
HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCESS 0F
WALES.

,~EFORE tue Juiy number of our. pape.r
w xill reach our readers, wve suppose we
may conclude,-"1 if wind and weather

Spermit," as the sailors say-thab the
Thirtietb Anniversary of Dr. Barn-

ardo's Homes wili bave been lîeld at the Royal

Albert Hall, London. Ini the advertisement of
this interesting event, ive read the following an-
nouncement : IlTheir Royal Highpesses the
Prince and Princess of Wales have graciously
promised to be present."

LIi keeping wibb this most auspîcious oc-
casion, we are, therefore, this mionîli, offering to
our readers a portrait of liat niost beloved and
amiable royal lady, the Princess of Wales, to-
gether wibb sorne notes of lier life, selected fronm
Annie Sîvan's mnagazine, The JFoman at Home,
and wvritteti by "Lady Mary."

A VISIT TO SANDRINGHAM.

During tue rnonth of August my footsheps
strayeu LU theV ù1UIL4-wecoa t Of at- -1at-

one fine morning a bright dream occurred to
me. 1 wouid go to Sandringbam ; and to
Sandringham L went-a drive of filteen miles
from the bouse wbere I was staying. The
Prince and Princess of WVales and the meimbers
of ail their family wvere, of course, absent ; but
permission wvas given me frorn beadquarters to
run about and around, and generally'enjoy My-
self. And what did L carry away wîth me ?
The memory of an afternoon very deligbtfuliy
spent in the home of our favourite Prince and
Princess; of a long pile of red buildings picked
ouI vith whbite; of rows of windows looking on
to one of the loveliest gardens I ever set eyes
upon; of sinootb lawns and winding pathways
leadîng on to more remoe# greeneries. Every.
wbere I noticed evidences that tbe Prince and
Prîncess know '1 bow bo live " in the best sense
of the word. How well-cared for are tbe cot-
tages on tbeir estate! How neabiy and preîîîly
dressed tbe school cbildren, iii wbom îbey take
se great an interest! Tue Prince as a landiord
is said bo Ilspoil " his tenants. W~eil, one likes
him all tbe better for that. The Princess makes
berself at home in every bouse in the neiglibour-
hood-: Lt is sncb a pleasant trait iii lier cbarac-
ter îlîat she will enjoy spending an hour bere, an
hour Ihere, in some simple, unpretending
bouse; Iliat sue likes to become the friend of
men and wvomen for wbat bhey are, and not
for wbab they bave At Sandringham Ibere is
a model dairy,-a place to dream of on a hiot
sunny day at Marlborough House, let us say.
The Princess hias a quaint uitIle tea-room.. of bier
own in- tbe dairy, and often invites hier gueshs
there. The stables, harness-rooms, and kenneis
are, in bbemselves, worthi a visit, tiiere is sucli a
coinfortable, unpretentious bome-like air about
bbem. Before baking leave of Sandringbam I
walked through a pretty avenue of fir . Everytree
bad been planted by a personal friend of eiîber
Prince or Princess, and bore the name of the
planter ; amongst others were naines of nera-
bers of the Da'nish Royal famiiy, the Duchesses
of Sutherland, Manchester and St. Albans.

TUIE PRINCE AND PRINCESS 0F WALES AND
THEIR GUES rS.

The Prince of. Wales, as everyone knows,
who lias stayed at Sandringbam, is the kindest

UPS AND DOWNS.

and most considerateofhosts. Like the typical
English country gentleman, hie allows his guests
to be happy in their own way, and lie and the
Princes leavé' those wbom they invite to, par-
take of, their biospitality entireiy according to
'their own inclination. The Princess usuaily
stays inber own boudoir until luncheon.

At Marlborough House there is naturaliy
more ceremôny, socially speaking, than at
Sandringham. A number of servants lierald
your arrivai or departure, and there are usualiy
two servants standing outside your room door,
wben you are staying in the bouse, and a man
behind the chair of every guest at meai-time.
Maria, Marcbioness of Aylesbury, was one of
the few ladies who had the eneree, in a general
way, to the Princess' own apartments. At
Sandringham the Princess is aitogether in.
formai. Very charrning she looks in lier big
white apron, feeding lier pet dogs from a basket
bangingy upon lier arin. An American guest,
seeing that she threw theni bits of bread, re
marked, IlMy dogs would nlot eat bread l
"Ali! " laughed the Princess. "lthen your dogs
are flot weil broughit Up."

THE PRINCESS 0F WALES AS A PHOTO-
GRAPHER.

The Princess of Wales and bier two unmar-
ried daughters are ail very erithutsiastic photo.'Lyranhers. the cameras Lyoinz witli them iii ail
directions. What the successfui use of the
kodak really requires is an eye for seeing that
is flot rnereiy pretty to look upon ; but that
makes a good picture. Thiis is just wbat the
Princess possesses se that she gets resuits that
are erninently artistic Wben the Czar of
Russia (then the Czarewitch) was at Sandrîng-
ham, a short time ago, bie vas. se bigbly de-
ligbted with the plan and its surroundings, that
tbe Princess gave bimn an album of its views
everyone of wvbich had been photograpbed by
herseif.

LIT'TLE CORNERS.

SEXPECT ail of our readers know bothi
tbe words and tbe tunie of the favourite
bymnn, "Jesus bids us sbine." We
came across this littie story the other
day; it wvas sent by a lady to Alice
Kelly and she bas forwarded it to us.

Perbaps it may suggest to some of you practi-
cal ways in whîich you may sbine in your separ-
ate littie corners.

Georgia Wiilis, who lielped in the kitchen,
was rubbing the knives. Somebody had been
careless and let one get rusty, but Georgia
rubbed îvith ail bier migbt ; rubbed, and sang
softiy a litie song-

In the world is darkness,'
So we must shine,

Von in your smidl corner,
And I in mine."

"What do you rub at tbem knives forever
for? " Mary said. Mary was the cook.

"Because they are in my corner," Georgia
said, brightly. "You in your small corner,'
you know, 1 and 1 in mine.' l'Il do the best 1
can, that's aIl 1 can do."

IlI wouldn't waste my strengtli," said Mary.
"I knowv that no one will notice."

IlJesus will," said Georgia, and then she
sang again, IlYou in your sniall corner, and I
in mine."

",This steak is in my corner, I suppose,"
said Mary to bherseif. "lIf tbat child must do
wbat she can, I s'pose I must. If He knows
about knives, it's likely He knows about steak,"
and she broiled it beautifully.

"lMary, the steak was very niceiy done to-
day," Miss Emma said.

"lThat's ail along of Georgia," said Mary,
with a pieased red face; and then she told
about the knives.

Miss Emma was ironing ruffles; she was
tired and warm. "lHelen will not care whetber
thiey are fluted nicely or not,' she eaid ; II L'il
burry them over; " but after she beard about
the knives slie did bier best.

IlHow beautifully my dress is done," Helen
said, and Emma laugbingly answered, "lThat
is owing to, Georgia ;" then she told about tbe
knives.

"lNo," said Helen o bier friend whio urged,
1I really cannot go Ibis evening. 1 arn going

to prayer.meeting ; nîy corner is there."
IlVour corner! wliat do you mean ?" Then

Helen bld about the knives.
'i Weil,". the friend said, Ilif you wîll not go

witli me, perhaps I will go with you," and tbey
ivent to the prayer-meeting.

Il You belped us ever so, ruchi with the sing
ing Ibis evening." That was wbat their pastor
said to them as they wvere going home. IlI was

tdîjau you wwui4 L Ur,4I-'.

l t ivas owing to our Georgia," saîd Helen;
'she seemed to think she mnust do what she

could, if it were only knives." Tiien sbe bold
bim the story.

I believe I wiIl go in bere again," said the
mirister, stopping before a poor littie house
IlJ said yesterday Ibere wvas no use, but I must
do what I can." In tbe bouse a sick man was
ling; again and again the minister biad cailed,
but lie wouidn't listen te him ; but to.nîghb hie
said, " lI have corne to tell you a littie story."
Then lie told birn about Georgia Willis, about
ber knîves, and bier small corner, and lier doing
wbab sue could, and the sick man wiped the
tears from bis eyes, and said, Il'MI find my
corner, too ; L'Il try to shine for Hini." And
the sick inan was Georgia's father. Jesus,iook-
ing down at bier Ihat day, said, IlShe bath done
wbat she could," and He gave the blessing.

IlI believe 1 won'î go to waik," said Helen,
iiesitating. "Il 1 finish thal dress of motber's;
I suppose I can if I tbink so."

' -Wby, cbild, are you bere sewing?" bier
iother said, I I hougbit you bad gone to waik."

INo moîber ; Ibis dress seemed ho be in my
corner, so I bbougbt I would finish it."

IlIn youir corner? " bier mother repeated in
surprise, and then Helen bold about the knives.
Thie door-bell rang and the mother went
bboughhfuily to receive lier pastor. Il I suppose
I could give more," she said to berself, as she
slowly took out the ten dollars that she had
laid aside for missions. -"If tllat poor child in
the kitclien is brying to do wbat she can, I won-
der if L arn? l'Il make it twenty-five."

And Georgia's guardian' angel said te, an-
other angel, IlGeorgia Willis gave twenby.five
dollars ho our dear people, in,,India to-day."

IlTwenty-five dollars ?" said the otiier
angel ; Ilwby, L tbought she wvas poor."

IlOh, well, she thinks slie is, but hier Faîber
in Heaven isn't, you know. She did wliat sbe
could and He did tbe rest."

But Georgia knew notbing about ail Ibis,
and the next morning sue brigbîened lier knives
and sang cheerily:

"In the world is darkness,
So we must shine,

You in your small corner,
.And 1 in mine."

"Wbatsoever .thy hand.findeth to do, do it
witlî tby rnight."


