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Joe always marched into Sunday-sel.ool
with them and paid striet attention to
what was going on. He also went to
church afterward, and established himself
in the family pew without ever making a
mistake.

MOTHER'S COMFORT.

I know a little girlie,

With loving eves so blue.

And lips just made for smiling,
And heart that’s kind and true.
She wears no dainty dresses,

No jewels does she own,

But the greatest of all her treasures
Is her little self alone.

Her name is Mother’s Comfort,
For all the livelong day

Her busy little fingers

Help mother’s cares away.

The sunshine loves to glisten
And hide in her soft hair,

And dimples chase each other
About her cheeks so fair.

A QUEER CROW’'S NEST.

A firm of opticians in Bombay have
rooms where pebbles and spectacle-frames
are manufactured. Quite recently an
assistant discovered that a large number
of gold, silver, and steel spectacle-frames
had mysteriously disappeared. The men
employed were suspected, and orders were
given that no one should have access to
the room but the manager. Still the
thefts continued, and the manager could
not discover the thief. One day, however,
he was startled by hearing the flapping of
a bird’s wings at the window, and saw a
large erow, which, when it had picked up
a frame in its beak, flew away to the roof
of a neighbouring building. A search was
made on the roof, when it was found that
the thieving bird had constructed thereon
for itself a cosy nest composed of the

| missing frames.  The design. of this gold

and silver structure was so ingenious, and

| presented such a beautiful appearance, be-

ing so deftly and carefully woven together,
that it was decided to keep it intact for
a time, and before the materials were un-

| woven and separated a photograph of the

nest was taken. It was not only a queer
crow’s nest, it was also a dear one, consist-
ing of eighty-four frames, of the value of

about £30.

A Bible unread is a lamp never lighted.
There is oil, but no light,




