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THE USELESS KETTLE

Some one has thrown awsy this rusty

ir -
jas ¥
\. . T

their nests in, one little
eyes than the rest, spies out ti
Iying half out of sigt
weeds: and it t!
What & nice warn
kettie would be i

they come out of the
feathers on the's
them against the cold wi

my mate and we wiil buiid a

as quick as ever we can :
So the nest was bum
picture we Can see th
and the mother bird
thinking to herself, with

cosy and safe her little one
so quiet and sheltered a spot

A little Iad of thre

why he had opened the gate : fte
forbidden tc o so T’ d

little fresh aar

USELESS KETTLE

WHAT HARRY DECIDED.

“1 think you are real mean, anyhow ! "
said Harry, looking dissppointed and cross.
«You haven't much of & collection and I'd
give you something real nice for this”

I don't want ‘something real nice,
i: “ 1 want this.

This” was a queer-looking bird's nest;
Harry had never scen one like it before,
and Fred's uncle had toid him that the
birds which built such mests did not
ften put them where people could find
them

The scholars in his class were making col-

ions of interesting things—flowers, and
and mosses, anything they could
in the fields, or woods, or along the
river bank. On the lsst day of the term
they were all to be shown, and the one who
had made the best coilection was $o be given
a book full of coloured pictures of birds,
and bugs, and flowers. Harry wanted that
book : he had believed, until Fred Harper
found the queer bird’s nest, that he would
get it ; but he wasn't so sure now He
thougbt Fred was mean not t0 sell the
nest to him, because Fre. did nos care for
such things, and bad not half tried.

One afternoon, just at dusk, Harry was

n his way home He had lLeen to town
on an errand, and was taking s short cut
threuch the woods, and whistling for com-

1 1l at once he stopped. There,
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the one Fred had fonnd! He chuckled as
he picked it up and said aloud :-—

“There, Fred Harper! I've got a nest
like yours without any of your help. I
mean to— "

But he didn't tell what he meant to do;
he had found something that made him
iook sober. A bit of paper was tucked into
the nest with Fred Harper's name on it.
Then Harry guessed what had happened,
Fred must have dropped his nest out of
his pocket and this was it.

“go:i:on’t care!” said Harry; “T'm nod
to blame because he lost it ; it's mine now,
anyhow.”

Just then a thought came to him so
plain that Harry almost looked about him
to see if somebody had said it: “ What
shall is profit a man if he shall gain the
the whole world, and lose his own soul ?”

The Golden Text: Harry had hel
Nannie to learn the hard words in it ¢
very morning, and had tried to explain
their meaning. He kicked a twig out of
the path and looked cross. “]1 haven'd
found the whole world!” hesaid; T've
only found a bird’s nest, and it's mine, too0.
What I find belongs to me.”

“ Bat,” said a voice in his heart, “ what
ought Fred to do with your things if he
finds them ? You know he ought to bring
them back to you, don’t you? And you
know that to get things in sucha way is
just like stealing, don’t you? Are you go-
ing to be as mean as that?”

“ No:" said Harry, so loud that s bird
in & tree above him was startled. “I'm
not ! I'm going right straight over to Fred's
with this bird's nest; of course I am.”

He went, too.

TELL HIM THE TRUTH

The stories she read him were thrilling
encugh,

Of fairies and goblins wild,

And ‘he small boy opened his big blue
eyes

And wondered like any child.

And yat with a scornful toss of his head,

Ssid, “ They're only a-makin’ it up.”

She told him of cats with a baleful grin,
Of mice and rats that could talk,

Of Mr. Bull Frog and Dr. Fly,

Of tables and chairs that could walk.
But he, with a scornful toss of his head,
Said, “ You're only a-makin’ it tp.”

So she closed the beok of the fairy tales,

And told him where sponges grew ;

Of their watery home with the fishes
strange,

Way down in the ocean blue.

And he. with a thoughtful look on his face, §

Asked “ You aren't a-makin’ it up 7"

She promised she'd tell him only the truth

And talked of the land of snow,

Where the people must always wrap
furs,

Where nothing but mosses grow.

And he. with a sober look on his face,

Said. “ That's better $han makin’ it up.”




