
of earthly friends,
gEOciner, &G 0BG
el for tho lonely
Rittls girl in the
Bloiciore.  Perhaps
Eshe is  thinking
here, “hat if she
«d hor mother
again she

B gometimes s
BRboio not a lesson
b 4nero for all of us?

A TTSION FOR
MAMMA,
OXE day BMrs
Martin was mak-
2y jelly, and when
BB was ready for
he hids and labels,
Mho cut some round
BBicccs of white
Benar to fit in the
sagesand thondip-
o tbem in alaohol,
Woich she thought

MOIHERLESS.

kitchen for o mo-
ment, and whon
ahe returned Aggie
said

* Mamma, what
is this in the bottlo?
It tastes so good.”

*Why, Aggio, did
you tasto that?
It's whiskey. It
is what makes old
Mr. Hart talk so
queerly and fall
down in the street,
You know mamma
has told you how
wrong it istogrink
whiskey. You tust
not touch it sguiv,
Men have becomo
drunkards by tak-
ing just o little
tasto op their fin-
ger, as you did, and
thought 1t - tasted
good, just as you
dud.”

« Oh, wanus, $1]
never twuch 1t a
gan.  Say, mam
s, wby do ycu
bavo1t? I would-
n't soil the white
paper and jelly by
using it.”

“I'll not use it
again, dear”

This was the les-
snpn taught wam-
wa by ber lnto
girl, and she con-
cluded there u.ust
bo sowe other way
to keep jelly from
mounlding.



