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THlE LITTLE FOL K.
WHAT A OHILO NOULD LIRE TO KNOW.

%Would I wero wiso enouRh to kaow
Row the little griau blades grow
How the protty gardon pin km
Get their notchta and tbcir kiaks;
How the morniag RIlaneà run
Up bo moot tho oiniy mua ;
IIow the mwoet lpcaa in their bed
Find thu purpie. white and red
IIow the bloaaorn troasures up
Dropu of honoy in its cup ;
How the honry.boc cia tell

W' ae ta meek tho bluotn celi
Why the jîy's iwiIl iwng ia blue
Aun the sky iL qoirs into.
1 wonder il the grown f olka know
llow and why thetu thlags &,roto0.

A PARABLE.

A ccrta;n prince went out initu bis vineyard to
examine it. Hc came to the peachi trce, and he said,
"What are you doing for me?

The trce said,
«« In the spring 1 give my blossums and fill the air

witb fragrance, and un niy bougbs hang the fruit
whicb precaiy trcn will gather and carry i nto the
the palace for yoti."

And the prince said, «« WXeli donc, goor' and faith-
fui servant"

And he came to the maple and said, " What are
you doing?"

The maple said, " 1 arn making nests for thc birds
and sheiter for the cattle with my leaves and sprcad-
ing branches."

And the prince said, "Weil donc, good and faith-
fui servant"

H-e went down into the mcadows and said to the
wvavîng grass, " What are you doing? "

And the grass said " We are giving up our lives
for lives for others-for sbeep and cattle, that thcy
rnay be nourished."

And the prince said, "Weil donc, good and faith-
fui servants that give up your lives for others."

Then he came to a little daisy that was growing
in the bedge-row, and he said, " What are you
doing?"

And the daisy said, " Nothing! nothing! I can-
not make nesting places for the birds, and I cannot
give shelter to the cattle, and 1 cannot send fruit into
the palace. 1 cannot even furnish food for the shcep
and cows; tbey do flot want nme ini the meadow. Ail
1 can do is to bc the bcst littie daisy 1 can b.

And the prince bent down and kissed the daisy.
and said, " There is unone better tha n you."

THE BOY AND THE MUSIC BOX

It wvas in a Broadway cable-car on Saturday after-
rioon The car was crowded, and the conductor
scemed to push through the car more olten than
usual, because sû many passenvers got on at the front
end of the car Evcrybody was cross and scerncd to
take up more room than usual. Pcrhaps titis was in
part due to the big siceves, which seemed bigger
than cvé-r beforc, and there %veto more of them.

The conductor had pushed through the car once
more, and the people standing werc pushed dloser
to the pepleot sitng, when two b--ys and thecir
mrother go into the car. It wvas cvident that they
had been shopping for Christmas, thcir hundlcs Werc
so many and such qucer shapes The boys were
radiantly happy. There *"tans " werc, pusbcd bac],
on their heads, thrir nvrcoats were open, and
altogether this world grew a morc comfortable place
because these happy, well cared-for boys werc in it.
Tbc crowded car carne to a standstill. Something
had happened ahead, for there was a long Une of cars
on thetracksin front ofus. Instantly cvery-body grew
restesa fliclarps werc lighted in the stores, the
street lamps werc lighted, and the people :n the car

frowncd harder and harder at the gripman and the
conductor.

Suddenly " tinkle, tinkie, tinkie," sounded through
the car. Music soit and soothing-onc of Mendels-
sobn's " Songs Without WVords "-fihlcd the car.
Everybody looked surprised, then delighted, and
then scttied contentediy into his place. One of the
little boys had untîed one of bis parcls-a music-box
wvas in it. He had wound it LI?, and stood holding it
in bis band with a look of such happy good-fellow-
ship that it sccmed as if be wvere the very spirit of
music corne to soothe the restless cro'.d.

FOR INKY FINGERS.

A little girl 1 knowv bas mnade a wonderful dis
covery, which she tbinks ail other little scbool-boys
and girls should know, too.

«It's s0 useful, mamnma," she says. -Ail little
boys and girls get ink on their fingers, you know."

«Surely they do, and on their clothes, as well,'
said her mother.

44I can't gct the spots out of mxy clothes, but in
sorry wbecn tbcy get tbere," responded the little girl.
«'I try ver), bard not to. But I can get the ink spots
off rny fingers. Sec!1"

She dipped her fingers into water, and while they
werc wet she took a match out of the match safc and
rubbed the .,ulphur end well over etery ink spot.
One aftcr another tbe spots disappcared, lcaving a
row of white fingers wbere had been a row of inky
black onles.

' Tbcre*" said the little girl, after she bad flnished.
"Isn't that good ? I read that in a house-kceping

paper, and I neyer knew tbey wvere any good before.
Icdean my fingers that way cvery rnorning now. It's
just splendid 1 *

So sorne other scbool-girls and boys rnigbt try
Alice's cure for inky fingers.-Harper's Young
People.

UNCONSCIOUS HUMOR.

Debate in the Flouse of Commons is ordinarily
conducted in a low conversational tone. Not long
ago a rnilitary member, wvho was flot accustomcd to
public speaking, dclivcred an excited harangue on
tbc exile of the Guards to Gibraltar, and ncarly
emptied the House by the violence of his shouting.
It wvas like the breath of a roaritig blast furnace, and
cvery wvord seemned to cracklc with explosive encrgy.
Members in the benches wvere at first amused by bis
unnecessary fervor, and finally wcaried by bis noisy,
carsplitting declamation. Drawing himself up to
bis full hcight and speaking in toncs wbich werc
fairly dcafening, hc shouted.

«"If 1 may bc allowcd to whisper in the car of the
Governrnent-"

He was not allowcd to go on. Tbe members
burst into a loud guffaw of laughter, which drowned
bis voice and seriously disconcertcd- hirn. Wbcn it
was perccived from bis look oi astonishrnent that he
wvas unconscious or the real cause of amusement, tbey
laughed again, even more hcartily than they had
laughed before

Unconscious humor is not always apprcciatcd.
Wben Hcrr Rickhert, flot long ago, turned con-
tcmptuously toward the German ministers and cricd
out, "We hear nothing upon the ministerial benches,
nothing but proround silence!"- no rncrber moved a
muscle, and nohcdy laughed ; yet whi.e)ring in
thunder tones was scarcely more ludicro'.s ti'& hear-
ing profound silence.

O'onnclî's rnost famous Irish bull was dclivcred
at a public meeting in London, and passed unnoriccd
until the speech wvas in print. He asscrted that the
birth-ratc in Dublin had diminished at the rate of
five thousand a ycar for four ycars, and addcd,
solernnly:

".I charge the British govcrunient with the murder
Ur those twenty thousand infants who neyer were
born !" Nothing could have been more absurd, yet
there was flot a sign ci appreciation from the audience
that the great orator had been unconsciously, funny.


