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DOLLY.

APA brought home a big, square bundle

one evening. Dolly didn't know what

it could be. After supper the strings were
untied and the paper carcfully taken off,

First cam= brown paper, two or three picces
of it, and then a lot of soft white tissue paper,
and then out came a funny looking thing
made almost all of glass. Dolly first looked
and looked, but she couldn't make it out a
bit.

“Perhaps it's a glass wash tub,” she said.

“No,” said papa; “it's a little house for
fish."

Then Dolly was worse off than ever. She
did not sec any fish, in the first place, which
was certainly a very important thing. Just
then Jack, Doily’s brother, came in with a tin
pail in his hand.

Now, Dolly,” szid papa, “do you think you
can keep your ecyes shut while I count a
hundred 2"

“Mustn't I peep at ali?” said Dolly.

“No, not a single pecp.”

Su Dolly went and covered her fade with
the soft sofa cushics, thar she might not be
tempted to look between her fingers. She
heard some one pumping away in the kitchen
and making so many noises that it wasall she
could do to keep her head down.

Papa was counting all the time, but after
he got to cighty he went so very slow that
Dolly thought she could have countcd a hun-
dred betwecen every one. Then there came a
great splashing for the last thing, and Dolly
was told to look.

There stood the funny glass case all full of
water, and in and out among waving green
ferns, white shells and little moss-covered
stones, fish were swimming—Ilittle fellows that
looked as if they had some of Dolly's gold
paper pasted all over them.

“That is a birthday present for mamma,”
papasaid to Dolly, “but }ou can have'one of
them for your ow 1

So Dolly pxcl\e‘;nq‘t one that looked a little
more golden than the rest, and the way she
was going to tell him wasby a Ixttle black spot
on the tip of his nose. ' - -

Dolly watched the fish till bed-time, and
cven then it was very hard work leaving.

But she said good-night to the fish with the
spot on his nose and kissed her papa and
mamma, and Jack too, and went off with
Sarah without a murmur,

In the night Dolly awoke. Sarah was
fast asleep, and the chamber lamp was burn-
ing low.

“I wonder,” said Dolly to herself, “how that
dear Little fish of minc is getting along;” and
the more she thought the more she wanted to
know.

She sat up in bed. Yes, Sarah was sound
aslecp.

“Puor fishic! he must be real cold in that
water. I guess I'll go and see’

So she crept out of bed, and, taking the
lamp she went softly down stairs,

The hall was dark, and when she got to the
door of thedining-room she came pretty near
turming ;back. But there on the table stood
the tank,’and the fish were swimming about
as lively as cver.,

“Poor things!” said Dolly, “they’re running
about to keep themselves warm.”

She got a chair and climbed on the table.

“I belicve,” she said “that if I could catch
my fish I would take him to bed with me to
keep him warm untill morning.”

The little fish rushed about so that Dolly
had to work a long time; but she finally
caught him. The fish wiggled with all his
might.

“There! I knew he must be cold,”
Dotly; “just sce how he shivers.”

She took herlamp and went softly up-stairs
again, holding the fish tight in one lLand.
Then she crept into bed and hugged him up
close to get him warm, and pretty soon the
fish didn't wiggle at all.

“Now he's comfortable,” said Dolly as she
went to sleep.

The next morning, when papa came in to
kiss his little girl there was the fish, dead as
could be, in Dolly's arms.

“Why Dolly," said papa, “how came the
fish with the spot on his nosc up here? Poor
fellow, he's dead!”

. “Oh, dear!” said Dolly; “I didn't take him
out soon enough, and now he's froze todeath!”

L
THE CHICKENS THAT WOULD NOT
BE TAME.

I N a small village there lived an old woman
who kept poultry. One day this old wo-
man went to see a little girl, who had some
chichens which were so tume that they would
eat corn and crumbs out of her hand.

“That's nice,” said the old woman; “Ishall
teach my chickens to do that.”

So she went homie and got some corn and
some crumbs and went out into the yard and
called the chickens, but they would not come
to her. They were afraid of her, beciuse she
used to shout at them and throw sticks at
them every time they came into the girden or
near the house.

When she saw that her chicliens would not
cat out of her hand, this old woman was very
angry, indeed.

“You bad chickens!” she said, “I'll catch
you and make you cat out of my hand.” So
she ran after them and tried to catch them,
but some ran onc way and some another, and
she-could not lay hold of any of them.

The next day she went again to the house
where thetamechickens were and this time she
saw the little girl’'s. mother and tuld her about
the trouble she had and how her chickens
would not let her come near them.

“I don't see why they are not nice, gentle
chickens like those your little girl has,” said
the old woman.

“Well,” said the little girl's mother, “per-
haps they would be tame if you had always
treated them as well as my little girl treats
her chickens.  She has been kind and gentle
with them cver since they came out of their
shells,-and they have learned not to be at all
afraid of her.  But I think I have seen you
throwing sticks at your chickens and chasing

said

cannot help being afraid of you and they
will never come to you and cat out of your
hand.”

What the little gicl's mother said was very
truc, and if any of you have birds or animals

which you wish to tamc, you must always

them about the yard. If you do that they*

treat them so kindly that they will never have
any reason to be afraid to come to you—S¢.
Nicholas,

THE BOY WHO DON'T CARE.

“MY son, you are wasting your time
playing with that kitten. You
ought to be studying your lesson. You'll get
a black mark, if you don't study,” said Mrs.
Mason.

“I don't care,” replied the bov

“You ought to care, my dea.
lady with a smilc

“I don't care.” said James.

“Don't care will ruin that child,” said Mrs.
Mason to herself.  “I will teach hlm a lesson
that he will not forget.”

When noon arrived her idle boy rushed into
the house shouting—

“Mother, I wan't my dinner.”

“I dont care,” replied Mrs. Mason., James
was puzzled. His mother had never treated~
him so before. He was silent awhile, then he
spoke again—

“Mother, I want something to cat!”

“I don’t care,” was the cool reply.

“But recess will be over, mother, and 1
shall starve if I don't get some dinner,” urged
James.

“I don't care.”

This was too much for the poor boy to
endure. He burst into tears. His mother
said— )

“My son, I want to make you feel the folly
and sin of the habit you have of saying, ‘I
don't care.” Suppose I did not, really care
for you, what would you do for dinner, for
clothing, for a nice home, for an education ?
I hope, therefoire, you will cease saying, ‘I
don’t care.’”

James had never looked on this evii habit
in this light before. He promised to do
better, and, after receiving a piece of pic
went to school a wiser if not a better boy.—
Myrtle,

:eplied the

DRUNKENNESS.

HAT is it that saps the morals of
youth, that kills the germ of generous
ambition, that desolates the domestic hearth,
thot renders families fatherless, that digs dis-
honored graves —Drunkensness.

What is it that makes a man shunned by
the relatives who loved him, contemned by the
contemporaries who stripped him, reviled by
the very wretches who betrayed him?— Lyané-
enness.

" What is it that fills our asylums with lun-
atics, our ponds and rivers with suicides, our
jails with thieves and murderers, our strects
with vice ?—The same destructive habit. But
he who by precept, whether oral or written,
shall succeed in rendering drunkenness detest-
able, and make sobricty an inviolable virtue
throughout the land, shall confer on society a
boon beyond all price.

ADAM broke the first link of the chain, and
thereafter all mankind fell from Gop.

FRUGALITY is good, if liberality be joined
with it. The first is leaving off superfluous
expenscs, the last is bestowing them to the
benefit of others that nced. The first with-
out the last begets covetousness; the last
without the first begets prodizgality.~ ¥,
Penn,



