
TO A SAD LlTTLE GIRL.

ou say you are ugly, and yen are afraid
.1t nobody loves yen, Sad littie muid;-

e you pasa by, IlWhat an ugly girl 1"
b, weil, ixq doar, Il yon mopo and fret
our ugly face wiil bo uglier yot.
t me te11 yen tho secret withont dolay

f growing beautiful day by day.
a secret aid as the world is old,

ut worth in iseif a mine of gald:

or inward sweetnoaa makes outward
gracm

ere la the secret, simple and true;
0ow prove what ils wisdom can do for

YOD.
'FIl up your heart with thoughte =ot

sweet
Bidding ail otliora ai once rotreat,
Ad those sweet thoughta'will grow like

d blooma into beautiful words and
deeds,

d sean, vory soon, thoy will leava thoir.
race

i0f lovolinesai on your ugly face;
The linos will b. sofier on ohook and

brow,
Bright --ulles riU- ahine where tears are

Dow;
TYour eyos will sparkle, and sorna blest

power
Will mako yen lovolior overy heur.

Jut try it, my dear; begin to-day
Te do kinîd things in tho kindest way-
To kindly think and ta kindly speak,
To bo sweet-tempered, gentie and rneek,
Thon nover again shall yeun eed bo afraid
That nobady love. yen, mad little maid.
Opinions will change, with a pleasant

,Ïhirl,
And -al1 will think, "IWhat a charming

girl!»

WHÂTS TE DIIFERENOR,

ltrs rotten clear ihrough, it won't bear
us," weid Jqe, aurveyiag, with an unbuliov-
ing look, the mosay trec that, had fallen
acroa the brook at some unknown date.

" Why, cf course -it will," insisted Tom.
,L~ &'t" regniar oid giant. Fil ria, niyself

on.à, any-how."
Neither cf the boys could swim, and
thywere la 4h. rniddie cf a dark wood

in -Company with the aid farmer with
whcni thoy lodged. Thoy had came tront-
ing, but the fa er was revolving li 14a
mind smre doctrinal thouglitB cl1o4 _.4
by a laie neighbanrly disicnasian.

il HAPPY DATS.

"Thora ib a goad bridge aboya beo,"
said Joe.

"'0 norusonso," cried Tom; "lcorne on 1"
Joe ooakod at tbo farmor. Il oing oer

by that trc, sir, or round by the bridge III
IlWall." said the farma, Iltboy say il

dca. net mako any diflerenco what yen
beliovo, if yen ara enly aincoro about IL.
.rom thinks tbe troc je safe, and yen don't
Thores tho difforence. Wo arc net aIl
con'.titutod aliko. We muât have diflorout
belief, for different people. If oach oue la
ouly honeat and sinecra in bis bellef, il
don't make any differeuco."

The bays lookod ab hlm as lhough they
thonght ho wsu crazy.

Il Constituted ? Il ochcod Je; what ha.
constitution gel ta de with it?1 Tom
might beliovo that tre was a carniage.
road, and il would net make il se If it
isn't safe, Tom's ihinking: il la wen't mako
ise; will it, Mr. Bright ?"

A twiùkle came int Mr. Bright's o.
Certainly, c-ertaiuly, Joe. If ho is only

honeat and aicere, thatisl ail tbat ia ne-
cossary. CJod la tee gaod ta lot Tomn suifer
any hairm, anyway."

IlWall Mr. Bright," said Tom, IlI don't
know what you mean; but if I didn't ha
liove thal tnca was safe ta cross on I would
not do it, of course. I amn willing ta t&ko
My chancs."

"lAil rigbi," said Mr. Brigbt. IlIf yen go
over aafely, Je and I will follow 1 I

Tom iurned tawards the brook, aud far.
mer Bright, thrawing off his ccat, maid la
a quick undertone ta Joo, , Keep stiIL
Yen csn't swirn, but I ean.»

Tom spruug quickly on the troc, aud
with such force that ha hardly know bie
first stop had snapped the bark which
wrapped the failen mouarch. Fair and
perfect la slrength a. itl ooked ta Tom, it
was hold la shape enly by its bark; and
his second stop was a hwAdlong plunge
tbrough the crnxnbling niasa lalo the brook.

Mr. Bright was not long ir? bolping him,
dnipping, ashoro

IMnch obliged ta yen for trying the
bridge for me, Tom," said Joe xuischiov-
ously. 111I take a dncking for yen sorue
day"

"Now, Tom," said Mr..Brigt, -1sup.
poe yen would like some dry Clothea, but
Joa is oui for a goad trne, aud we dont
waut ta 6poii it. Lots just beliovo Our
clothes exe dry, and il will bo ail the sane.

0O M. .Bright," said Tom with a shiver
Iaugh, -II honesty boliaved. tbat trc
would hold:ý Why didn't yen tell mie it
wauldn't? I amn wet ta the skin, and 1 amn

"Nover mind mc, Mr..Brlghi," saId Jaê.
"Yeu and Totu have scared*l. th ront. off

for cno day. Its ne n fisbing now."
IWeil baya." aad lMr. Bright IIalwayn

rernomber tibat aincenity dom. net seave a
man, ho may bohbonoaland yet b. lu the
wrong. Be very :carful nita find out
wbhithor wbai yen boliove la rigbt or net,
sud stand by the righi."

Thon thoy taak the ehortesi tut homes,
croesing the brook by*.bo bridge.

HOW BERTIE DEOIDED.
Bmnrm b.d spont 1he day picniclng in

the woodo, and a vory doligbtful day it
bad beou. To a boy who livod ail tho tust
cf tho year in bhe City, what could b. bei.
ter than a wholo mouth'e holiday with bie
aunts lu tbc country?1 And ta wander
about ail tho long anainy morning,
bnnting ferus sud masses and pipking
flowors along tb. lance titl the W&y 'be
-this was Lb. vory but of àù). Jasé 00
to.day had beau paaacd and now wîth a
great buucb cf daisica in bis hirýds, Bofti,
wa.lked back witb bis Ant Sophie, a tred
but very happy amaîl boy.

" Bortie," said bis auni, Il will 1.11 yen
what 1 thiuk would ha a beautifal idea
Suppose yen wero ta givo ome cf yaur
floer8 ta Mise Kittie, li.co a nico littho
gentleman ; I know ahe would.be pleaseed.-

Berties face clondod. "I1 don't have te,
do I? " hoea8kcdwib a pont,

"No. They are yours, yen muet do ai
yen tbink right Misa Kitteo wobuld be
sorry ta tako what yen did net vaut ta
givo ber."

Bortie hesitated a wbilo, then goparated
a sinaîl buncb cf buds and ratier droop.
ing daîsios frein tho othors sud nid, " I
gues those are enough ta ples. ber, aren't

IlDo yen think tboy are ? Miss Kitti,
ba.s bc» lylng in bed ail tbis lovely day.
Yon bave ha a fiue timel ta-day, haven't
yen i And I arn -fraid that Miss Rittlo
bas b.d a ziithor dt'll and lonecome one,
sbat op at homo Ly herseI!. Bue Sil YOD
rnastdecide fur yenrselfL"

Noither Bertic nûr bLa aunt @poke for
somo lime as tboy walkedý on tagoîher.
At st Bertie asked " Aunt Sophie do
yuu suppose God likeà a bpy ta bce a sica
litle gentleman ?"'

til ainnrhedoe but flnally IBele
sddIl uneSophie, I'vo cié
r'hat arc yen going ta do?" '

"Why Iam gong ta giveiLen ail te
Misn Kittie. I gnose that'o beirigbout th.
nI cest gentleman I can be


