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THE§HOUSEHOLD KING.

No letter does he know in all
The lengthy alphabet;

The simplest word one ever heard
Remains a mystery yeb.

One single step he cannot take,
Nox can ke aven siand ;

He canno$ write, the dainsy mito,
Or use his daindy band.

His daily round of baby life
Is made of carious shings—
To laugh, and creep and play bo-peep
Untiring pleasure brings,
Unsil with unrelenting hand
The sand-man claims his eyes,
And then to sing this baby king
Asleep with lullabies,

WHAT THEY DID ABOUT IT.
BY B, P, ALLEN.

“SHE seemed to think everybody could
do something, Minna ; don's you know she
kept talkin’ and talkin’ 'bout the *lLitéle
ones,’ like she 'spected them $odo 2 heap ?”

“Yes, I know, Lily,” answered $ho eldest
sister disconsolately, “bus she didn's know
mother was sick and father out of work,
or she would have counted us ous.”

“She didn'd talk as if anybody was

counted out,” insisted Lily; and then the |

gigbers sab gazin%inﬁo the fire. They had
been to $he Forbes Street Sunday-school
as usual that Sunday afternoon, but in-
gtend of saying their verses and hymns, a
lady had talked to them a whole hour abou
Africa, and all $he little dark-skinned
children there who had never heard of
Jesus.

She had been living over there a long
dime, teaching them thas Jesus died for
them, and now her friends in this country
bad gent for her 0 come home and rest

awhile. Bué the way
sho rested was to go
abou$, up and down
tho land, trying to
porsuado Christians to
sond more teachors to
Africa.

“I toll you what
we'll do, Minna,” said
Lily, after o long si-
lonco: “wo'll ask tho
lady whot she thinks
we can do. Sha musb
know what other litilo
girls do who have sick
mothors and fathers
oub of work.”

So tho noxt day
Lily left Minna to
take caro ‘of mother,
and she tripped up o
tho manse to ask for
Miss Hanus, the mis-
sionary. “Shue will
sail day after $o-mor-
row for Africa, my
dear,” said tho preach-
er's wife; then, secing
how disappointed Lily
looked, she added, “ But what do you wanb
with her.

[_(:But somohow the man who owned the
house did not lke mice. They keopd him
awako, playing all nigh$ over his hoad,
“Wifo,” said he, “ we¢ mushé catoh thoes
mfco, somohow. A cat is of no use, for
they run down bo$weon she walls whero
no ca can follow them, and they won's go
into traps.

* Loavo it to mo,” aaid the woman.

“The next day sho opened $ho door $hat
led up into tho attic, and seb on the floor a
box with a door and a siring, and then
wenb oub.

That night in sheir play $ho mico saw
the open door. " We've nover seen that
room,” said ono. “Led's go down,” maid
another. ' Oh, what a dear litile houss,”
said one. “What'sin is?" “Le¥ego in
and see.” And all six whisked in a$ $he
little door. Snap! went the door.

“There, puss, kill every ons,” said #he
woman, 88 sho came In with a cad. She
opened the little door, bus forgos to shut
tho one leading to the atdic. Puss killed
four mice, but dwo escapad. Ib was zoo
lonely for them now, and they moved into
another house, where #heir cousins lived.

“It was ouriosiby did it,” they always
said when $hey told of she sad end of $heir
brothers.

HEAPING COALS.

¥ Lily told what her errand was,

1. Supposelyou write to her 2" said Mra.
Page ; and then she geve the little girl
Miss Hanna's address in Africa and sent
her back to write the letter. Bub the
preacher's wifa gab ahout answering Lily’s
auestion right away.

“ Thore came a small preacher to my
house to-doy, Mr. Page,” she said when
her husband came in, “and sot $hree doors
open for you and me."”

“Indeed!” said Mr Page. “What did
$he preacher look like 1"

“She wore a gingham apron and long
curls,” answered Mrs. Pago.

“ And what doors did she open ?”
3Then the lady $old him aboub Lily's
vigib.

“Yes, I seo,” said the preacher. You
mush geo thab pour, sick Mrs. Landor gels
some attention, and I muss help Jim to
ged some work, and wo muss starb a mis-
sion-band among the obildren right
away.”

I8 took the letter a long $ime to go to
Africa, and another long $ime for an
answer to geb back, and before the pleased
little girls got it oubt of the office the
mother was well, the father had a place
and Minna and Lily were working like
beavers in the mission-band.

WHAT CURIOSITY DID

Six mice lived in the aitic of & house,
and what a happy time they did have! All
night they raced and scampered over the
rafters, playing hide and seek ; and when
morning came they creph into their warm
beds between the outer and inner walls of
the house, and tovk a long nap. When
they were hungry they could slip down

“Mamma,” said Willie, “Harry has
sfolen my marbles, and the next time [
ses him won’h X give him a pounding ?

“ Willie, in the Bible we read ‘If thine
enemy huagsr, focd kim ; if he Shirsh, give |
him drink : for in doing so thou shal§ heap
coals of fire on his head.' "

“What is an enemy, mamms ? "

*“ A litdle boy who steals your marbles."

“And what is heaping coals on his
head "

“That is being as kind as possible to
him the very firat chance you get.”

“ I believe I'll do it, mamma.”

Noé many days after, Willie came run-
ning in $o his mother and exclaimed:
“(Geb me & penny out of my box ! Harry's .
mother gave him $wo pennies to buy a kite,
ond he's lost one, and he’s crying; and I
wan$ $o heap coals.”

His mother gave him the penny, and he
ran to Harry with it.

Then Harry and Willie were friends

agaln.,
Don't you think heaping coals was much
betker shan for Willie to pound Harry ?

ON STILTS.

Dip you ever see a boy walking on
stills? I think if any boy had legs as
long as the stilts he walks on, ho wonld be
glad to have them shorfer, like other
people’s legs. Bub here is a bird thap
could not Live any other way. His food is
down in the water. If his legs wers
shors, like those of a quail, or chicken, he
could not wade where the water is decp.
The Lord has made his legs juss right, so
that he may wade in the waser and find

and help themselves to sko chickors' food

his food,




