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Mrs. Griswold was amused at the fine distinction between the
joy of doing right and the pleasure of doing one's own will ; but she
simply said : “Yes, my boy, [ fecl sure you would be happier, and
that isn't all, you remember the fourteenth chapter about the recom-

cnse.”
P After a few more words upon the subject Fred declared, “Well,
1think I'llhave the gospel feast, mamma ;themore I think ofit the more
Igoinforit ! With the gaining of this pointit was decided to
leave the arrangement of particulars till the next day.

On Monday plans were laid with genuine enthusiasm, and be-
fore Friday came, fourtecen small boys and girls from needy homes
were invited to Fred Griswold’s birthday party. The day which
commenced our little friend's ninth yecar dawned clear and cold;
and at four o'clock two big sleighs, provided by grandpa, brought
the cager little guests. The library was cleared for games, and a
merry time the children had for an hour and a half, when the
dining-room doors were thrown open, displaying to astonished eyes
a table laden with such tempting fare as most of them had never
scen. How the goodies melted away as by magic can be better
imagined than described. After supper all gathercd about the
piano, while Mrs. Griswold led them in one or two hymas,
cach guest received a tiny bouquet and a beautiful illustrated card
as souvenirs of the day , the slcighs drove up to the door, and four-
teen happy hearts were whirled away.

Fred’s birthday party was over! And no onc who saw his
beaming face had nced to ask if he were satisfied and happy.

An hour or two later, when Mrs. Griswold had tucked her own
little flocks into their beds and was turning away, Fred whispered :
“Mamma, I wasn’t only happier; it was really agreat deal more
fun. If you'll let me, I’ll always have a gospel feast for my birth-
day party.”

“The mother's arms clasped her boy as she answered, “Indeed
you shall, Freddie dear ; and may you more and more lcarn the joy
of doing good I"—N. Y. Qbsercer.

MAGGIE DARNLEY'S EXPERIMENTS.

BY JANE EGGLESTON ZIMMERMAN.

“ There!” said little Margaret Darnley in despair, as she stood
broom in hand at the north door. The dust, and bits of paper, and
string, and clippings of cloth which she had been collecting from all
over the room with her broom, kept drifting back persistently when
she tried to sweep them out at the door.  And worsc than all were
the featiiers from the pillow of Myra's doll, which were scattered in
every dircction.  Myra did sew dreadfully, and a pillow was the
last thing she cver ought to have made. And cverybody knows
what hard things to swcep up fecathers are. Margaret leaned
against the wall, tired out.

“\Why don’t you try the other door, Maggic 2" asked her brother
Jack, who sat by the windew.

“That is just the qucer part of it,” said Margaret. “I tried the
other door first, and it is just as bad there. The wind cas’¢ blow in
exactly ogpositc directions at once, can it ?”

“ Maybe it shifted while you were sweeping the dirt across the
room,” said Jack.

«Well, that wen/d be funny,” said Margaret; “but T'll try it
again. It will be sort of nixperiment, I guess.”

“A sort of what 2" asked Jack.

“A nixperiment,” said Margaret.  “I listened to your flosophy-
teacher the other day, and Mr. Baird said that everything in science
had to be—somcthing by nixperiments.”

«Verified by experiments,” said Jack, laughing  “Yes, that’s <o,
and now we'll see if there's any philosophy in this dirt.”

So Margaret swept the dirt carefully across the room again.
while Jack looked on.

«“ There!” exclaimed Margaret, ‘look at that!”

Jack did look, and had to confess that it was too much for his
philosophy. “Stop,” said he, “I'll see which way the wind is really
blowing.” Margaret shut the door and sat down to wait. The
poor little arms were quite tired by this time, for Margarct was only
ten years old, and was but just learning to sweep.

« It's the stillest day we've had this scason,” cried Jack, bursting
in. “The weather-cock turns tail to the south, so whatever wind
there is comes from the north. Lct's try the south door again.”

To the surprise of both Jack and Margaret the dirt which had
been so perverse and contrary went out this time without making
much trouble.

“That’s it--the wind shifted, don't you see, Maggic?” said

Jack, with a wise look. “That’s the way with science.  Science be-
lieves nothing till it has thoroughly proved it. That’s what exper-
iments are for, and that’s the beauty of scicnce.”

“Open the draft, Jack, and put in some more woud. What
makes this room so cold ?” called their father from a small adjoin-
ing room, which he used as a study. “\Vhat's that you werce saying
about science ?” he added, with a quizzical look on his face.

Jack with a very grave and scientific look explained their ex-
periment in natural philosophy.

“Ah?” said his father, “the wind shifted, did it?
times?"

“Why, four times, father,” said Margaret. *Just as quick as
lightning—almost,” she added, secing her father raise his cycbrows.
I swept the dust from onc door to the other just as quick as I
could, but by the time I got there the wind got there tou, and blew
the dirt back cvery time.”

“ Suppose we try the experiment again,” said Mr. Darnley.

* Oh, P've swept all the dirt out now,” said Margaret,” for after
we had tried and tried it finally went out quictly.”

“Well, herc arc a few feathers which gave you the slip, little
Pearlie,” said her father. “We can try the experiment with them.
Put in some more wood and make the room pretty hot.

“ What for, father ?” asked Jack, who was not very fond of car-
rying wood.

“ Tt is necessary to our experiment,” said his father.

Jack put in the wood. This was mystcrious and intcresting.

“ Now,Maggic,” said her father,when the room was uncomfortably
warm, “get your broom and sweep out these {eatherss.”

“ Which door, father?” asked Margaret.

« It makes no difference,” said her father ; “either door will do.”

“ Better let me look at the wcather-vane again,” said Jack.

« It is not necessary,” said his father, smiling.

Margaret tried again, but the feathers all blew back, some cn-
tirely across the room.

“There they are, Maggic, close to the south door,” said Mr.
Darnley. “I'll shut this door, and you may sweep them out at that
one.”

But Margaret had no better success than before.

“ Isn’t it curious ?” said Jack. “Thecre must be witches standing
in the door, blowing the feathers back.”

“ That is what ignorant and superstitious people would have said
years ago, Jack,” said his father, “but scicnce shall teach us better
than that”

“Now,” continued Mr. Darnley, “let us make two piles of the
feathers—one ncar the south and one necar the north door.  Jack,
get another broom for this pile. Now. both sweep in opposite
directions at the same time.  That will show us whetherit is caused
by the shifting of the wind.”

Jack and Maggic tried faithfully, but the feathers went every
way out of the doors, some of them even rising towards the cciling.

“1t's the cold day,” said Jack ; “thcy don't like to go out

“ Father, what is the rcason, pleasc ?” asked Margarct carnestly.

“ Hot air always rises,” replied Mr. Danley.

“ Why ?” asked Margaret.

“ Because,” answered her father, “hot air is lighter than cold.
When it rises, of course cold air rushes in to fill its place. When
you open the door currents of cold air rush in at the bottom, while
the hot air is cscaping at the top. Open the door, Jack, and trv to
drive out a feather above your head, while Maggic trics onc at the
floor.”

The children did so, and found that while the feather at the
bottom blew in the oncat the top floated out.

. “ But father,” said Maggic, “we did sweep the dirt out at last.
\Why was that ?"

“ Because you had let the room grow cold while you were trying
your cxperiments,” said her father, “and as the temperature became
morc like that outside, the currents were less strong. That is the
way your ‘wind shifted.’”

Jack looked foolish.

* Science is a fine thing, my son,” continued his father, “and
great beauty and interest, as well as importance, attach to its dis-
coveries.  But the life and soul of science licin its exactness and
thoroughness. A scientific experiment, to be worth anything, must
be thorough.  You tricd an experiment half-way, and then jumped
to a conclusion,’

“Mother,” scid Margaret, “how do you sweep the dirt out 2

* T take it up on the dust-pan, Maggic dear,” said her mother,
smiling.

Jack and Maggic had hoili learncd something that mornmg,
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