
Our Boys and Girls
JUST FOR FUN.

By Aiiiie Porter Johnson.
Donald and Richard wanted skates. "All

right" said father, "but you will have to earn
the money yourselves 1 Two such great boys
as you arc will have no trouble doing that!"
"There's no way of earning money with all

this snow on the ground," said Richard.
"What!" exclaimed father, raising his eye¬

brows in surprise. "What's that, boys? Why,
I earned my first pair of skates on a snowy
morning just like this. No, no, I'm not going
to tell you how.think it out for yourselves."
Donald and Richard were not long in think¬

ing it out. They took shovels and started down
the street.
"Yes, certainly you may sweep my walks!

I've been waiting for some boys to come

along," said Mrs. Gibson, who lived in the big
house, putting the fifteen cents into Donald's
hand. Some of the folks had already cleaned
their walks, and some laughed and said, "No,
we have boys of our own," but quite a number
were glad to see Donald and liichard with their
snow shovels.
"Oh, here we are at Old Aunt Fussy 's house!

No use to ask her she has no use for boys."
Donald made a face at the house.
Richard laughed. "Oh, but she's cross!

The boys just love to tease her."
. "They're always trying to make her angry.

they like to hear her talk and scold," grinned
Donald.
"Wonder what her real name is? It was a

great hit when Bob nicknamed her 'Old Aunt
Fussy.' Gee, but it makes her angry."
By 11 o'clock they had earned their skates

and were on the way home.
"Well, father, we've earned our skates," an¬

nounced Donald at the dinner table.
"Good!" exclaimed father. "I knew you

could. The street was pretty well cleaned
off. I noticed it as I came along. But the lit¬
tle yellow cottage down next to the corner.I
see the snow there hadn't been touched."
"Oh!" laughed Donald. "That's Old Aunt

Fussy 's house. She lives alone down there.
She hasn't any money to pay for having her
walks cleaned, and, besides, she's always scold¬
ing the boys. We don't like her."
"Why, that's queer," said father. "She

seems very pleasant when I meet her. I don't
understand. It may be possible there's some¬

thing wrong with the boys."
Donald and Richard had not thought of this

Ride of the affair. "Well, she's just fussy,"
said Donald. "She can't take a joke. The
boys play tricks, like tick-tack on the window,
you know, and they take a peach and apple
now and then. They knocked at her door the
other night, and things like that. It's just
for fun.they like to tease her."
Father leaned back from the table, cleared

his throat, and looked at Donald and Richard.
"Well, boys, maybe there's fun in that kind
of doings, but T can't see it. No, I can't, and T
have a poor opinion of a boy who finds his
fun in teasing a lonely old woman. There are
two boys whom I know pretty well, and I cer¬

tainly hope they are bright enough to find
their fun in some other way. I should think
those two boys would have cleaned her walks
just because she is old and poor and lonely,
and never thought of being paid for it."
Donald and Richard looked sheepishly at

each other. Father was never preachy, and

this was a long and rather loud speech from
hiin. While they were thinking of this their
father got up from the table. "Where is the
shovel?" he asked.
"Why," began Donald, "Richard and 1 arc

going right away and sweep Aunt Pussy's
walks."
"That sounds better," replied father, "a

great deal better."
The boys hurried down the street and soon

Aunt Fussy saw thera^ cleaning her walks.
"Oh, boys," she called, "

.I I can't pay you.
I.I."
"We don't want any pay," rcpliel Donal

smiling.
Afterward Donald carried a bucket of water

for her and Richard filled the coal skuttlc.
Aunt Fussy was dazed. "Well, boys, I'm clean
surprised. Some way I don't get on with the
hoys very well. I guess maybe I'm cross, but
they make me so nervous throwing stones at
the house and knocking at the door."
"I don't think they'll bother you any more,"

said Richard. "We'll see to that."
"Father's all right," said Donald, as they

went home. "Wasn't that a lecture at the
dinner table? Not so very many words, but
the way he."

Richard broke in. "Father doesn't lecture
us very often, but when he does, it means some¬

thing. We needed it this time. There's noth¬
ing wrong with Aunt Fussy as T can see, when
she's treated half decent."

After that Aunt Fussy had a more peace¬
able time.Donald and Richard fixed the boys.
.Exchange.

BILLY'S LESSON.
Billy Browne frowned at his book and told

himself over and over: "I never can learn that
old lesson! I know that I can't!"
Every time Billy said this, the lesson seemed

to grow more hard and hopeless. It would
have been easy in school, but it is tedious
work for a boy to make up in vacation lessons
lie has missed while away on a visit.
The real trouble, you see, was not that the

lesson was hard, but that part of the time
Billy's mind was out on the street where Dick
and Allen were playing, and the rest of the
time it wouldn't work because Billy wouldn't
let it. He kept discouraging it all the time.
"What's the use trying to understand a les¬

son when you can't?" he grumbled.
Just then Mr. Beach came down the street

with his family of goats.Billy, Nanny and
Kiddie. At once Billy dropped his work and
rushed out to see the goats. Dick and Allen
joined him, and all began asking eager ques¬
tions, for none of them knew goats well.
Mr. Beach was leading Billy Goat by a

halter. At an order from him, the goat stood
proudly on his hind legs.
"He's like an old man with his long beard

and his sober eyes," said Billy.
"He's like a small boy in many ways," an¬

swered Mr. Beach. "He likes to climb and
he's full of fun and tricks."
"That's like a boy," agreed Dick.
"And lie seems always to be hungry," Mr.

Beach added.
"That's like'a boy, too," laughed Allen.
"If he's left in the yard," Mr. Beach went

on, "he eats everything green in sight grass
and leaves and shrubs. Even the flowers do not
escape him. I shut him and his family up in
a pasture with a wire fence around it, which

I knew he couldn't climb. One day I found
liini outside it, nibbling a young tree. You
see, the fence was braced at the corners with
long poles, and he had climbed the inside one
and walked down the outside oue."
"Just like a boy!" again laughed Dick.

"Was it hard to train him to do tricks like
standing up in this way?"
"No," answered Mr. Beach. "Goats, as a

rule, arc easily trained. At first Billy didn't
want to stand on his hind legs, but that was

only because he thought he could not. Even
a goat can't do a thing till he gets rid of that
notion. He hadn't found out then how very
easy it is."
Right here Billy Browne might have said :

"That's like a boy, too!"
It was very much like a boy Billy knew,

lie said nothing, but he was thinking busily,
and his thoughts ran like this:
"I'm not going to let Billy Goat beat Billy

Browne. I can learn that lesson, and I'll do it,
too!"
And Billy did learn it. He laughed when

he was through to think how easy it had been.
The next day, when he passed Mr. Beach's

pasture, Billy Goat looked at him with a wise
air, as if he would say: "Didn't you learn
a good lesson from me, Billy Browne?".Se¬
lected.

BEAUTIFUL.
One day a little girl in a white frock, and

with a great bunch of flowers, passed by a boy
who was playing in the dusty street. Some¬
how the sight of that dainty figure stirred the
spirit of mischief in the boy's heart, and sud¬
denly a handful of dirt struck the edge of the
white dress and fell in a shower upon the kid
shoes.
The girl stood still. Her face flushed pink.

Her lips trembled as if she would cry. But
instead a smile broke over her face, and, taking
a flower from her bunch, she tossed it to the
boy, who stood waiting to see what she was

going to do.
A more surprised boy no one ever saw, nor

one more neartily ashamed. He hung his head,
and his cheeks reddened under their tan and
freckles. His unkind fun was quite spoiled,
just because in return for a handful of dirt
some one had thrown him a flower.
What a changed world this would be if

everybody, big and little, were as wise as this
six-year-old maid! How quarrels would go
out of fashion, if for angry words we threw
back gentle answers..Exchange.

A LITTLE GIRL'S PRAYER.
Among the loveliest things that the mission¬

aries are doing is taking poor, homeless, sad
little children into their own homes and helping
them to grow up and be strong, happy, good
men and women. In one of these homes in
India was a sweet little girl six years old.
One day two new little girls were brought in.
They had been whipped and hurt and treated
unkindly and never had known what it was
to have anyone love them and take care of
them, so they were just as dirty and unlovely
and cross as they could be.
The little six-year-old girl who lived there

wanted to be kind and loving to them, but
it was as hard for her as it would be for you if
two very dirty, unpleasant little children sud¬
denly came to live in your home. But she was
a very wise little girl, and she knew about a
dear Friend who could help her, and her
teacher heard her praying aloud, off in a cor¬
ner, all by herself. This was her prayer :

' 'Help
me to love the two new little girls as if they
were nice."

»
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