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THE SUNBEAM.

“God  save  Queen  Vicloria Then
followed divine service, and the adminis-
tion of the oath to the flueen, who vowed
to waintain lnw, and the established re-
Iyriom.  The anvinting next took  place,
and when the Archlushiop pinced the crown
on the Queen’s head, all the peers and
preeresses put on their coronets,

©Gud suve the Queen " was sung e .
shouted, trumpets  pealed, drums  beat,
cannuns boomed, and  oll London  was
stirred to the depths of ity heart. At the
]« of the lung and smpressive ceremony
the QGueen receivesl the Sacrament of the
lord’s Supper. The old crown of the
Geurges was too large and heavy for her,
v another was made of less than half the
weight.

The precious stones of all sizes that
adorned the little cap of blue velvet and
tho hoopy of silver numbered 2,166 and
were worth nearly £113,000.  Above
the dinmond ball was a Multese cross of
brilliants, with a splendid sapphire in its
centre.  In front of the crown was another
Maltese cross, bearing the heart-shaped
ruby once worn by Edward the Black
Prince.

As a child of twelve, our gracious Queen,
when made aware of the brilliant Future
before hr, suid thoughtfully: “ 1 will be
good,” and then she saw why her educa-
tion wny stricter than that of other
children.

The vow she made in her childhood she
hns tried tokeep.  Sho has been eminently
good, God honouring, God-fearing.

In the first year of her reign, when a
nobleman urged her attention to some
State papers on the Sablath, she gently
postponed thew, and instructed her chap-
Inin to preach on Sabbath observance in
the morning ~ervice.  She confessed to the
nobleman afterwards that she had re-
squested the clergyman to preach, and she
hoped they wonld be henefited Ly the
serinon.

A KURDISH CEREMONY.

We went tu =ee the betrothal of a
dear seven-year-old  Kurdish girl last
week, and we saw strange things, She
belongs to one of the best families,. We
were there for Lours, but the small bride-
groom Jdid not appearat all. From his house
cate trayx of candies and presents of a
looking-ghws, combs, soap, sugar, shoes,
and numy more things.  Then his mother
and friends came.  Fhepe were long reci-
tations of puetry and the Koran, by an old
blind woman, who bent the bottom of a
large copper vessel for music.  After
dancing by a professional, the Jookine-
glass wag held up i the middle of the
room and a man'’s suddle, covered with a
bit, of cashmere, was placed upon it and a
lighted candle was on each ~ide.  Another
small square of cashmere contaning the
Loly stones of prayer, rosary, charins, ete.,
was placed upon one of their bocks, and
on one side a bow! half filled with water,
in which floated a leaf. The little girl was
put on the saddle, and her hair unbraided
and her head handkerchiefs loosenwd and

oven hor skirts unbuttoned. 'T'wo very
soft lonves of sugar were grated against
cach other until a plate holf over her head
by the groom’s nunt was nearly filled, the
aunt chanting something, and the old
womnn chanting and beating the pan.
The littlo child stuyed there until sho said
“Yes,” and then her nurse carried her
away for fear she might cateh cold,
We tried to find out the meaning of
all theso things. Tho saddle signified
riding easily through life. and the unbind-
ing of hair and clothes a freo, unfettered
life. It all made one's heart ache.
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THE MISSING SMILE.

Some one has said that the best portion
of a good man’s life consists of his little,
nameless, unremembered acts of love and
kindness; but sometimes the deeds which
seem trivial to the doer, and pass from his
mind altogether, sink deep into some
grateful heart, where memory holds them
fast. A pathetic instance of such loving
remembrance is given below:

There was no crape upsa the door,
although the angel of death had entered
the home the night before. A bow of
white ribbon and a cluster of pale, fragrant
lilies took the place of that symbol of
gloom and sorrow. There could be no real
mourning in the hearts of those who had
loved the patient sufferer, and had known
how she longed for her release.

All day {riends come and went with
grave faces and bowed heads. Late in the
afternoon a ragged boy climbed the steps
hesitatingly. His eyes were red, as with
much weeping, and his voice hardly rose
above a whisper, as he asked: “Say, can’t
I sce her? I won't stay but just a
minute.”

“How did you come to know her?”

somo onc asked, strangoly drawn toward
the little waif by the bond of a common
love and a common sorrow.

The nnswor was slow in coming, but a
littlo patient questioning drow it out at
last: “ You see, sho used to lie there by
the winder, on' I'd sce her when I went
by. If 'twas cold or rainy, she'd look at
mo sorrylike, an’ after awhile she got to
smilin’ when she saw me, an' wavin' her
hand. On renl bad doys she vsed to have
'em call mo in, so I could warm up by the
fire; an’ once she knit me a pair of mittens
—good, thick ones, too—but ‘tain’t them
things I care sn much about,” concluded
tho boy, chokingly. “I kin stan’ the cold
all right, but seems though I shouldn't
never get used to missin’ that smile.”

They took him into the room where she
was lying with the radiance of heavenly
peace on %ner still face. He looked at her
lovingly and longingly, then turned away.
His little body was shaken by sobs as he
went out inte the world that would hence-
forth be colder and more desolate, because |
it lacked the sunshine of a smile,

WHAT ROYAL CHILDREN DO.

The education of Queen Victoria's grand-
children is conducted on the principle that
the Prince Consort introduced into her
family, They have to rise early and
retive early. During the day they have to
keop strictly the time allotted to the
various branches of study and recreation.
They breakfast at eight with their parents,
and the time between ten in the morning
and tive in the afternoon is devoted to
their lessons, with an interruption of one
hour for dinner. Their meals consist of
simple dishes, of which they bave their
choice, without being permitted to ask for
a substitute, if what is placed before them
does not suit. Between meuls they are not
allowed to eat. Only inexpeusive toys are
placed in their hands; and the princesses
dress themselves without the aid of wait-
ing-maids.

A BAD DREAM.
BY KATE LAWRENCE,

My foot's asleep! My foot’s asleep!
Oh, dear! What shall I do!

1t's dreaming of a hundred pins
That prick me through and through,

It’s dreaming of a hornet’s nest,
With forty thousuind stings;

It’s dreaming of a mullion sparks—
The fiery, burning things!

Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I'm punished well;
"Twas very wrong, I know,

To sit so long upon upon the floor,
And dilly-dally so.

Grimmn’s ¢ Fairy Tales” were in my hand,
The duster in my lap;

And so my foot improved the time
To take a little nap.



