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BO-PEEP'S DREAM.

Ba-Peop’s gono to reamtowan,
Land of Lullabies,

\Vhero he r lamba aro straying,

Io a meaduw playiog,
Hoedloss of hor crivs.

After them a ygiant,

With a gleamiog blade,
Crecps with footsteps wary,
But a friendly fairy

Lends her magic aid,

Frightened woolly lambkins
Homeward trot onco more
There Bo-poep will tind them,
Stumpy tails behind them.
When her journcy's o'er.
Mabel A. Cliaton.

THE NARROW PATH.
BY & I, THORNTON,

+ Oh, mamma !” cried hittlo Elsie Donnithorn, running in from
achool hot and breathloss, ¢t Just think, I raa all the way homo
right in that little narrow path ; § pover touched the graws atall,
and I never stopped once.  Annie Marshal said that was tho only
way to do ; that you had to keep on with sut stoppiog.”

Mrs. Donnithorn brushed tho damp hair from her hittle daugh-
ter's forehead, and said, kissing her :

« And what does that remind you of, my darling; can you
think 2"

The little girl wriakled up her whito brows and looked anxious-
1y at her mother.

¢« \What did wo read last Sundav, Elsie? Think well.”

«Oh ! Iknow! I wonder I didn't know right away; it was
about the natrow path that leads to heaven, and the broad rcad
that 80 maoy take. Oh, mamma, isa’t that it°*”

¢ Yes, dear, and I want my littlo girl to take that path for life
as sho takes this ono for play. Now run and get dreased in a clean
frock.”

Mrs. Donnithorn was a widow, and Elsie was her only child.
Sho was bright and affectionate, but her mother longed to mako
her a Christian child, and tried to show her of how little import-
snco was all elso.

« Mamma,” said Elsic, as they satat tea, *to-day at school
Tim Dixson got black marks for cverything; sll tho girls just
d’apise him—hc's 30 stupid he aever knows anything, and when ke
misscs ho gets 30 red, and stammers awfally ; and he's so common,
we just wish he waa't in our room.”

«¢ Maybe he can't help iz, dear.™

s But, mamma, he's 0 silly ; he can’t learn a thing; and thea
he's got red hair, aad his clothes aro all ragged! \Why, Mamio
Robbins wouldn't sit by him at all to-day; shie said at roocss sho
was ‘fraid she'd catch something.”

Mrs. Donnithorn reprossod a smile,

* But he may be very poor, Elsic.”

“Yen, ho1s ; he never has any pie for lanch, nor denghnuts—
jast bread, and somelimes cld fat moat or cheese.™

** Well, Lisie, sapposo you tey gising him somio of your cookics
to-morrow.”

“Oh, mamms, I couldn’t! He's so hatefnl to us girls: he
teases US a8 tnoan—a:s mean—we all hate him,”

« Poor little lumachite, sxid Mra. Doapithorn, coftly. Then
shoturned to the nttic gicl who sat finishing her inst morsel of
bresd an jam.

* Do you thiok it yea had no kind mother and oo nico clothes,
Elsie, that youn would ieel itke heing brigat and pleasant, and
working bard for lessons? Now will you promise me, before wo
havo our prayers to-mght, to be as kind as yoa koow how o Tim,
and try to help him? Will my little daughter promise mo this?™

For a moment Elsie was silent ; thon sho impalsively threw her
armas aboat ber mother’s aeck.

*\ on, 1 wail, mammas, and I 1z tell Mamie, too; we aro chuome,
you koow, and i1ta my week tosay what let's.™

The next morning Eliie s mother propared her aa aoasually
tempuing tuncheon, and the uitle girl went off in groat gles. She
was & general favonits atachool, and sallea Tim conld ant reaist her
sinilo nor the donghnats she heid ont to him. He took them in
his grimy hands, and even grinoed by way of thaoke

Elsic went homo delighted with her success, and sonn it becamo
an understood thiag that Tim abared her loncheen, and that he
geasraliy edped of cloac to her at recess, bat he did aot anawer
asv of her sby questivns.
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It waa nsaring Fastor, and the childron's guild which their kind
toacher aud organized was to present flowera for the chanosl of the
little church.

Elsie’s particular caro now was a beautiful potted rose. The
plant was covored with buds, and Elsio carefully watored it every
day. Her anxioty for it to bo covered with blosson for Eastor
grow in {ntonsity as the timo went on. Tho Friday befors Easter
when Elsio camo home from scheol, her mother called her, and she
ran to hor room where, on a table, stood hor roae, a mass of palo
pink colar. Noarly every bud was out. Elsje utterod a cry of joy.

¢ Oh, mamma ! isn’t it lovely 1

 Very lovoly, dear. To-morrow wo will send it to the churoh,
and Sundsy, when wo go to colobrato our doar Lord’s Rosurrection
wo will seo it with all tho othors.”

** Oh, mamma, it will bo tho vory protticat of all 1’ Sho sat
down beforo it, lostin admiration, hor luuch baskot and books
falling to the floor.

Her mother picked thom up, saying, in surpriso, ** \Why, how
is this Elsie? Youa did not eat your lunch.”

*“Yos, I did, mamma ; but Tim waan'c thero, and I always give
him hall. Ho didn‘t acnd any word, either. I guoss ho's sick.”

“\Wo will try and find out,” said Mrs. Doasithorn. ' We
must kocpio the narrow path at thisjoyful season, littlo daughter.”

Elsiv nodded gravely, but hor eyes woro fized apon hor beloved
rose. The noxt day it was to be scut o ner teacher, whore all the
offerings of the children's guild wero to bo reoeived, and then sent,
with the different namos attached, to the church. Elsis gave a
fond look at her beautifol rose heforo it was takon away.

It was late that ovening when tho bell rang, and a visitor was
aonounced who proved to be Elsic’s teacher, Dliss Annic. Her
faco wore a troubled, anxious look. Mrs. Doonithorn grooted her
affectionately,

* Elsio ia in bed ; sha isall anxioty for to-morrow to come,"”
sho said amiling.

“ And I am thoe bearer of ill news. I am greatly worried over
what has happened.” She oxplained that the flowers had all been
placed io lino to be lifted into her carriage and convoyed to the
church by Miss Anpie herself. It was pearly dark, and at a
moment when tho coachman’s back was turned a clover thief had
medo off with one of the pots, which proved to be Elsie's rose.

*¢1 know how much the child cared forit,” aaid Mise Annie,
¢ and J thought it best to come at onoo to tell you. I will replace
it, if it is possiblo now.”

*¢Oh, no!” aaid Mrs. Donnithorn. * Elsio is a rsasonsble
child, and will, Ithiok, take tho disappointmont bravely. But I
will not tell her to night.”

It was carly the noxt morning, and Mrs. Donnithorn had just
entered tho diniog room, when sho heoard tho boll ring, sod,
glaccing from the window, saw a amall boy standiog on the atep.
A moment later sho heard Jane urginsg him to ‘“be alter wiping
yer feet afore goin® in ter the quality.” And then the door opened,
and s little ragged figuro stood on tho threshold. Ho was thin,
and his faco was pale under thefrocklos. His hair was red, aud he
fumbled his hat avkwardly.

Mrs. Donnithors spoke kindly.
l’oy!"

« The big tears came into his cyee, and ho brushed them away
with the back of his hand. ‘1 want to see Elsin; ste gives mo
cookics and pie. U'm Tim, mcbby you kaow.™

Yoo, yoa—I'm glad to ace you, Tim. Elsia is upstairs™

¢« 1Y wounld'n er took it,’” he broke in, desperately, *¢if I'd or
koowed it v.aa hern; 1 didn't though ; I didn’t ill I got home. It
was fer my littlo sister, ma'am; she's er dyin’, an’ she hankered
after er tose—* jus® er amell, Tim." aho said; * jus’' or rose to look
at, tho kind mother used to have.” You see, ma'ani, there’s nobody
bat father now ; an® he's awfally rough. So Isars, ‘Sis,’ taysl,
+I' get 50u os,’ an’ I out an’ hooked it; an’ when Igot bhome
her name was On it, an” she's been good to me, an’ I came to tell
you. Ididn"t briog it tack cause Sis, ahe's jun' aiat'n at it so
happy like, I ooulda’t touch it : bat I've come to own up, an’ when
Sivs doad "-—— Ho brokse off, sobbiag.

Elsio had crept into the room and heard it all. She ran to her
mother, crying, too.

Bat Tim's little sister did not die. Mre. Jroznirhiora weat that
afternoon and ocarried her away from the diogy room vhich was
their home. In the warm bright ward of the hospital grew wall
aad atrong sgain, Nor did Mo, Donsithorn’s kind care end thets.

¢ What can 1 do for you, my

She gained tho coosent of the drunkea {ather for his children to be
scat to & good home in tho conntry , and there the little aister graw
fat and sy among tho flowers she loved, and Tim did ais checes
well, and the colour came into hiz pale face.

Rut little Elsio is tryisg atill to keep in that narrow path, and
she finds it ensier if ehe helps along the way those who are lews
fortunats and who stambls as they go.




