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If I Knew.

It 1 knew the box where the smlles are
kept
NO matter how large the key
Or strong the bolt, I would try so hard
‘T'would open, 1 xnow, for me.
Then ovetr the land and the sern, broad-
cast,

1'd scatter the smiles to play,
That the children's faces might hold
them fast
For many and many a day.

It I Knew a box that was large enough
To hold all the frowns 1 meet,
I would like to gather them, every one,
From nursery, school, and street.
'l‘hen.ltolding and holding, 1'd pack them
.,
And, turning the monster key,
1d bire a ginot to drop the box
To the depths of the deep, deep sea.

THE STORY OF A SUPPER.

1t wus late when he was through that
night, and quick and fast his feet flow

j over the streets to the mission rooms

At a table where the lady who had given
out the tickets the night beforo sat, he
stopped.

** Say, missis ' Then he held his
breath and gave one tight squeere to the
orange ticket. For a moment before

she turned he thought he must run out ,

agat, but Flute's face seemed to look
up at him once more. * 'Tain’t no use,”
lhe muttered. * Say, missis !"

** No, little boy,” the lady sald as she

. turned, misunderstanding bhis purpose.

“1I'm sorry, but all the tickets are given

. out.”

All hope went then from Greasy's

. heart, but the rough little volce went

on:

* It ain’t that way, missis. This ‘ere

ticket was a mistake , it was made out .
in my name, and I"—a bit of a tremble .

in his tone, but only for a minute—"I{
allers has a square meal enough. There's

- another feller oughter have this; he's

1 don't believe they have a whole suit .
between them—nor a whole home elther,
for that matter, if one
cares to go into the family
history of three incor-
rigible littic Arabsa, Greasy
and Jim and Flute by
nume. But they have
hearts tucked away some-
where. -I doubted it
scmetimes  myself  until
this ‘incident happened ;
then 1 felt as I used to do
when 1 found a glade up
among the hills, and
scraped and poked with
my Dpenknife untll the
gray crust crumb!led
away and 1 bit of the
glistening garnet peeped

out. There are jewels
and jewels under the
crust.

1 did not know this

story until long after f{t
happened. or perhaps, it
might never bave been
n story, after all, for
the good boy did not get
rewarded, as gcod boys ai-
ways do in story-books,
but ate his poor— There!
1 must begin at the right
end of the telline

There <were tickets to
be glven out at the
mission rooms for a sup-
per. and big bpys and
little boys, poor and
hungry, came in anxiews
crowds to obtain  the
coveted bit of paste-
board that meant to them,
for once, the full satis-
faction of a good meal.
Greasy and Jim came too.
Flute couldn't come, for
he worked late that night,
and krew nothing about
the orange-red ticket that
sent such a glow into
Greasy’s heart ar he
walked down the frozen
street.

* No, sir !” answered Jim, with a grin
of satisfaction at his own good fortunc. ‘
“They're done givin® ‘em out to-night,
full up, seats taken. Old Flute's out
this time.”

*“I say, Jim ! returned Greasy: “i{f
that’s so, you and me played 2 mean
trick. Why didn’t you speak for Flute
when you got your own ?"

*Why didn't you ?” retorted Jim.
turning an extravagant hand-spring on
the flagstone pavement. * WeTe =il
right, anyhow. Come on, old boy "

QGreasy tried to forget. Ail night he
hugged the bit of pasteboard tight, and
woke onceé from a troubled dream mut-
tering, “'Tain’t yours at ail, Flute, its
wine.”

He tried to forget the next day when
he went to duty down at the glass-works,
but somehow Flute’s hungry little face
came betweern him and the chips of
glass he sorted, and shone out haggard
and ng from every refiected sur-
f208. Onoe he naused and wiped away
& DIR tear that glistened white and pure
on the grimy faoe

pretty poor.”

Withaut  further questions, Greas)y’s

. n sharper stroke,

——— gt v

THE BUNDLE WAS ME.

This true incident was related to me
by a friend, who was the small toy of
the story :

*“ From my carlicst recollections my
father was fond of horses, and he usual-

1y kept from one to five in his stables. !

They were well cared for, and {n return
he expected good service and speed. We

had one horse, Fan, who was the pet'

of the whoule family, and was considered
50 safe that I, a little fellow {n kiits,
was allowed to play around ber head and
heels without restraint

* One day I was playing in the yard as
usutl while old Fan was being hltched
up.  When all was ready. father jump-
ed into the waggzon, gathered up the
reing, and gave the word to go.
the horsc moved not a muscle. tHe then
lightly touched her with the whip; old
Fan meroly pricked up her cars, but
would not budgo.
a little out of patience, gave the horse
What was his amaze-
ment to see Fan lower her head. care-
fully srize with her teeth a wrnl” b ntle

THE THREE ARABK,

ticket was made out in [Flutcs name.
The lady, satisfied that the * mistake
had been satistactorily
with a smile for the boy's honest state-
ment, turned to other work.

Greasy went out to meet Flute down '

by the old mill.

“ By the way, old fellow,” sald he,
“ there’s your ticket fur the supper.
gl’gn sald I couldn’t get yer one, but I

Flute’s eager grasp of the ticket spouke
volumes,

1 ain’t ter a-goin’ myself that day :
I'm to take dinner somewheres else.”

And Flute never qQuestioned where
Greasy’s ** somewheres else” was, but ate
his supper at the mission rooms with
satisfied delight.

Greasy took his ~ somewheres else™
down on an old wharf by the river with
his feet. dangling over tho edge, and his
supper was just one cold potato and a bit
of a half-stale bun.

Lot a man define life, and he tells bow
muck he lives

rectiied, and |

- e e e - ———— o —

which was directly In front of her, gently
toss it to one side, then start off on a
brisk trot.  As the bundle proved to Le
me, it is ncedless to say that after that
old Fan was more petted than ever be-
fore."—Our Tumb A:imals

THERE 18 A BOY I CAN TRUST.

We cnce visited a publlc school. At
recess a little fellow came up and spoke
to the teacher. As he turned to go
down the platform, the master said -
“That boy is & boy I can trust He
never fafled me.* We followed him
with our eyes and looked at him when
he took his seat after recess. He had
a fine, open, manly face. We thought a
great dcal sbout the master’s remark
What a character the boy had earned’
He had already got what could be worth
more to hims than a fortune. It would
be a passport intos the best store in the
city, and, what is better. into the con-
fidence and respect of the whole com-
munity., We wonder if the boys krow

But

Just then my father, |

; how soon they are rated by other peo-
ple. Every boy in the nolghbourhoed
; 18 known, and opinfons formed of him *
he who has u character, of whom the mas-
! ter can say. "I can trust him; he never
} failed mo,” will never want employmont.

' A GIRL'S8 20NG.
At the time of the toeriblo accldent At
, the coal-mines near Scranton, Pa., several
. men were butried for three days, and all
{ efforts to rescue them proved unsuccess-
: ful. A spectator wrote

* The majority of the miners were
, Germans. They wore In a state of In-
; tense excltr .¢nt, caused by sympathy
, fur the wi' 8 and children of the buried
. men and despafr at their own balked
efforts.

* A great modb of ignorant men and
womcn assembled at the mouth of the
mine on the evening of tho thinl day,
in a condition ot high nervous tenslon,
which fitted tiom for any mad act. A
_ sullen murmur arose that it was folly

to dig farther, that the maen were dead,
and this was followed by cries of rage
at the rich mine owneors,
who were in no way re-
sponsible for the accident.

“ A hasty word or ges-
ture might have pro-
duced nn outbreak of
fury. Starnding nepr me
was a lttle German girl,
perhnps cleven years old.
Heor pale face and fright-
ened glances from alde to
side showed that sho fully
vnderstood the danger of
ths moment. Suddenly,
with a great effort, she
began to sing in a hoarse
whigper, which could not
be  heard. Then she
gained courage, and her
aweet, childish voice rang
out i{n Luther’s grand ald
hymn, familinr to every
German from his cradle

“* A mighty fortresg Is
our God.”

* Ther~ was sllence like
death. Then one volce
jolned the girl's, and pre-

sently uanother and an-
other. until from the
whole great multitude

rase the solemn er7:

** With force of arms we
nothiag can,
Full soon are we
o’erridder:,
But for us fights the
godly marp,
Whom God himself
hath bidden:
Ask ye his name ?
Christ Jesus {s hlis
name.’

« A great qulet scemed
to fall upon their hearts.
They resumed thelr work
with fresh zeal, and be-
fore rorning the joyful
, cry came up from the pit that the men
, were found—alive.

“ Never was a word more in season
than that child's hymn.”

—

ARE YOU KIND TO TOUR MOTHER?

Who guarded you in health, and ccm-
forted you when {1? Who hung over
your little bed when you were fretful,
and put the cooling draught to your

| parched lips ? Whe taught you bow to

| pray, and gently helped you learn to

y read ? Who has borne with your faults,
and been kind and patiernt fn your chfld-
fsh ways? Who loves you still, and
who contrives and works and prays for
for you every day you live? Is §t not
your mother—your owa mother > Now
let me ask you, ** Are you kind to your
mother T*

The value of a man’s spot is not de-
termined by the thing he aimed at, dut
by the gams hs begped.

-
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PLEASAKT HOURS.

The Dream-Town Bhow

Thero is an Island in Slumber Sea,
Where the drollest things are done,
And we will sall there, If the winds are
fale,
Just after the set of the aun.
“Pla the lovellest pluce In the whole wide
world,
Or snywiy, 80 1t sechis,
And the folks therc play at the end of
cach duy, .
In a curlous show called * Drcams ™

We will gall right into the evening shies,
And the vory first thing you know
Woe are there at the port and ready for
sport,
Where the dreain folks give thelr show.
And what do you think they did last
night,
When | crogsed their harbour bars ;
They holsted a plank on a great cloud
bank
And teetered among the stars.

And they sat on the mwon and swuug
thelr feet,
Like pendulums to and fro ;
Down Slumber Sca is the sall for me,
And 1 wish you were ready tu go
For the drcam folks there on thls curlous
isle
Begin thelr performance at eight |
There are no encores and they close their
doors
On every one who i8 late.

The sun is sinking behind the bills,
‘I'he seven o'clock bells chime

1 know hy the chart that we ought to

start

1f we would be there in time.

0, fair is the trip down Slhumber Sea,
Set sall and away we go;

The anchor is drawn, we are off and gono
To the wonderful Dream-Town show,
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SQUIRE DAVIS' CHURCH FIGHT.
BY Q. QWEN LARRISON,

“ There shall be no Junlor League in
this church.” So decreed Squire Davis,
and it looked as if he would have his
way.

The village of Elmwood was a strug-
gling little town in the new West. Peo-
ple were mostly poor, and were obliged
tv deny themseltes of many comforts.
There was no church i{n the town, and
the people were yet 100 poor to build.

While thoy were debatng what they
should do for a place to hold preaching
and Sunday-school, Squire Davis came
from nobody knew whore and settled in
the village. He scemed to be wealthy,
and bought a great deal of land about
the village, but no one could get ac-
quainted with him. He resisted every
effort to find out anything about his his-
tory or his fortune.

1le was as ecceniric as he cosid well
be. This fact was displayed in the
building of a new church for Eimwood. ,
He consulted no one about the enter-
prise, and when they found out what he
was at, utterly refused any help. How-
ever, the church was built, and a Meth-
odist preacher who lived on a circuit
pear by was inrvited to start a class

Squlre Davls y‘ug‘hla okwn-pgurd of trus-
teas and Janitor owevér, Ho one
quastianed his tight e masage R

! on the next Sunday.
i know where it came from, but all were
- williing to believe it.

building, and things wont on very nlcely

for a whlle.

The Nrst sign of war was when an
Lpwoiih League was vrganized.  8qulre
Duvis Jooked more moody than eyver, and
was  Leurd to mutler “‘Trey dido’t
bave sleh carryins ots 1o my days."”
1owever, he never tatked with auyono
us to what he thought, and no one ap-
preacialed troubin Llmwood was justly
pioud of her duuday-schvol and Epworth
J.eague.  Owly one thing secmed needed
to melte things complote, and that was
a Junter Leaghe.  So it was announced
that on the next week they would meet
and orgunize a Junior League. Oa
which annovuncement Squire Davis gave
utterance to the statement at the be-
ginning of this story, locked up the
chuteh, and went home.

Howover, the peuple were not eastly
put out of thelr purpose, and announced
that they were determined to organize a
League. *“let ‘em,” thrcatened the
squire.  Now, there {s 1o more certaln
way 10 get either buys ur grownu-up pco-
ple Into trouble than to dare them. So
what should the Elmwuod people do but
gather in the school-room on the night in
gtotion und oiganiee a Junfor Loague,
sending  forth  deflance to the squire.
They would meet without him or his
chutch, they sald, and make sure that
he would hear it But they reckoned
without their host. ‘The next Sunday
worning when they gathere® for church
and Sunday-schooul the church was
Jocked, and uo sign of Squire Davis
about. Oune of the stewards went up ¢
his house to sce about the keys, but
though he almost beut the door down,
he thought, yet he falled to arouse the
deaf housekeeper or find If the squire
was at home. Several others went, and
at last the wminister tried it, all to no

avall.  ‘They were obiiged to go home
without thelr meeting and Sunday-
school. ‘Thus the fight went on for

several weeks, and the church remalned
locked.

Lmbassy after embassy thundered at
his door, only to hear the hoilow echoes
of the knocks or the deaf housekeeper
rattling her pans, unconscious of the
clatter she made. Ounce some one
thought he heuard a chuckle on the in-
side, much llke the sound a miser wilt
muke when gloating over his gold. But
no one could gain admittance to the
bouse or church.

Thus matters went on for several
weeks, and people were getting auxious,
for the Sunday-schootl was being broken
up, and the boys were beginning to get
restless with no place to go on the loug
Sundays. At last, oune week, the report
got out that the church would be open
No one seemed to

The preacher was

notified, and or Sunday morning, a fuil '

balf-hour early in their ecagerness, a

- large crowd assembled at the church.

They wero a little surprised to find it
locked, for tho squire was generally
prompt, but did not think much about
it for awhile.

At last they began to believe they were
victiums of a trick, and made inquiry bow
the report had been circulnted, but no
one could find just where it did originate.

While they were discussing the matter
on the doorstep, and almost ready to go

‘ home, Squire Davis was sittlng in his

large arm-chair and grimly smiling over
his victory. For he had also heard the
report, and knew that just then they

» were belng disappointed.

All at once there ceme a timid kuoock
at the door. Many a thundering knock
1.ad he listened to in the past wecks
without mcving from his chair. But
this knock was so timid aund frightened-
like that it brought the squire to bhis
feot, and the tears started in his eyes as
he thought of his own little girl who
ured to knock that way at the door of
s room after she had been excluded in
punishment.

He opened the door, and a little miss
of seven summers stood before him.

* Please, sir,” she said, ¥ it's most
church time, and I've come to tell vou. I
thought maybe you'd forgot.”

“Who are you, my little girl 2 he
asked, scarce noticing what she sald.

“ My name {s Ruby Allen, slr, and
mamma says that I may join the Junior
Ieague.”

The lines In the old man's face hard- ,

ened at this mention of the Junior
League, and he inquired, grimly:
‘“ Where are you going to meet 2"

surprise ; “and {t's almost time to go.
If you don’t hurry we'll be late.”

“Who i{old you the church would be
open ?” sald the old man, trring to be
indignant, but failing while looking into
a pair of bright blue eyes that called up
old memories. .

“God told me,” responded Ruby, ia-
nocently. X

*God teld you I éjaculated thy old
man, “X €ax't underwiand ren.”

«It's just Uke this,” answered Ruby.
“ All the big folks hus been prayin’ that
God would open the door for us so we
could have church and Suhday-school.
8o 1 just prayed for God to eoften your
heart o you would let us in. We are
so sorry we can't have our Sunday-
gchool, and mmmma cries every day
‘cause Brother Tom
Sunday.”

“ But how do you know that God will
answer your prayer ?* asked the old
man, tears coming into his eyes.

* Oh, my teacher says if we are good

18 a bad boy on

and believe God, that he wiil give us .

what we ask for. Hasn't God told you?”
“ Yes, my Mttle girl, God sent a little

angel and told me, and—{—1 belleve we -

had better be going.  This little angel
is so much Mke a little girl that [ used

to have to love me, untll ona day a’

dreadful fever came and took my little
darling and her mother at one blow, and
ever since 1 bave been a lonely o'd man
witls no one to love me.”

“Why, 'l be your lttle girl,” said
Ruby. “1 don't belleve you age the
cross old man they say you are. 1l'm
going to love you. But come on, or
we’l! be late”

‘fhe simple faith of the child touched
a tender chord in his heart, and he took
her by the hand and mused as they made
their way to the church, He thought
how his own heart had rebelled against
the fate that took his wife and child from
him. He thought of how that wife
would have him be, and how hls litue
g.rl, If she could have seen him as he
had been, would have shrunk from uim,
and he resolved that he would lead a
new life.

I'he people were just preparing to go
home when he and Ruby came in sight.
A fire was soon made, aud they say that
Parson Willett never preached better
than he did that morning. Then in
class-meeting the squire stood up for the
fisst time in many a long year, and told
the story of his fight against the will of
God, and how God finzally sent his angel
in the person of a little girl to win him
back. ‘Theie wag no further tizht
agaiust the Junior League. They wet
that very afterncon, aud Ruby was made
an officer,

‘That wss sgeveral years ago. The
squire at once made a deed of the
church tc a board of trustees for the
Meothodis® church, and everything flour-
ished fron that day on. Iver after that
the squire and Ruby weres warm friends.
Often they might be seen walking
tkrough the village hand in hand. Then
came the day that Squire Davis was no
more, and many friends gathered in sad-
ness around his grave. His last act was
to begqueath all his wealth to Ruby ; for,
sald he, “ The Lord was very good to
give me some oue to love me after 1 had
mistrusted him.” And thus it is writ-
ten: “A little child shall lead.”—Ep-
worth Herald.

A 5TORY OF QUEEN VIUTORIA.

M:, A. ‘b, Story vouches for the truth
of the following lncident of the Queen’s
chitdhaod, which he narrates {n the Lon-
den Quiver. She was at the time but
seven or elght years of age, and ber
heart was set on & certain doll which
she had seen in a shop window. She
had to wait, however, until sie could
save the price, six shillings, out of her
pocket-money. At last the day came
and the coveted doll was paid for and
received. <The story proceeds as fol-
jows :

* And now, with the precious treasure
under her arm, the little lady bade the
shopkeeper good-afternoon, and was
about to step from the door, when 2 poor,
miserable-looking object of 2 man met
her eve. He was standing but 2 couple
of feet away, and seemed as though he
were golog to speak to her, attracted
doubtless by the innocent kindliness of
her expression, and the tenderness of her
blue eyes. But though his lips moved,
no sound came Irom themt.

‘““He stood aside to let her pass—a
mute, agonized appeal {n his sunken
cheeks and quivering chin.

“*Did you wish to speak to me 7
asked the little lady, staying her steps.

* Encouraged by her winning voice,
the poor tramp—for such he was—sald,
in trembling accents :

“‘l am very hupgry. I would not

. ask for help if I were not ready to sink

' with hunger.’
*“WWhy, in the chureh,” sald Ruby, in | 5

* He looked famine {rom hfs eyes.
‘I am so sorry ; I kave no money or

else—'

- His lps trembled forth a humble
‘Thank you, lady,’ then he shufied on
his way, hunger fmapersonate.

“‘Stay ! murmured the little owner
of the n¢w doll. There was & quiver in
her childish voice and & moisture in her
e{.e:. = 6hé spoke. ‘Walf & finule,
P L )

“Baa maghed haak latn tks dhewy, A

proached the lady behind thé counter,
and sad ¢

“+ 0h, please, do you mind taking the
doll bLack anti keeping it fof me for a
few days longer ¥’

«* Certainly 1 will,” replied the shop-
keeper; * and you wish me to return you
the money ?

“* Yey, if you please.’

“This was done, and the lttle lady,
hurrying out of the shop, placed the
whote of the money fu the hands of the
starving man

‘*“He was Iltke one thunderstruck.
Never had bounty rained upon him in
such profusion before. . .

* The object of her bounty murmured
in a low tone, though loud enough to
reach her ear:

“*1f the Almighty made you a queen,
it would not be more than your good-
ness deserves )’

*'Then he hobbled away to satisfy his
hunger.”

JUNIOR EPWORTH LBAQGUB.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.

MAY 9, 1897,

Naomj to Moab and returp.—Ruth 1.
1, 2, 6-22,
A DREADFUL CALAMITY.

Epgland, and the English-speaking
people everywhere, have lately been
greatly interested in the welfare of the
people of Armenia, and those parts of
India where famine and pestilence have
Leen raging. Great sympathy has been
manifested on their behal?, and many
thousands of dollars have been sub-
scribed for their belief. This is as It
should be.

Our lesson dates back to a famine
which occurred several hundreds of years
ago. Strange that such a catastrophe
should occur in the land of which it was
sald that it * flowed with milk and
honey.” God can send his judgments
upon the fairest portions of the world,
when the people sin against him.

A FAMILY.

Elimelech was the head of this family.
His name signifies, “ My God, a King.”
His wife’'s name was Naomi, which
means, * my amiable or pleasant one.”
Their residence was at Bethlehem, but
the famine caused them to remove to
Moab, in search of food. Persons iIn
such circumstances suffer more than
human language can describe. Be
thankful for the supply of your tem-
poral blessings, such as food and
raiment. Parents have a right to do
all in their power to provide for them-
sélves and little ones, but what of those
poor <hildren who have none to care for
them ?

BARDSUIPS.

‘The husband and father died in Moab.
The two sons, Mahlon and Chilion, mar-
ried Moabitish women. This was the
cause of further sorrow. Personsshould
pever marry whose religious opinions
do not harmonize. Tooc much care can-
not be observed in regard to marriage,
but, alas, how often it happens that this
fmportant matter is entered upon in the
most basty and even sometimes in the
most foolish manner. No wonder that
so many are miserable in the conjugal
relation ? In due time the sons also
died, and there were thus three widows.

NAOMI'S RETURN,

Verse 6. The loss of her hustand and
sons r-ade her think of home and
fiiends, and she resolved to return to
her own land. The old lady did not
want her daughters-in-law t. leavé their
country and accompany hér. The Con-
versation between these distonsolate
widows is of the most simple atid touch-
Ing kind, and will repay careful perusal.

RUTH.

This was the name of one of the
daughters-in-law, who would or no ac-
count leave Naorai, her mother-in-law.
See verses 15, 16. They took up their
gbode in Bethlehem, but they were far
from being in comfortable circumstances.
Rutno went into the harvestfield, and
gleaned after the reapers. The field
belonged to Boaz, who was a kinsman
of her husband, wbo, when he knew their
relationship, manifested great kindness
to her. In course of time she became
the wife of Boaz, and the mother of
Obed. .

Ruth’s !ite stery, as detslled in our
lesson, is one of the most captivaiing in
the English Janguage, and may bé con-
sidered as illustrative of thé Providence
of God. ‘The oblizations of childsen to
their parents, * Honour thy father and
mother,” Some fime ago, a man dled
who had been supported for several years
by strangers;, while some members 6{ his
family werg liying in weaith. Shame
upon them! Ruth was an.examplé of
fijia) piety, ° Thoy that geek me sarly
soall,find me,” _ Imitate good, examples,

and live 0 a3 yo&!iﬁ 3 wm
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Resurrection. '

The following beautiful Easter poem
was written by Mary A. Lathbury, and
published in The Sunday-School Journal
seve 8) yoars ago @

I was a torn ol wheat
That fell fa the groutid—
Qout In the sunlight sweet,
Out of the sound
O human volces and the sung of binds,
Yet in the damp and death I heard the
words, .
Oice spoken in the dark, and now more
plain,
“Ye must be born agaln.”

0 Earth, Earth, hear !"” I cried,
* The volce of the lord!
Open your prison wide—
Fuifil his word 1"
But denser, darker, round mo cloged the
earth ;
It was a day of death, and not of birth ;
And crushing human feet passed o'er
the sod
That shut me out from God.

There was no way—no cholce—
No night—no day—
No knowledge—no davice—
Only decay!
Yet at my heart a little fiickering lifo
Remembered God, and ceased {ts useless
strife ;
Remembered the command it could not
keep,
And fell asleep.

\When life began to dawn,
The song of a lark,
With a subtle sense of morn,
Fell through my dark,
And tender sounds of happy growing
things,
Or the soft stirring of a chrysalis’ wings,
'I‘hrmgd all the under world, sunless and
im,
With an Easter hymn'!

Then the great sun leaned low
And kissed the sod.
Ab ! what was I, to know
The touch of God'!
The dumb earth melted at his voice,
and I
Stood face to face with him beneath his
sky,
And all around—within—belcw—above— !
Was life and love,

“ Probable Sons.”

CHAPTER L

AN UXWELCOMBE LEJACY.

“ Children! They are a nuisance to
every one—my abomination, as you
know, Jack. hy on earth they cannot
be kept out of sight altogether 4ill they
reach a sensible age is what puzzles me !
And 1 suppose it anything could make :
the matter worse, it is that this is a

girl ¥°

The tone of disgust with which the,
Jast word wasg utteie%'brought 4 ldugh'
from Sir Edward Wentworth's com- |
panion; who replied, as he took his clgar|
from his mouth and gazed critically into
the worried, perplexed face of his host,—'!

* My dear fellow, she is not of an age
yet to trouble you much. Walit till she}
gets a bit older ; when her education {s
finisbed, and she fakes possession of youl
and your house, will be the time for you
to look to us for pity 1"

* ook here, Sir Edward,” sald a
bright-looking youth from the other side
of the room, “1'll give you a bit of ad-
vice. Send the child straight oft to
school. Has she come to-day 2 Good.
Then pack her off to-morrow, and keep
her there as long as is needful. Then I
will go down and inspect her, and if she
grows up to be a moderately deccnt-
looking girl, 1 wilt do you 4 goeod turn
Uy tdking her off your hands. She win
have a nice little fortune, you Informed
ug, and if you will give her something in
addition, out of gratitude to me for re-
iteving you of all responsibility concern- !
fng her, upon my word I think I should
not do badly !

But Sir Eqward was not iii a mood to
iake: he looked gloomily round upon his
triends, ad they gathered round  the
smoking-room fire after & hard day’s
shooting, and remcrked,—

“1 know what {s before me. I have!
seen it In my sister's family, and have !
heard somcthing of all her tolls and '’
troubles. How thankful 1 was when
she and hers vwere translated to Aus--
tralia, and the sea came between us'|

It 1s first ihe nurses, then it's the gover-
pégaés. I it fs sthool, then there fs
8 mas' of correspdndence about the

child’s health and tralning: and, In ad.
ditton, I shafl have all the ladies in the
tisighbeurhood cotiing to mother the

Wil and feld e ReW ts traln it It !,

a bad look-out for me, I can tell you,
and not one o! you would care to be In
my shoes.”

“What 18 the trouble, Nod 1" nsked &
new-cower, opening the door aud glane-
ing at the amused faces of those sur-
rounding 8ir Edward, all of whom
scemed to be keenly enjoying thelr host's
perplexity.

* He has recelved a legacy to-dny. that
is all,” was the response ; “ he has had
&n orphan nlece and nurse sent to hun
from some remote place In the High-

lands. Cowme, give us your case again.,
; old fellow, for the benefit of your
cousin.”

Sir Edward, a grave, abstracted-look-
ing man, with an lron-grey moustache
and dark, plereing eyes, looked up with
& desponding shake of the head, and re-
peated slowly and emphatically,—

“A wilowed sister of mine died last
year, and left her lNttle giri In the
charge of an old school friend. who has
now taken a hushand to herself and dis-

| carded the child, calmly sending me the

following letter:

**Dear Sir,
** Doubtless you will remember that .

' your sister's great desire on her death-
" bed was that you should receive her lit-.

tle one and bring her up under your
own eye, being her natural guardian anad
nearest relative, Hearing, however, trom
you that you did not at that time ferel
cqual to the responsibility, I came for- |
ward, and volunteered to take her for a .
ghort while till you had made arrange-
ments to recelve her. I have becn ex- !
pecting to hear from yau for some time,
and as I have promised my future hus- -
band to flx the day for our marriage !
some time early next month, T thought 1
could not do better than send the child
with her nurse to you without delay.
She will reach you the day after you re-
ceive this letter.  Perhaps you will
kindly send me word of her safe arrivel.
“‘Yours truly.
‘“*Anna Kent.'”

“ Now, Lovell, what do you think of
that ? And sure snough, this afternoon,
whilst we were out, the child and nuran
appeared, and are in the house at tliis
present moment. Don’t vou think it a
hard case for such a confirmed bachelor
as I am ?”

“7 do indeed,” wag the hearty réply ;|
“but I think you will find & way out &
it Ned. Take a wife upto yourse}t, an
she will relieve you bf. all responsibility.”

There was a genpial laugh at this, but
in the midst of {t { Q‘dt%z? slowly gpened,
and the subject of ajl thig discussion ap-
peared on the threatinld, a frarlie little
figure, with long, golden-browan half, and
a pair of dark hrowd eyes that lpoked
calmly and searchingly {n frofit, of her.
Clad in white, with hei dimpled hands
crossed in front of her, she stood there
for a moment In silence, then spoke :

* Where Is my Uncle Edwarg ?”

* Here,” replied Sir Edward, as he
looked helplessly round, first at his
friends and then at his small niece.

The child stepped up to him with per-
fect composure, and held out her little
hand, which her uncle took, undergoing
all the while a severe scrutiny from the
pair of dark eyes fixed upon him.
There was dead silence {n the room :
Sir Edward’s companfons were delight-
fng in the scene, and his great discom-
fiture only heightened their enjoyment.
.“Well,” he said at length, rather
feebly, “1 think yon knaw the look of
me now, don't you ? Where is your
nurse ? Ought you not to be In your
bed 2 This is not the place for little
girls, you know.”

1 was thilnking you would kiss me,”
and the child’s lips began to quiver,
whilst a pink flush rose to her cheeks,
and she glanced wistfully round, in the
hope of seelng some sympathetic face
near her.

But Sir Edward could not brirg him-
sel? to do this; laying his hand on the
curly head raigsed to his, he patted it as
he might his dog, and sald,—

* There, there! Now you have intgo-
duced yvourself to me, You can run awav
What {s your mame ?  Millicent, isn't
it 17

*“ Milly §s my namr. And are all these
gentlemen my uncles too ?”

The tone of doubtful inquiry was too
much for the little company, and Milly's
question was answered by a shout of
laughter.

Again the child's face fiushed. and
then a grey-haired man stepped forward.

“Come, Wentworth. this s a severe
ordeal for such a mite. I have grand-
children of my own, so0 am nnt so srared
as vou, Now, little one, ts that better 2

And in an {nstaat the ehild wos Yifted
by him and placed upon his knee as he
{ook a seat by the fire.

Millv heaved a short sigh,

“Y like thig' she <ald, lonkinw np ot
him confidingly. * Does Uncle Edward
really want me %0 go o dbed ? Nnrse!
said it waan't time yet. Nurse wantoed .

[= "o

her supper. 80 sho scut we tn here while
she had L™

* The reign of the nurse has begun,”
sald Sle Edward.  ~ Well 1t mav te
very fine Joke to all you fellows, but if !
den t take my authority telt at once, it
wifl bo ail up with e Lovell, be 2o
gonit ax to ring that bell™

Sir Edward’s voico was Imto when his
old butler appeared,

* Ford, take thia chlld to her nurse.
and tddl her that she {s never to appear
In my presence again "inless sent for.
Now  Millicent, go at once

The child slid down from her scaf, bt
though evidently puzzied at the qnik,
sharp words, she seemed to have no fear,
for, going up to her uacle, sho slipped
her Httle hand into hila.

*Are you angry, ugcle > What doos
‘preschce’  tmean ? WHI yon &ay,
*Good-night; God bLless you,’ to me 7

With the baby fingers clinging to his,
what conla Sir Edward say t

“ Good-night; good-night, child! Now
go.”’

* 8ay *God bless you " * perslsted the
little one; and it was not till her uncle
muttered the desired words that she ro-
linquished her hold and followed the
butler sedately out of tho room.

{To be continued.)

LOST AND FOUND.
BY MRS ELIZA DONKIN.

This story s true and personally
known to the writor. Tho little gir} of
whom I am about to speak was the sec-
ond daughter of a farmer of H—, &
village in Nova Scotia. Minnle was the

object of her parents’ tender care. as:

she was an occaslonal sufferer from
eplleptlc fits,  After dlnner, on this
especial summer day, her father, who
had a contract for cord-wood, went, as

was his custom, to the woods, only a’

short distance from his house. After
Minnie had folded the tablecloth, which
she claimed was her especial work, she
weat out, they supposed, to play. The
children had a playhouse arranged by
their father, In which was a 1ittle table,
sestts, and dishes. “‘Ihere they played
company with chefr dolls. tWhen Fanny,
tho eldest sister, had finished her work,
she ran out to Jjoin her sister. Not
finding her In the playhouse, she sup-
pesed her hid fa the barn, or some place,
aa hide-and-seck was ona of their games.
After n long search she returned to the
houge, gaying,
*1 tan't find Minnle anywhere.”

.. Her mother, who was busy sewlng,

galg 2

* Shé has gone to her pa”

She had often done this for him to
carry her home, waich he usually did.
She was a slight, delicate child of seven,
aud a pet with her father and grannie,
his mother, who lived with them.

No anxiety was felt till the father
came home alone.

* Where is Minnie 7" exclaimed every-
one.

“1 have not seen her since dinmer.”
And then he remembered that he had
forgotten to tell them that he had
changed his place of work, and was some
dictance frem heme, and on the other
side of the road.

The dread thought of *“lnat™ soruc™
evbry heart as they ran from house to
house in the hope of findire her v
father went to his former chopniner.
place, examined every little seat be had
fixed for her whlle walting for him. but
the ground was $o covered with chips
and leaves that non tracks conld he a~en,
e examined carefully for some distance,
and at length came across a soft. marshy
spot.  There in the mud was the track
of his little girl's “fest, evidently run-
ning, and no doubt calling for him.

Every man in the villuge turned ont
with gunc harns, lanterng. and tarch-
fights. The newe soon spread. and for
miles and miles around men came to the
resenne. For four nights and days the
wcods were allve =ith men. Relieving
parties came from distant towns. Oe-
casionally her tracks were seen in tho
zoft mud of a creek or brook. She had
ovidently rua on in her terror, not know-
ing where she went, and in some bogrgy
places she had sunk deep in the mud,
and only struggled through by a great
effort.

Rut even this was as a sign-board in
a deenrt to her anxious father, who had
nefther slept nor rested, and only ate
when the relief parties would bring food
ard insist upon his ecating.

Meanwhile. from every famil'y altar
and praver-menting for milse arnund the
plea aseended, O lord, save, proteet, and
srare {ae little lost one. T can con-
fidently gpeak of cne Wednesday night
merting, where overy heart and volee
sent up a cry for her safety., The search
went on , the maln road was lined with

were In the wooda.  The excitament in
villages ani settlements was  intense,
The ordinary occupation was uncared
for. On the mornlng of the fourth day,
the searchers came to a placo where ahe
had la:in In obe of those dreadful sapasms.
The grass was bLeaten down, and ther
Iay ore lte'o torn boot. A sad memento
of her suffering.

Her poor {ather sank nlmost frantle cn
the apot, crytng, "0 wmy darling, alonn
in your agony. No one to comfort or
velp you ™

tie clasped the 1ttle boot in his hands
and wept iike a ehild. ‘Thero wero no
dry cves In the group of strong men
that stood around him : none apokoe
Then the signal gun was fired, and the
mon gathered. A consyllation was held.
The marka were reeent. Tha anfiapar
had ovidently crawled tor zoms distansce
after partial recovery, and thea all traoe
was lost in loaves and brush. But they
decided to carefully search every buah,
fallen Umb, or spot where a child could
poasidbly be.

About three p.m., partly hiddra by the
broken limb of a fallen tree, lay the Mt~
tle unconscious one, with torn. hiseding
Hmbs, and scarcely a veatige of clothing,
and yet there was ltfo.  Thero was no
telegraph or telephone there then. hat
thers wero swift borses and willlng
riders, and the doctor was roon there.
Nothing that love and ski!l could do was
left undone. Slowly lifo and consclous-
ness returncd, and there we drop the vetl
for heaven's cooening. That tract of
woods now boasts a thriving village,
stecm mfll, and a big lumbderlag in-
dustry, with trains enlling every day for
passengers and freight

Véinnipeg, Man.

THE LITTLE LOAT.

In a time of famine, a rich man 3sisg
for the poorest children in the town, and
said to them : * There {5 a basket full
of bread; you may each come svery day
and take a lcat until it plcases God to
gend better timcs®  The chilidren at-
tacked the basket, and dlsputed as to
which should have the largest loaf, and
then went awny without once thanking
thetr kind benecfactor.

Onlv Frances, n very poor but cleanly
girl, modest!y remalncu behind, and had
the smallest loaf, which was left in the
Yhasket. She gratefully returned thanks,
and went home guietly.

One day the children behaved very
badly indeed, and poor Frances received
a loaf very much smaller than the rest ©
but when she took ft home, and her

. mother cnt it open, a number of allver
 pleces fell on the floor.

The poor woman twas astoniabed, and
said : “ Go and return this money im-
mediately; it must have been put inlo
the bread by mistake.”

Frances went directly with it to the
gentleman, who sald : ~ My dear child,
it was no mistnke. I had the money
put into that loaf to reward you. Re-
main always as peaceahle and contented.
Those who are satixfled with a little al-
ways bring Ulessings upoa themsolves
apd family, and wIll pass happily
through the world, Do not thank me
but thank God, who put Into your heart
the treasure of a contented and grateful
spirit, and who has given me the will
and opportunity to be useful to those
who are in necd of assaistance.”

WHEAT AND CHAFF.

The way In whi*h a boy uses his
leisure often determines what sort of a
wan he will be.

Two men stocd at ths same table in n
large factory In Philadelphla, working
at the same trade. Haviug an hour for
nooning every day, ecach undertook to uso
it in accompiishing a deflni‘ec purpose.
Each pcrsevered ,>r about the same
nuinber of months, and cach won success
at last. One of these two mechanics
used his daily leisure hour in warking
out the invention of 8 machlae for saw-
ing a block of wood intn ahnnst any
desired shape.  When his Inventivn was
complete, he s0ld the patent for a for-
tune, changed his workman’s apin for
a broadileth suit, and moved out of 2
tenement house into a brown-stens man-
sion., The other man—what did ho do ?
Well, he spent an hour each day deriag
most of a year {n the very difficult un-
dertaking of teaching a littie dog to
stand on his hind feet and danee a g
while he played the tune, At last ac-
counts ne was working ten hours a day
at the same trade “nd nr hig old wagpes,
and finding fault with the fate that made
his fellow-workman rich wh''e leaving
him poor. Letsure minutes may oring
golden grajn to mind 2s well as purse,
it ono ha—rrst wheat tnstead of chaff.—~

ompty varriagaz, the eccupanta of wh.leh‘ Wide Awaka.



Two Surprises.
BY R OW. MALYI'K.
A workman phied his clutnsy spade
A8 *hie sun was golng down ,

‘t he German king, with a cavalcade,
Un his way to Berlin Town,

Reined up hia ateed at the old man’s side
My tolling friend,” sald he,

*“ Wby not cease work at eventhde,
When the labourer shiould be free 2

“1 do not sluve,” the old man sald ;
*And I um always free;
Though I wark from the tlime that I leave
my beq,
PHE T can hardly see.”

* How much,” sald the king, ** Is thy gain
in a day 7
* Bight groschen.” the man replied
Aud thon canst live on this meagre
l’")' 9o
“ Like u king. be sald, with pride
“rwo groschen for me and my  wife,
good fricud,
And two for u debt [ owe
wo groschen to lend, and (wo to spend
Fot those who ean't lnbonr, you know *

Ihy debt 7t sald the king ; satd the
toller, ** Yen,
‘I'o my mother with age oppressed,
Who cared for e, toiled for me, many
a day,
And now hath need of rest.”

“'I'o whom dost lend of thy daily store””
“To my boys- for thelr schooling: you
80e
When | am too feeble to toll any more,
They will care for their mother and
me."

“And thy last two groschen 2 the

monarch safd.
* My slsters are old and lame ;
I give them two groschen for raiment
and bread,
All in the Father's name.”

fears welled up to the goud King s eyes,
*‘Thou knowest me not,” satd he,

" As thou hast given nme one surprise,
Here i3 another for thee,

1 am thy king: give me thy hand "-——
And he heaped it high with gold -
“When more thou needst, I now cora-
mand
‘That 1 at once be told.

*Jor I would bless with rich reward
The man who can proudly say
That eight souls doth he keep and guard
On elght poor groschen a day.”
—St. Nicholas.

We need hardly tell our readers that
the above duous not rfar to the pmvwe nt
Emperor.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

STULES 1IN THE ACI> AND ErISTLES

LESSON VI—MAY 9.
PAUL PREACHING TO THE JEWS,
Acts 13, 26-39.  Memory verses, 38, 39 '
GOLDEN TEXT. I
Through this man is preached unto !
rou the forgivenvss of sins —Acts 13. 38 !
OUTLINE.

1. The Saviour, v. 26-31.
2. 'The Promises, v. 32-37.
3. The Gospel, v. 38, 39.

Time.—Probably A.D. {6,

Place. Autioch in Pisidia.
HOME READINGS.
M. Address fu the synagogue.—Acts 13.

14.25.

Paul preaching to the Jews.—Acts
18, 26-27.

Paul preaching to the Jews.--Acts
13. 38-43.

Jews refect the Gospel.—Acts 13.
144-52.

Message rejected.—Jer. 7. 21-28.

Siu removed.—2 Cor. 6. 14-21.
“crgiveness by Christ. —Luke 7.
36-50.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1 The Saviour, v. 26-31,
To whom was Paul preaching ?
What did he say of Jesus ?
Text.
\Why had the rulers condemned Jesus ?
What did they find against him ?
What did they do with the crucified
Jesus ?
What did God do with him ?
Wio saw the yison Jogus ?

Tu.
W,
Th.
P

S.
Su.

Golden

t Jesng ?

-

Who were some of these witnesses ?
1 Cor, 16. 5-9.
2. The Promise, v. 32-37.
What good news did Paul declare
What three passages did he uote
ftom the Psalms
What did he say about David
How did ho contrast David and Jesus
What change must puass on all save
1 Cor. 1b. 63.
3 The Gospel, v 38, 39
Through whom s forgivencss offered ?
Who may find forgiveness
PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.
Where in this lesson are we taught--
1. There i3 only one way of salyvation ?
2. Salvation is possible only through
fmith
3. AN who wHl may be saved ?

PRIDE A D 1TS FTALL.

We mny be forgiven for chuckling over
the downfnll of one of those disagreeable
persons~—we all have met them—who are
constantly asserting the superiority of
themeelves, thelr knowledge, and their
posss ssfons.  Iinjoy with us this tale of
a modern Waterloo.

A young botanist was showing a party

. »f ladies and gentlemen through a con-

gervatory, explaining to themn the pro-
perties of the cholcest plants., Among
the visitors was a would-be-young-took-
ing, middic-aged woman, who at eovery
description  volunteered the statement
that the plants and flowers she had at
home were quite equal to anything ex-
hiblted here, or indeed, anywhere.

Just as they were passing a glant
cactug she was heard to exclaim :

* Well, this 1s nothing extraordinary.
I have, a cactus at home that is still
larger. I planted and reared it myself.”

* Planted it yourself,” the professor
gently observed. ‘“ How remarkable!
This spectmen is sixty-three years old,
and it yours is still larger—"

The woman dfd not stay to hear any
more, but executed a strategic move-
ment to the rear.

" but one round of drudgery.

hooray ! ['ll come; you bet your lite
'l come. Shall I come to-nignt ?*
*Yes,  Now tell me your name, and

you tnay 80"
* My name’'s Jem Fletcher, an’
ever 0 much obliged, miss”

Ihn

1 wonder i1 ought to do {t,” she |

soltloquized after he had disappeuresd.
“ 1 can {ll spare even five cents a day,
but perhaps 1t 18 tho little chance for
direct service to the Master that I prayed
for. I'll not let it slip by.”

The eventng bLefore, Fthel Merlton had
gone to the bare little bedroom, which
was the only place she could call her
own, with the * biues.” On her kuces
she had sobbed out: ** O Father, what
is the use of trying? Life {8 nothing
I meant
to do so wmuch for thee, Father, and ]

- have been g Christiun six months and

haven’t done one thing that I know of.
O for an opportunity to do Just one little
thing to ‘hft up '

Every day for a week Jem came to do
his work. Ono morning he said : *“Say,
what do you wear that thing for 7"

“‘That {8 my Epworth League badgo,
Jem, and I wear it to show that I am

. trylng to be a Christian and waunt to
" help others to be."

i

*Now I know why you're so good.
I've heard about therma Christlans, and
they're always good. What are they
called Christians for 7 he burst in.

“0 Jem, don't you know ?* She sat
down on the step, baking spoon in bhand,
and, while he stood before her with
wondering eyes, she told in a simyle,
graphic way, the story of the Christ-
child. When she had finished he
abruptly walked away. “ Miss Merl-
ton,” he said when ho returned that
evenimy, ‘““ft looked funny for Ine to
walk off so sudden this morning ; but 1
wanted to think about it. Do you mean
that Jesus wants me to be good, and that
he’s goin' to give me one of them man-
sions £ I will; and that he loves me and
wants me to love him ?"

* Yes, Jem ; that is just what I mean.”

AN EMIGRANT 8HIP,

AN EMIGRANT SHIP.

There is a good deal of excitement
when a great ship carrying, perhaps, two
thousand souls, salls from the port of
London or Liverpool. There aro many
last things to do—baggage and mails,
and passengers to get on board. The
deck is crowded, the steam pipe blows
oft, the tender drops off, a cheer goes up,
tears of parting a-¢’shed and the great
ship with her living {reight sets sail for
the new world.

ONE OPPORTUNITY.
BY ‘‘EUREKA.”

* Please, miss, ain't yer got somethin’
fer a feller to do 7"

Taken by surprise at the plaintive
question, Ethel Meriton answered: “\Why,
yes; 1 was just thinking how nice it
would be to have a boy fill up my wood
box for me. Angd if you'll only wash a
little of the dirt off your face, I'll let
you do it.”

“I'll wash--and be glad to, miss.
Say,” he continued, as she came to the
dour to bring him a towel, “do folks
hire clean boys quicker'n they do dirty
ones 7"

** Certainly,” was the smiling answer.

“*Guess I'll try an’ keep clean. Do
you know, I've been tryin’ fer somethin®
to do fer a month, an’ you're the first
one as bas sald a kind word to me; an’
I'd 'bout give up.”

** That 8 too bad. Suppose you come
here every morning and evening, fill up
the wood box and carry in some water.
I'l) glve yon five cents a day.”

“Do you really mean it, miss? O,

!

“ Well, then, I'm going to try. Looks
as it I ought to do all 1 can for him
when he did so much for me. How
shall I begin, Miss Merlton ?"

After that Jem was a new boy. He
fell into the habit of sitting on the steps
after his work was done and talking
with Ethel while she scoured and secrub-
bed and baked in the kitchen.

* Jem,” satd Ethel une evening, “I've
noticed you don't say ‘ Jiminy Crickets’
any more.”

* No,” was the brisk answer. * PFirst
place, I noticed you didn't use any by-
words, an’ 1 thought a gentleman hadn’t
any right to do it if a lady didn't. An’
then, ‘'bout & week ago, I found that
place in the Bible you gave me where
it says, ‘ But let your communication be,
Yea, yea; Nay, nay ; for whatsoever is
more than these cometh of evil' an’ I
sguess that meaas that by-words is
wrong, an’ so I quit it. Say,” after a
pause, * that Bible’s an awtul lot ¢° help
to a feller, ain’t it ? ’Most every day I
find somethin’ new that I ought to do,
an’ somethin’® I hadn’t ought to do.”

“Yes, indeecd, the Bible is a great deal
of help, Jem.”

“ You say * great deal,” an’ I say ‘awful
lot.” Better say it your way, hadn’t 1 ?
An’ the RBible says,” he went on as if
there had been no {nterruption, * that
we ought to wish for wisdom more’'n we
do for money. Aln't schools places
where we can get wisdom ?”

. Ye&"

“Well, I'm goin’ to ’sm, then. Y've
got flve dollars an' ten cents now.
That'll buy my books, an’ maybe I can
carn a sult o* clothes 'fore fall.”

Four months from the day Ethel first
saw Jem she sat in her pew in the

Street Church and Jistened to the solema
words : *“James Wesley Fletcher, I bap-
tizo thee in the nama of the Father,
Son, and Holy Ghost. Amen.”

She went home with a song of thanks.
glving {n her heart, and that day she
wrote in her journal : * [ thank God that
he has given me the privilege or * lfting
up * one ot his little ones.”

Jem started to school in Septeinbor,
and It you should meect him to-day you
would never imagine him to be the same
Jem who safd that cold March morning,
“ Please, miss, aln’t ver got someth.u’
ter a feller to do ?*

BITS OF FUN.

* Papa, what 18 a veterinary surgeon ?”
“One of those fellows at the Pension
Oilice, my son, who examlines the veter-
ansg for pensjons.”

‘l'eucher—* What {8 a synonym 2"
Boy—"1t's a word you cai use in place
of another when you don't know how to
spell the other one.”

Even when 8 man begins a remark by
saying, “l've halt a mind,” he would.
quickiy resent anybody's saying, “Every-
body knows that.”

Mr. Suburb—' My neighbour hus a big
dog that we are all afrafd of. What do
you advise ?” Lawyer—" Get a bigger
one. Flve dollars, please.”

Extract from a sentimental letter :
*Last night I sat In a gondola on
Venice’'s Grand Canal, drinking it all in,
and lite never seemed so full before !

Good Samaritan—'*Don't you know
better than to drive that poor horse up
hill so fast 2 O’Connor—* Up hlil}, {=
it ? Oh! sir, the nag's btlind, and he
can't sece it !

Judge B. fell down a flight of stairs,
recording hjis passage with a bump on
every step until he reached the bottom.
A servant ran t~ his assistance andg,
raising him up, said :

1 hope your honour is not hurt ?"

“No,” safd the judge, sternly, “my
honour {s not hurt, but my head js.”

“How will you have eggs
cooked ?" asked the waiter,

“Make any difference in the cost of
them ?” inquired the cautious customer
with the brimless hat and faded beard.

L1 NO.II

“ Then cook them with a slice o' ham,”
said the customer, greatly relieved.

your

“So George is going to give up his
place again, is he ? What is the trouble
this time ?” asked the father.

* He complains that the hours are too
loeng,” the mother answered,

“Hm! I guess George would like to
work from twelve to one, with an hour
off for luncheon.”

CAPITAL BOOKS FOR YOUR
5. 3. LIBRERY.
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Walks in Paradise ................ 0 60
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Within the Pearly Gates ....... ... 030
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