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Q SN N ™ w. |cried she dolighted child. “ What ehall
R wo namo it "

""',-.
OROSSING THE RE
ROY'S WISH.
A, GIDDINGs PARK,

« ] wisn [ was a little dog,”
Roy, pouting, sald ono day

To msiams, wgo‘d roefused him leave
QOu# in the rain to play—

* 'Cause litble dogs don'y have $o ask
Their mamma if they may,

Buh go jus$ where they wans #o go,
And always have $heir way ! "

And shen be pouted all she moro,

Stamped Joud, and kicked against $he door.
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Mamma looked grieved, yet no reply
Her naughty %oy she made ,

Bub when “$was supper-time Roy's plato
A4 table was not laid;

Sut on the hearsh he saw it placed,
With soraps of meat and bread,

His pretsy silver cup, with milk
Olose by where Jip was fed.

A momen$ more, $wo chabby arms
Round mamma’s neck were pressed —
A ligsle boy with golden balr
Was eobbing on her breast.
* I don’t—don’s want to be—4o be
A doggle any more "
Sobbed litble Roy, as though his heart
Were smitten 0 the core.

Then mamma said, “I'm glad to find
My litdle boy bas changed his mind!”
Aud gently kissed the tears away,
While Roy was soon absorbed in play.

——— .

FLUFFY AND HER BABIES.

ONE duy Gerbrude was sick in bed, and
she was g0 lonely and miscrable that she
oried A3 hard as she could. Mamma opened
the door and locked ab her little girl a
momens, and then said :

“Poor little girlie! Mamma can’t be
with you all the time; bu$ here's com-
pany for you.”

Qertrude saw only a great 'unch of
roses in mamwa's hand, and although she
way very fond of flowers, she knew
mamwa would nob call them ¢company. Ss
she opened her eyes very wido, and looked
towards the door. )

Mamma laughed,stooped down and lifted
a hacket from the !!oor, opened i$ and laid
in hor little sick girl's arma a beaautiful
white Auyora cab.  Its far was two inches
long, and so fine and soft thas $he cab
looked almost like a $iny puft ball.

“1 shink you have called ib a very good
name—* ¥lufly,'” answorod mamma.

So Fiuffy it wau alwaya called.

A fow months afterwards, Qerfrude
camo ranning $c¢ bor mothor, for she was
yuite well naw, and called . * Come, yuick,
momma , Flufty has threo of the swostess,
teendy, littlo kittens you ever saw!”

Nobody in all that town had snch prowty
pets as [luffy and her three babies.

DOT'S WELCOME
BY B G.

Dot HUNT was a 8weut child, and every-
body loved her, because she was 8o lovely
and lovable. She was an only child of a
wealthy widow, and her home was one of
elegance and culture. There never was a
kinder or more generous child, or one more
compasgsionate. If, while driviag in the
grand carriage beslde her mamma, she saw
a child grieved or hurs, she was no$ bappy
until she saw it comforted or helped. If a
beggar child came to the door, she turned
beggar, 100, begging Aun, $he cook, to feed
the hungry.

When Dot was five years oid, she went,
yono bright sammer day, to church with
her momma She was a perfect blossom
in her snowy white dress, with a tunch of
roee buds fassened in the broad sash

Ab the church door stood a plainly-
dressed woman with a very sad face, and
beside her a girl of perhaps ten years, she
latter wearing a calico dress and a very
common-looking straw hab. People were
going info the church very fast, bu no one
geemed to notice the ead-looking woman
and her deughter. Presently a sunshiny
voice broke the icy chilliness of the church-
goers. Ib was Dob'e.

“Isn’y you doin’ in $o clurch?” asked
Do#, of sho little girl.

“It ien't our church, we're strangers,
we don't know where to go," answered the
little girl

“It's God's church,” Dot said reverently;
“come with mamma and me; .aere’s lots
of room ia God’s church.”

The weary woman looked into Mrs.
Hunt's face yuestivningly, and, though the
latter's fuce flashed, she secunded $he little
one™» bearty invitation.

‘Yes, do come with us, pleass, we will
be glad to have you,” she said. And,
presently, seated side by side in God's
house were the children of poverty and
wealth.

Taoere had been a number of wiknesses
uf the prettyy ocens. There was mora than
one face flushed as the ainister, during
| the reading of the murping lesson, gave

this passage, "I was a sbranger and ye
took me in.”

* Was it Jeuns looking through that sad
woman's eyes? Jesus looking through
her litble daughier’'s eyes?”

| . Inasmuch as ye did it unto tho least of
these, ye did it unto me."”
, Afier the sorvice, more $han one faghion-

L

ably-dreesed lady shook hande keindly with
the “ girangers,” aud mado thom welcome

Do nover know how forlorn, how home-
slck and how desolato $hose iwo sirangore
bad beon boforo hor gontlo welcome
reached dhelr souls, bub sho had taught
“childron of & larger growth” o lesson
gadly needed.

And lo! how gread a troo grows from
o little scorn! The * strangera” who had
come #0 the city from a bereaved home,
from which both friends and monoy had
boon token, found friends and pleavant
employmens How faor a lithlo cendlo
throws its beam !

A RIDDLE.

OAN you gusss 1§ ?
I always run a$ man’s behess,
Giving mysolf no $ime for resi:
Ah, what might not ocour for harm,
If 1Ishould sleep nor give alarm !
I am nc egotiss, yed
Make myself heard, and am not shy;
Bub rars the day when I agree
With others In my company !

———

A DEAR ACQUAINTANOCE.

StngLy children do got ad the trath of
things in a wonderful way, without fear
or fashion or favour.

A litsle child, Ieft a$¢ home one cold, fem-
pestuous day, was applied $o by a poor
wanderer {or shelter,

“I can't leb you in.” enid the litile one,
from an upper window, “because my
father don't know you" And she would
nob be enireated.

Suddenly the child's voice was heard
agsain: “Do you know Jesus ?”

The poor woman bursé into tears, and
declared that Jesus was her only friend.

Instantly the door flew open. *“Oh, if
you know Jesus,” said the child, “i¥'s all
right, because he is our friends $00.”

Safe indeed are we In our friend, if they
are truly the friends of Jesue.

BENJIE'S SCRAP-BOOK.

BeNJIE wasa little cripple. His back was
nob straight, like ycurs and wine, and bis
little legs were small and thia and useless
Ho was a brigh$, merry little fellow though,
and far happicr than mauy childrea who
cau run aund play all day long, and who
nover know what it is to lie awake at
nigh$ with backache.

He had a scrap-book, and his friends
used $o send him a great many pictures to
paste in it. One day a fresh box of pic-
turescame. As he was turning $hem over,
he suddsnly began to laugh “Ho,ho' cld
fellow, wkat's your name? You old bird
with & woman's face, you! Why, yon
look like old Bridged O'Toole, with her
nightcap that ehe wears all day ”

amma was curious ¥o see whas sord of
a bird i¥ could be that looked like an old
Irish grandmothei. I$ was an ow), perched
upon she edge of her nest.




