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THE PRINCESS OF AN HOUR.

A proud litdle princess ia Mabe), with
Tedd{? and Frank as her careful pages A
shaw! pinuned o her shouldera makes a
beautiful train  One feather in her hair
gerved as a coroned, and she bouqued she
carries is made up of very choice “sun-
flowera.” Iiis a fine thing. indeed, to be
such & princess a8 Mabel is, for just as soon
a8 ghe grows weary of belng a gread
princess and walking slowly in $hat stately
way, all she has to do {8 to unfasten the
shawl], throw away $he flowers, take away
the gay feather and she will become simple
litile Mabel Hopkins. Teddy and Frank
make gay young pages, each carrying a
wooden 8word over his shoulder and wear-
ing a proud goose-feather in hiscap They
think i great fun 4o walh upon their sisler,
tho priocess, bub they will grow tired of ib
afier a while, and then they will ran away
snd play something else They will be
glad to be Frank and Teddy Hopkins
once more, playing hide-and-seek with
$heir merry lishle sister,

—— -

A VOIOE FROM THE CAMEL
BY MARY E. BAMFORD,

* ALMosT everyone has heard aboud a
camel’s three stomachs, and the water cells
in them, but all people canno$ remember
that in an Arabian camel like myself, the
calls will hold a whole gallon and a half of
wabtr  Sometimes ib is very unfortunate
for us to have such stomachs, for on long
marches across the desert, the Arabs, when
withoud water, will occasionally kill some
camols to geb ab thoir cells.

Bub, besides our queer stomachs, our noses
sra mede in a sfrange way. You know it
ia very unploasant indeed %o have sand
blown up your nose. Now I am going to
relade a mosh singular fack. We cawels are
8o mado $has when the sand-blasts come, we
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can shut up our
noses with somo
litdle valves ingids.
Our feod are made
so they aro just
right too, for wo
have very thick
solos, go that the hod
sand of tho deserts
cannod burn us.  Al-
togother, I ¢hink we
camels ought to be
. very thankful that
we are mads 80
beantifully. Some
of the old Jowish
~~*bis did no# shink
we wore very thank-
ful though, for thoy
bad a saying, *The
camel desired horns,
and his esrs wers
takon from him.” I
think, $hough, $had
the rabbis made up
that saying lo teil
people who ware
grumbling, and who
ought #o have rc¢membered how much
wecrse off they would have bcen if the
good they had were taken away from them.
Most people are not nearly thankful enough
for their good things. It is so much
easier §0 grumble than $s be thankful.

UNSELFISH.

THERE are usually $wo ways of looking
at a thing, and it is well now and then to
change one's point of view. Listle Hans
had jusé begun his school life, and his
mother was ambiticus $0 have him koep a
high standing i his class,

“ Why, Hans,” she said, regresfully, ad
the end of she second week, “last week
you gave me 80 much pleasure by gebting
to be at the head of your class, and now
you are only number four, I see.”

“Yes, 1 know,” admitted the little fel.
low with great gravidy, “bus then,” he
added, *some other boy's mamma has the
pleasure this week, so I thought you
wouldn'é mind so very much.”

“You're quite right, Hans” said his
mother, giving him an appreciative smile ;
“] don't mind i a% all—now.”

MY TWO HORSES.

SoME years ago 1 owned a horse, with
which I nadertook to drive to a neighbour-
ing town over the hills in winter. A spot
of hidden ice suddenly #ripped her, and for
a dime i% was impossible for her o ge$ up.
Bub, by ¢fiorts that entirely exhsusted me,
I finally gob her on food again. She never
forgos it. My approach to the stable was
invariable welcomed by cordial neighs;
and, thab not suflicing, she wourld pub her
head affectionately on my shoulder or un-
der my arm.

On another occasion my pet Morgan
called me, whilo I was engsaged fifty rods
from $he bar, with loud and persistent

calls, thad I instanbly understood meand
scouble. QGoing hassily $o tho stables, I
found the cows had broken down a door,
and were capablo of doing mischief. As
goon a8 I approached, sho horse gave a
suMsfied whinny, followed by a long sigh
of relicf, and went %0 eading very quichly.

“CAN I GO HOME "

Bgss went $o church one suliry day
She kept awake, I'm glad to say,
Till »fourthly” sdarted on i8s way.

Then moments into hours grew
Oh dear! Ohdear! whab should shedo?
Unsoen, she glided from the pew,

And up the aisle demurely wens,
On some absorbing misslon bend
Her oyes filled with n look intent.

She stopped and sald in plaintive tone,
With hand uplifsed toward the domo,
“ Pleaye, preacher-maag, can I go home?"

The treble volce, bell-like in sound,
Disturbed a sermon mosé profound:
A #iser swelled as it went round.

A smile the pastor’s face o’erspread :
He paused and ben) his siately head ;
« Yes, little dear,” he gently said.

«THE LORD’S PART.”

NANNIE bad a brighd silver dollar given
her. She asked her papa %o change it into
dimes.

“ Whas is shat for, dear?” he asked.

“So that I can ged the Lord's part oud
of it.” And when she got it in smaller
coins, she laid ous one-tenth.

“ There,” shoe said, "I'll keep thas uniil
Sunday.” And when Sunday came, she
wen$ %o $he box for offerings in the church
veshibule, and dropped in two dimee.

“ Why," sald her father, as he heard the
lass one jingle in, “ X4hought you said you
gave one-tenth o the Loxd.”

“1 said one-tenth belonged to him, and
I can's give bim what is his own; so if I
give him anything, I have %o give him
what is mine,”

—— - ——————

It was one of the days when little Katie
seemed $0 be possessed by a spirit of mis-
chiof, and before the afternoon was over
she had tired herself and pretty weil ex-
hausted her mother's patience. A$ lash ehe
did something so naughty tbat her mosher
gaid : “ There, Katie ; I shall have to punish
you for hat”" The child looked aé her a
momens in silencs, and then withont warn-
ing, burs$ Into tempestuous weeping. Jusd
ab this crisia her father came into $he
room, und Katie sobbed $he louder, per-
baps in order that he might the more
surely notice her. “ Why, litsle one, what is
this7” he agked. “ What are you crying
for 7" Katie thought a moment, and shen,
remembering thas the manner of her pun-
ishmens had nod been announced, she
answered amid her sobs: “X don's know,

papa; mamma hesn'd told me yed”



