
THE BIOLT SIl)E.
Nonny hm. a hopeful way-

Bright andi hu!y ýNanny,
Whor, 1 cracked the cu p to.day.

She cried uut in her hope ful way,
lets only cnckd-don't fret I pry."
Sunny. cheory Nanny 1

Nanny bai a hopoful way.
So good and itweet and canny.

When 1 broko the cup to-day,
She inl.wored] in hor hopofui way,

'Wall, 'twau crac.kcd, I'il glaci tea ay."
Kindly, inerry Nanny:

i ny ha a hopoful way-
sQuite right. littie Nanny.

Cups will crack and break alway,
Fretting docsn't înend or pay.

Do tho best you cmi', I say,,
Buay, loving Nanny.

JlirrEil

BITTER TEARS.
The troubles of life begin early. almost

eooner than tho pleasures. The littie mnu
ii our eut accrue quite overwheinxed with
one. lie is on hie way home froin school
anid i8 taking his fatber's dinnor te the
h&ay field where ho bas been working nd
la now looking out for his son. Probaly
lie ie crying because eouething wont wrong
lit school and hie father may bo displeased
witli hlm. IL seeme a pity te bo unhappy
on sncb a lovcly day. The sur le shilling
brigrhtly and the secet scent of the fresb
iuown hay îusL bc delicions. -No donbt,
wben the fathor cornes upon thù scolie the
Lests will ho dried and ail wiil ho bright
and happy again; anyhow, we wili ail
hope so.

No man ever lest snything by attend-
iug te his own hnsiness, and fow folks
have ever muade much by m2ddiing with
other peopbe'. business.

110W WILL FOVNI) THE TI7RKEY'
1N EST.

lu spite of the cold wind that cam
blowing in fromn tho enow.covorcd West
cra plains, %ViIl and Joqepha wantod to g<
down and play at bMr. Bfr.ir'n with AI anc
Roqa in tho carpentor's shop bohind hii
houso. Aýnd no wonder, for of ail play
placom thiît ladJs and lassies con find,
carpentor's ehop, wlf.h its doma wooder
blocks, it6 swoot-stnoiling sawdnst and iti
long curled shavinga, is the r.;*.dat

On te way down hir. Wind had the
impudence to jerk Josrpha's little blacki
fait bat from off ber hocad and run off with
iL.. WVill spied it undor the stops of an old
stono cottage that nobody lived in, aud ran
his arm undor to pull it out, whon Io and
bohold, from the othor aide out rashed
au old turkoy.cock, cackling and fussing
"almost 8aying bad worI1a," as Jo esid.

TEIMS

IYou .uld gooso!" cried Will, ijf yon
had just stayed quietly lu your dark hole
1 wouid nover have known you were
there."

WVill pokod bis head under Lhe steops and
found eight cggs. "lOh, ho, Lirs. Turke I
he said, Il<you are in too big a hurry te
sot up housekeeping; don't, you know that
your eggs wili freeze out here if yon don't
look out?"

"Gobble! gobblo! gobblo!" said hire.
Turkey, which meant, Il'I wish you would
mind your own business."

"Whoso eggs are they, WVill ?" asked
the littie sister.

'Whose ? Why, mine," answered Will,
quiclcly: I found 'em, and they are under
nobody's steps."

But th3 turkoy is somebodys,» said
Josepba.

IlWell, goosie, I ain't going to teuch Lh.
trarkey," snapped Will; "lYen go on tolIMr.
Blair's, and l'Il go bock~ for a baskret,

3Wo'll bave turkey cizzi for suppor, and
surprio ixamna" But when WiII Mot

Shome big aistor Janet pounced on him:
Ilaina has gono out, BIliy boy," eho

.> aid, "and elhe left me word ta mako
1you get your Srinday-achool leuson for to.
5 morrow bofore you go out"

WVill st down rather crosaiy to atudy
h& bis aon; and what do you think the
Golden Tort was? Why, that long one
in Philipplans &bout "whataever thinge
arc truc, whatsoever things are hosot,
what8oevor things are juat, and the resI
of the whatoeors. It was a long verso,
and Will had Lime to think over it a good
doal bofore ho couid say it prfectly. The
upshot of it was that Will and Jo didn't
have turkey egge for supper, and the only
person surprised was IMr. Cllousher, who
livod next door to the atone cottage, when
Will told him where bis turkey had made
hier neat.

RIND WORDS.
A very touching incident came te mny

knowiedge a fow days ago, and to show
the power a good man or wommn maay
have over those withi whiom thoy corne in
contact, aven with the little children, I wif I
relate it hero:

An old minister, over eighty y'oars of
age, who had spent fifty yearo, et his lifé
in a parish, met a little boy on the streot
who had naver seen hlm bofore.

IIGood-mor2ling, my littIe child," ho said,
lewhat is yonr nomne?"I

As hie spoke ho laid hilt hand upon the
littIe folow'o hoad. The boy toid bis nane,
and the gentleman said:

IlO, 1Iam so glad te se. yo! i 1hoped
ta meet you; I have beon Iooking for you.
i know your dear mother, who is now in
heaven."I

The child ranl home, and, entoring the.
room, almost breathlessly exclaimed:

«'O auntie, dear, I met an angel from,
heaven, and he knows my dear mamma up
there, and ho stopped me on the street ta
tell me 1"1

The ion g silvery hair of the aged mes-
songer of Ood, and the samntly face, with
thoee kindly spoken words, made this
beautiful impression upon the mmnd of the
ruotherless child.

ICITTY AND POLLY.

BY DELL& H&]RT STONI.

When Ritty had driven «'pug" from; lhe
chairs,

And draped the curtains with dainty airs,
Her work elhe admired, but said, ohe vas

tired
0f having so many household car«s

Polly had washed the dishes ail,
]Rad dusted the furniture, cleaned lhe hall,
And baked the bread. She wua glad, sh.

said,
She could, gdo a littie, aithougi as wau

sali.


