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The Presbyterian Review.

The Story of a Bad Little Duck.

‘Tommy had the toothache. To be sure it was all
his own fault, but that didn't lessen the pain one bit.
Mamma had expressly told him not to go out ot doors
without his rabbers, and Tommy had meaunt to obey,
but seeing two of the boys com= down the street carry-
ing a big kite between them he had forgotten everything
else and darted after them. He did not think of rubber-
shoes, or mamma's warning, till nearly night, when he
felt a sharp twinge of pain, and came home to toss and
groan, as only a small boy with toothache can. Vainly
did mamma apply hot flat-ivons, hot flanne! laudanum,
and every other remedy anybody ever thought of ; the
pain was obdurate ; till mamma, wise woman that she
was, resolved to try diversion. ** Come here, Tommy,
and 1 will tell you a story."”

““ Don't believe 1 can listen, it hurts so awful,”
sobbed Tommy. Nevertheless he came and climbed
into her lap. Mamma began: Once upona timethere
was a little duck. He was a proud little duck, and a
greedy little duck, but his master, alittle boy, loved him
very dearly, and made him xt nice house in the corner of
the kitchen. The little boy called his duck Theophilus,
and surcly such a grand name was enough to make any
duck feel proud and vain. Theophilus felt especiully
vain of himself when his master would make daisy
chains for his r2ck, and feed him on cake crumbs, and
steoke the soft down on his back.

* But by and by the little duck began to grow fat
and saucy. He had a way of poking his flat yellow bill
into everything. Cook declared that she had no peace
in her life for that meddiesome duck, and she would
drive him trom the kitchen with much scolding und
clatter. But no sooner would her back be turned than
she would hear a gentle guack, and there would Le
Theophilus with his bright bead-like eyes fixed on her,
and his bill in 2 pan of bread.

*¢ Now, such things grieved the little boy very much,
and he reproved and cautioned his pet ; but | am sorry
to say that the bad little duck did not mend his ways,
but rather grew worse.

** The ittle boy had another pot beside Theophilus,
and that was Bruia. Now, Brula was a very good dog
in her way ; but she was a dog of dignity, and, besides,
she was growing old and rhexmatic ; no wonder, then,
that she regarded the young mischievous duckling with
disfavor.

“ Often when Brula was enjoying her afternoon nap,
Theophilus would scramble up on her back and quack
in her very car, thereby breaking in upon her sweetest
slumber. One day, as Brula was dozing in the sun,
dreaming of her youth, and the fox-hunts she used to
enjoy.so much, she felt a sudden peck on her eyelid, and
opening onc eve she saw that impudent duckling stand-
ing in front of her, and reaching for a fiy which hai!
settled just aboveherlefteyebrow.  Now this was more
than flesh and blood could stand, and Brula opened her
great red mouth with its rows of white shiny teeth, and
snapped the poor little duck’s head right of.”

** Oh I" said Tommy, starting up, and forgetting all
about his misery in the interest of the story.

** \nd what did the little boy do, mamma?”

**\Why, the littie boy cried and eried, and took the
body of poor Theophilus, and buried it under the lilue
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bush. Brula secemed sorry, too, for she slunk under the
table, and wouldn’t come out again all day,"

‘*But 1 don't feel so very sorry for the little duck,
mama, for he cught to have obeyed his little master;
he was bad, afterall,”

**1 dont know about that,” said mamma, with a
queer little smile.  ** You know, he was only aduck,
and didn't know better ; but when a boy who has sense
and memory forgets and disobeys, and gets the tooth-
ache, why then—"

“* Yes'm,” said Fommy, meekly, and he settled down
closer into maumma's arms. and lay quite still, thinking,
for a long time.—Philadelphia Presbytersan.

The Beggar Boy.

In the following story the power of kindness s beau-
tifully illustrated: ‘Go away from there, you old
beggrar boy! You've no right to be looking at our
flowers,* shouted a httle fellow from the garden.

The poor boy, who was pale, dirty, and ragged, was
leaning against the fence, adnuring the splendid shew
of roses and tuhps within. His face reddened with
anger at the rude Ianguage, and he was about to answer
defiantly, when a little girl sprang out from an arbour
near, and looking at both, said to her brother—

* How could you speak so, Herbert!  I'm sure his
looking at the flowers don’t hurt us.” And then, to
soothe the wounded feelings of the stranger, she added :
¢ Little boy, I'll pick vou some flowers if you'll wait a
moment,’ and she immediately gathered a pretty boquet,
and handed it through the fence.

His face brightened with surprise and pleasure, and
he earnestly thanked her.

Twelve vears after this occurrence, the girl had
grown to a woman. One bright afternoon she was
walking with her husband in the garden, when she
observed a young man in workman's dress leaning over
the fence. and looking attentively at her, and at the
flowers. Turning to her husband, she said—

‘ It does me good to see people admiring the garden ;
I'll give that young man some of the flowers ;' and,
approaching him, she said, ‘Are you fond of flowers,
sir? it will give me great pleasure to gather you some.'

The young workman looked a moment into her fair
face, =nd then said, in 2« voice, tremulous with fecling,
* Twelve years ago I stood here a ragyed little beggar
boy, and you showed me the same kinduess. The
bright flowers and your pleasant words made: new: boy
of me ; ay, and they made a man of metoo.  Your face.
madam, has beea a light to me in my dark hours of life,
aad now, thank God, though that boy is still a humble,
hardworking man, he is an honest and grateful onc.”

Tears stood in the eyves of the lady as turning 1o her
kusband, she said, ¢ God put it into my young heart to
do that little act of kindness, and sce how great a
reward it has brought.’

A Happy New Year.

This year will prove a happy one,
I pladdcnies. by Thy emilo;

Jesus. my Savioar, that aloro
My hrant with hlisacan 6l ¢

That ymile can chieer the exddest hour,
Arnd zild the darkeat sky,

And. with its eonl-refreshing power,
Joy o'cn mide: grie? sapply.

This yexT will prove & happy one
1¢ quickened by Thy grace,

With swilter, fistaer ateps T ron
Theardaons, hravenly race;

1 stumbliag, liagering now no more,
** Forgettiog things behind.™

1 yress 2a=ard thoeo that are belore
With undiverted mind.

This yeat will prove & hiappy ono
i every moment lent,
Ech day, each hoar, with Thee bagan,
For Theaalonobe spent ;
11, an tho woeks revolve, my 9im,
3y oncdetire on earth sy be,
Oa earth to glotify Thy name,
Tolics, ¥ . for Thee!
Caaxtorsx Ez00s,
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