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yet bis turfi had corne. Mliss Munck,
though undeniably charming, was no
fit consort for his son.

She -as disînissed from the Court,
and Prince Oscar travelled, On hris
return it happened that the Queen was
taken s'eriously ili with ani old mialady
ta which she had been a victim almiost
ever since the King came to the Throne.
Her recovery was doubtful, and in any
case anr operation was imperative. In
submnitting to it she extracted a pro-
mise fromn the King that should she re-
cover h. would give his conisent to the
marriage of Prince Oscar with Ebba
Muinck. The Queeni did recover, and
when she was convalescent sent for
ber former maid-of-honour to enjoy
ber comparly again. It %vas Christ-
mas evening, and ail were sitting
in the invalid's room, Miss Munck
singing a poem of the King's that had
beeni set to music, and which, we are
told, pleaded, appropriately to the mo-
ment, for the rigbts due to love.

When the song was enided ail eyea
turned upon the Ring. The crucial mo.
ment had corne. His Majesty rose, ap-
proached his sonr, and, taking bis hiand,
laid it silently in that of Miss Munck,

The marriage wNas celebrated very
quietly at Bournemouth, Qu)Leen SOPhIe
journeying over to England expressly
for the purpose of attending the cere-
mony. The bridegroomri, wvho was b.
fore that known as Prince Oscar, Duke
of Gotlanid, is no'w simple Prince Ber-.
nadotte, or Count WVishorg.

The Queen is very fond of lier d.augh-
ter-in-law, the Crown Prince's -wlfe,
the two royal ladies beig orne in aims
and sympathies. By aIl about the
Court Queen Sophie is idolized, ber
gentleness, sweetniess, tact, and sîi.
plicity, her love of little children and
devotion to the King and hier sons
being qualities which only her personiai
friends and those in the inmnediate
Court entourage, are able to appreciate
to their full value.

IN SUMMER RAIN
11 W vividly in suimmer ramn

The commonest of tints are seen,
The robin is a scarlet stain

Against the shining evergreen.

Tbe last scant strawberries, a score
That hid bebind the redd'ning leaves,

Rain..flushed, winâ-tossed, are waiting for
Red-lipped or redder-breastedi thieves.

The willows, pallid in the sun
Are sunny in the rainy dark;

A deeper brown the streamlets run
And deeply black the orchard bark.

And yet, although the clouds are gray,
Th;ese freshening tints of every bue

Would intirnate a rain at play,
Or at the worst a storm of dew.

The quality of niercy fiows
Upon the meadow's thirsty brood,

And every bright'ning grass-blade shows
The quality of gratitude.
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