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THE WASP AND THE BEE.

A waAsP met a beo that was just buzzing by,

And he said, “ Little cousin, can you tell
me wh

You are loved so much better by people
than I ?

“ My hack shines as bright and as yellow
as ygold,

And iy shape is most elegant too to behald,

Yot nobody likes we for thut, I aw told.”

“ Ah, eousin,” the beo said, “'tis all very
triae

But if I had half a¢ much mischief to do,

Iadeed they would luve me no bettor than
you.

“ You have a fine shape and a delicate wing;

They own you ars handwome, but then
there's one thing

They cannot put up with, and that is your
sting.

“My coat is quite homely and plain, as
you sce,

Yet nobody ever is angry with me,

Because I'm a humble and innocent bee.”

From this little story let people heware;

Because, like the wasp, ill-nntured they are,

They w;l[ never be loved if they're ever
50 fair.

SALLIE AND THE FLOWERS.
BY D. STEVENSON, D.D.

WHILE all persons delight in the beauty
and the fragre.ace of flowers, some few
secm to discov.r in them a spirit of intel-
ligencw, and symp2thy, and love, capable
of responding tv the gentle approaches of
& hunan roul,

Sullie was one of these. From the time
when she Legan to manifest any pecul ari-
tie« of dispusition what-ver, the began to
show a special fondness for flowers. Sha
wonld move among them as if they had
been little children endowed with feelings
similar to her own. She suught their
companionship, and seemed to be most at
home with themy when most alone with
them.

Every coloured leaflet, whether found on
a slender stalk nenr the earth, or ¢n the
braunch of a tree overhead, attracted her
attention and kindled her admiration.
Quivtly and lcvingly she woulld place her
hund around every rase or lower of any
kind within reach of which she came, and
kindly press it toward her face, while
inclining her head to it, to behcld its
beauty and to receive its fragrance. And
she would walk under froit-trees in the
spring-time, and look up lovingly and
tenderly at the brauch s covered with
white or pale-red Lloxsoms,

One day she was found, when quite a
small child, trying to climb the bent trunk
of a small peach-tree, some of whose blos-
soming branches hung just nbove her head;
and, when akked whnt she was doing there,
said that she was “‘me«llin’ the fowers."”
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it was nnt her fortuno always to have
Yer home where flowers grew in great
abundance, and richness, and varioty. But
she did not eschew any, however common
or poor they might be, that she chanced to
find. She seemed capable of dixeovering a
sonl of benuty even in thoso that were to
the ordirary eyo the least atteactive.

The tast placa which was known to her
as home en carth had a vegetable.ganden,
but few flowers, and the<e were nud of &
rich quality. Novertheleay, she would go
abont them and ¢rres< them ns if they had
bieen the richest nod the 1arest, and would
talk as she stoad near thew asg if in eomn-
muninn with them, To have heard her,
an'd not to have scen her, one would have
suppused that ~he was gently pouring out
her soul in confidence to some loved and
loving fiiend.

She never broke forth in exclamations
of ce«tat'e delight in beholding these
beautiful things. She rarely uttered words
of exalted admiration in regard to them.
Usually o smile would dimple her cheek,
whi e she would softly and caressinaly say
of something that rhe had enl ed from her
seanty stock in the garden: **fsn't it
sweet ?” in very much the same munner
and tone in which one would speak of a
benutiful child.

She loved them, and went about them,
and talked to them, rather than praised
them. She secmed to hold them precious
in her heart, rather thun on her lips. They
were her sisters, gentle, tender, and amiable,
like herself; and she, like them, bloomel
in beauty for a time, and then faded from
ihe eaith.

The last summer went by, and then the
flowers, one by one, Lreathed out their
lives. She was lefe fur a reason without
them, and then she perished, too  But
when Iast | saw her grave, I found the
tlow rs blooming in brizhtness and beauty
by the side of it, n« if they had come to
watch and to wait till she should awake to
commune with them again.

TOM'S BATTLE.

“THERE isn’t any use in trying to do
good, mother,” said Tom Winter, on Sah-
buath afternvon. “lve tried so hard thix
week week, but it dida't do any good. I
get angry so quick. | think every tiwme 1
never wiil again; but the next time any-
thing provokes me, .away I go befure |
know it

“You can conguer your enemy if you
meet him in the right way. Remember
how David went out to meet Uolinth,
Who woulu have thought that he, with
only his sling and the little stunes he had
taken from the brook, could defeat the
mighty Philiztine 7 But he did, because he-
cause he went in the name and strength of
the Lord of hosts. Now your tewper is
your giant.  If yon weet him in yourown
streputh, be will defeet you; but if, like
David, you go ont in God's strenpth, you
will avercome. Try aqain to-morrow, Tuin.
A-k Gud to yo with youuns »elp you, and

and when yourenumy ris  up agsmst you,

.

fight him down.  Say to him that he shall
not overcomo you, because you fight with
God's hel nmg strength.”

“ Well,” promised Tom, “1'il try, tut 1
can't help being afraid.”

Evorything went smoothly the next day
until play hour  The boys were playmn
ball, and one of them accuyed Tuwm u)i
cheating,  Iustantly h's faco crim<oned,
and he turned toward the accuser, but the
snery wards died on his lip  His conver-
sation with hix mether into his mind, 1
will try, if G «l will help e, ha thought,
It was o hard atrugele for a minute.  He
shut his eyes tignt together, and all hiy
heart went out 1n a cry for help and he
conquered.

“ David killed Go'liath,and that was tho
ond of him,"” said Tota, that night; " but
my ginnt isn't dead, if [ did couquer him
once.”

“ 1 know," said his mothor, * but if
victory makes you strongee and him
wenker; and when the warfare is over,
thero i3 a crown of life promised to those
who enduro to the end.”

THE FAITHFUL MOTHER.

TAsBY was the proud mother of five
beautiful k.ttens.  Such darling kittens
were never seen before, the Watson chil-
dren thought. There wero fiva children,
tno. They used to go many times a day
to look at Tubby's treasurea. Ono day
there was a grrent stir at the Watxons', und
ths children forgot to look at the kittens,
Furaitu @ and carpets were carted off
Were the faunly going to move and leave
her and kittens? thought poor Tabby.
She ran hack and forth to see whxt it
meant. At lust she caught hold of Mry,
Watson's pown and trird to drag her to-
ward the shed where her kittens were
Mrs Watwon was hucy and only said,
“Seat”  Then Tabhy in despair ik one
of her Kittens by the neck and laid it ut
Mes Watson's feet, and suid, * Meow ' and
louked a3 if to xny, “ Are you going to
forget u~7" *“Poor Tably, don't frey”
snid she,  “I'll rend you and the ehilitren
to the new houss by the mnexe lowdl”
Tubly seemed to understand, weni back
ta her kitters puiring and wae seon quite
as much at howe in the new house a< her
friends were.

SUNDAY-SCHHOOL LESSONS.
Dxcemnen 23.

Lessax Toric.—The Prince of Pouci.—
Iss. 9. 2.7.

Mzexonry VeERses, Isa. 9. 6, 7.

GoLrex TexXT.~Of the increare of hig
govermment and peace there shall be no
end—Isa. 9. 7.

Decesper 30.
THIRD QUARTERLY REVIEW,

GorneEN Text.—Jesus Christ, the rame

yesterday, and to-lay, and forever.—Ich,
13. &.



