=== BOYS AND GIRLSie=

You’ll Reap What You Sow.

Be careful what you sow, my boy,
For seed that's sown will grow,
And what you scatter, day by day,
Will bring you joy or woe.
For sowing and growing,
Then reaping and mowing,

Are the surest things e’er known;
And the sighing and crying,
And sorrow undying,

Will never change seed that is sown.

Be watchful of your words, my boy,
Be careful of your acts,
For words can cut and deeds bring blood,
And wounds are stubborn faects.
Whether sleeping or weeping,
Or weary watch keeping,
The seed that is sown will still grow;
The rose bring new rcses,
The thorn tree discloses,
Its thorn as an index of woe.

Be careful of your friends, my boy,
Nor walk and mate with vice;
‘The toy is father to the mam’;
Then fly when sins entice!
The seed one is sowing,
Through time will be growing,
And each one must gather his own;
In joy or in sorrow,
To-day or to-morrow,
Xou'll reap what your right hand has sown.
—'Presbyterian Witness.’

The Little Light.

' A little boy was visiting at a lighthouse.
He had come with his mother that morning
in a row boat, and all day had been delight-
ed with the strange and mew things in the
home on the rocks.

‘But the night will be the most interest-
ing time of all,” he said to his mother.

‘When the darkness began to gather, %uis
uncle stood at the foot of the narrow, wind-
ing stairs, and said—

‘Come up with me.’

Freddy was surprised, for in uncle’s hand
there was no big, blazing light—just a cane
dle burning away with its tiny flame,

‘Why are you going imto the glass-room?
asked the little fellow.

‘I am going to show the ships out at sea
where the hanbor is,” answered the uncle.
. ‘No ship could see such a little light,’
said the disappointed boy. But by that time
they were in the glass-room, and a great
light was streaming across the sea. The
little candle had lighted the big lamp. You
cannot shine very far for Jesus, perhaps,
but keep your little light bright, and trust
Him to -make use of it.—'Temperance
Leader.”

We Can Do It.

If the evil one sows tares in our hearts.
We can pull out the seeds before they grow.
If we are alert and brave, we can prevent
his sowing them in us at all.
And by watching we can help to keep in
© the whole field of the husbandman good
: m‘heat alone. B

‘They’ll Find the Same,’

~ Martha Baker turned a flushed and trou-
mrwem'dmeopm hall door in re-

~ always glad to see you.
' Grandmaneammhet met pMd

,heloveduammevﬂhse.

o . are in a a perfect mess, and
Iamm&wﬁummjkmhﬂutlum'

:Mu«mdertheso(tmmdmm ‘was.

who has known me since I was a baby—all
the dear friends, not to speak of mother and
the girls; to sell our pretty little home when
we have only lived in it a year; to go so
far away to a strange city, where we don’t
know a soul— The tears stole down Mar-
tha’s face as she concluded, ‘Of course I
don’t say so to Jim, but sometimes I just
hate it!’

‘Martha,” asked Mrs, Dean, ‘did I ever tell
you the story of the old Quaker? When I
was married and we moved away from my
old home it was told to me. It has helped
me many times since.. You see,’ she con-
tinued, ‘this. good old man was one day
driving to a distant town, and as he was
going quietly alomng he met a man driving
a lange moving-waggon on which were plled
his household goods.

““Thee is mowving,
Quaker,

‘“We had to,” the man replied, sourly.
“We had to get out of the neighborhood.
Such contemptible meanness as we found in
that community seems almost incredible.”

' “Friend,” answered the old man, sadly,
“thee’ll find the same where thee is going.”

‘A little farther on he met another man
with a similar load, and addressed the
driver as before.

‘“Yes,” answered the man, “I'm sorry to
gay 0. We're leaving the best neighbors a
family ever had. We’'ll never find such
friends again.” }

‘ “Oh, yes,” answered the old Quaker, with
a smile, “thee’ll find the same wherever thee
is going.”’

The kindly old eycs which had looked
long and wisely on human nature and had
found it the same everywhere, now gazed
tenderly at Mantha.

friend?’ asked the

‘Thank you, grandma, answered the
young wife, quietly. ‘From now on I'll luck
only for good people wherever we may £o0.’

—Youth’s Companion.’

_ Priscilla’s Dilemma.

(Marie Deacon Hanson, in the ‘Girl's
Companion.’)

_‘Prisca, hurry and dress, and comze for a
drive,’

‘You come ind¢ors for a few minutes,
Nathalie,” Priscilla ansvered, smiling from
the open winl»v at her cousin, scated in
her dog cart. As the visitor joined her,
Priscilla adi»d: ‘Huidah is visiting Susie
Price in Watertown, amnd mamma says 1
may give a luncheon for the girls next
week.’

‘How delightful!” Nathalie exclaimad,
following her cousin into the library.’

‘Apartment dining-rooms are not built to
accommodate large partics, and I can only
ententain about eight of the girls,’ Priscilla
went on a trifle regretfully.

‘Bight is a comfortable number,” Nathalie
suggested. ‘Hurry and dress, dear. I want
to take you to seé the violets out Arlington
way; we can talk as we drive.’

‘I might have been dressed and have had -

the invitations wﬁ'uten, if I badn’t lazed the
morning away,” Priscilla co e
you wonder that mamma sometimes call me

Procrastinator. Popham? It is “the sin ﬂmt--

doth so easily beset” me.’ Priscilla opened
a desk and added: ‘You write so beautiful-
ly. Thalie; do write the invit'amon.s for me
while I go dress?’

Nathalie good-naturedly consented. Pris-
cilla handed her a sheet of paper on which
she had scribbled tife names and addresses
of the .girls to be invited, together with a

- rough sketch of th-e invitation, and disaa)-

peared
Prisdl}a was a

her sixteen and a half years, and when

_she presently appeared, she seemed a verit-

able fairy in the fluffiest of soft, white
d'rms. Her big blue eyes looked out smil-

: y from beneath the brecad-brimmed hat
:;«wthfbe embroidery and delicate pink roses
ﬂn‘aﬁt omwﬁ-eﬂl ber heaq of gayld. Na.bha;he-

| creature, spite ot‘

jesty’s permission, we will mail the invita«
tions at the corner, and then for a drive in
your majesty’s own domain!’

The week of the luncheon was a holiday
for the young ladies in Miss Carleton’s pri-
vate school. Prigcilla, having planned to
spend Montiay morning putting her room
in order, Iriscilla-like was easily tempted,
instead, to go in quest of violets, nor did
she return in time to decorate the place~
cards for her guests, as she had intended.
However, she comforted herself thinking
she would have plenty of time on Tuesday
and Wednesday, the luncheon being on
Thursday.

Nine o’clock Tuesday morning found
Phiscilla still in bed, sleepyhead that she
.was! Not even the bird singing joyously
on her window-sill had power to lure her
from her soft nest, and there she lay, haif
awake, half asleep, when her mother enter-
ed, holding an open Jetter in her hand.

‘It’s from your Aunt Kate,’' Mrs. Fopham
sald, raising the blinds. ‘She is coming in
on the nine o’clock train, and asks me to
meot her at Parker’'s to seleet a coat for
grandma. Hanmah is ironing, though she
is suffering dreadfully with toothache, and
I was just urging her to go to the dentist
when the letter came.’

‘Why did you let me sleep so long, mumy-
sie?” Priscilla cried, springing out of bed.
‘You hurry right off, dear. I'll wash the
dishes and tend to things while Hannah
zoes to the denlist.

‘I wish you would, Prisca,” Mrs. Popham
replied, with evident relief. ‘I'll lunch with
Aunt Katie down town, so don't wait for
me,’

Priscilla ran out in ‘her little bare feet,
and bade Hannah go at once to the doctor.
Then she took her bath, made a leisurely
semi-toilet, and sat down to her breakfast
and the newspaper. It was after eleven
o'clock when Priscilla finally arose and be-
gan to gather the dishes together. And, at
this moment, the front door bell rang.

‘It can’t be a caller so early,’ Priscilla
said, looking in dismay at the long, faded
blue kimono she had donned as good enough
in which to wash dishes and dust. ‘It must
be a peddler” A 'second peal sounded ag
she deliberated. The next moment, Priscibla
opened the door, then stepped back, gasping.
‘Three radiant wvigions in white confronted
her.

‘We came unfashionably ealy, Prisca. b
cause Huldah was so anxious to see you,
Nathalie said smilingly. ‘Susie and she
called for me on their way from the train.*

‘You dear!’ Huldah cried, taking the
shrinking Priscilla into her arms and smo-

thering her 'with kisses. ‘Never mind i€
you aren’t ready. We can talk while you
are dressing.’

‘But the luncheon isn’t to-dw, it's Thm
day,’ Prigeilla said miserably.

‘'m sure the invitation read 'Puesday.
Susie replied.

Priscilla ushered her guests into the lib-
fortunately tidy, and tm;:!ke himgth ; :
cold perspirafion at though
guests soon to arrive, and the wndumon olt
m‘elmusoe(ormm shemumured.
slipping down on her knees beside the
waste basket and searching feverishly for
a covebed slip of paper, “If only it were
Nathalie’s fault. But no! Here was the
slip, and in her own handwriting the day—
Tuesday. She had dashed off the copy hur.

' riedly at fhe last minute, and had written
Tuesday unthinkingly.

- *Never mind if a mistake has been made
Prisea. It isn’t the Iluncheon we carg
about, it's the visit wlth you Huldah gail
lovingly.

/ “Effie Carruthers always has things sq
elegant at her house, and this was going
to be the nicest luncheon I've ever given,
Priscilla groaned. ‘Oh, dear!’ A sob threat-
ened to develop into tears, till Priscilla sud-
denly remembered that something was dug
the guests already assembled. The next mo-
.ment she straightened and went on hrave-
Iy, spite of the tremble in her voice: “Girls,
I l.nvbted you to a luncheon, with hand.




