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THE COURIER.

WITH THE CHILDREN.

These little stories are reprated for
the pleasure of those who love children,
who enter into their big-little troubles,
and watch with “large other vyes,” their
growth away from the simple joys of
childhood into the perplexities and com-
plexities of maturer life with a large and
reacy and unfailing fund of sympathy.
They are not written from the child
study ssand-point and have not been
treasured for any scientitic purpose.

Their refreshing qualities and their
truth, are their only excuses for being.

There are those who like to keep a
tiny peep-hole in the wall which shutas
them from the world beautiful. It is
hoped that such will find pleasure in
these truthful tales. If anythiog can
impress upon us the necessity for care
in the ordering of our walk and con-
versatior, the way in which children
reproduce the conversations and em-
ployments of their elderssrould produce
the desired result.

A teacher came quietly in one day
where two little girle, her pupile. were
“playing" school.

Mury was speaking colemnly. I do
not wish to speak to you in this tone.
It grieves me to have to do it. But if
you will not be u good neighbor and
your neighbora complain to me, I must
try to help you to Le a better girl. I
hope you will try to do better thie after-
noon,"

The way in which the teacher’'s tone
and manner were reproduced war comic.

To these little ones, to be “grown up”
is the acme of exithly bliss, To be able
to do me you please, to go and come
when you wish, to have all the candy
you want. Why, “grown upe” are the
most fortunate, happy, clever and much
to be envied creatures they can imagine!

In a land where, upon a prior ‘“‘water-
right” way depend the iseues of life and
death, and where the owner’s “ditch,”
with its flumes and head gates and
other acceseories fills a place of the
greatest importance in his eceme of ex-
istence, two small boys in the back yard
were one day ongaged in that most ap-
sorbing occupation—imitation of their
olders.

Two rival ditches of marvellous merit
having been constiucted, the two small
men, aged seven and five respecttully,
appeared at the pump to fill a pail,
preparatory to “opening the head-gates.”

“We'll open my ditch first,” said Her-
bert the seven year old, ‘‘cause its the
oldeet. Iteflvc years old, it is.”

“No eir,”" asserted Jimmy sturdily.
«[t wint the oldest neither. My ditch is
eight years old.”

“Why Jimmy Tompkins,” in a thocked
tone. “It wint; you're only five years
old yourself,”

This was a poser, ard Jimmy looked
very sober for a minute. Then he
beamed all over.

«I know it,” he said blandly. *‘But
you know Herbie 1 didn't make that
ditch myself., God made that ditch and
told mamma to save it for me."”

This eame:small boy is the occasion
of much amusement, his quaint speeches
being passed around at the muthers’
meeting, for the pleasure of the mothers
whose children, though the most in-
terestihg in the world, yet fall short of
thut unique quality which is Jimmy's.

Jimmy's papa i accustomed to take
Hying trips over the state, a condition of
affairs to which Jimmy refusee to be-
come reconciled. Upon every depar:
ture he manifests the grief of Rachel
mourning for her children and will not
be comforted,

Mr. Tompkins was booked fcr depar-
ture on Monday morning. At about
seven Sunday evening Jimmy began to
weep. For eome time the family labor-
ed under the impression that it was the
tooth uche and stood about with bottles
of clove oil and peppermint and other
juvenile remediea

After a while it waa diseovered that it
was Jimmy's heart that ached, becaure
his papa was going away, and the as
sembled family looked helplessly at one
another.

“Never mind Jimmy," said his mam-
ma. “Papa will be home again on Wed-
nesday, Come let me tuck you into bed,
and you will go straight to sleep and
forget all about it."

“youcan tuck me into bed, if you
want to mamma,” sobbed Jimmy for-
lornly, *‘but, when you get up in the
morning, you'll find tnat bed full of
tears.”

A playmate of Jimmy's tinds it a great
cross to be obliged to *keep slill” in
Sunday School.

“Now“George,” said his mother recent-
ly as she tied his bow, “remember you
mustn’t talk in Sunday School "

“l won't mamma” he said eoberly,
“but you blige me to do a very vulgar

thitw."
“Why George!"” exclaimed his aston-
ished mother, “What?"

“Why, boys speak to me and | dassent
answer 'em and ite yery vulgar to treat
poople so."

The same boy who is seven *a goin'
on eight,” came in and dropped wearily
into a chair.

“Mamma,” he said sadly leaning his
chin on his hand, “I re'lize now that
we'ra poor,”

His mamma not having re'lized the
fact to any suffering extent, began to
make inquiries.

“I re'lize we're poor mamma,” he ex-
plained, “whenever you muke me chop
kindling with that ol’ dull ax.”

A little girl who was wiser than het
parents dreamed, one evening shocked
her papa after th's maoner.
father be it eaid was the kindest of
men, butl he had a frugal mind, a bless-
ing, or misfortune which his wife lacked.
He was accustomed to go over the week's
expenditures with her on Saturday
evening, rnd it is to be admitted *rankly
that his criticiem was sometimes of a
very free and comprehensive kind, One
Saturday pight the little maid *“sat up.”

“Daughter, isn't it past your bed
time?" inquired her father,

“Yes, papa., I want to finish this
chapter.”

After a reasonable length of time the
father again delicately hinted that his
pet daughter, of whom (though but
eight) he was somewhat in awe, had
best seek her dowr y pillow.

She looked up gravely.

“If you are in a hutry toecold mamma
about the bille, “You needn't wait on
my account,” she eaid solemnly. “I

-most always lcave my door open and

hear you, anyway. “I'm used to it,” she
added, with an air of resignation

It was the same little lady who said to
a visiting cousin, who was young and
somewhat carelees, when he sauntered
into the breakfast room one hot morn-
ing, sans a collar. “In thie family we
usually dress before we come down
staira.”

It ie & pleasure to add that the merit-
ed rebuke was received in the epirit in
which it wae given.

We have all heard stories of children
who mistake the worda of songs, after
mukiog ludicrous blunders, largely due
to the bad enunciation of their elders,

[ know & little girl ford of singing
“Beulsh Land,"” who always says:

“Where maneions are repaired
me"
and she makes out of the words

“And view the shining glory shore

My heaven, my home, forever more"
~—this, which after all is about as good

“And through the glory shining shore,

I'll make my home forever more."”

A little fair-haired faithful child, who
applics her heart unto wisdons with all
her might, wae one day struggling with
the “muscular movement” at the hour
set apart for the writing leseon. She
tried hard, but the pen would wobble,

for

Mow the *

' 10283.1020 O St.

v

That amount of cash needed in our business at once.

reins of unlimited opport

should be the aim of all,

If you for one moment doubt that any article in our

store that you might pu

*,

g o

\

wie
' times treble value.

5

S.’l]v.

4

o, ~a -2 ~a 49 » e b g
A RTRTRTRT IR o
and make shaky, straggling lines. At
last she said plaiutively, “Miss 8, will
you belp me a little? I got on to the
way of writing with these pens, but 1've
got off aguin, and I can’t thiok it up.”
The same child asked to be allowed
to sing. When thut soul harrowing
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unities within their grasp
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thing a “program’ was in process of cre-
ation. I can sing better than I can
speuk,” she said confidently, “Mamma
says she's goin' to ruise me up to be a
muscianist.”

Oh, the trusting heart of the child

who ie quite willing to be “raised up."
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