THE MFSSEN(‘ER.

others, his face and life had grown

. | -by and -by be able to do as Well as
* her brother.
Now, don’t you think Mary knew

| "far more about Samuel’s spirit than

' 'her brothe1 d1d"—‘Adv15er’ _

- Only arMinute.'

‘Youw ve been rathe1 a long time
_ gone, I\Idly, dear ¥ grandmother
said gently.

‘Have you wanted anvthm
grannie ? asked . Mary, smilingly,
bringing forward from behind her
a bunch of early spring flowers; ‘be-
cause I thought you would like

“these ever so much.’

¢So I do, Mary,” her grandmother
answered slowly. ¢ Where did you
get them 7" - ) ' oo

‘Up in Farmer Haycroft’s fields,’
said Mary triumphantly, trying to
keep up the smile on her own face,
and not to notice that her grand-

‘mother’s was unusually grave.

- The old lady put down her scis-
sors, and laid the flowers on the
-table by -her side without -even
:glancing at them.

¢ I said, “Go straight to the shop
and come home as quickly as you
‘can; Mary,” and I cannet enjoy your
sweet flowers because you lave not
been obedient.’

‘I came as quxch]y as I could ?
said Mary, s little sullenly. “You’re
so particular, grannie ¥

The old lady sighed ; then brwht

- ening, she drew the httle girl to her,
and fondly stroked her hair.

‘We've got to learn; we've got to
learn? she murmured ; and some of
us have learned in the school of sor-
row. I was only afraid that this
fault of yours, dearie, would grow
bigger if you gave it room ?

‘Mary tried not to shrink away
from the touch of the thin hand.
She wished she could clear up and
be a good girl.

Perhaps Ler grannie guessed
that, for she went on softly,—

I knew a little girl, a great many
years ago, who was told in a great
hurry to deliver a letter at a cer-
tain house at the top of the village.

‘It was a large farm-louse, at
which her mother occasionally
worked in busy times. ‘

¢ As she went up the steep street,

‘'she met a girl who was in service a
short way oﬂ, and who had 1.1ent)r
to tell her about lier place.

“They stood talking for, perhaps,

~ twenty minutes, and then the little
girl thouglt of her mother’s note.

tress, opening the letter.
_my . dear, the doctor’s been gone
“this quarter of an hour.
ther said she’d surely send by ten-_
She

“knew he was to call here.

was motherless, Mary.

- the great stone face.

'I-Iastlly Wlshmg good-bye, she dash-

ed to the farm and gave it in.
¢« Stay a minute,” said the mis-
13 Why’

Your mo-

o’clock if she wanted him.
He’s
gone I don’t know where, and won’L
be back till night 1

¢ But before mfrht that little cru'l
And, oh'!
the sorrowful years that followed
that one little bit of self-pleasing ¥
—Our Darlings.’

Ernest.

Do you know Hawthome’& story
of ‘The Great Stone I'ace ?

A little boy lived among the

granite hills. High on the moun-
tain-side was a face of solid rock.
Ernest (that was-the boy’s name)
lived where he could see it morning
and évening, and he loved its beau--
ty.
that valley would grow a man
‘whose face would be like the ng'It
stone face.

Lookmg for. ood in others instéad :

of I‘tults, “Ernest’s ownd™ “life . grew -

fair,-and hlS face strong and sweet.

One day, a man who had grown
rich, came back to his home in the
village. People said he was gener-
ous and wounld do much for his
friends. Ernest hoped now to see
But his heart
sank. The great man’s face was
marred by selfish money-getting.

By and by, another boy friend,
grown a man, came home. Ilags
and music welcomed bim, for he had
served his country. Ernest’s heart
bounded. Surely his would be the
poble face. But love of glory
spoiled it. - '

Ernest was growing old. = Ie
feared he would never see the man
whose face was like the great stone
face.

At last, a poet came. He, too,
Lhad been Ernest’s boy friend, and
had been away. Ernest longed for
him, for he had sung beautiful
songs,and his face should be noble.
But the poet’s face was not high,
for he had not lived as he sung.

The poet cried, as he saw Ernest,
“Thine, Ernest, is the great stone
face?

It was true Though Ernest ha.d
not known, all the while, by watch-
ing beauty, in the stone face and in

. mains.

The story ran that oné’ day in

- As Ernest grew older'.
be watched for -this. noble boy. °

beautiful,

Do you know we can grow like
Christ by looking at him?
b_cauty is greater than Solomon’s.
So may yours be, and mine.—The
Sunbeam.’

How to Read the Blble.

Martin Luther used to teach his
children to 1‘e‘1d the bible in the
following . way :
through one book carefully, then to
study chapter by chapter, then verse

by verse, and lastly word by word ;

for he said : ‘It is like a person
shaking a fruit tree—first shaking
the tree and gathering up the fruit

which falls to the ground, and then

skaking each Dbranchy and after-

- wards each twig of the branch, and

last of all looking carefully under
each leaf to see that no fruit re-
In this way, and in no
other, shall we also find “the hidden
treasures’ that wre in the bible.—
¢ Forward.’

A thtie Boy and the Stars.

You little ‘cwmldmrr stars  that
- shife :
Above my liead so high,
+1f 1 had but:a pan' .of wings,
i Jom you ] m the sky

I am not happy, lymrr here, .
With neithor book nor toy,
For I was sent to bed because
I’ve been a naughty boy.

If T weve with you, little stars,
How meirily we’d roll
Across the skies and through the
clouds, ]
And round about the pole.

O tell me, little stars, for much -
I wonder why you go '
The whole night long from east to
) west, '
So patiently and slow ?

We have a Father, little child,
. Who guides uS 01N Our way ;
We never questxon—-—when ‘He
‘speaks,,
We listen and obey.’
-— Rays of Light.

Little Hands.

0 little hands, dear little hands,

. Are you ready for work to-day*
Are you ready, too, kind deeds to
do,
And be gentle in your play?

O little hands, dear little hands,
You have heen so busy to-day,
Now gently rest; you have done

your best;
Rest from your work, and play.
—TIlorence E. Brown in ‘Adwser’
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