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HELPING A
‘ Mamma,
helping a h
load of ecoals
merrily ~lu-‘1€wi a
happy-looking  boy,
cold, fro~¢v morning.
“The hill very
slippery, mamma, with
frost and snow, and I felt
sad to see the horse
struge’‘ng get up. I
remembered  that last
winter papa had
aghes put on the road, so
I got s in my wheel-
barrow and with my
spade spread them up
hill.
‘ The
‘ Gee up,
.in‘i hl,'
'HnIl ol
amima,
‘ Thank
man; you
]:HFS"

HORSE.
I've been
pull
up a hill,”
little
one

a

irse

was

to

nme

the
man then said,
my good horse!’
was soon at the
the hiill.  Then,

the man said,
you, my littie
have helped
pull

my 1o

1'-«1 so happy, mamma.”

" replied the kind parent, “ onz that |
ily pleasing to me, but also to your |

ather. Never forget to show
animals.”
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‘T didn’t want her,” the little girl an-
with a pout, “and so I just
| of her. Esther is no baby; she
aid to walk a mile by herseif.”
] could not have believed,” Mrs. Ross
n v»»m.fx]]\ “that my dw.ghter
] v do what was both rude

swered

: 5
1sn't

a stiff upper lip and tried
a matter of faet,
and would have

wh

and

at an

bad
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sted temper
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to Plunkett’s
girls for an

had gone
other
) but
ruffied by something that
and she had
ne, leaving the little consin
1« conwe "iﬁ"k :’.l"‘“".
nd von back,” said the
1 do not want to give
and in
the Mx:nm-n
n the ro with nurse and
in the direction of Plun-
w. Our bad-tempered little
r lip with vexation; & drive in
‘ eton would have been so nice.
‘Well, how went the picnic?” asked

some
Garland’s quick
had been

for

plav,

sable companion;”

tes Garland saw

n it

s0me |

this |
load of coals up the hill.” |
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* You have done a good action, my dear

got |

eonsin and her | v

Ross, who had been in the city all
and came out on the electric car just
for

was

Mr.
'iﬂ\’.
¥ tea.
fine!” criel Esther, her eyes
‘The meadow is the pret
I ever saw, uncle, and full of
violets and buttercups. I saw a soldier
blackbird, too, with red epaulets, and I
heard a field lark >ing. I gather«i these
| water-cresses myself. It was great fun,
though 1 was a good deal scared by a
| crawfish.”
“Did
girls ¥’

Yes,

in time

It
gparkling.
tiegt place

acquainted with the
¥4
indeed, Unele Ross; they called
me Essic right off, and were ag mice as
anything to me. Aunt Carrie was good
enough to send the phaeton for us, and
{ we all piled in together and had a lovely
| drive back in the twilight.”
{  “How about my Posy?’ asked Gar-
land’s father, turning to her with ques-
tioning eves. “Did she enjoy the pic-
| nie ¥’
‘No,” said Garland, crossly; “
{ stupid.”
“ How about the buttercups and vio-
lets "
“T didn’t see them.”
‘ Nor the red-shouldered blackbird ¥’
‘I didn’t care for it.”
Mr. Ross took out of his pocket a pretty
| little white-and-gold volume and laid it on
the table. “A little bird told me—not
| the soldier blackbird,” he said, “ that one
| of these two little girls had been badly
treated to-day, and had had her feelings
| hurt. I thought I would give her a little
{ present to make the hurt feelings well;
| but which of these little girls was the hurt
{one?”
Mr.

you get

it was

Ross looked from Garland to
| Esther. Garland’s face was dark and
| moody; Esther’s was bright and, fair.
“T am obliged to think, little daughter,
he =aid, “ that the book is yours.”

“() no, father!” Garland cried, half
vexed and half amused, partly ready to
cry, and vet verging on laughter. “ O no!
I was rude and unkind to Esther, and I
hape yon will giv - ner the book.”

‘But I didn’t mind a bit!” (-riql the
little gerly. “1 knew you
weuld soon be pleased again, Posy, and I

as having a happv time. T think it has
been the very happiest pienic!” she con-
clnded, with a sigh of contentment.

Out of the other pocket there came a
scecond tiny white-and-gold volume, and
two little girls had their names written
in them. I do not know whether thev
were volumes of song or story, but I know

| that for ever and ever they will remind

two cousing of the faet that the hurter is
always the one most hurt; that unkind-
ness iz a boomerang which wounds most
deeply the hand that throws it.
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He is our sun and shield by day,
| By nizht he near our tents will stay,
| He will be with us all the way.




