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BOBBIE'S FLYING STARS.

' BoBBIE MARTIN went to the country
last summer, and the first night after he sw‘?red gmr?dma. . .
reached the!farm he begged to sit up * just Come, little man We will go out in

a little while to see the stars tum out.” | the grass and catch one”
So gtandma said he might. Bobbie was so pleased with his little

He went out on tho porch aftex tea, and , 1YIDg stars, as he liked to call them, that

watched the sun set. Slowly 1t grew | every evening he begged to come out and
dark and darker. , cateh “just one,” before he went to bed.

“ By-and-by the stars will come out,then ' -
Bobbie must go to bed,” said grandma.
“To-whit-to-whoo ! came a voice from PUT SOME SALT IN IT.
a treo near by. ,  “MoTHER, what makes you put salt
in everything yuu cook 7 Everything you

See ! the stars are up in the sky,and these
little sparks are flying all around,” an-

- What's that 1" asked Bobbie.

* Only an owl. There he sits on that K make, you put in a little salt.”
dead branch.” So spoke observing little Annie, as she

“What are those black birdies flying "stood looking on.
round for 1" * Well, Annie, I'll make you & little loaf

* Those are bats, dearie , they are akind of bread without any salt, and see if you
of mice that can fiy.” can find it out.”

*Oh, my. Gwan'ma, see ‘em stars, “Ob, mother, it doesn't taste a bit nice,”
they're all come down out of ‘e sky. See , said she, after she had tasted the bread.
‘em. Dey're up in ‘e twees, and down in, “Why not?"” asked her mother.

‘o gwass. I never see ‘em flying down, “You didn't put any salt in it.”
before, gwan'ms,” shouted Bobbie. , “Mother,” said Annie, « day or two

* Bless his little heart: thuse ars wuut, afterwards. “Jane Wells 18 the wourst girl

stars, Bobbie. They are little fire-flies. | I ever saw, she slaps her little brother
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Johnny, and pulls his hair, and aci; JESS
hateful. When I told her it was n K
to do 8o, and if ahe would be kind ¢§
brother he would be kind to her, she
spoke roughly to me and hit him Ji8
Why won't sho take my advico 7~ i
* Porhaps you didn't put any saliji
Season your words with kindncull
child. Ask help of God in all you & P
do, and your words spoken in the spiill
Christ will not fall to the ground. B
forget to put salt in, or olse it won't il
good."” B
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« WASTE NOT, WANT NoTil

“ JAMIE, you must eab your cruats Jil
mother, as the little boy carefully L3N
the crusta of his bread around the e
his plate. ,

“Don't like 'em, mamma ' * snappf
boy.

“ That makes no differenco,” saig
mamma.

Jamie pouted. “They're hard.”

“ You have good testh, my boy.” X

Jamie wanted another good sligie
bread and butter, but there wero SN
tough crusts. He knew mother Wi
give him nothing more till those N
eaten. He sat still a few moments}
then, as if a new thought had come toliR
he broke out, half laughing, half crjiae
“Did you eat crusts, mamma, whenjiil
were as big asme?”

Mamma smiled at the “big as me’JN8
very good-naturedly answered: “ Yo gl
boy, I bad to. I remember that ondius
I tucked all my crusts carefully undefi
edge of my plate, on the side opposiis
my mother, so that she conld not seo (S
But when I came to the table the il
time, there was all my crusts in a Al
little pile ors my clean plate. I madefe
fuce, and was just going to turn thexfSlll
of the plate, when my mother, whojlld
been watching me, said quickly : ‘ Nojiley
my little lady; you can have no dinuJ
you finish your breakfast’ Thers o8
nothing for me to do but to munchilis
crusts. After that I thought it the s
way to eat them as I went along.” 3
By this time Jamie's crusts had dff
peared. He had learned the jess
mother wished him to,
“The crust i3 the best part of the
my mother said; the very sweetest S
we throw our crusts away, we Waiu
large portion of our bread. It is wifliEs
to waste. What we waste now wa 3El
sorely want some time. If we savalee
fragments we shall have the menns to SN

the poor.”




