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The Tale-Telling Bird. '
1t 3 wonderful how hoys' mothers
Can find it all out as they do,
1t a fellow does anything naughty,
Or says anything that's not true!
They'll look at you just for a moment.
Ti1] your heart in your bosom swells,
And then tbey know all abont it—
For a little bird tells!

Now, where the little bird comes from.
Or where the little bird goes,

it he's covered with beautiful plumage,
Or black as the king of crows;

1f his volco is as hoarse as a raven’s,
Or clear as the ringing bells,

t know not: but this I am sure of—

A little bird tells,

The moment you think a thing wicked,
The moment you do a thing bad,

Or angry, or sullen, or hateful,
Get ug'y, or stupid, or mad.

Or tease a dear brother or sister—
That Instant your sentence he knells,

And to mother the whole in a minute

That little bird tells.

And the only contrivance to stop him
Is just to be sure what you say—

Sure of your facts and your fancles,
Sure of your work and your play;

De honest, be brave, and be kiandly,
Be gentle and loving as well,

\nd then you can laugh at the storles

The little birds tell.

TS FRIEND.

By Annie M. Barton.

CHAPTER VIIL
**ALL THINGS WORK TOGETHER FOB GOOD.”

After his very unc.pected meeting with
Jobkn Wilson, Tim no longer dreaded
..siting days at the hospital; on the con-
trary, not even Dick Rogers looked for-
ward to them more eagerly.

The two little friends, from their re-
spective beds, had a great deal to say
to each other upon that eveatful after-
noon, when tkelr visitors had departed.

Tim told Dick of the way in which he
sut to know_the kind steward on board
the Argus, and also of the splendid
Lreakfast, every detall of which still
dwelt in his memory.

-1 always hoped I would come across
him again, but I never dreamt it would
be here. Has your father known him a
long time ? 1 quite forgot to ask it hc
came to see you.”

* No, he didn’t,” cried Dick eagerly.
 Father told me it was in this way .
he just met Mr. Wilson In the street,
they used to be shipmates long ago, and
he said, ' Come along with me as far as
the ’ospital, I'm going to see my little
boy’' ; and Mr. Wilson hadn't anything to
do, so he gaid, ' All right,’ and they came
together. Now, wasn't it queer, *cause It
he hadn't come he wouldn't bave found
you ?”

Tim did not answer, he was pondering
the matter in his own mind, and that
night, as the Sister was passing through
the ward, asked if he might speak to her.

She came at once, and the boy told her
..hat had happened that afternoon.

Then he paused, and she, answering the
auspoken question in his eyes, said
gently . Yes, little Tim, I do think it
»as Jesus who sent your friend here to-
day.n

Some weeks passed on, untll at last the
time arrived when Tim must be dis-
charged from the hospital. During his
illness he had grown quite tall, thcugh
very thin and lanky, and the old rags he
used to wear would have been much too
small. Fortunately he did not need them,
for John Wilson had provided a strong
tweed suit and-a warm, thick overcosat, in
which Tim looked—to u.2 his own words
—'*a reg’lar masher!”

The boy felt very sorry to leave the
beautiful ward where he had been so
..appy, and the kind purses who had at-
««nded to his needs with so much care
«nd skill. But the prospect before him
was so bright and hopeful, that this sor-
row was only a passing cloud.

Dick Rogers had been sent home, well
and strong, a fortnight ago; now it was
Tim's turn. He had thrown aside his
crutches, but was still obliged to use a
stick. In a few weeks, the doctor as-
sured him, he would be able to dispense
even with that.

side was as bright and clcan as hauds‘
could possibly make it. and Mrs. Wil-
son's motherly face and warm welcome
made Tim feel that he waa fndeed at
home.

She was not a very old woman, though
her hair was white, and her face wrink-
led and lined, she moved about with
quick, buay steps, and had a brisk, de-
dded way of speaking, especially when
business was in question. Tim fell In
lovo with her at first sight, and she, after
a few days, adopted him as a younger
son, insisting he should call her by the
title of mother,

Part of the boy's sad story was already
known to Mrs. Wilson; but he had a
great deal yet to tell, a great deal that
roused her keenest sympathy.

One evening, after the shop was closed,
thie three—John Wilson, his mother, and
Tim—sat together in tho little parlour
kept for their privato use. A bright fire
burnt cheerily in tho grate, for the spring
evenings were cold, though the days were
warm and sunny. Very cosy and home-
like looked the 1little room, with Its
shabby furniture and faded carpet, and
Tim, who had been sitting silent a long
time, sald suddenly: * Somectimes I'm
Just afraid that I'm dreaming, and ‘I
wake up to find myself In the cold street,
or, worse still, in Granny Brown's ccllar,
[t doesn’t seem as if it could be true as
I've got such a home as this, and a
mother and a brother as well,” he added,
shyly taking a hand of cach. “1I mind
80 sore the time when I hadn't a friend
In the world.”

" Stop a moment, little Tim,” said Mrs.
Wilson, smoothing his thick mop of halr
with a very gentle hand; *stop a mo-
ment. Was there ever a time when you
hadn't a frlend in the world ? Let us
talk about it and see. You know I'm not
a good scholar, so I can't make head or
iall of the queer things people believe fn
nowadays; it is quite enough for me to
stick to the old Bible trutbs I learnt
when I was a girl, such as, ‘* God 18 our
refuge and strength, a very present help
.n trouble.” *‘Like as a father pitieth his
chiidren, so the Lord piticth them that
fear him.” Why, those words have been
an untold comfort to t=e many a time,
when I've been cast down by trouble and
difficulties. And you, my littla laddle,
when you were so poor and miserable,
and thought nobody cared what became
Jf you, had this same loving Father, this
same kind Friend, close beside you, guid-
ing your footsteps along the dark and
dnagerous path you had to tread, and
bringing you into peace and safety at last.
Think {t over, 'Tim, and tell me was it
chance as sent my John to the hospita:
with little Dick's father ? or was it God
as put it into his heart to go, knowing he
would find you there ? Some folks would
say it just bappened so, but 1 believe God
sent him,” she added reverently.

“ And so do I,” cried Tim, ** and Sister
at the hospital thought so as well. She
talked to me a long time the night afore
{ came away, and I promised her I'd
never forget Jesus {8 my Master and my
Friend. I've got the three things they
sang about in the mission school that
Sunday afternoon,—a Friend, and a Bome,
and a rest,—and the best of it is theyre
not ‘above the bright blue sky,’ but down
here right in Sunderiand, where I needed
them most.”

“You will find plenty of work as well
as rest, once you get into haruess,” said
John Wilson, who, much as he loved his
old mother, did not care for what he
called “religious tal% " and was anxious
to turn the conversation.

“ All right,” was Tim’s brisk reply.
*“I'm 'shamed of being idle s0 long; see
how well I can walk without a stick.”
He took several turns up and dowa the
room, and, in answer to his earnest peti-
tion, was pronounced it to begin work
the tollowing day.

As Tim grew strong and well and re-
sumed his active habits, he became of
great use to Mrs. Wilson and her son.
Under John Wilson’s skilful management
the business rapidly increased, and {n two
years’ time was transferred to larger pre-
mises.

Tim’s ready wit, and pleasant, obliging
manner made him a great favourite with
the customers; and many were the six-
pences and threepenny bits bestowed up-
on him by the rough, kindly sallors who
frequented the place.

This money he wished to hand over to
Mrs. Wilson; but sne insisted he must
save it for future days, whcn a little
stock of cash might be useful to start him
fa life.

Thus the once ragged and penniless 1it-

John Wilson came for him, and actu- I
ally brought a cab, so, after 8 most affec- |
uvnate leave-taking of his hospital
friends, Tim drove away in state.

A very dingy-looking house and shop,
«w0s¢ to the docks, with the sign, * Wil-
~un's Dining Rooms,” over the door, was’
jim'g future abode.

But if the outside was dingy, the ip- .

tle Tim became the proud possessor of a
bank book. and a stead'ly increasing
capital fn the Post Office £ vings Bank.
Tim’s new life was not, however, all
sunshiue. There were gloomy days, as
well as bright ones; days wken Mrs. W!
son was Isld aside by rheumatism, and
John Wilson was cross z2nd snappish and
gifficult to pleise, and when Tim him-

Theso were, lwowever,
clouds. As tbo years rolled on, Tim be-
came more and more natisfied rrith his lot
in }ife. He never lost sipat of his ol
ambltion, some day o Lecame a «towsrl
on board ship, and for this purpose learnt
as much as possible from Joan Wilsan
sbout the neccessary dutics of such &
post. He also attended a night-school,
and studlied hard to perfect himself in
tho simple branches of education taught
there, untii he becamo what Mrs. Wilson
proudly termed * a wonderful schotar.”

In all these years no nows had reached
Tim of his first little fricnd, Johunic
Dodds; but the silver shliling with the
hole In 1t, bright with much polishing
was stiil his most treasured posacssion.
It no longer hung by a string round his
neck, but was attached to a steel watch-
chain, in the sight ot all beholdors.

Tim had fully entered upon manhood
when a great sorrow fell upon the littlo
houschold of which he was & member.
Old Mrs. Wiison, after a very brief i
ness, died, and her loss was bitterly felt
both by her own and her adopted son.

She died, as - had lived, {n full as-
surance of faith, ..ad tbe izst words she
spoke were a blessiug and a prayer for
her * two dear lads.”

A year after his mother's death John
Wilson married, and brought home his
wife, a cheery, helpful little body, who
treated Tim e¢xactly as a ULrother; but
Tim felt the time had now arrived for
him to make an independent start in Mfe.
John Wilson and his wife wero very re-
luctant to agree, but at last gave thelr
consent, for it was evident Tim was no
longer required in the business.

“ 1 gee the Argus Is due In Sunderiand
next week,” sald Tim one evening, as he
looked up fsom the paper containing ship-
ping news which he was intently study-
ing. *“I wonder it Mr. Dodds is stiil
chief officer 7"

* Captaln, most likely.” answered John
Wilson. * But, I say, Tim, what a queer
chap you are! 1 believe therg isn't a
steamer in the world you think as much
of as the Argus.”

*And haven't I good cause to think
well of her 7 asked Tim, rmiling. * Re-
member, it was aboard the Argus I first
met you, such a wretched, miserable littie
kid as 1 was then, and look at me now ™
standing up and stretching his tall, well-
developed figure to its full height.
* What do you say, John ? shall I try
next week if there's a vacancy ?”

John oniy laughed; but Tim was in
earnest,

And, straoge to say, Tim did obtain the
post of steward on board the Argus, with
Captain Dodds, once chiet officer, now for
many years master of the vessel,

And, stranger still, little Johnnje, iittle
no longer, but a tall stripling, invested
with the dignity of a second mate's certt-
flcate, was going his first voyage as an
officer under his father's comimand.

Tim was the once ragged and destitute
boy to whom he had given the preclous
shilling many, many years ago, and was
both surprised and touched to find the
coin had been so carefully treasured.

with fair prospects of success; and though
it proved in some respects both arduous
and toilsome, never regretted the chulce
he had made. Amongst the sailors he
was very popular, and in his own quaint,

drop & word in season.
get he was pledged to the service of a
greater Master and Captain than any
carthly one, and in the midst of many
temptations trled always to walk up-
rightly.

His sympatby for and desire to help

telf longed for the freedom from reatraint
of his old vagabond life. )
culr passing,

|
He could hardly believe it possible that |

Thus Tim entered upon his row life

bright way selzed every opportunity to
Tim did not for-

poor, destitute children grew stronger as|

or & apoal of threal fm apstates f ey
ia to ho cluged, A window to be openml. a
glass of wafer to be brnght. you datty
want numberless nonde<crited Hitle ser-
vices perfermedd for you And what ta
more convenient than to  summon the
nimble feet ar the quick little handa uof
the small Loy ur girl ts exante yaur
wish * And why should you nat acknow.
ledka the service done by a  hearty
“Thank you' ® Dealdea belug betler
tor you who recelve the favour, It will
mwake it so much easler for the little anes
to be polite.  You aro mortified when
the younger brother or siater appears
awkward or tll-bred.  What have sou
done to help them to refined mannera ?
Perhaps you have rebuked their hlunders
in tho presenee of company. am! imagine
that in s0 duing you have dincharged
your full duty It may he a faet that
they have only reflected your own un-
graclous eoxample.  The example of
ce-arseness and bluntness s cuntaglhous,
as well as that of politencas  Ther fore
it you wish the little folks tu be polite
you must tratn them by the furee of your
own superlor example rather than by
numerous exhortations and occasionatl re-
bukes,

Ono niore point. Do not zay “ Thanks.™*
it is cutting politeness too short. Uso
the fuller form, ° Thank yuun.” or, "1
thank you,” and whea clrcumetances
mako it proper, add " Sir ~ or ‘Madam,”
the latter often abbreviaied to ” Maam.”
Weo have often heard well-bred persons
say “‘Thanks;” but {t is not in itacit a
proof of good hreeding. Indeed, It 1s
ratler a mark that education In pulltencss
Is defective, and to porsuns of real refine
meont {t {3 offensive. To some this may
scem like & amall and unimportant dla-
tinction, but remember that character s
chiefly made up of small things, and also
thut when the propes habit is formed It Is
Just as ecasy to use correct forms, hoth of
speecch and conduct, as it s to uso the
incorrect.
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BOW TO INTEREST JUNIORS.

A wide-awake Junior laague superin-
tendent will find man, tlings at her com
mand which will belp Yrr to make {m
pressions tha* will last A foew stones
or sticks. o canidle and a cardboard.
all may be used to tllustrate Bible storlea
with good effect In ghing o lesaon §
always use an objert One of the fas
ourite lessonsg is the dis-!ples of Christ
In this twelve cardboard men are cut out
and painted to reprcsent the dinciples A
small pine block with grooves in which
to stand the men s placed on the table,
and the men are selerted according to
thielr names by the children, and placed
in the block This '- a delight to the
‘ children, and storles ronnected with the
lmen will always be remembered Ob-

jects may bLe used carelesasly and berome
i sn obstacle instead nf a he!p. ns desired
‘ant and good judgment must be used
We must always bear in mind that tte
gouls of thege deuar litt!e npes must he
| savéd and God bas given us the grrat
| task to begin

On, Britons!
DY 8. W. MICHENER,

Liberty's call to war,

Brave hearts have heard from far,
Q’cr ocean’s wave,

Loud let our anthem rlng,

Let every true heart sing,

Pralse to our heroes u.ing,
On ! Britons brave !

God of our country dear,
Thou, whom alone ve fear,
E’er Le our guide.
S4B ss the Queran we luve
Onward her ensigns mose,

he advanced in life, 2and every voyage a |
large proportion of his earnings was set
aside for that purpose. N
His happy, genial disposition won for
him many frlends, and Tim loved and
took pleas;ure in them :ll. But the great
supreme love of his heart and iife was .
given to the Lord Jesus Christ, that won-‘ INDIAN CHILDREN'S8 I0Z-S8LEDS,
derful Friend whose hand had led him,, Indian Jhildten cannut gu to the sture
step by step, out of poverty, wretched-, and buy their sluds, su they make them
ness, and crime, into joy, and peace, and | of blocks of fce.  They cut frum the river
rest. great slabs of ice, which they trim Into

Til pecce, 1lke thine abose,
Shall reign world wlde,
Pelee Island North,

The End. proper shape, roupding them up in frone,
rubbing them oft smoothly and making
holes for the rope in the most ingenfous

THANK YOU. y way. They procute a hollow reed and,

| putting a littlo water into ft, they Llow

It is so easy to say, if you make it a i tbrough it opon the fce.  The waier rizcs
habit; vften dificult if you do not. Any ; and falls as the child bluws or draws In
slight favour or courtesy, even the g *m-, bis breath and graduaily bures a hole
ingly smallest, may be appropriately ac- , through the alab.  But tue se-sied nouid
knowledged with a “ Thank you.” And, be cold end siippery.  So water is puured
why not say it to your younger brother , ypon it and a layer uf grass, rubbed fine,
or sister, to the ** small boy * sometinces | pressed duwn and fruzen into place, and
described as so * dreadful,” and to the,the aled is ready. And, tucking thesr
little sister who has served you. They , littie robes around t.em, away the ctil-
perform for the older ones hundreds of ydrea go, at a spevd ot would be harnit 1o
unacknowledged courtesies, A small, match by the sharp steel runnera of -ar

erraud is to be made, you want a thimble, (wa boys.and giris.—~Plan Book.
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