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Dear=Sweet and Dear-

Naughty.
h but May did have liard

time!
She was a dear little girl, 'Some-

times dear-sweet and sometimes
dear-nauglity, but always déar,'
said mamma with lier soft voice.

'I want to go into my room and
pull dqwn the shades and be ve.ry
quiet, little May, for I have a very
bad headache. Do you think. you
could play witi all your playthings
quite softly for tWo hours?' said
mammaà one day.

'Yes, iamnma; poor-inamma!' said
the little girl, patting her mother's
cheek.

That was dear-sweet May.
Well, she was very still for a

whóle hour. She put her dollies to
bed, for they had ieadaches, and
sihepllcd down the shades and
stépped softin -d locked i er
rocking-chair.

Then there was a great noise in
the street!

May ran to the window and saw
a horse -running away, and heard
men calling, 'Whoa! whoa!' and saw
a waggon breaking ail to pieëes.

Oh, it was sa interesting ! But
May could sec very little froin the
wiudow. ·Shel ran downstairs and
into the yard. The horse .was run-
ning up the street.

'Mamma said to&be quiet, and if I
go. in the street it won't 'sturb her,'
May said to herself.

That was dear-naughty May.
She could not open the gate, so

sie tried to crawl under the fence,
and when she got halfway she could
not, go any farther. She tried to
crawl back, but she could not move,
except to kick her feet.

famma saw her. She bad heard
little May go downstairs and was
*.atching at the window.

May Lay there, puIliug and push-

ing for a"long time, and then, slow-
iy, she came out on the street side.
But the horse was far away, and no-
body was passing, and May wanted
to go baclk again.

'Poor mamma! I wasn't good,
dear mamma,'àhe said.

That was dear-sweet-May.
The tears began to roll down lier

cheeks, and mamma, seeing them,
spoke to her.

'What's the matter, little girl?'
'Oh, mamma, Dear-naughty's hav

in such a hard time!'
But the tears stopped. Mamma's

soft voice always cured tears.
When they were up in the nur-

sery once more, mamma said:---
'Now, May, say the verse.
'The way of "gressor's."

Tr'ansgressors. What does it
mean?'

'Oh, déar-naugihties,' said May.
'But the way of 'em is iard!'-'May-
flower.'

Like a Cradle.
Like a cradle rocking, rocking.

Silent, peacéful, to and fro;
Like a mother's sweet looks drop-

.pung
On the little face below,

Hangs the green earth, swinging,
furning;

Jarless, noiseless, safe and slow
Falls the light of God's face, bend-

e ing
Down änd watching us below.

'And as feeb-le babes that suffer,
Toss and cry, and will not rest,

Are the ones flie tender mother
Holds the closest, loves lhe best,

So when we are weak and weary,
By our sins weighed down, dis-

tressed,
Then it is that God's great patience

Holds:us closest, loves us best.
--Saxe Hiolm.

Seeing the Animals.'
One day last June papa stayed

at home from the office to take
mamma and tWo-and-a-half-year-old
Henry Pauli- to see the animals at
Central- Park'. Henry Pàull lives in
the country, and had to take a lit-
tle walk to the railway station and
get on the 'Ichoo choo' cars for a half
hour's ride, then cross the ferry and
ride in the nice horse cars and
'bump e-ty bump' up Fifth Avenue.

Henry Pauli thinks papa makes
the cars go, so whenever the horsé
car or stage stopped to take on or
let off passengers, Henry Paull said,
'Go on, papa,' for he surely thought
he would neyer get to see the ani-
mais.

At last papa said, 'Here'we are,
Henry Paull,' and 'how happy len-
ry Paull looked as he took papa's
hand and- trotted along by papa's
side first to see the lions.

The mamma lion had three dear
little lions beside lier; two of them
were quarÉellitig over a big bone
that the keeper had given them for
their dinner, but the other was play-
ing with his rnaminaas she Wàa lyz
ing on the floor-iumping on her
head, trying to bite her-ears-while
the mamnia lion gently put him
aside with her paws, and when he
was too rough -chided him with a
low'growl. Hiienry Paull liked this,
and wondered why papa would not
hold. him up longer :to see the big
manma and er babies.

I think Henry Paull was rather
glad that lie did not have to stay
long before papa's lion cage, for the
papa lion was awfully hungry, so
hungry that he kept walking up and
down his cage, and every little
while roaring so loud and long that
even mamnia was glad to go away.

Tie tigers, too, were very tired
of waiting for Itleir dinner, and'
scolded about it. So Henry Paull
ciung close to papa, and was glad
to go to see the ephant, who was
quietly eating hay, as he stood in
the doorway. I'm afraid Henry
Paull had a funny idea of the big
elephant, as on one side of the build-
ing he could only see the big back
and tai], and on the other side the
long trunkL gathering up the hay.

Anyway, Henry Paull was willing
to go on Yery soon to see the cun-
ning little prairie dogs, which he
was sure were little 'pussy cats;'
then up to see the great bears, pant-
ing lu the heat, and at lasf to the

c.


