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The Forgotten Blrthday Speech.

B'? CHAPLAIN GEORGE SANDERSON.

Grandma wvould be eighty-fivc Yeats aid on the
morrov, and her grand c h jdren had planncd to give
her a birthday surprise. In Germnany, wvhere Grand-
ma and the children lived, they niake a great deal
more aver a birthday event than wc do in our country.

The children had consulted blamma, and she had
not anly given her cordial syrnpathy ta their plans,
but her. hearty coa peratian as well. First, there was
to be a lovely, large sugar birthday cake, with beau-
tiful ornaments af frosting on top. Then there was
to be an extra large Joaf of ryc :jread, filled with lots
of caraway seeds and other nice condiments, of %which
Grandmaw~as very fond. And Mlammahad pramised
ta pick and arrange a nice bouquet of flowers. Chris
.ad composcd alittie birthday sp-eech which Gretclhen

had comniitted ta memory and would recite an the
morrow.

The suni rose cîcar and bright an Grandma's birth-
day. The children farmed in Uine and started for
Grandma's raom. First camne Lena carrying the
lavely birthday cakc; then little Louisa, strugglîng ta
keep her arms around thc huge loaf of rye bread.
Gretchen carried Mamma's bouquet, and Chris
brought his book wvith the birthday speech written
in it, sa as to be ready ta prompt Gretchen if she
shauld fail ta rcmnember.

Grandma was sitting i her accustomcd place, i
the easy chair by the firc.place, reading the Bible.
It was a nierry party cýhat iined up in front of her
chair that beautiful November day. Even Fritz, the
littie white dog, wha had follawed 'he children in,
wvore a mare tEan usuaily happy look an his face.
Grandma lookcd fram ane ta the other, à
and wondered what it was ail about ~~s
Chris nudged Gretchen ta begin het .

speech, and in a timid, trembling va)
she comnienced:

16 Deir Graudma. we bring you-"
and then she hesitated, and finally
stopped. Chrisiwhispercd the wards ofi ~ -

the next line in her car, but she %vas so
nervous by this time that she diidn'î i
really know what she was saying, anc
before she was awvare of it she rcpcated
thefirst Uine:

"Deir Graudma, we brbng yau
Our offéringa of-'

and stoppcd again. At this juncturc
littie Louisa, wha wvas having great
difficulty in kecping the large iofo
rye bread framn falling ta the floot,q,~
toddled forward and lisped:

"Dear Dranina, I'se bring 'au ryc
bread' Whereat thcy ail laughed.

Lau isa's interruption rcstored the :.
niissing lines ta Gretchen's memory, for
she made a third attempt and acquitted
herself i a creditable ruanner. Here it '

"Deir Grandms, wo bring yau
Our offertugel of love,

And try, by tii &et,
Our afioctian ta prove.

Wo wish yon areat joy,
And alcerely prav

Our dear LordKiili bleuayanL
On y1ur happy blrtbday." r

Lord bless the dear littie children,"
said Grandma, as she gathered them in
ber arns and klssed theni. "Mbay they
always scatter surishine in their path-
way thraugh life."

A littie girl who haci mastered fier
catechism confessed herselfdisappQinted >
Ilbecause," she maid, Ilthough i obey
the Fifth Conimandment and honour

my papa and mamina, yct my days arc flot a bit
longer ln the land, because I arn put to bed at seven
o'ciockY ________

The Dog Uiàder the Wagon.
Corne wifa " sAid good old fermer gray,
Il ut on Y our thinae'is markeD day-
And wolit bo off to th. nearost town,
Thora and back ero the sun uoce clown.
8pt INio, we'll Icave cli Spot bohlnd."
Biut Spot ho barked and Spot bo wnlood,
Andi soon made up bis dogitlh mind

To tollow under the wagon.
Awytey went at a good round paoo,

AnIlycamc int tho larmer'o face;
Poo7.r ts1pot," sud ho, Ildli want tu corne,

But I'm awful glati he's loft nt home ;
He'il guard tbm barn, anid guard th*i out,
Antd koop the cattlo out of the lot,
112M Dot go sure 0i thàt," litougtit Spt,

Tho dog unider the, wagon.
The farmer &Il bis produa. sold.
And got bis pay la yellaw goltI.
Thon aîartsd homeward alter dark,
Home througb the locely forest. Mark 1
A rubber springu f aom bahind a trac-
"lYour moncy or aise your lte," sud ho,
The moon was up, but ho didn't tee

Who doj? unler the wagon.
Spot ne'er barked. and Spot ne'er wblned ,
But qulakiy caught the oh lei bohlud ;
Ho draggcd hlm down la the miro and dirt,
And tore bis cent and tot bis ohfrt,
Thon hoid hlm faut ntu the tiry grounut
The robber uttered not a sotant-
Whlo hie bande and toot the f armer baund,
Ani tumbied hlm; tato th. wagon.
Sa Spot ho tavod the <armner'. lits,
The farmor'. monoy, tho fatanot' wife;
Andi nov a beo granmd mndry,
A ilver collar ho wear&. to.d&y
Among bij fiaonds, among bis <oee,
And everywhere bis mauter go".,
Ho folawsv on hi& horny rocs,

The dog under tho Wagon.

From buti to Icaf, front lea ta branches 4rey.
Prom fiowr.bc-spris2Wcd meadows a&U agtowt
Ta broad expane. of brdght, white cb«et

Prom earby Spring ta WVintet'a sembre day-
The year bas spezed on Il& cbanceful wVay
And yet the year dies not, for wtIl we knowv
Ho doea but sleep ta liv anç%w. and s0
-The yeir la dead i Long 1hie b ear.' wt

say.

Se, too, witb man~ lie basteite from bas bstib
To Youtb. ta Manbood, ga Maturity,
And then.at bengii. wben lis llfe.work il duNs
lie dots but slcep awhide beutith the epili
To %nloe anew the Pathct't face t te.
ln ebangetess reatms a! noaer-onding sua.
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