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thought that #7 it had not been for this{less of the possible weight residing in{ you have another lesson to learn—be| worse grew the storm, till at last abuge|  « Whistle® said mamma. Robbie

The Family.

MY CHOICE,

" LiF v up your heads,
Yy ¢ everlasiipg gates,” the Puilmist sang,
# 50 shall the King of Glogy enter in."
fivee thete wha doubts that when the stanry

Tated
Lt I.;p thelr heads like minster porches vast
A teaniv Leture 4 marvelling natlon's o?'n,
And show beyond, the uniserse of Godw
Lives there who doulis that, entering there,
man’s mind
Must see before [t far an entenng God
Flahing from star tostar?  Lives thete who
Jduubls
That thoss new heavens, beyand all hope dus-

femt

Must sound their Maker's prajse? Religion's
self

That day shall wear an ampler crown, all

Traths
Now constellated in the Church's Creed
Yei dim thisday because man's mind s dim,
Perforce dilating 15 man's mind didates
O er up must hang, a new lhcologr,
Qur uwn, yei nobler, even as midnight heavens
Thto&;;%h crystal cther henned more sharply
shine
Than when mist veiled thestars | Let others
doutt—
My choice is made
— Aubrey de Vere,
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TWO BROTFHERS.

TuEeRE was a family likeness between
them, though no one was everhead o
say they had a single feature in com
mon.  Sull, there zeas that family hke
ness; they wete short and stout (in
companson with the rest of their fel-
lows), ong of them being considerably
stouter than the other. They were
hardly twins, though they were born
very much at the same time. Their
names wili be‘familiar to you all.  We
aretold by the immortal Bard of Avon
that there s next to nothing I & name,
but there 1s 2 great deal in the names
of our little friends—so much, indeed,
that they someuimes alter for good or
evi! the whole complexton of & human
lite, The wife, waiung to hear from
her husband, who has gone before her
to some far-off land, there to make a
new home for her and the children,
says, * Ob, to-morrow wiil be a joyful
day #f 1t bning me that long-expected
letter | 7 And presently she adds, *1
know 1t is not nght to give way to feel-
tngs of despondency, éw/ how can
help it, with my dear one so far away,
and silent so long 2"

1 do not mean to charge our * bro-
thers " with being busybodies ; and yet
it must be admitted that they are con.
tinually mixing themsclves up with
other people’s business, and inteifering
in a way that is much to be deplored.
Louk at this poor collier’s wife going
into that grocer’s shop with & basket on
her arm.  Look at her wasted form
and palid face. Mark the look of
anxious caré that clouds her eyes. You
would say that the hardest heart would
feel for her, and none would do her
injury ; and yet our “brothers” are
going to wound her ' Jf” she says,
speaking to the master of the shop, “1f
you will trust me one more week, Jim
will be sure to get work, somewhere,
and then I will pay”  And the master
antwers, ** I trusted you last week and
the week before, fut I cannot go on
doing it. You must manage some
other way.”

Sometimes our friends are muischief.
makers, pure and simple, and part lov-
ing hearts, never to be re-united here,
Mark that couple yonder under the
trees. They are evidently speaking In
anger—Ilet us listen.

He “Then I tell you plamly that
tfyou will not do as 1 wish, we must
part.”

She -  Please yourselfll Once I
promised to be your wife, éut now |
withdraw that promise. Good-byet”
EShame on you, my brothers. 1] Pray

o not take a distike to our brothers,
If they appear to be spiteful, it is in
appearance only, for in reality they are
the most peaceful creatures on carth,
Yet for all this, many a man suffers
continual calamity through the persist-
ent intetference of one or other of
them, 'The fact is they cannot very
well help themselves. Look at that
man walking down the street in front of
you—the one with the stoop in his
shoulders and a general tired look
about his face. He began hfe witi
every appearance of tuccess, and every.
cne theught hisbarque was bound upon
a prosperous voyage. Friends grew
and muldphed, business increased by
rapid stndes ; dus, just at the time when
it needed all the energy of which the
man was capable, he began to take
things easily, and to let matters go pretty
much their own way. Then, of course,
things got more or less tied up intoa
kind ot moral knot, which took u lotof
untying (as such knots always do), and
he never quite regained s old position
of prospenty.  So now,in his dechning
years, he 15 still obliged to keep his
shoulder to the wheel , and every day,
as the wotk becomes more burdentorne,
he suys to hamself, “ Aht f 1 had éut
stuck to business a little closer, then—
if 1 had dut put away from me for a few
years idleness and folly, what a happy
and peaceful old age I might have
had ¥

But do not for & moment suppose
that these little creatures, whose story
1 am trying to tell, are always in some
sort of mischief. They often bring
consolation to wounded hearts.  When
Jones Junior laid himself out for that
scholarship at the grammar.school, and
was beaten only by the senior boy of
the school, he found great consolation
in saylng, Jf Brown hadn't been here
1 should have won the st_:holarshlﬁ.'”
So, t00, he who makes a failure of hls
fife may find & gruesome solace in the

circumstance or that, he had not found
the word  aflure” written across his
life,

Then, again, our brothers play an
important part m those ready-made
excuses under cover of which we evade
our duties or palhate our faults. * How
much money I should give away,” says
the mggard, * i/ | were only as rich as
Robinson.” 'Yhe thicf says, * I should
have been an honest man i/ I had been
in the same circumstances as my neighe
bout neat door.”  And the man who is
undergong a term of penal servitude
for fexgery exeuses hmself with the
thought that he never could have come
to so bad an cnd ¢f it had not been for
the friend who tempted him into sin.

Even poor hittle Jerenuah Jinks, the
poet, takes comfort in the thought that
#f he had been placed 1n the same cir-
cumstances as Tennyson, he would
have been as great, if not greater, than
‘Tennyson himseld | )

Nay, what would become of us all i
we could not find some palliating reason
for our numerous slips and failings |
How could we pass through life 3 &
were not for the qualifying property of
our “ifs” and “buts?”

Somectimes, T regret to say, our httle
,brothers arc made to play a very base
rand ignominious part  Nonc of us are
exempt from the storms of life,and none
of us can be certain of the moment
when the storm may break over our
heads, And whencver the storm does
come, we fly at once for succour 1o our
nearest and dearest fricnd, beheving
{and it is a beautiful belief) that friend-
ship can still almost every storm an
soothe almost cvery sorrow  That was
the case with little Jinks. He made
the mistake, common 10 pocts, of falling
in love, and the falling in love was but
the prelude to the falling into difficul.
ties. When the storm burst on hum he
hutried at once to his bosom friend,
Binky, for the loan of a five-pound note.
But Binks replied, ¥ Awfully sorry, my
deat fellow—would do it gladly +f I
could, u/ the fact is I am at presentin
dréadfully low water—can hardly keep
my own head ap, I assure you—and,
therefore,” etc., etc. Then sorrow-laden
Jinks, with the image of the broker's

1] man sitting upan him like a nightmare,

tries another friend, and that * friend”
ives him the same reply in almost
identical words. o

{1 beheve that people of this kind
keep a stereotyped answer for all such
applications, and as it is issued by the
same printing-office (the great firm of
Seif & Co), the words are practica, y
identical. Otherwise, how can you ac-
count for the similarity of expressions,
such as, * Awfully sorry,” * Would do
it gladly,” " Low water myself,” etc.]
And then Jinks, with his beart nearly
breaking in his sorrowful but unmanly
futle bosom, makes application as a
dernier resort to a man of whom he
knows very little, and who has never
regarded as a " friend.” And this man
says to himself, * J/1 do this 1 shall
have to do without a new ulster this
winter, and the old one is nearly worn
out. JBufnever mindt It is of more
consequence for him to have a roof to
fus head than for me to have a coat to
my back 1”  Then, aloud, he says, " It
would have been better ¢f you had
come to me sooner, and not have let
matters drift into so much troubled
water , Jut better late than never1”

And little Jinks goes home with a
lightet heart than he has had for many
a day, and he writes a sonnet in praise
of his fnend, which sonnet I would ap-
pend here for your petusal if I thought
you would tike to read it, duf . . "
—7. T. Burton Wollaston,in the Quiver,

TAKING THE CONSEQUENCES.

O FATHER, the coons are overrun.
ning the corn-fields, and the boys are
going to hunt them to-night! Can't we
go too?” asked Bert Marsh eagerly, as
he rushed into the room followed by his
brother Fred,
“1thinknot. The boys are a harum-
scarum set, and too many of you off
together with jguns at night is danger.
ous business.
» But why can't we go alone then #”
persisted Bert,
“ Because you might
trouble.” .
“Why, we aren't babies!” Fred in.
dignantly put in. ' Weate old enough
to take care of ounelver, and big
::lnough to take the consequences if we
on't”
Their father smiled as he answered:
“ Neither ate you quite yet men, having
judgment, prudence and experience,
Night hunting requires all that”

* Byt how are we going to get it if
we don’t practic.?” Bert grumbled.
 Age will bnng some of it, and the
rest you can gain under proper gui-
dance. No, boys, waittill Jack comes
homie, and then you may go *cooning '
to your licatts’ content.” .

“Tyl} Jack comes 7 exclaimed Fred
in disgust, as their father left the o0 m,
“The coons will all be gone by that
ume, I can't sec why we cannever do
anything by ourselves.” .

* If we had only been once, then it
would all be over.  He could not say
we had no expenence, and 1 am sure
no hatm could come, for we can use
judgment, Pshaw, Fred, T've hall a
mind to go, if you will take the conse
quences,” said Bert. )

'This was a favoutite expression of the
Manh boyy, madeatali times xnd with.
out the closest consideration, and, as
no very severe ones had followed under
former declarations, they thought still

get  into

the words. They had worked them-
scives [nto a fever of cxcitement since
the advent of the coons, and this pro-
position seemed too fascinating to e
sist,

 Father might scold, but 1 belleve,
if we should bring back a coon, he
would own right up that he was wrong
in his reasons, and in his opinions of
us, and that would end It Bert ron-
tinued,

“ Of course he would,” Fred eoper-
ly assented to the statement he knew
held some truth,

#\Ve could take Bose.  Jack always
took the dog, and it would be a jolly
surpnise to fay a fat coon at the dour
for father,” Bert answered.

So they argued, and Iate that night
the two boys stole out in the darkness,
with Bose smifing c!oseiz; at their hecls.

“Let's go up on the hill 1o Bandy's
stump-ot next his comnfield and wau
for the moen,” Bett suggested.,

So they turned to the hillside where
they kindled a fire for company and
waited, Bese almost immedinely left
them, and waiting soon began to gruw
tiresome, Suddenly a deep baying was
heard,

“That's Dose,
one, Let's go.”

And 1n a fow minutes the boys stood
among the corastatks listening eagerly,
while the moon struggled with the
clouds to give a lintle light to them.

The baying came nearer. Then

He has stitred up

tows away, panting as it ran, with Bose
in close pursvit. They hurried after,

diand, asa dark object rushed by them

straight toward a break in the stump
(ence, Bert ruthed out ahead of Fred.
“ Here, Bosel Fire, Fred 1

And the two guns were hurriedly dis-
charged. ‘They saw the ammal fall in
a comer of the stump fence, Bose
pouncing upon tie indistinct heap, and
they made a dash for it.

“ Hooray ! Qur very first coont”
cried Bert, * It can't be said nowthat
we don’t know lo hunt coons. Stop
fussing over it, Bose 1"

He called off the dog which was shak-
ing 1he prey.

“ B cateful, Fred ; coons play ‘pos-
sum sometimes,” Dert warned, as Fred
gave it a slight kick,

# Oh, my, Bert Matsh 1 1f we haven't
gone and done it1” gasped Fred, sud.
denly.

" E)one what %

“ Why, see | It'sw—it's a—sheep /"

i A sheep !”

T'he two boys looked each other full
in the face 2s the moon peeped out and
showed them a big ewe stretched out
before them. *
“1iVhat is to be done? Mr. Bandy
must have turped his sheep into the
stump lot to-day,” Bertadded hérvualy.

» 1 should have thoughtit:-woul have
msde a noise when Boséswasafieg. it,”
Fred feebly replied. v il A <1 |

¢ Sheep always keepjust/so stitl with
a dog after them,” retutned-Bert- <-Sde
here, Fred, where's Bose?" he sud
denly asked, missing the dog.

As if to answer for humself, there
came to their ears almost instantly a
deep baying, over among the stumps.
Ve must get that dog int” cried
the two half-franbc boys; and they
dropped their guns and went dashing
offin the direction of the sound.  They
whistled and shouted, but it was some
little time before they found the fright-
ened flock huddled up in a far comner,
and noet until they bad found two which
had been cruelly torn by the excited
dog, which they took 1n charge.

+ Well, between us and Bose we have
done a pretty night's work 1" Bert ex.
claimed, as they got the dog undert con.

trol.

“\What will father say ? There won't
be much laugh about it, that's certain,”
ventured Fred, )

4 T should say not. We might have
known, too, that no coon would come
panting aiang through the corn as that
old sheep did."

+ It we only had known "—

“ Enough to know,” interrupted Bert,
sharply. *“Yes, that 1s Just it; we
dida"t know one thing, but we know too
much. And we may as well go home
and make a clean breast of it==0wn up
we couldn't tell a coon from a sheep,
and take the consequences,’

“ Well, we didn’t do right, and I feel
awfully down in the mouth about it,"
Fred seplicd dejectedly.

* Well, come on, 1 ied into it, and
I'il lead out. We won't sneak about
any of it, We'll take what comes ”

The boys turned and tramped silently
back honie with heants feehing far from
light. They locked up the dog and
crept to their rooms—as Bert asserted
there was no use of “spoiling father's
sleep, too,” that mght.  But there was
little sleep for them, and morning fuund
two very downcast and penitent boys
standing before Mr. Marsh, telling the
whole story without reservation.

As Bert finished, Fred eagerly put
in, “We know all about how wrong the
disobedience was, and we want you to
know that we are tight up and down
sorry for 1t and hope yuu'll forgive us”

“Yes,” Bert hastened to add, “and
we've lcatned a lesson, too, besides——
that we did not know as much as we
thought we did. But we arcrcadyand
willing to take all conscquences, for we
deserve the punishment.”

Mr. Marsh beard it in silence; then
he answered @ ©L believe you are sin
cere in your repentance, and I shallex

ct you to work and pay Mr. Bandy

is price for the sheep,  Yes,” he con-
tinued, after a grave pause, “yes, the

conzequences will be punishment ; but

somcthing scrambled along but a few |

sure, repentance and even restitution
do not constitute all the consequens
res,'

He got up, took down the gun, and
went out slowly,

" What does he mean 2" asked Fred,
curtously,

Bert did not answer, but Hstened un.
casily.  In a short time there came a
sharp report, a short howl, and silence,

“ Bose | ” both boys exclaimed, look-
ing at each other in remoise,

QO father | T neved thought of Bose
having 1o bea killed for what was done
Iast night ” Bert cried out, as Mr, Matsh
returncd,

“ Yes,” said he, saberly, “it had tobe
done, and [ preferred being sure it was
done with dispatch, 3o that the poor
fellow might by no carelessness be made
to suffer long.  And this, my boys,"”
turning to them, **is the oiher lcsson——
1n all our wrong-doing others than our.
selves are involved to their hurt in some
measure, i this casc it was only poor
Bose who was to suffer most ; but you
will see from this that there are conse-
quences of misdceds which may far ex-
ceed your expectations.”=Congrepa-
fionalist,

“SAyY not I have a soul, [ am a soul,”
And have a body builaed for my need,
That I, a soul, may in this great wold school
Study the Master's works — My earthly house
Has wondtous windows ; mimic galleries lead
Liivinest sounds 1o mie—~deep fessons spelled
By loving lips, and vast world.-melodies,
am » soul, 3¢t in o sphete compact
Of transient elements,
Of these, a hitle handful serves for home,
For mediam of touch "fwixt me and easth,
The while [stay—gives fire and food and rest,
Shall the base stoff sirike into me a staln,
Leave pungent eanthly odor 7 Soul of all,
Attract me, lest the body should
Transcend & dwelling’s use.

5.8, Timu,

OUR LITTLE GRIEFS,

T train stopped s‘udden!y between
twostations.  Several of the passengers
rushed out of the car excitediy, and
came back with the tidings that there
was an obstruction on the track that
would cause the delay of an hour.

The countenances of most of the pas-
sengers instantly fell into the depths of
gloom and despair.

“’This is simply intolerable 1" mut.
tered one middle-aged man to his com-
panion, “I shall not reach the ay
before the market tloscs. It will cost
me two or three thousand dollars.”

A physician dropped his newspaper
and paced impatiently up and down the
car. " An hour late with all my pa-
tients 1™ he exclaimed,

“Are any of them in immediate
danger?”

“No. But an hour late !
bearsble I”

Y. A:young girl looked at her compan-
jons with the tears in her eyee. “1am
going into town for the tnimmings for
piy.tress.  Now it will not be done in
timé. I shall have to wearmy old blue
to the party.”

A shott, pompous old man tatked
toudly and incessantly, scolding con-
ductors and brakemen, as if they were
personally responuble for the delay.

“1 am to lecture this afternoon before
the lyceum,” he exclaimed in bot indig-
pation, *“The audience will have to
wait twenty minutes 1"

It ix un-

FAITHFUL IN LITTLE THINGS.

“ TH1s,” sard Deacon Hays, *is pro-
bably the last ship I shall ever buld,
and I intend to have her as perfect as
possible.”

So he selected a beautiful model,
and, knowing that the owner wanted
something vety superior, he spared no
time not muney in procuring the best
timber to be had and the best work-
men to be found ; and then he watched
over every stick as it was hewn and fit
ted in its place, every plank that was
spiked on the timbers, every spar that
was prepared. When they came to
put the copper sheathing over the bot-
tom of the ship, the deacon watched it
very closely. At one spot he found
the head of & copper nail, which fasten-
ed the sheathing, split. The deacon'’s
eyes were becoming rather poor, but
he saw the broken head, “ Jim Spiker,
I sce 2 pail broken ; isn't there a httle
hole by its side ?

““Not a bit of it, I'm sartin. There
couldn't a drop of water get In there in
a century,”

So the word of Jim was accepted;
the ship was finished and launched, and
made two or three prosperous voyages.
Dunng one of these she lay at 2 wharf
in Calcutta. Now, these waters swarm
with that little pest, the ship-worm,
‘They crawlcd all over the ship, but
could not get through the copper
sheathing, At length Mrs, Teredo It
upon the broken nail, found the lutle
hole, and squeezed hersell in, Then
she began 10 cat the timber and lay
her eggs in it.  Suvon they hatched and
increased, till that timber was full of
liwle teredos, and then the next and
the next, till every suck in the whole
ship was very badly worm eaten,  Suill,
the ship looked seund, sailed well, and
made her lorg voyage. At lengh,
when in the middle of the ocean, a tet-
nible storm met her,  The wind howled
through the rigging, as if singing a
funeral dirge. The waves rolled up,
and writhed as il inagony., Every spar
was bent, and cvery timber snd spike
sttmned to the utmost. The cargo
which filled the ship was of immense
value, The crew was large and the

passengers were maoy., Wouse and

wave struck her with all ite power, The
poor ship staggered, groaned once, and
crum(rlcd up like a picce of paper. She
foundered at sea, in the datk night, In
that awful storm. The rich cargo all
went to the bottom of the ocean, The
drowned men and women sank down,
down, miles before they rested on the
bottom.  All done through the neglect
of Jim Spiker, who was too unfaithful
ta mend the hole made by the broken
nath—From * Leaves of Light”

v mmmrsepe & o B § enimpani——

FACTS FOR BOYS.

The chief official in a railway oflice
in onc of our Ingeet seaboard cities
recently adventised for a copying clerk
at a salary of thirty dollars a month,
He recaved over five hundred answers
to his application, the large majority of
which were frommanied men, the gradu-
ates of colleges, sons, in many cases, of
wotrking men, bul young men whose
dress, habits and tastes were those of
the wealthy and leisurely class,

At the same time, in the same city,
the "boss” builders were advertising
in vain for carpenters, masons, and
painters, to finish work for which they
had contracted. These workmen, when
found, were paid from three 10 four
dollats a day.  Even the skilled cooks,
chefs in the hotels and wealthy private
families of the same town were paid one
hundicd dollars a month.

These are significant facie, worthy
the attention of such boys among the
readers of the Companion as have not
ﬁt chosen their profession or trade in
ite.

What do they prove ?

Not that the work of a man with an
educated brain is less valuable and
more poorly paid in this country than
that of one with skilled fingers, but that
the market is overstocked with the first
class of labourers and not supolied with
the last,

The chief reason for this is, as we

all know, the action of the Trades
Unions in barring out apprentices from
their shops, The great industrial
schools which have been, or are about
to be, established in most of our targe
citics, will soon, it is hoped, remove
this difficulty.
But the second difficulty will not be so
casily disposed of. It is the silly pre.
judice among boys against labour with
their hands as being “ungenteel.” The
clertk who copics letters for a dollar a
day, with no possibility of ever rising to
higher wotk, is nearcr their ideas of
*a gentleman * than the mechanic who
designs and onginates work, who con.
trols other men, and for whom a wide
path to usefulness and success isalways
open, or the farmer or ranchman whose
work demands all the forces of his mind
and body, and brings him into contact
with nature and s fellow-men.

Among more thoughtful people this
silly prejudice against manuval labour
15 fast disappeating.  Hundreds of
thoroughly educated men are now herd-
ing sheep or growing wheat in Texas
and Dakota. The sons of ex presi-
dents, bishops and the {cremost profes-
sional men in the country, having fin.
ished their college coutse, ate now
wotking at forges or in nunes side by
side with day labourers, fitting them-
selves to be practical electricians and
mining and mechanical engincers,
1t will be long we fear, however, before
all the boys of republican America re.
cognise the fact that it is not his occupa-
uon which gives a man hus true place in
life, but sometbing for which the oc-
cupation is but an ouler garment,

‘The reat nobleman is never denied
his rank, no matter how coarse his coat
may be.— Youth's Companion.

The Children’s Corner,

THE BEE AXD TI{E WASE,

A wasr et & bee that was Just burzing by,
And he said, ** Little cousin, can you teil me

wh
You trcyiovrd so much better Ly people than I?

' My b:'ck shines as Lzight and as yellow as
ail

And%\ﬁa‘ae is most elegant, too, to behold ¢

Yet nobody hikes me for thay, | am told.”

AN Counn ! the bee said, ** s all very

true §
But if 1 were but half 20 much mschief to do,
Indeed they would love me no better than you,

You have a fine shy
They own are
one ihing
They cannut pul op with, and that is your

Hing,

1 My coat {s quite homely and plain, as you

and a delicate wing,
2ndiome, but then there's

see
Yet nobe dy ever is angty with me,
Because 1'm a harmless and diligent bee”

From thls liule story let people dewase s

Because, like tho watp, i #] natuted they are,

They will never be loved be they ever so falr,
waSemething New,

WEHAT MADE THE BABY CROSS,

w MAMMA, T wish you'd call the baby
in; he's so cross we can't piay,” cried
Robert to his mamma one day, as he
was playing in the yard wuith his sister
and the baby.

I don't think he would be cross if
jou were not cross to him," smd
mamm3, ccming out,  * He does just
as he sees you do.  Just try him and
see.  Put you hat on one side of your
head.”

Robbie did so, and presently the
baby pushed his straw hat over on one

did, and biby began to whistle too,

“Stop mocking me,” said Robbie,
angrily, giving baby a push. Baby
screamed and pushed Robbie back.

“There you sce,” said his mother,

*the baby does just as you do. Kiss
him now, and you will see how quickly
he will follow your example.”
. Robbie did not feel exactly like do.
ing this, but he did; and the baby
hugged and kissed him  back very
warmly,

“Now, you sce,” said his mother,
you can bave have a2 baby or 3
goad baby of your linle brotﬁcr, just
which you choose,  But you must téach
hini yourself."—Selected,

sl & A & P
THE PATIENCE-GARDEN.

CuiLpReN, did you ever visit a chitd’s
hospial 2 You see a large room with
a great many lule beds and a great
many little children, lame or sick, some
on the beds, some walking about with
crutches, and here and there a poor
lile lamb with an iron frame on the
neck and shoulders. ANl of them are
linle sufferers.

Biddy McGowan is not able to be
out of bed, hut she can sit up, and
Bertha Crousc is standing beside her on
crutches, Bertha fell down stairs one
day, and was brought to the hospual
with a broken leg. The doctor put her
leg in a tight plaster case, and she had
to lie very still a whole month, She
said " Oh dear!” a great many times,
you may besure. But it is well now,
and she is allowed to go about on
crutches,

What are they both looking ai?
Biddy clasps her hands with delight
and cries * Isn't it flligant 2” and Der.
tha stands still and gazes. A lady has
just come into the room with a basket
of lovely flowers.

* How sweet | ” said Bertha ; * I can
smell 'em hete;” and yet the lady was
just down by the door and the room was
very, very long.

+1Oh, 1 wish she’d hutry up ?” cries
Biddy. * She's giving a bunch to every
one, and there's so many; she nesver
will get up here.”

“We've got to wait,” says Bertha,

“UWall Wait!'™ exclaims impati-
entlittle Biddy. * That's a great word
here,”
“Yes; this is waiting-house, Miss
Roe says, We have to wait for din-
ner, and wait till we get well, and
wait to see mother, and wait til] warm
weather comes, and now we must wait
for the flowers.”

“1 don't Like to wait,” pouted Biddy.
“Nor 1," said quiet Bertha; *but
we have to.
have patience.”
* What's the use of paticnce, 1'd like
to know 2" snapped Biddy.

* One thing, 1t keeps us good-natur-
ed, Miss Roc says, and she says folks
are just almost perfect when they have
patience,  Anyway, what's the use of
being impatient 2 1t only frets us and
doesn’t bning things a minute sooner.
The lady has got to speak to every
single one in the room “ore she gets to
u, for here we ate ‘way off in the very
last row. Let's sing ; that will keep us
patient.”

ThE little girls began to sing. The
lady smiled and waved her hand, and
sremed to hurry on,

*1'm glad to hear you singing,” she
said, as she came up.

“We was 'most tired waiting, so we
thought we'd sing,” answered Biddy,

 Waiting for the flowers 2"

“Yes'm; you was so long coming.”
“ Dhd the singing help you? "

“ Maybe it did,” said Bertha; Miss
Roe says it's a good way,®

" A good way to get patience,” added
Biddy, labghing a little, as if she did
not believe it, after all,

* Patience is a hard lesson to learn,
dear children,” said the lady.”

“We have to learn it here; this is
waiting-hpuse, Miss Roe says.”

_ “Tlil give you another name for it,
fitle girls~* Patience garden.” It is
told somewhere that the Lord comes
down into His garden to gather His flow-
ers, and Paiience is one of the sweetest
of thumall”?

**What color is it?" asked Biddy.
It wis rather pert, but she thought it
was such a funny idca to call paticnce
a flower.  If ske had been asked what
colour it was, she would very likely have
said, ¥ Gray,”

‘ [t's pure white, like this lily-of.the.
valley,” said the lady, “and just as
sweet, I think the Lord must love 1t
more than almost any other. I dare
say,” she added, “you ate tired of be.
ing sick and staying in the hospital 2™

"Yes'm, we arc; we want to get

well and be off home.”
“ Well, now, call the hospital your
patience-garden and let the sweet flower
grow while you are here, and when you
80 out you can catry it mith you, and
you can keep it as Jong as you live,”

“You said the Lord would come
and gather it, ma'am,” said quiet httie
Bertha,

 He'll gather cnough of it to please
Hwmself dear, and will leave some of it
i your hearts to make you happy too.
Thure are no people in all the world,
dear children, more happy than the
patient”  And then she gave the child-
ren the two sweetest bunches of flowers
she could find in herbasket,—21. £, B,
in Morning Star,

Ir God made the world you need
not fear that He can't take care of 5o
small & part of it as- yoursel{,—AKey,

side of his head.

Edward Taylor,

Miss Roe says we must §
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