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PLAYING AT BEING, GRANDMAMMA- ! Then her gaze foll on a lic..e busy ant sho wondercd what made the ant do as it
LiTrLE children are always fond of imi- | which was trying to drag along a crumb  had dome. Sumcthing mud it was porse.
tating the ways of older people and play- , of bread very much larger than itself, but verance, and the binds scowsed tosing over

ing at being older than they really are. it camo tc a twig which it found hand to and over again, Persoserance,” until she

This little person has discovered her'cmwl over with its burden. The ant pxcked up the sewing, and was surprised

.grandmother's spectacles lying on the%tned to pull it over the twig, and after . to find how suon it was finished. Often

‘thair and. thinks she wil] have a great, getting it up a little tumbled off. Next it afterwards, when tempted to neglect or

game all to herself. So put off somo duty, the

she site in: Granny’s chair _ little girl thought of the

-and -holding the glasses ant, and whispering to her-

-in one hand she gives the self “ Persoveranco,” soon

-empty room the benefit of put the tempter to flight.

her weighty opinion on

some subject she has prob-
sably heard her grand-
mother talk about. If
<little-children would copy
iolder people only in things
that are good, it would be

-very nice, but we fear that

‘many little.boys and girls

find'.a great deal of fun

MAMMA KNEW BEST.

FreppiE had a little
bird that Aunt Elsie gave
him. It wss yollowjand
white, with round black
oyes, and & cunning little
bill that it ate with. Fred
die liked to talk to it

woriletimes in copying the The bird could not talk,
-very questionablo habits of but it could sing, and it
fhen‘ older friends. used to turn its little
e bt head and look at him,
PERSEVERANCE. lirst out of one eye, then
out of the other, and then

A LrrTLE girl being given begin to sing as hard as it

s task in needlework by
hér mother, took a chair
‘out under a shady tree in
the-yard and prepsred to

could. Freddie thought it
was trying to talk to him,
There was a protty cage
s for it to live in, and some-
‘finigh it: The surround- times mamma opened the
ings-out there were very : door of the cage and let
‘Pleasant. The birds sang the bird out to fly and
merrily as they flew from PLAYING AT BEING GRANDMAMMA. hop around the floer a
fitb tolimb; the air was ' little while.

‘mildand balmy; and everything looked ' tried to push the crumb over, and the  Onc day Freddie climbed inty a chair
‘chiderfil-and bright ; yst she was unhnppy'burden tuambled over on it. Tho insect and then apon the table Then he was
and discontented. She did not want to could have easily gone around the twig, close to where birdie's cage huog. His
work and while the task was not hard, but it did not seem to think of this, and mamma came into the roomandcaught him.
‘she‘imagined it was, and thought she was‘ went on dragging and tumbling in the  She lifted him down to the flour, and told
tired 'before she began it So, instead of . same old way. Finally, it got over, and him he must not get up by the cage unless
beginning at once and getting it done soon, ' proceeded on its way. she said he might. Then she went away
shie led‘her work ke dly in"her lap. This set the little girl to thinking, and |sgain.
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Pretty soo the bird chirped, and Fred-
dio thought it was calling him. So he
climbod upon the table again. Naughty
Freddie, not to mind his mamma! In a
littlo while he got the door of the cage
open, and birdio flew out. But tho pussy
cat was in the room, and she caught tho
little bird and killed it.

Mamma would not have let the bird out
of the cage when the cat was in the room,
but Freddie did not think of the cat. If
he had only obeyed his mamma, he might
have had his little bird yet.
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MARY'S PRAYER.

LitTLE Mary's mother had occasion to
- correct her the other night. Mary was
angry, and when she said her prayers, in-
stead of asking God to bless papa and
mamma, ag she was wont to do, she said :
*Qod bless papa, and don't bless mamma ”
Her mother took no notice, and Mary
jumped into bed without her good-night
kiss. By-and-bye she began to breathe
hard, and at length she whispered : “Mam-
ma, are you going to live a great while 3"
“I don't know,” was thie answer. “Do
you think you shall?” «1 cannot tell.”
Do many mothers die and leave their chil-
drent” *“A great many.” *Mamwas”
said Mary, with a trembling voice, “I am
going to say another prayer;” and clasp-
ing her little hands, she cried: “ God bless
paps, and tho dearcst, best mamma any
little girl over had in the world.” That's
the way, children,
mothers were going to die very shortly,
you could not be half kind enough to them,
But do you not know that, be thoy long

If you knew your |

or short lived, thero lies before you, written
so plainly that he who)runs may read,
“ Honour thy fathor and thy mothor?”
Remembor that every wroog committed
ogainst loving parcats will, when thoy
shall have passed from earth, bite like a
serpont and sting liko an’adder

WILLIE'S QUESTION.
BY C. H. LUGRIN,

WaeERke do you go whon you go to sleep?
That's what I want to know.

"There's loads of things I ean’t find out,
But nothing bothera me sg

Nurse puts mo to bed in my little room
And takes away the light;

1 cuddle down in the blunkets warm
And shut my eyes up tight.

Then oft I go to the funnicst place
Where everything seems queer ;
Tho' sometimes it is not funny at all,

Just like the way it is he

There's mountains made of candy there,
Big fields covered with fic wers,

And lovely ponies und birds and trees,
A hundred times nicer than ours,

Often, dear mamma, I see you there,
And sometimes papa, too,
Aud last night the baby came back from
heaven,
And played like he used to do.

'So all of this day I've been trying to

think,
Oh, how I wish I could know,
Whereabouts that wonderful country is
Where sleepy little boys go.

NEP AND THE BABY.

NEPIUNE lives next door to our house,
He is Dr. Lane's dog, sand js eight years
old. The butcher comes three times a
week, and when meat-day comes Nep trots
down to the corner of the road and waits
for the butcher. He is very fond of the
doctor’s baby, who is two years old, He
takes care of him almost as well as a
nurse.

But the strangest thing is that Nep
is found of picture-books. He will stand
up with his fore feet upon the table, and

| paw open the leaves of “ Mother Goose”

or some othor book. When he finds a

.picture of a dog, he will wag his tail and

say “ Bow-wow!” Sometimes he pulls the
book upon the fleor. Then he lies down
and turns over tho leaves, and he and
baby look at the pictures togother. It
would makeo you laugh to see them:

~ = N 3 ‘ :

)

GIVE AND TAKE.

TaE following atory may no betrue. In. g
decd, it probably is not; but we may say N
that if it wore true, it Would teach a lesson
us woll as oxcite a smile. We find the B
story in & Now York paper. -
When Jay Gould arrived in Boston a ¥
fow days ago, he was confronted by o "
youngster with an usually_dirty face,'who
shouted, *“ Mornen’ paper, only two cents I §
The millionaire bought a, paper, and g
gave the boy a five-cent piece, maying, R
“Keep the chunge, and buy a cake of soap &
to wash your face with.” g
The newsboy counted out shree cente,
and dropped them into Mr. Gould's hand. #
" Keep your change,” said the boy,.“and §
buy a book on politeness.” :

THE BLACK SHEEP. v

It was such a poor, forlorn little thing §
that Farmer Green was going to kill it out §
of pity, but the children begged hard for it. §

“It's only a black sheep it will be if H
it lives at all. Sure, its own mother won't §
have a thing to do with it, and you'll
find it & deal of trouble. You'd better.let
ma knock it on the head,” he said. ;

But Master Tom set up such a scrvam- §
ing and kicking that the farmer called }
out: :

“ Whist, now, me boy, here’s your litile §
sheep, and its a bad sort, I fea... you'll find §
him."” ‘s

The little sheep that its own mother §
wouldn't own was, in truth, a troublesome R
pet. At first it was almost impossible to I
teach it to take the warm milk Milly §
offered it; but after it had once learned to g\
drink, it seemed to be always hungry. 3

How it did grow! and how mischievous §
it was! It followed Tom and Milly every- }
where; into the house, up stairs, down §
stairs, out of the gate, and to chureh too, if §
he was not locked up. .

One day he followed Tom into. tho :
school room, aud in a playfal mood began
to butt himdown. .As fast aa Tom got up, §*
down he went again: AS .lsst Tom grew g
angry, and seized his slate to defend . him- §
self, but the sheep thrust his head throngh -
his slate, knocked over a chair and Tom |
together. Milly laughed until she could
scarcely stand, but she did no dare stxr
for fear the black sheep would turn upon &
her. t

The noiss brought up the clnldren s
father, who dreve the sheep out of the
house. He was soon sent to the pasture
with the other sheep, as he was too big
and strong to be the ehildren’s playmate,
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BOATULLUS MAGEE AND THE
MUSICAL TREE.

Bxnz was a small boy named Catullus
M Magee,

¥ hoso father lived under a musical tree
%ot played, when Catullus was happy and

o good, .
ost beautifol airs ab the edgoe of the wood.

R'henever Catullus was naughty and bad
Rhe aivs of the tree were both doteful and
N sad.

P learn his son's conduct, old Mr. Magee
Jad only to list to the musical tree.

¥ the tree gave a woe-begone, sorrowful
4 howl,

And they missed from the cupboard a patty
§ of fow),

N'he father would play, with a movement
. most free,

A birchen tattoo on Catullus Magee.

g the tree made & moan at the noon of
the day,

3t meant that Catullus from school was
away,

#nd without furtherquestion, when home-
ward he came,

Me'd find his anatomy more than aflame.

[One day, when Catullus was merry and

NThe tree played sad airs at the edge of the

wood.

Awave in the odorous breezes of June,

IThe musical branches were all out of tune.

gSaid Mr. Magee : “ Hence no musical tree

Bhall make me believe what I can't plain-
§  ly see. ,

ENo more sign or symbol shall govern my
acts ;

81f I whip you again, it be but on facts,
B I have whipped you, though good, when

the music was sad.”

; ' Yes, indeed, sir, you have,” coincided the

lad,
For ecch thrashing apologiz:d Mr. Magee,
Aud the next day he chopped down thé
musical tree.
—Harper's Youny People.

WE MUST LOVE EVERYBODY.

It is easy to be kind to those we love,
and if we love everybody. we shall be kind
everybody. But does God want us.to
pve everybody? Yes; he says, “ Love
hy neighbour as thyself” We have so
ttle love, that we must go to God to get
ore.. He will give us love enough to le+-
 the world with if we want it,

HAPPY DAYS.
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NED'S TROUBLE.
BY RUTH ARGYLE

MiLLIE was ill with fover, and longed for
fruit to cool her parched tongue and burn-
ing lips. She tried not tolet her latne bro-
ther Ned know that she wanted anything,
for thoy wore very poor, and ho was behind
hand with the rent for their small room
in the attic. But Ned found it out, and
although he had no money, there was one
thing he did have.

One day during tho past week he had
found a gold locket in the gutter nmong
some rubbish. His mother when living
had always told her children that to keep
anything they found was stealing, unless
it was quite impossible to find the owner.
So he had bsen trying to find the owner
of the pretty locket.

Still it did seem very hard that tient
little Millie should want for somcthing
while this bit of jewelry lay rolled up in’
R piece of paper in his pocket.

Slowly his crutchea thumped their way
down the strecet. Ah! There was the con-
fectioner’s with a lot of fresh fruit in the
window and on the counter; how Millie
would enjoy a bunch of those beautiful
white grapes; or one of the bright golden
oranges, or s slice of that juicy pine-apple!
A pretty young woman stood behind the
counter; it was early in the morning and
there were no customers as yet. Finally
he entered the store and rsising his hat
politely, said, “I have a very sick siater,
miss ; she has fever and her mouth burns
so, and the water is 8o warm, she cries
when she thinks I don’t see, because sheo
wants some fruit”

“Haven't ycu any money ? I am not
allowed to give away the fruit.”

Ned’s face flushed, and he eaid, “ No,
ma'am, I have no money, but I found
something the other day. I haveno right
to use it, because it is not mine, but if you
are willing to keep it until I can find its
owner, you will see that I mean to pay
you, and I will come here every day and
work for ycu until I have paid you for
the fruit.”

He held out the locket which he had
tied about his neck, and to his surprise the
woman cried joyfally i—

“Why, that is my locket. I lost it a
week ago. Oh, I amso glad to getit again,
it hag the initials—E.M.—inside ; yes, here
they are, you see.”

Ned gave her the-locket, which she tied
about her neck, then bidding him wait a

moment, gho stepped into the adjoining
soom. When she returned she carried &
| little basket which she filled with oranges,

e

grapos and a beautiful pinc-applo; then
making up o packago of nuts sho said
smilingly, “ The fruit is for your sick sia-
ter, the nuta for yourself, and Mr. Dubarry
says ho hns beon looking for an honest,
worthy boy to help us here in the store,
and if you would like to como you wmay,
he will pay you more than you can eamn
doing odd jobs. Well, what do you say,
my boy

*“ Oh, thank you! indeed I will bo glad
to como, and Millie will thank you very
much.”

When Ned bad given tho sick girl her
fruit, and henrd her joyful thanks, he
wont away by himself to thank God and
to ask for strength to be faithful and up.
right in his new life.

S

ASHAMED TO TELL MOTHER.

“ I sn0ULD bo ashamed to tell mothor,”
wns o hittle boy’s reply to his comradea
who were trying to tempt him to do wrong,

“ But you need not tell her; no one will
know anything about it."

“I ghould know all about it myself, and
I'd feel very mean if I couldn't tell
mother.”

“It's a pity you were not a girl. The
idenof a Loy runming and teiling his mother
every iittle thing.”

“You msy laugh if you want to,” said
the noble boy, but I've made up my mind
never, as long as I live, to do anything I
should be ashamed to tell my wmother.”

Noble resolve! and ons which will make
almost any life true and useful. Lot it be
the rule of every boy and girl to do noth-
ing of which they would be ashamed to
tell their mother.

“MOTHER-SICK.”

Daisy and her mother were such good
friends you scarcely ever saw the one
without the other. Onco, when Daisy had
been away a few days on a visit, her host-
ess Lrought her back, saying :

“I am afraid that Daisy hasn't had a
grood time ; shecried a little oneo or twice,”

“Were you homesick, Daisyi” asked
her mother.

“No, mamms, but I—I guess I was a
little mother-sick. Were you really bappy
while I was away, mamma 1"

“ Not very happy, Daisy.”

“Then I guess you must bave been child-
sick, weren't you mamma 2"

I wonder if Daisy over learned that
beautiful verso in the Bible: “Thus saith
the Lord, As one whom his mother com-

forteth, so will I comfort you.”
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CHILD LIFE IN SIAM.

It is always interesting to learn how!
boys *and girls in distant lands amuse
themselves In this nccounb—-mken‘
from,"Sinm and Lons "—the most notice-
able thing is that no mention is made of
schools.

\When the Siamese young folks get up
jn the morning, they do not go to the
wasn-stand to wash their faces, for the
simple reason that Sinmese houses ecan
bonst no such article of furniture. So our
little Siamese friend just runsdowu to the
‘foot of the ladder—for the house is built
on posts—to a large jar of water with a
coconnut-shell dipper. There she washes
hor face by throwing the water over her
hands and rubbing them over her face.
She needs no towel, for the water is left
to dry. She does not brush her teeth, for
they are stained black by chewing the
betel-nut. Her hair does not require comb-
ing cither, for it is all shaved except a
Tittle tuft on the top of the head, and that
is tied in a little knot, and not often
combed.

After breakfast is over the children go
off and find some pleasant place in which
to play. The girls play at keeping house,
and make dishes of clay dried in the sun.
Little images of clay washed withlimearo |
their only dolls.

_ The boys in Siam are very fond of
pitching coins, and spend much of their
time in this game. They play leap-frog,
aund very often jump tho rope.  Now that

f
so many forcigners come to this countryl

thoy have learned to play nmarbles to.

In the month of March, though usually
dry and hot, winds are blowing, At this [
timo the Siamese, young and old, are much

engsged in playing games with Kites, l

| forgotten, mislaid, and much time and

kD FIRE.rLace.

which are filled with whistles, and {he air
resounds with the noise produced by the
toys and tho shouts of the multitudes of
the people engaged in the sport.

As the streets in Siam are almost all
rivers and canals, the boys and girls early
learn to row, and paddle their little boats
almost a3 soon ag they learn to swim,which
they do when only four or five years oid.

—_e—o:

“IT IS NOT WORTH WHILE."

It is not worth while to open the piano
for ten minutes' practice, and that is all
the time I can spare this morning,” I hear
o little maiden say quite often.

Now, my deor, that ten minutes wasted
six times makes an hour wasted ; and ten
minutes every morning at the piano would
do you more good than a whole hour once
a week, while you are a little girl and got
so tired at school.

“1t is not worth while to change my
coat to perform this little work,” says the
carcless boy; that is why he never
looks as neat as his brother, who does not
think it too much trouble to take care
of his clothes.

“ It is not worth while to carry the tools |

back to their place now; next time I go
that way will do as well;” but they aro

patience expended in looking for them
when needed.

“It is not worth while to mend that
little tear, or sew on that butfon; no one
will notice;” but some one did notice,
and you gained a reputation for careless-
ness.

Is there anything wise or good, however
small, that is not worth while *~——Christian

WHEN MAPLES SET THEIR LEAV
AFIRE.

BY CONSTANCE EVELYN DECKENS ’

Tur cricket sings in monotones,

‘Tho aiv is full of golden droams;
How perfect dying naturo scoms
When maples set their leaves afiro,

3

Bright summer is not yot aslesp—

I found her by the beeches wide,
And where belated violets hide
Their purple hoods bencath the hill

And where, by fences old and gray, .
That hoard the wealth and light of m
Pale, sapless grasses bow in June,
Lift silver fingors to tho sun.

White autumn mists about her feet,
And yellow-coated leaves are scen,
Her bridal gown of riches green
Is bordered with a scarlet bem.

The cricket sings in monotones,
The air is full of golden dreams:
How perfect dying natore seems
When maples set their leaves afire,

A DEAD LOSS.

“ CoME, Mamie, darling,” said Mrs. Pe
son, “before you go into the land
dreams you will kneel at my knee
thank your heavenly Father for what
has given you to-day.” _

Mawie came slowly toward her mot:
and said, “I've been naughty, and I'
pray, mammas.” ‘ .

“If you have been naughty,.dear,.
is the reason that you need to pray.”

“ But, mamma, I don't think God w
little girls to come to him when.they
naughty.” :

“You are not naughty now, dear,
you ¥’

“No, I am not naughty now.”

« Well, then, come at once.”

“ What shall I say to God abou
mamma ?” :

“You can tell God how very sorry

are.
* What difference will that make?”
“When we have told God that we
sorry, and when he has forgiven uy,.
we ure as happy as if we had not
wrong, but we cannot undo the mischi
“ Then, mammea, I can never be-qui
rich as if I had not had a naughty’
to-day.” )
“Never, my dear, but the though
your loss may help you to be mbre car
in the future, and we will ask' to keep

at Work. :

from sinning against ‘him egain.” - -




