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PORTRAIT.
fis little girl has
getting her por-
Bl kon,and when
B brought her
gshe showed

ourls
| Uiy 80 prettily
8| her shoulder.

R got her asw
W bat on that
mgps bought her

¥ pther day, all
3 mihed with pretty

3 rosettes of rib.
rznd the pretty

ogpllar that paps

"
f\ LITTLE UN-
. BELIEVER

o S WOTHER, $here's
' ng I've bson
g to ask you
B> & good while;
[ pahanade all those
M #ie-shildren st the

P

RN

B &er; “God made them 80.”

i " Qo 1" he shouted, 8o suddenly, and so
Bod @iab che started and pricked her fin- !
e: “Glod made all those poor little chil- | anger and scorn.

THE PORTRAIT,

“Tind your place
and go on with your
reading,my son,” said
tho mother in a low,
tronbled voice, and
Will flapped over the
leaves noisily He
didn's foel like read
ing the slory of
Joseph But it was
s beautiful story,
even to one who
knew it ail bofoms,
and he vead on and
on, till Joseph was
srrayed in fine linen,
riding in the king's
chariot, with & chain
of gold about his
neck.

“ Willie,” said the
mother suddenly, “do
you suppose when
Juseph was dewn in
that dark pit, or in
Potiphar's dungeon,
that he could tell
why God let him
be there? And yob
there was a besuti.
ful reason it meand
riches and honour
and power and in-
flaence, and every-
thing good. The pis
snd tho dungoeon
brought him to ths
king, and to white
caiment and to be
the firsh man in the
kingdom.”

“Ah, 1 sgee, mo-

"They were born blind,” answered ' dren blind, that bad never done any harm? , ther,” eaid the young reader,  you are
Then you need never tell me that he isa
good, kind Heavenly Father, I'll never be-
lieve it agsin.”

thinking about the little blind children

God must bave bad soms Leaatiful zeason

Will's eyes flashed in, for them too.” Yes, dear children, God
. has a motive for everything.
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THE LITTLE DOCTOR.
Bany Maubk is vory ill,
So tho little Mamma plays;

She must bave a candy pil),
Doctor Neddy gravely says.

Doctor Ned is very fat,

And when visiting the sick
Takes his papa's beaver hat,

And his grandpa’s walking -stick.

And so comical he looks,

Children’s maomma laughs to see ;
Wise 3 any dozen books,

Solemn 08 a judge is he.

Now he takes the Dollie's hand,
Makes believe to see her tongue ;
Says, “ Ab, ‘'um, I understand;
Gob the toothache in her lung.”
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A PERFECT LITTLE GENTLEMAN.

ARTRUR JORDAN was & very selfish little
His mamma often talked to him
about his bad babit, but Arthur's memory
was not as good as his appetite, so he went
on forgetting, and very often was sent
from the table in disgrace on account of

‘" 1iis bad manners.

One day when there was company at
dinner, he was allowed to go to the table,
hecanse the con.pany was grandma and

" two ounties.

This day Arthur sat by grandma on his
high chair, and when the fruit was passed,
instead of waiting for grandma to help
him, he reached up and snatched the finest
peach in the basket, the very one that
mamms bhad intended [grandms to have,

My,

Mamma lo«;kcd gnovod but said nothmg
then. When tea timo cams, instead of being
perchod up in his soat of honour by grand-
ma again, the little gentleman was given a
seat at a tablo by himsclf, and here ho was
obliged to cat, three timas a day, as long
a8 tho visitors remained.

This treatment seemed very hard to
Arthar, but po lcarned his lesson well, and
o few months later when he went to visit
grandma in her own home, ho was so
polito that the aunties said he was &
“ perfect little gentleman,”

GOOD OLD ROSE.

Rose is our old dog. Her hair is a3
curly as dandelion stems, her tail wavea
like a foather duster, When we say,
“Good dog.” it thumps like grandpa's
cane when he walks up stairs. Now I will
tel! you why we call her “good old Rose.”

One day papa sent Lily to the store.
Lily is six years old ; the store is just be-
yond the railroad track.

“Roge, take care of Lily,” said papa.

Rose wagged her tail for “ Yes, sir,”
and off they went.  She trotted along by
Lily’s side.  Lily felt very grand to go to
the store all alone. She didn’t know that
Rose was taking care of her. All a% oade
Rose caught Lily’s dress in her teeth.
Thoy were jusb going to cross the track.

“Let me go!” said Lily. Bub Rose
pulled her back hard. Lily looked up and
down the track; there was no train in
sight. But Rose heard it shake the
ground. “You shall let me gol" cried
Lily. “Bad Rose!” and she jerked the
dress, and tore it out of Rose’s teeth, and
ran. Then Rose jumped right at Lily,
and threw her down on the ground, and
dragged her back again.

Just ab that instand the train thundered
round the curve ; but Lily was eafe. How
the men in the train cheered! How the
ladies waved their handkerchiefs! Rose
hadn't any handkerchief, but she waved
her tail; and that is all a dog can do.

Wouldn't you pat her big head too and
¢all her “good old Rose?”"—Litile Men
and Women.

A LETTER TO PAPA.

Para Bninton had gune to Florida, and
Maude and Harry missed him very much.

* I wonder if papa misses us as mich as
we miss him 7 * said Maude, sighing.

“I'm sute he dves,” answered mamiua.

’ ™ "
“So you can ; and I'm sure it will}
bim and you too to boar tho separat
roplied mammn.

“That's so,. Wo will write to hin s
long lotter, and tell him how much L0
him, and whab wo have boen domg.
he went away” 8o Harry and lh
wrote o long letter, First Harry wn:
sontonce, then Maude wrole one, ‘
Harry, and again Maude,

When Papa Brinton received it}
emiled so ofwn that his friend uked‘
what pleased him so much. He re
that he had o very sweed love letter g q
two little lovers; and the friend read; :
letter and smiled too. He said he wi
he had two dear little children to wri-}
him such dear, loving letters,

THE DOLL'S VISIT.
“YouU are going visiting, Nellie-D;
this very day,” said May to her doll, ,
you are going to have on your bo;
clothea,” -

Nelhe-Dellio said nothing, bu I«
happy as she always did, and soon|
ready to go across the way to seo K
Ware. *

“Tat's go into the garden,” saidi ':
taking her own doll in her arms, *
Nellie-Dellis walk between us, ehe }i

el YR AT s s S DI ¢

big” So the two small mothors |
May's doll between them, and toddl ).
along, though herfeebde gled a good"
and she was pulled along i, hor arma(
of the time, -
All went well éill they reached the;,
place, when Bess tripped and som}

“

though neither she nor her own doll{ &

burt, she pulled Nellie-Dellie’s arm 'S
oub as she fell. ?
“I am sorry,” she cried, “and I &
mean to.” x
“I know you didn't,” said May, t. :
bravely to keep back the tears at dcz g
woeful plight.
“ We'll go and get sister Mary to be‘ a
tor,” said Bessie. X
“It is harder to put an a>m back: &
to tear it off}” said Doctor Mary, “I o
will do my best.” b
She was such a fine dootor thati &
was soon as well as ever, and after 8, ¥
play was taken home, none the wors *
the little accident, while May was ? )
the better for it. For you wee sheb -
chance to be vexed with her playmst 1

* I wish I could tell him how lonely we, she never said a cross word, and 0;_1
are withvat him, and how much we want | was better than keeping both dolieh: &

to see him,” said Harry.

in tight. x
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GRANDMA SHUTS HER EYES.
" “WrTHIN tho chimnoy oornor snug
Dear grandma gontly rocks,
'And kmta hor daughtor s baby boy
A tiny poir of socks.
! And somotimes grandma shuts her cyes
And sings the softest lullabies.

\
" Dear
]

— _Lv 7

Across her face the happy emiles
All play at hide and seck,
- And kiss the faint and faded rose
That lingers on her choek.
-{ While thoughts too sweet for words arise
- When dear old grandma shuts her oyes

Yot sometimes pictures in her face
Have just a shade of pain,

! As golden April sunshine mingles

,  With a dash of rain.

+ And then perchance she faintly mghs,

i Docg grandma when she shuts her eyes.

Ste's growing younger every day,
She's quite a child again,

And those she knew in girlhood's years
She speaks of now and then.

And sweet old love songs feebly tries,

Dres grandma when she shuts her eyes.

S - SN .

-
—

WJW T,
Eaa

T used to wonder why her eyes
She closed but not; in sleep,

The while the smiles would all abont
Her wrinkled visage creep

Bub ¥ have guessed the truth ab last—

t She shuts ber eyes to view the past.

‘
1
}
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THE LITTLE MOTHER

IT was Elsie Dane's Lirthday, and all
e girls in her class hLud recoived the
intiest of cards invifing them to her
tthdey party. For days the grand
ﬁarty bad been the sole theme of conver-
.. mtion among the girls wherever they met,
uxd not one of thom had thonght more
B ;. about the pleasures in store on Saturday
) cve than Janet Lewis, ‘the school-
Y %fm‘ s little daughter,
All the aftornoon of the eventful day
¢ lhe went about the house singing like a
taz'k and I could nct tell you how jmany
Hps she made to her own little room %o
a Yeep ut the white dress done up so
hlanhfully and the bright new ribbons
pd other ornaments which her loving
mother had provided for the occasion.
"5 She was so happy herself that she did
§pt notice 1ow very ill her motker looked,
b * that she did not eat a mouthful of
god at dinner, but when she came down
sénirs deessed ready for the party, she
y found the dear ome stretched apon the
aafa, unable to raise her head, and Dick and

. ':..).

g

‘vv“---

—

baby Joe racing up and down the hall
with broomstizks for horsce.

"I cannot go and leave you sufforing) in
this way,” sho said regrettully, laying her
cool hand on her mothor's burning brow

"Go dear, I do not want to duumpoint
you,"” whisporod tho ewfforor, in ovident
pain

"I will not leave you, mother,” Janet
said in a low voite, and then ghe went
sluwly up tho stairs again, to change her
clothes. *

Thero were tears in her eyes, but when
she thought of the Morton children across
the street whose mother was lying out in
the graveyard sho driod her eyes, and
hurried back to bathe the poor aching
head and to coax the boys out in the
kitchen where their noise would not reach
the sick room. She amused them telling
stories and showing them picture books
for & while, and then she went b the
table to finish seeding the raisins her
mother bad begun.

The boys had each a sweet tooth, just
like othei childian, Lut having o distinct
rocollection of sundry slaps and cross
words that vsed to come from the elder
sister, they slipped up quietly, and whilo
her head was turned awasy in another
direction helped themselves to the raisins

Janed said nothing, but the baby, seeing
the smile on her face, said “ You little
mother?”

“Yes dorling, I am,” eried the sister,
taking the little fellow up in her arms and
kissing him over and over.

“ Why weren't yuu guod that way be-
fore 7” asked Dick. “ Yua osed tu tell as
tu go awuy and nut Luther yun, bat you
don’t do it now. You're getling to be
like mother:"

“Iam tryiog tuv be a Christian ouw,”
Janet answered. “ It is luving Jesus that
makes the difference.”

“Then I wish every body wuuld try to
be Christians and love Jesus,” was the
simple answer of the child.

“I ask Lkim every day t make me
good and help me to be Letter tu you all,”
said Janet humbly.

you are lots better,” was Dick's conclusiun,
and the baby added; “ me tink su toc.”

“You are my little comfort, Janet,” said
her mother that evening, after awaking
from a refreshing sleep. “I Jo not know
how we conld have managed without vou
this afternoon.”

Janet's answer was a kiss. She felt
l that she was more than repaid fur the
sacrifiee she had made.

I
el

“He must hear you then, for I am sure i

*BLACK BOB."
A TRUE STORY OF AN OLD CAVALRY HORSK

Ix tho your bofore the battle of Water
loo a force of British and Indian soldiers
was engagod in attack on Kalunga, a fort
situated in the mountainous country of
Nepaul. On the 3lat of October an at-
tempt was made to carry the place by
storm. At the most eritical moment of the
advance Sir Robert Rollu QGillospie, who
led the assault, was shod through tho heard
and he foll, cheering on his men, with his
sword in his hand and his faco to the foo.

Sir Robert's horse was a creaturo of
rare boauty, popularly known as * Black
Bob" frcm the colour of ita hide Afder
the capture of Kalunga the animal was
put up for salo, and the men of his old
regiment—the 8th Royal Irish Light Dra-
goons—were vory anxions to keep tho
horse amung thom, vad of respect for tho
memory of its dead master,

Unfortunately, the price of three fun-
dred guineas had been pud upon “ Blask
Bub,” and this sum was soon increased to
four hundred guineas. Not to be boaten,
however, the troopers of tha 8th zobseribed
the necessary monoy, and the horse became
their property. “ Black Bob" never had
such good times as aow awaited Lim, He
was L9 peb of the regiment, snd whenever
the men changed their quarters ho always
marched riderless ab their hoad.

Eight years later tho Royal Irish, being
under orders to return to Europe, were
dismounted, and their horses bad $o0 be
turned over tu the 16th Lancers, who had
comeoutturelievethem. And so it happensd
that the Druguwus were at length cumpelled
to part with “Black Bol,” Thoy sold him
to a civilian in Cawnpore, but gave the
purchaser Lack bhalf the monay on condi-
tion that “Bub” should always have a
good stable and a enug paddock.

A few days afterward the men of the
8th started on fr. 2$, before dawn, to embark
on the Ganges for Calcutta. As they
tramped along, their trumpets plaged a fa-
miliar Irish yaickstep, aad the suunds of
the well-known air fell on “Bob's” cars

in his new home. He grew frantic on heas-
ing thew,, kicked his stall v pieces, and
neacly strangled himsell 1n bus efforta to
escape, in order t rejuin his uid cumrades.
|Aftcr awhile Lo succooded in bLreaking
‘Ioose, and bulted fur the Cuwnpure bar-
racks. Bat the excitement had boen too
much for the poor creature, for * Black
Bob " had bardly reached the square when
he fol! dead nut far frum tho seiuting-
post
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KITE FLYING.

“ WiLL you go and fly your kite with
me?” said Tom to Fred Walton one dayafter
school on a bright summer day with just
onough wind to make them soar to the
biue sky; but Fred said no, he didn't
wanb to, and so stayed ab home while Fred
and a lob of other boys went off to the
open fleld. Tom couid hear their voices and
peals of laughter and wished he had gone
too. So he ook up his kite and marched
off to the other boys, who were glad to see
him coming. After they were through
flying their kites Fred said that he had
such a good time that he would not have
migsed it for anything, and next time
Tom asked him to go he would do &8 he
was asked. Think twice before you speak.

DUST GN YOUR GLASSES

1 LuN'1 often put vn my glasses to ex
amine Katy's work , but une morning oot
long ago I did soupon entering a room she
had been'sweeping.

«Did you forget to open tho wmdows,
when you swept, Eaty?” I inquired. i

“This room is very dusty.”

glasses, Raty. Rub it off—you will see
better.”

She understood me and left the rorm.

I told the incident to the children, and
it is quitc common to hear them say to
each other: “Oh, there is dust on your
glasses.”

Sometimes I am roferred to: “Mamma,

Huu, has dast on his gmanco. Can't he

rub it off 7"

When I hear a person criticising another,
condemning, perhaps, a courss of action he
knows nothing about, drawing inferences
prejudicial to the person, I think, “ There's
dust on your glasses. Rub it off” The
truth is everybody wears these very same
glasses.

I gaid 80 to John one day, some little
matter coming up that called forth the
remark: “There are some people I wish
would begin to rub, then,” said he. “There
is Mr. Su and so and Mra So-and-so, they
are always ready to pick at some one, to
slur, to hint, I don't know, I don't like

them.”
“I think my son John has a wee bit on

his glas 28 just now”
He laughed and acked : *“ What is a boy

«I think there is dust on your eye-|to do?”

glasses, ma'am,” she said modestly.

And sure enough the eycglasses were at
fault and not Katy. I rubbed it off and
everything looked bright and clear, the
carpet like new, and Katty's face gaid: “1
am glad it was tho glasses and not me this
time.”

This has taught me a good lesson, I said
to myself upon leaving the room, and one
that 1 shall remember through life.

In the «vuning Katy came to me with
some kitchen trouble. The cook Lad done

“Keep your own well rubbed up, and
you will not know whether others need it
or not.”

“T will,” he replied.

X think as a family we are all profiting
by that little incident, and through life
will never forget the meaning of “There is
dust on your glasses.”

Do we ever thank Qod for the heanti-
ful wourld he has given us? Bat there is
a fairer world than this. We shall ses it

go-and-so. When her story was finished I some Jday if we luve and obey God in this

said smilingly:

“There i8 dust] on fyour | life.

PLAYING SCHOOL.
BY MRS. A. GIDDINGS PARK.

BLuEe-rYED Maude is tho teacher;
Olaronco, Minnie and Bell

Aro tho most advancoed of her pup
The firs$ class studying well.

Then there aro the primary scholan
Thoso dollies that sit in & row;

And Roblie's the Suporintondent
Who visits tho school, you know.

Pussy is studying drawing,
Her paws in tho crayon tray;
While Bose sits up on a hassock
Roady his parb to play.
She has on her very best ribbon,
With an extra frill of lace,
While he wears a turn-dowu collar
And s very solamn face!

A mouse peeps out of the roiner,
From his hole just under the wall,
And Puss goes ecampering after,
Upsetting the dollies all!
While Maudie—the dignified teagher
Jusb screams, and jumps to o chair
And the grave little Superintendent

Lau,;uo }vud ab the aunuy n‘;fnu!

A SHORT SERMON.

My friend was walking up York S
late one efternoon, when he encoun
a short sermon on temperance. Tho
was keen and cold, with “symptoms
snow.” He had pulled t1e cap down
his ehrs as far as possible, and bnttoned
his overcoat close to keep out the sti
lake wind, and was hurrying along
pace that might rival Weston's when
nearly ran over & little child not more
four years old, who had fallen on the s
walk near him.

“ Heigho, sis!” he exclaimed, lifting
safely to her feet again.

The little ragamuffin put up a grie
lip, and was going to cry, but stopped w
he spoke to her.

“ Whew ! barefooted, and such a day
this!"—with a low whistle—" why d
you run home, sis, and put on yours
and stockings before you freeze
toes 2"

“ Don't dot any shoes and stotin's.”

“Don't got any, eh? How does
happen? Don't your father buy youn
shoes and stockings 7"

“0 no,” she answered, with a tone
meant ¢ of course not,” and a manner i
cating that she considered the
amply sufficient, “No, my papa
drenk.”




