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THE BEE'S WISDOM.
Said n wondering little waiden
‘I'o a bee with honey laden:

* Beo, nt ull the tlowers you work
Yet in some does poison lurk.”

“That I know, my protty maiden,”
Said the bee with honey laden;

* But the poivon I forsake,

And the honey only take.”

“ Cunning beo with honoy laden,
That is right,” roplied tho maiden.
“ So will I, from all I meet,

Only draw the good and sweet.”

OUR SUNDAY.SCHOOL PAI'ERS.
PER YRAR POSTAGK PREF.
Tho bost, the cucapest, the most entortaiuing, the most
popular.

Christinn Guardinn, WeeKIY..oecveeesiaranens sors oo 100
Mcthodist Magazino and Hoview, 96., pp., monthly,
HIUBLEALOMes e e ieree v oo ce ss eee oo cee 200
Chrlstinn Guordian aod Moibiodint Magnzse and
Roviow ........ e eee e C e .. 275
Magnzine and Roviow, Guardian and Onward to-
other 325
Tho \6osloynn. Hollfax, wccklg.......... v enessers 10
Sunday «chicol Banz.er, 0 pp , 8vo,, monthly Q0
On\\‘m’tl.Sr)).. {10,, weekly, under S5coples.........e 0 60
5 cor OSABU OVET ... oo sieecizisnaiioaoees 040
Ploasant llours, 4 pp.. {to., weekly, single copics.... 030
188 thA 20 COPICS.ccceiees to ocronnsonescacans 025
Over 20 coples........ - v eees <. 02¢
Sunbean, fortnightly, Jess than 10 coples . 015
10 copies aml “5'“"“" .. . . 012
Happy Days, fortnighily, Jess than 10 coplics . 013
10 copica and upwands ....oveeeiencene . 012
Dow Drops, weekly, per yonr. ...... . 007
P00 QUATIET . . cicet crasacsrssecesossosee . 002
Berean Joaf, monthly, 100 coples ped mon 650
Berean Ieaf, QUATCEIY..c. -« cceveuieiaiis oos 006

Quarterly Roviow Service. ll): tho year, 2§ cents o
dozen: 82 por 100. Per quarter, G ceuts o
dozen 50c per 100,
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COMNIES MORNING PRAYER.

Many boys and girls who are careful to
“say their prayers” ut night before going
to sleep are not so careful to ask God in
the morning to guide them throngh the
day. Though they do not all speak out
as he did, they are like the boy who
wanted God to take care of him in the
dark, but thought he could take care of
himself in the daytime.

Connie was one of those little girls who
bad found out that she wus always happier
through the day when she asked Jesus in
the morning to help her do right, and to
keep her from doing wrong. One morn-
ing sho had a fresh trouble to take to God.
One of her schoolinates bad treated her
very unkindly the day before, and how
could she ever treat her just as she used
to do? She had said the night before,
“1'll nover speak to her again;” but now
there came into her heart the words, “Do
good tc them that hate yon” How could
she do good to Jennie Wells after the way
she had treated her the day before? She
thought she just couldn’t; so she told

Jesus all about it, and asked him to {gke

the hate out of her beart and fill it with
love. Thot is what ho did And whon
she went to school she was ready to troat
Jennie ns kindly as ever. Aund Josus

came near to thoe echool-yard who should
run to meet her but Jennie, who put her
arm around her neck and said: “O Connie,
I know it was real mean for me to talk
tho way I did yesterday. Won't you for-
givemo? I am sosorry Ieaid it.” And
the two girls wero tho best of friends from
that time.

THE WATER-CARRIER,.

A traveller tolls of secing in a street in
Egypt a crowd gathering rbout a wan
with o large leather bag on his shoulder.
He was crying to all who passed by to
come and freely drink. Standing beside
him was a well-dressed man, who had just
paid for his whole store of water, that the
poor might drink. Only so could they
have had it “without moncy and without
price” Jeaus has paid the full price of
salvation. He bids us be his heralds, and
tell of the precious gift free to all. Heis
his own almoner. From the hands pierced
on Calvary alone can the draught of life
be quaffed. “Ho, every one that thirsteth,
come ye to the waters, and he that hath
no money; come ye, buy, and eat; yea,
come, buy wine and milk without money
and without price.”

“ LITTLE MISS SUNSHINE.

Sarah Gordon was n dark-eyed, rosy-
cheeked littie girl, just seven years old,
who went with Aunt Lois every Saturday
to visit the homse on Sunderland Heights,
The ward that she loved best was like a
big nursery, full of tcys and pictures,
whose owners tried to be patient in spite
of pain and weariness, How the sick
children did watch for her coming!

Freddie, the lame boy, thought her
dimples the pretiiest that he ever had
seen; and after her first visit, when she
made him laugh by telling a funny story,
always called her “ Little Miss Sunshine.”

“ Why do you?” asked the nurse, as she
bent over his cot that nighi.

“0, I can't help it! She is so sweet and
good; and when she goes away it's just
like shutting the blinds in tight, it seems
so dark.” And the other children felt in
very much the same way, although they
did not put it in woxds.

One Saturday I went to the home.
Freddie was looking the picture of woe.
His book was upside down, and he didn’t
even know it. There was such an air of
unhappiness about all the little ones that
1 asked the nurse if they we:s suffering
more.

“No,” she said, “it isn’t that; but word
came to-day that ‘ Little Miss Sunshine’ is
sick, and they miss her so.”

“ What does she do for them ?” I asked.
“Q miss, I can't exactly tell you what

she does. Jt's just what she is, She never

thinks about herself at all, but she trips:

made this very easy for her; for when sho

about from ono cot to theothor, alway.
smiling, always hnvinﬁ a bright word ora
tender caress for cach littlo sufferer; and”
she added in o roverent tone, “it is my

beliof that sho troads in the footsteps of :

One who wont about doing good, beeaurs
sho so truly loves him.”

Don't. you believe tha% this was the
secret ?

THE BOY WITH THE UMBRELLA.

In the middlo of the garden stood a
little boy under a big umbrellal He

always kopt it spread, and, winter and |

summor, day sud night, he was always in
his place. A fountain foll on top of the
umbrolla, which was iron, and all around
the boy, which was iron, too.

“ O dear,” thought the boy, “how I hate
this old umbrella! I wish I was tho stone
goneral over there in the park. Then, in.
stead of this ridiculous old thiny, I shouid
have a great long sword in my hand; and
I'd hold it right over the people’s heads, as
if I was going to fight them all {”

Meanwhile the air in the garden was
growing more and more sultry. The
people in the dusty street looked longingly
at the iron boy in his snug littlo water-
house. How tbey wished they could
change places with him!

At last o great drop fell, and then
another, and then it seemed that some one
was pumping water out of the clouds.
Everybody rushed home. A schoolboy
ran past and looked up at the iron boy.
“ Wish I was that fellow!” he shouted,
“ Hallo! lend us your parasol 1"

“QCh, may I come under your umbralla ?”
gasped a butterfly, who was caught in her
new spring dress. *“How wise you are
olways to carry one!” She sat on his
finger, and dried her blue-and-gold suit.

At last the sun came out again, and
made a great rainbow in the sky and a
little bow in the fountain. The butterfly
said that she must go. “You have saved
my life, you kind boy,” she said gratefally.
“How much nicer to hold an umbrella
over such a helpless littla thing than to

flourish & sword like that big stone doll
And, waving her pretty wing ‘#

yonder!”
to him, away she flew.

“Perhaps ste is right,” thought the iron
boy; and he held the despised vmbrella i
straight and high, as if he wus proud of it ',

after all.

«TELL ME)"

“Q pretty flower! O dainty cup!
Pray tell me all about it !
I want to know
Wheré flowers go

Through autumn ramns and winter's

snow,
Till in the spring their heads peep up?”
Ssaid the ﬂovl:er :g“ I do not doﬁbtpit;p
You little boys all wast to know.
If we should answer sll you ask,
"Twould be a dreadful, dreadfui task.
Wo sarely would grow weery
We'd have no time to bloom and grow.
So run away, my dearie.”
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