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A KING’S VISIT.

Jenny and little Nan had on their Sun- |

day dresses, and began to get very rest-
: had

’spect Aunt
Nan will think we
live in a mighty
little house,”

knee and gazing
down the bn'y
street. I

“1 wish I had a

dress with silver
F buttons, like the
picture of Aunt

Nan'’s little girl”
said Jenny, taking
a rather glcomy
view of her p'ain

Ine merino.

There was a rest-
less silemee for tm
minutes, and Jenny
began again in the
ssme tone:

“Won’t Aunt Nan
feel queer not to
have any waiter at
tea! Mamma said
there was a fine
wan in a biack coat
waitint  on  her
table.” s

“Lassies!” said

mamma, suddenly, and both little girls |

started and turaed away from the win-
dow; they had not known that mamma
was in the room at all. “ We don’t know,”
said mamma, “just what Aunt Nan is
going to think or say or azk of us; but we
are going to have a visit some day from a

King.”

“ A king, mamma!” they cried; “is a
king ecoming? What i< his name? and
when is he coming "

“1 will answer your last question”

| said mamma, “and see if rou can’t
answer the first one yourself. We don’t

know when our King is coming. but le |

AUNTIE.

WAITING FOR

says we must watch, and keep ourselves
rcady for him, and that at some hour
when we think not we will see him. He
will ot ask us how big our house is, nor
how fashionable our clothes are, nor
whether we live iu st7le; but he will want
to know if we love God and serve our
| fellow-men ; if we speak the truth with

our lips; if we do unto others as we would
have them do unto us; if we bave pure
hearts and right thoughts”
“It is Jesue, isn't it mamma 17 asked
Jemny.
“ It is Jesus, my darling—the Lord of
heaven and earth: he has promised to
come back, and he
survly  will  come,

his ehil

dren happy.”
The two
girle  forgot then
their littl-
and old
and ;‘].in
tiev even for
long
wonid b =
stroteh
little mind« to

1 the thought

of the eoming f
e [ rd Jesu-.
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A LITTLE LES
SON.

“0O Miss May, 1
think Florenos 1s a
horrid little girl.”

“ But do you {ove
her ®”

“JLove hert But
how can | when she
is s0 horeud 17

“ But Jesus loves
her.”

“But Jeous loves

evirvbody.”
“And we try to
do as Je 8us d-- “y
and as he wants us
to do, don’t we "
The litde girl
looked away at a
across the street.

“ Lat me tell you something,” said Mise
May earnestly: “ If you begin with loviog
people, you will never know whether they
are horrid or not. Will you try to think of
that when the ‘cam’t bear’ dceling
womes
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