542

The Family Circle.

THE LOVE LIGUTS OF HOMZE,

The bitd to the nest and the bee to the comb,
\Vhen the night from the heavens falls dreary,

And Love tothe light in the windows of home—
The light of the love of my devie,

And Love to the light, like a swallow in flight,

\Walen the storm blows the stars [gom the blue of

the night ;
Andnkis; from the red rose,a smile from the

hite, .
In the pardens that bloom for my dearie !

The ships to the batbor fiam over the foam, -
When the way has been stonmy und weary,
And Lave to the light in the windows of heme—
The light of the love of my deatie
And Love to the light, likethe bloom itom the
blight,
When the spring suns weave wonders of red and
of white, .
And the darkness of winter is kissed to the bright
In the gardens that bloom for my dearie.

The bird to the nest and the bee to the comb,
And never a night shall fall dreary
While the lightsin the beautiful windows ot home
Are lit by the love of my dearic | X
And Love to the light, like a bird from the night,
Where angels in lilies Love's litanies write,
Andas kiss from the crimson,a smile from the
white, .
In the gardens that bloom for my dearie !
—Frank L. Stanton, in Hasger's Bazar.

AN INTERVIEW WITH 11K
QUEEN.

Mr. Smith, of Dickleborough, in the
county of Norfolk, was a fine old Metho-
dist farmer, and s simple-minded earnest
Christiun, who had lived through those
glorious times for the DBritish farmer,
when Napoleon turned all Europe into
one vast battlefield, and wheat was sell-
ing at from fifteen shillings to a pound 2
bushel. He was a genius, too, in his
way, and invented a plough which was a
great improvement on the cumbrous im-
plement then in common use. Hisin-
vention came under the notice of Prince
Albert, who took great interest in  sgri-
cultore, and he sent for bim to explain
certain matters connected with  the
plough. The old farmer accordingly
journeyed to Windsor—no light under-
taking in those days, when the only
public conveyances were the postchaise,
the stage-ceach and thecarrier's cart. He
reached Windsor in the twilight of a
summer’s evening, and reported himself
at the Castle A gentleman of the house-
hold—a Colonel whose name we forget—
cawe to him and told him that he would
have to present himself at 10 o'clock on
the following worning for his interview
with the Prince.

«Yes, that'e all right,” said the
farmer, * but whatam I to do fora bed ?”

«“A bed!” said the Colonel, « O}
you'd better go to an ing,” aud he men-
tioned one whers he would be made very
comfortable for the night, but Mr. Smith
did not take kindly to the suggestion.

% Wu, there now, Cunnel," he said,
*¢ that dow seem mighty quare, that raly
dew. ¢ Gooto in inn,” he say! That's
very ill convenient and costyve. I didn't
como bero becauso I wanted to come. I
como because you axed me, and I had to
come, and tho laste you can dew is to give
moa bed. IZ you was to come to Dickle-
borough my missus sho'd find you a bed,
I know right well she weald, specially if
we¢'d axed you to come ; and if you was
as huogry a8 I be, [ warreat she'd fod
you suilen to ate into tho bhargin.”

Old Smith said this in a plessant way
and the Coloncl was taken by storm. Ho
hrought him up to his own rooms, bad a
good supper put beforo him, and gave
orders for his sccommeodation for tho night.
The two spent @ very ploasant evening
together.

TEE CANADA

« Arter I'd had suffen to ate,”” Mr.
Smith used to say in telling tho tale,
* the Cunnel he axed me It I smoked
tobacco. Isnid ¢ dow,’ and ho offored
me a cigar. But I told him I worn't
used to them things, and could ho find
mo a clay pipe 7 So he rung the bell and
that was browt, and wo had o raie pleae-
ant talk. 'Tworn't long, howover, afore
I got sleopy ; I wan fair beat out with
the jounce (jolting) of them stage cutches,
and I wanted to go tobed. The Cunnel
he say, ‘I'll ring for your candle, Mr.
Smith, and the man he¢'ll show you to
your roor *

“ ¢ Thank’ee, Cunnel,’ I made reply ;
‘ but there's one thing I allys do aford
goin’ to bed--I have family prayer. 1
know my missus ishavin’ it at Dickie-
borough, and it won'tdo for her master
not to have it because he happen to be
awsy from bhome. Will you let's have
yar Bible, if you plase ¥

‘“ The Cunnel be says, ¢ O, certainly,
Mr. Smith !’ and he put it on the table,
and I say to him, * Well, now, will you
rade and I pray, or shall I rtade and you
pray? He make answer and say, ¢ I
think I'd better do the rading, Mr. Smith.’
So he read a Psalm, he did—a beautiful
Psalm that-was tew, bat that was one of
theshortest in the book, and arter he'd
done we knelt down, and X prayed,and 1
asked the Lord to bless bim aund the
Qucen, and the Prince of Wales, and the
dear baber. He took the candle from the
man when that was browt, and heshow-
ed me to my bedroom his own self, and a
rare good grip he gave my bhand when he
bid me goodnight at the door.

“ Well, in the morniog I had a rare
good breakfast, and at ten o'clock I was
took %o see tho Prince.
with me quite friendly, and wo got a
talkin’ about wy plough, and I showed
bhim how that worked. Arter we'd bina
talkin’ for a bit, the door opened, and a
big man with his head powdered and a
uniform on, he say ¢ Her Majesty’ina
lIoud voice, and in come the Queen. When
I saw hercome in I was right stammed
{astounded). I thowt she'd bave a goold
sceptre in ber haud, and her gowned all
a trailin’ ahind, same as wasee inthe
picters. Butthere she was. just a plain,
simple woman, withe kind look on her
face. She spoke to me quict ard friend-
1y like, ana said she was very glad to seo
we, and what a long way I had come to
show tbem my plougb, and she hadn't
spoke oonly them words afore I vas no
more afrai> of her thanI am of my
nabor’s wives—not half as much as Lam
o’ some on em. She was just as simple
and kind as if sho warn't no wore than
nobody ; there warn't no mock pride
about ker. Bat when I had to spake to
her X let her sce that I know’d who ske
wag, and thatI respected of her. She
saw right woll, she did, that John Smith
o' Dickleborough warn’t the wman to take
no liberty canso sho was kind'to hir:.

“*Well, wo had a right pleasant talk
arter we'd done with tho plough. Tae
Queen ehe axed mo a lot o’ questions
about the farmers in our parts, and tho
poor folk, what wages they got, were their
cottages comfertable, did they go to church
reglar, and all manner o’ what, and Itold
her the best X could.

“ By-an"by I began to get a bit onaisy.
¢ Smith, bor,” 1 sayto myself, ¢ you'ro
browt afore kings and princes, and you
must testify.” I said, ‘I ool,” and I look-
od to the Lord for an oopenin’, and
‘twarn’t long afore t' come. Tho Queen

Ho shook hanis .
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shesays to me, ‘ Mr. Swmith,’ she say,
‘howivir did you come to think o' this
clever invention o' yourn?{'

“ ¢« Well, your Majesty, mum,’ says I,
‘I had that in my head for a sighto
doys afore that come atraight. I see
what was wanted plain enough, but I
couldn’t make out how to git atit. I
thowt, an’ L thowt, an’ I better thowt, but
that wouldn't como clear nohow. Soal
lagt I made it a matter o’ prayor, an’ ono
mornin’ that comeo into my mind like a
flash—ijust what you sco in that thero
model.’

¢+ Why, Mr. Smith,’” sho say, ‘do you
pray about your ploughs?’

“*Wu, thero now, your Majesty,
wum,’ says I, ¢ why shouldn’s I? My
Father 1n heaven Ho knowed I was in
troublo about that, and why shouldn't [
goo an’ tell Him? I mind o' my boy Tom
—he’s a fine big man now, keepin’ com-
pany slong o’ my nabor Stebbing’ darter
heis, an' n rare good gol I know sho be—
but when he was a teeny little miteof a
boy I bowt him a whip, and rarely pleas-
ed he was with that. Waell, he come to
e one day cryin’ asif his littlo heart was

*bruk. He'd bruk that whip, he had, an'"

ho come to me with that. Well, now,
your Majesty, mum, that whip that worn,
nothin’ to me—thet only cost eighteen
pence when "twas new—but it was sufien
to me to sece the tears n ronnin® down my
boy’s cheexs. So I took him up on my
knce, and I wiped hiz oyes with my band-
kercher, and ¥ kissed him, 1 did,and I
comforted him. ¢Wua, don’t yow cry,
Tom, bor,"says I. ¢I'll mond that whipt
I ool, so that'll crack as loud as iver, and
I'll buy you a new one next market day.”
* Well, now, your Majesty, mum,’ says I,
‘don’t you think our Father in heaven He
care ag much for me as I care for my boy
Tom? My plough worn't o’ much con-
sekence to Him, but I know right well my
trouble was.’

¢ Well, now—would you believe it —

when I'd said that, the Prince he tarned
away, and he blowed bis nose with his
pockethandkercher, and the Queen ehe
had tears in her eyes, and I sce one on
‘em o rollin’ down ber cheek. *You'ro a
good man, Mr. Smith,' she say, ‘acd ’'m
thankful I bave subjects such as you.’
Them was ber words?! I’'m proud oa 'em;
I have told my son Tom he's never to for-
get "em ; and he's to tache 'emn to his chil-
dren, if 50 be a3 God gives him a family.
When the Queen say them words to me, 1
say to her, ‘ Your Majesty, mum,’ I say,
¢ I hain’t got nothing good about me but
what comes from God,” and she say, * No
more hain’t none on us, Mr. Smith.” The
Princc he jiced in,and we bad-a rare
good talk ; "twas for all the world justlike
& band-meetin'. Folks may say what
they like, but it ain’t no use o’ them say-
in’ it to Jobn Smith o' Dickleborough.
He know, and he say to all the world,
Qucen Victoria is aright good godly wo-
man, and Princo Albert he's another—
icnstways — woll, you Lknow what I
rasne.

*Jt wag gettin’ nigh on to noon by
thistime, and at Iast tho Queen gho say
to me, *Mr. Swith,” she say, ‘yon will
find lunch provided for you, and the man
who waits upon you will take you over
the castlo if you wish. There aro some
very fino paintings and other things yo
might like to sgee’ ¢ Well, now, your
Majesty, mum,” says I, *Iain’t muchofsa
judga o' picters, but thero is ons thing I
ghonld rarely like to ece) ¢What isit,
Mr. Smith ' sho say, and I sey, ‘If I
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might seo the dear babes! Tho Queen
she laughed, and she looked right tickled,
ond she say they was out o walkin’ In the
Park and someono should go with me and
show mo the way. So she bid me good.
bye, and 80 did the Prince, and a wap
come and took me away."”

Mr. Smith was taken to the Park,
and met there the children who were then
extant. His conductor “said suffen " to
the lady in charge of them, doubtless
«alling her of Her Majosty's command,
and the good old man talked to the chil.
dron in his kindly way for a fow minutes,
Thon ho took off his wide-brimmed white
beaver hat, and, standing bareheaded in
the sunshine, he prayed that tho blesging
of God might be upon them sand abide
with them. Then he turned his face
homeward, and went back to the simple
overy-day life of o Norfolk farmer.

Not long afterwards he received s box
which had been brought from London by
the carrier, and in it ho found a most
beautitul family Bible, with a noteex
plaining that it was a present from tha
Quaeen and Prince Albert. Mr. Smith
carefully packed it up again, and returaed
it with a lotter to the Queen, asking her
“if she would bo so good as to write her
namo in it.” Tho Bible came back in due
time with the autograph signatures, not
of Her Majesty only, but of the Prince
aleo, and of all the children—even the
babe’s little hand had been guided to
write its name—and under the signatares
the Qaeen had written with her owan
band, ‘A memento of the visit of a good
wan.” Mr. Smith had a large glass case
made to cover the Bible, and on certain
days he used to show it to sightseers at
threepence a head. The money thus
earned was dropped into a missionary-
box, together with the coatributions of
his family ; and when the annual mission-
ary meeting came round, the box and the
story were always produced to the great
satisfaction of the audience, who never
grew tired of hearing tke good old man
tell the tale of his interview with the
Queen.— Exchange.

A COSTLY THROVE.

At the time of tha coronation of the
Cazar of Russia much was printedin the
newspapers about the costly crown jewels
snd the magnificent imperial throne, bat
for allits magnificence and richuess this
pineteenth-century throme was nothing
when compared to that of the Mogol
Emperors of Delbi. This Indian throne
was built in the reiga of the Shah Jeban
by a Frenchman who had been fored to
seck an asylum in the Mogal cmpire. It
wag called the Peacock Throne, to distin-
guish it from other royal chairs, andbe-
«ange it was decorated with tho figoresof
two huge peacocks. The throne wassix
feot long by four fect wide, and stoadon
six massive legs, which were of solid gold
inlaid with rubies, emecralds, dismonds,
and all kinds of precious stones. Tho
tails of the peacocks were expanded Ian-
lik:o bohind the throne, and.they too wers
inlaid with pearls, cmeralds, and other
gews of saiiable coloring. The whole was
sarmonnted by acanopy of gold support.
¢d by twelvo pillars likowise studded
with diamonds and precions gems, the
border of tho canopy being mado of &
fringe of beautifol pearls. Botween the
two peacocks percheds life-sized parrol,
which was carved out of & singlo emerald.
The royal umbrellas, which are appond-
agea to most Oricntal thrones, were mads



