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AT SLEEPY-TIME.
What do little ehickens <ay
When the sun coes dowy 7
'”n-‘\‘ Uy, |'t1‘|'. pecp. [u'«'[-f
We're <o elad to go asleep.”
These fuzzy littie halls of vellow dows

What do little birdies saw
When llu sun goes down /
”u\ say, heep. th‘p nhm-p

It's =0 "lnnl 1o o to <Jee 8 UM

And they enddle in their little heds <o

warm.

What does little Johnnie say
When the sun goes down?
Why, he eries, cries, eries,
And rube his sleepy eves:
And says he wishes bed-time worldn’t
come.

OUR SUNDAY-SCHOOL PAPERS.

The best, the cheapest, the most entertaining. the most |

popular. Yearly |
Christian Guardian, wee ’;’ o
1m0
Methodist Magazine .lnd Henrn 96 pp., mont My

illustrated. .
Chrld'.llue‘:lnlrdhn-nd Methodist Magazine and
Magazine and Review, Guardian and Ohward 1. -
3

The\!uklnn Halifax. wee kly . 1im

love, t
was shown that with his mind and heart.

and not with i..-.]j.‘ he was to oo to Jesns:

in . he was to believe on Him
who dicdd thiat he micht live

I« it <0 simple? T see it
and went on rejoicing.

THE OLD SUGAR CAMP.
(See last page. )

*Now I tell yon, bovs, this is nice!”
exelaimed Sim Bartlett. < 1 just like this.”
His was lving in hi= bunk when he said
this.  Above him was the roof of the old
sugar camp which was built on one of the
low-running slopes of Mozt Mountain. He
heard the erackle of the fire on the broad
jopen hearth at the foot of the ecamp-
chimney. He canght the sound of the
| eold north-west wind echoing down from
the rugged top of Most Monntain, and re-
joiced in his <helter from the blast. The
other oeenpants of this eamp were Tim and
| Silas and John Borton, hiz cousins. In the
<ugar scison, Farmer Dorton and Farmer
Lartlett eame to the ecamp and worked hy
dav, returning home at night.  The bovs

R e B, b v G il ve loved to stay there hoth day and night.
S Ay Nador Scaplen. & 1 Sim now continued his remarks: < I teli
Pl-nn":'{nh:;t;jrg;';‘"" weekly, single copies. . I)‘-~l| what, fellows: it did lock interesting
Over 2 copies ! when it was growing dark. T was back

Sunbeam, fortnightlsy. less than 10 copies.. i . -
Happ!" Sobies and upwands 012 | here in the camp and you could not see
. 615 !

L s, s I ciene o1 | me. T looked out. There was Uncle Henry
B L i sasiits o | stirring the sap in the kettle. Father was
:w‘.'-n ‘l:‘rmmaduu l{u-ﬂorly ‘quarterly) :: :2‘ ‘i"i.n: on 3 ]:"‘" < _r’"r two hl!‘(\'l e Wete
Quastarly Review Service. Ny the yoar. 3 centna coming up with big, houneing pails of sap.
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“HOW AM I TO COME ToO
CHRIST
A Seoteh shepherd, in a state of great
anxiety of soul, asked a preacher if he
conld tell him what was meant by com
ing to Christ.” 1 have been hearing.”
satd he, *a mest earnest discourse: we

have Iwven urged and entreated to come 10
Christ: and 1 felt as thongh T had |
-‘i!lin-_' on nettles all the time, for he had
never told us how to ecme 1o him, Can
vou tell me ™

“ Can you fly to him ¢”

* No, 1 cannot do that.™

= Can yom walk on vour feet to Christ ¢
wae the next question

 No.”

The preac sher then told him that Christ |
though in heaven. was beside him on earth,
loving him with a deep. strong. and tender

Yon three bovs were round, looking happy
as kings.”

“Were we?” asked s drowsy voice in
the next bunk.

“Yes, get up there, Silas! Tim! John,
wake up!”

T am awake!”
to John.

“8a am I awake!” exclaimed Tim.

“Well then, boys, keep awake!™ urged
Sim. T have got some cider. Hold on!
I'll get it

Here Sim sprang ont of his bunk, but
{ quickly re HH'H"I. holding out to Silas by
the light of the still sparkling firc a mung
of eider.
Silas rose up in his bunk, chook his
ad and said -lu'iv’.H"}‘. “ None for me.
thank von!”
“Why nat 77

<aid a voice belonging

* Strong enongh to knock yon  down; |

know where vou got 1t.”

t Ransome Groton's, out on the back |

road.  He h as oot a ecider-mill.  It's all
No, sir!”
“Wel'. Tim, then ¥
‘*No, sir!”
* Now. John, yon are not a foa] 77
“ Oh, no. of conrse not,
I took that”
| Amid 'ho langh that followed, Sim pet-
tishly said, * There, boys! you are making

rlv anxions to save him. He

too mueh of it. T came « .t here to enjov
mv liberty, and to have a good time and
. Neat meonth, T am going to Carltor

\cademy

2z known to be an honor to reeeiv
Academy.  Th
olarshiip there was thorongh : and onlh

Hited number of <tndents would Prin
cipal Spearhiead receive. While graduatior
vis an henor, =0 was admission.  Sin
had made :!]-p“l':lli--u for admission. The
principal had replied that the question was
not deeided fullv, but “ probably  ther
wonld be an opening for Simon Bartlett.”

Sim construed the word “ probably ™ as
“eertainly,” and now wished in this un
worthy way to celebrate the event.  He
was compelled to be eontent with a per
sonal eelebration that night.

Who should appear, the next day, at the
eamyp but Principal Spearhead himself !

“ 1 have often wanted.” he toli Mr.
Bartlett. ** to see a sugar-orchard turned
into a sugarhonse, the trees giving <ap,
and  von sugarmakers turning it into
svrup and sugar.”

“Yeu are very welcome,” said Mr.
Bartlett, who felt that it was a high honor
io entertain the principal of Carlton
Academy. Sim was jubilant.

“ Just the time,” he said to the others,
“to make sure of my admission to the
Academy! T will improve the chance.”

Sim certainly endeavored to improve
his chance to seenre Prineipal Spearhead’s
zood opinion, and every one allowed that
Sim made himself very aerecable.

The principal left the ecamp as the
twilight shadows were falling. saving that
as he had snow-shoes, he thought he would
“ just run to Sunset Ridge and get a look
at the western sky.”

One by one, the older members of the
cugar-orchard party started for their
homes, Jeaving the boys in supremacy of
the camp.

** There,” =aid Sim to his commnanions,
“T have been on my good behavior about
long enongh.  Entertaining that prineipal
was dnll musie, thongh T doubt it has oot
me into the Neademv. 1 knew what 1
was up to. I tell von. Now for a little
treat.”

He took an old blue mug ont to a hiding-
| place where he kept his eider. filled his
| rmez. and returned. Tle offered the nmg
{ to his companions, but an invariable “ Na,

i 1'.11'!1--11

sir,” met every proffer from Sim.
‘e is getting too much,” one said to
{ another as they saw Sim drinking. “ The
stuff is etrong.”
Sim did stop. but his tonmme was
| loosened and his talk was silly by this time.
| “Tush!” he eaid. “ What's that noise

| emteide? TN go out.™ ’
I shonld be if |

He took the lantern in one hand, his
empty blue cider mug in the other, and he
went ont. He was gone abomt fifteen
minntes and then returned.
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