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THE CHILDRES.

1 ound in the desk, of Charles Dickenis after his death.)

When the lessons and tasks are ail eeded,
And the school for the day is dismissed,

And the uittle ones gaber around me
To bid me good-ight and be kissed,

Oh, the litIle white arms that encircle
My neck ie a tender embrace.

Oh, the smiles that are halos of heaven,
Shedding suushine and love on eiy face.

And whee they are gone I il dreamieg
0f my childhood, too loeely bo last;

0f love that my heart will remember
Whee il wakes b Ithe puise of the past;

Ere the world and ils ickedness made me
A parîner of sorrow and sin,

tVhee the glory of God was about me,
And the glory of gladness within.

Oh, my heart grows weak as a woman's,
And the fountaies of feeling will flow,

When I îhink of the paths, steep and stony,
Where the feet of the dear ones must go;

0f the mountains of sie hanging o'er thern
0f the tempest8 of fate blowing wild;

Oh), there is eolhing on earth hlsf as holy
As the innocent heart of a child.

They are idols of hearts and of householda;
They are angels of God in disguise;

Ilis sunlight stili siIeeps in their tresses,
Hlis glory stili beams jn their oves.

Oh, those truants from earth and f rom heaven,
ihey have made me more maely and miid,

And I know how Jesus could liken
The kingdom of God to a child.

Seek not a life for the dear ones,
Mll radiant, as others have done,

Bunt that life may have just as mucli shadow
To lemper the giare of the sun;

I would pray God to guard them from evil,
But my prayer would bound back bo myseif

Ah, a seraph may pray for a sineer,
But a sinner must pray for himself.

The twig is so easily bended ;
1 have banishied thee mIe and the rod

1 have taughl them the goodeesa of keowledge,
They have laught me the goodness of Goo.

My heart is a duegeon of darkness,
Where I shut them from hreaking a rule

My frown is sefficient correction,
My love is the law of the achool.

1 shall leave the old bouse je the autume
To traverse ils lhreshold eo more;

Ah i how I shall sigh for the dear ones
That meet me each more at the door.

1 shail miss the good-night and the kisses,
Aned the gush of their innocent glee,

The group of the green and the flowers
That are brought every morning 10 me.

I shall miss them at more aed ai eve,
Their sang in the school and the street;

1 shail miss the low hum of their voices,
And ithe tramp of their delicale feel,

When bbe lessons and asaks are ail eeded,
Aed death Bays the sebool is dismissed,

May the littho one galber aroued me
To bit1 me good-eight and be kissed.

-Charles Dickens.

A " MA JOLl1 Y" JARl.

It was aIl to honor the pastor's home-
coming, and the entire Sunday school, fromn
the lots in the infant depariment un tbe
bailoon-sieeved youcg ladies in Miss Mor-
gan's ciass, were îaking an active inîcrest in
the decorations. i wasn'î everybody's
pastor wbo could take a trip across the
water and come back with new color in bis
cbeeks, and the people of West Churcb
meant to make it a day of rejoicing.

Rebecca weni home seriously, ber "quar-
terly " clasped in a shabby littie gray giove.
Wbat could she do 10 show how glad she
was tn bave Mr. Scymour back with tbern
once more ? She would ike un do sotnething

said wiîh a long drawn breath of disappoint-
menu, Il but I just tbought I'd like to do
something."

The shadows of the maples were lcngth-
ening when Rebecca set out for ber regular
Sunday visit with Mrs. Brown, an nvalid
ncighbor, whose small home retained the
sunshice like the row of green plants in ber
front window or like ber cheery, wrinkled
face.

"lCorne right in and set down, Becky,"
she said, as the childish face smiled in at
the door. I 'm rlght glad to sec von, I arn
so. Been to churcb, I suppose ? That's
rlght. I'm glad your ma's bringin' you up
rigbu. I used to go as regular myseif, when
I was able to. I wonder now if you can tell
me the text."1

IYes'm," answered the little visitor,
promptly; "And now abideth faitb, hope
and cbarity, these tbree, but the greatest of
these is charity." This repetition of the
morning's text was a part of uhese Sunday
visits.

"lGond," said Mrs. Brown, approvingly.
"Mr. Seymour's commn' home this week,

tbcy tell me, Becky."
"Yes'm, nexi Friday.'
IlWhaî's the matter, child ? You look

sober. Ain't you glad he's commn' back ?"
And then Rebecca told ber ail about it,

how she longed to do ber part and how im-
possible it would be.

IlWell now," and Mrs. Brown's wrinkled
Meatures grew quite beautiful as she looked
down into the troubled little face, I 1rcckon
we can fix that up between us. 1 reckon I
could give you a plant. Some of my hules
is most ready to blossom now."

The delight in Rcbecca's face was tem-
pered by a Iook of mortification. IlO Mis'
Brown," she gasped, I didn't say that as a
Iint !11

IlLaw, cbild," with the utmost gond na-
ture, I didn't suppose you did, but I want
you to bave a nice part in the flxin's, and
w'li pick out a plant this minute that'il be
in fuît blow by next Sunday."

The selection was made-a thriving
young lily, with swelling buds that gave
every promise of changing to white fiowers
in a few days.

" lReckon it hadn't ought to be in that
can," said Mrs. Brown, ihoughtfully. Il hi
don't seem suitable someway for a citurcli,
though I alwavs kind of liked it myseif. ht
looks s0 cheerful, that red does."

The lily was planted in a tomato can with
a picture of one of ibose gaudy fruits biazon-
cd thercon.

"ll'il tell you what, cbiid ; we'il fix up
sorne klnd of a cover for it-calico or mus-
lin ; a littie ways off it'll have the effect
of bein' one of those decorated jars, you
know."

Rebecca beamed. "How good you
are, Mis' Brown," she said, and then she
rose on tiptoe 10 press an impulsive kiss on
the older face.

Mrs. Brown's plece-bag was sorted the
verv next day, tilI a piece of cretonne-a
"lbeautiful pattern," as its owner remarked
-was chosen, and the nId bands frilled and
gathered it around the tomato can. Rebecca
drcw a long sigh of gratification. IlIt's just
?ovely," she said.

Mrs. Brown was satisfied. I reckon

"Who is that ?" asked Mrs. Allison, in a
low tone.

" That uittle Thompson girl in my class,"
whispered back Miss Barker.

The child swallowed once or twice before
she could find voice to speak. CI It's for
Mr. Seymour," she faltered, "Ito go with
the others up there," and she placed it on
the pulpit staiîrs.

CWhat a beautiful lily," said Miss Bar-
ker, kindly, "'such a pure white."

CIYes'm, " said Rebecca, more courage-
ously, CIwe fixed the jar on pur pose, Mrs.
Brown and me," and there was a look of in-
nocent pleasure on ber face.

Dorothy Allison joined the little group,
nodding to Rebecca with cbildish friendli-
ness. CIWhy, vou've brought a lily, ton
how prettv it is, and it's bigger th an mine.
Sec that one on the little stand is mine-
next to the ccd. It's a different kind from
yours, but it is just as white and sweet."

CiI wish," said Rebecca, Ilmine could go
up next to yours. They'd look nice togeth-
er, wouldn't they ?"

" How ever shahl we manage ?" asked
Miss Barkcr, with a look of cornical perplex-
ity as she surveyed the jar, its litile owner
baving taken ber departure. Il It can't go
on the stand, where ibis ridiculous little ar-
rangement will show," tapping the cretonne
frilîs, CIand yet I can'î bear to hurt the cbild
by tucking it out of sigt"

Il'Vil tell you," said Mrs. Allison, II we'il
cover the jar witb snmilax, wind it ail around,
you know, and then let il stand next to Dor-
othy's."

"lMamma, that will hurt Rebecca's feel-
ings," said Dorotby, solemnly. CIShe told
me she was going to have a beautiful jar,
someone was helping ber fix it UP. She
won't like it covered, shelil guess why you
did it."

"It's the only way, dear, and she looks
like a sensible child."

Dorothy's face grew sober, even sad, for
a struggle was taking place in ber small
heart. There was a way that it could be
arranged without hurîing Rebecca's feelings,
only it would lacerate ber own terribly. You
sec Uncle Will had given Dorothy the
dainty jar which held ber precious lily, and
its delicate tinis secmed to empbasize the
puriîy' of the white petals. Cou/d she let
ber new treasure be covered over with
smilax, just to kecp Rebecca's in counten.
ance ?

"IMamma," Doroîhy spoke witb decis.
ion. CIS'pose we fix mine up, too, witb
smilax-won't that make it ail right ?"

SiWhy, you sweet thing," exclaimed Miss
Barker, "Iit would be un bad to cover up Vour
Iovely jar, though you are a darling to think
of it."

I wouldn't do it, dear ; what wouîd
Uncle Will say ?" Mrs. Allison suggested.

It was too much for her good resoîntion.
Il ber own mamma and ber lovcly Sucday
school teacher thought ber sacrifice unne-
cessary she need not persist in it, surely.

"IThis is work Dorothy migbt do," said
Miss Barkcr. "ISuppose you wind the smi-
lax, dear. l'Il show you how, and vour
bands are just the right size for it,"1 giving
those diminutive members an affectionate
squeeze, "Rebecca will sec bow MTucb pret-
tier.ber-jar iscoveredFit h it.",

Slightest actions often meet the sorest needs,
For the world wants daily littie kindly deeds.

Before Dorothy's eyes came a visioni 0f
Rebecca's truc love offering covered witb
smllax wreath ; it may have been a pectiliar
association of ideas, but Dorothy could not
banish it from ber mind Then came the
ringing chorus. Dorothy did flot waxit tO
listen, somehow, and yet she lingertd a mcl-
ment, her small foot mechanically beatilig
time on the stone pavement :
Scatter the sunshine ail along your way,
Cheer and bless and brighten every passiflg day.

Dorothy and the man with the Palffs
reached the cburch at the same time. 6 cIve
come back," she said, rather obviouslV.
49Please let me have my jar a minute, and,
and some smilax. I want to decorate it."

Mrs. Allison and Miss Barker looked at
ber quickiy but something in the pink, child-
ish face stopped themn and they f orbore t
comment.

Iwas a pleasant coincidence that, her
work just finished and placed by RebeccaS
offering, Rebecca herseif should shylY enter
the church. Dorothy went to meet her.

1'1 just stopped mn-I thought they
wouldn't care, and I wanted to sce the
flowers," sbe said, timidly, ber eyes seeking
for one particular plant.

Dorothy slioped ber hand over Rebeccas
Si I'm 50 glad you came. Those are our
liles up there on the stand. They look iike
twins, don't they-all covered up witb sni'
lax, just alike? Mamma always says that
natural things are prettier than artificial, SO I
suppose the smilax is even prettier thafi tbe
jar." She could not truthfully put it in the

plural-she left it to Rcbecca's imagination'
wbich "jar " was in question.

Rebecca surveyed tbem thoughtfa'IYI
Dorothy listening anxiously for her first
words. Tbey came slowly, but were enm'-
nently satisfactory. " It is prettier, i Re-

becca sald, decidedly, ileiren prettier tbac
my jar, and I thought that was beautilul.'

The last ingering trace of regret iied
from Dorothy's mind at that, and the greenl
smilax seemed suddenly glorified.- Thte COif'
gregalionalisi.

110W 71()DRESS A cHRL.

It is a very common saying that it is aul

easy matter to dress a littie girl, but verV
difficuit to clothe a boy. This saylng i11ust

bave originated some years ago, for in thes5C
days there is no difficulty whatever in bayiflg
everything needful for a boy at anY Of the
ready-made clothing establishments, an3d at
far more reasonable prices, and infinitely
more satisfactory in every particular, thafi
the same clothing made at home could POS'
sibly be. To dress a girl as sbe sbould be

dressed requires a great deal of thougbt and

time, unless one is fortunate enough tO bC
able to walk into one of the French esta-

blishrnents and give a carteblanche order for
iverything. In these days there are feW
who can do this, and it is a serious questiffi
to al rnothers how 'to attain the best rsi

with the least expenditure of money. To be'
gin witb, shoes and stockings, whicb are
extremely en evidence with littie girls, fnust
be carefully chosen. Until a girl is eleCf
or twelve she shouid not wear heels on1 her
shoes;- they s&*;leriuly injure the schape Of the


