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Bedg Of tulipe bright and golden,
P1ans ikOf every shade,Palis ie sweet childih faces,Lookîng up to greet the 'naid.

11ow they reveiled in the eunshine,While, 'Mnid cluMpe Of violet blue,IiI]ing ail the air with fragrance,Glistenled stili the morning dew.
Then outepoke the littie Maiden,Looking at ber dress of gray,Grandpa can thee tell the riasonWhY God Made the fiowers go gay.
'Whiie e wear the quiet colours
,That thee w nows we never meet,Een in clvror the dai.3es
That we tranle under feet?

Seeinig to Me a Quaker gardenShouîd noIt grow such colours bright.'
"l~IhlY the brown eyes twinkled,Wiehgranidpa laughe(î outright.

TrUe it le, mnY littie daughter,
Floer weiznot the Quakergay

For their beauitfui lrabou
'Feeling n)either pride nu r eny,

Mogterlster florti nwWellc~~ti he a da.r, te kosOr a tal and queenîy r,
'Reeping Stjfli th 3eOld fashione

Ele ho iod we k.ow reIfeach sPrimg new tinte they flwors
'Ven go the Quaker 'flaidenShould be ail content to-day,As a tulip ae

luher dresd of impilgry.
Once again tbe browu yetwnld

irel jealay right.thee.sin colours briWt

Those whoxn thee eau5  ordîIa their purpie andj ther y PpeAre no gayer than these godOr their grandrnother8 of old.

'Yet thee knows I arn contentedWith thie qit life of ours,Still, for ail VIm glad, (leur grandpa,ihat theré are nu Quaker tlowers".
-From the Christica Reg8k.

A ruralist seated hilnself in a restau.rant the other day, and began on the billof fare. After e'flploig th aieIlearly haîf an hour in brign dseto hirn, be Whispered, as he p g ieseonQ the bill of fr itr v ttthar'and noving~ h i s erpthettm
ofk te sil; e ît sn't agin the rule l'dle oFk froni thar to thar. Y

In Scotland, the topic of a sermon ordiscourse of any kind is ca]led by old-fashioned folks ' its ground,' or, as theywould say, ' Its grund.'1 Anl old woman ,bustling into the kirk rather late, foundthe preacher had cununenced, and, open-
ing her Bible, nudged her next neigli-bour, with the inquiry, ' Wbat's hisgrund ? ' ' Oh,' rejoined the otiier, Whohappened to be a brother minister, andtherefore a priviliged critie, 'he's logthie grund long since, and he's just swirn-
ming.'

'We remember one evening,' says awriter in- the London iSpectator, 'an
Englishiman expressing, miore forcibly
than politely, his abhorrence of the
Japanese custom of eating raw fish. I t
was said in the presence of Mr. Iwakura,the son of the Japanese Minister, and
then resident at Balliol Collegle, Oxford.
Expressionsof disgustwere beitigfluientIy
uttered, when Iwakura intçrrupted thespeaker. ',By the way what shail wehave for supper 7 Wouldn't you like afew oysters ? I don't eat them myself,buit,"-the rest was lost in laugliter atthe keenneis of the repartee.'

The lion is generally regarded as theking of beasta ; but the Romans called
the ux the bus.

Why is it bad for a boy to be givena man's clothes? I3ecause he would beacquiring louse habits.
'Mamma,' can't we bave anything wewant ?7' ' Yes, my dears, if you don't wantanything you can't have.'
Youthful artist (to Countryrnan).

'Migbt I go over there and paint thosetrees?' Countrymari: 'Paint the treèsmaister ! Don't thee think they look
very well as they are V

' That's what 1 caîl a finisbed sermon,said a lady to ber husband, as theywended their way from. chapel on a -cent met Sunday. ' Yes,' was the replýl-' but, do you kiuow, 1 thought it neyer
would be.'

A man who wanted to buy a horseasked a friend how to tell a hourse's age.'By bis teeth,' was the reply. The nextday, the man wen 't to a horse-dealer, whoshowed him a splendid black horse. ri'hehorse-hunter openled the anirnal's nxouth,gave one glance, and turned on bis heel.I don't want 1dm,' said he. " He'sthirty-two years old.' Bie had counted
the teeth.


