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THE LITTLE FOLK.

SCRIPTURE QUESTIONS.

A woll in the descrt—Tho ranaway maid,

Thinking all had forgotten her, hither bad strayed ;
But God sont His angel good tidings to tell,

And to cheer her sad soul, as aho aat by the well.

A well in a wilderness.—A mother with joy

Feom its cool, sparkling wator gave drink to her boy.
From her home sho wae banished ; her botsle was spens,
Aud that well to hor heart freah encouragoment lent.

A well by a township,—Whean sioke the red sun

One who asked for a sign when his journoy was done—
A beautifal girl giving drink to him there .

Showed him awiftly she sign he had asked for in prayer.

Three wells in & valloy.—The ehepherd, he tells
How they strove when the water sprang up in the welle.
Said the chisf : ** Two I give, bat the third I shall koep;
Bring up now the cattle, and waser tho shoep.”

A wellin a fleld.—A tall stranger is hore,

11e i eecking his kinsman : his daughter drawa near.
Hoon all is explained, and sho hustens to tell

‘The glad newa that a kinsman siands thero by tho well.

A well in 8 courtyard.—Two priests in great dread

Lying there in the darkoess hear over them eaid

To the soldiers who scck them, ** There's no need to look,
Thoy'so gone, and are now safely over the brook.”

A well in a village.—Said the kiog, 1t I had

A driok from tho well where I drank wheo alad!”

Throogh the foe broke three soldiers, and at point of the sword
Obizined tho clear water to give to their lord.

A woll near a city.—Qar Savioar sits by

And talks to & women of traths from on high.

1o drinks from her pitchor, and thea He doth tell
Of the water that's dra®a ap from no earthly well,

NAME THR DIYPRRENT WELLS.
—Ghristian Observer.

THE DOLL THAT TALKED.

“ Dorothy Ann, are you sleepy ? " asked Dollikins.
Dorothy Ann did not answer, but went oa smiling with
her red wax lips. Dollikins gave her a little shake.
« Dear me !" she said, * I do wish youcould talk ! I am
so tired of having a doll that never answers, no matter
how much I say to her. It is very stupid of you, Dor-
othy Ann. There go to sleep!™

Dollikins turned her back on Dorothy Ann, and went
to slecp heaiscif. Then shke bLegan to dream. She
thought Dorothy Ana sat up straight in her crib, and
opened her blue eyes wide.

“Mamma " she said.

** O, you can talk!"" cried Dollikins, joyfully.

** Mamma, my pillow is not at all soft,” said Dor-
othy Anp, in a complaining voice. * And you fergot to
take off my shoe.”

*1 am sorry,” said Dollikins.

“ And I didn't have any thing but mashed potato for
my dinner ! cricd Dorothy Ann.  ** I don't like mashed
potato. Why don't 1 have things that I like, mamma ?*

Dollikins' cheeks grew quite red.  She remembered
saying somcthing very like this at luncheon the day
hefore.

“I'm not a bit sleepy!"” wailed Dorothy Ann.
“ Why do I have togo tobied at seven o’clock, mamma ?
Other little girls don't have. I wish—"

“ Darothy Ann,™ said Dohikins, ** will you please not
talk any more. It makes my head achie!”

Then it was very still,

In the morning Dollikins went over an: took up Dor-
othy Ann, and looked at her.  The red lips were smil-
ing as cver, but tight shut.

*« Good-morning, Dorothy Ann,™ said Dolliking. *¢1
am very glad you do not know how to talk, my dear;
for then you might be a sore trial 1o your mother!™

UNFORTUNATE INTERRUPTION.

Willie was asleep and Dan was lonely. Willie 1s
the minister's son; Dan is his dog. It was Sunday
morning, and every onc was at church but these two
fricnds, It was warm and sunny, and they could hear
the good preaching, for their house was next door o the
church.

“ Dan," said Willie, * it is better here than in church,
for you can hear every word, and don't get prickles
down your back, as you do when you have to sit up
straight.”

In some way while Willie was listening he fell asleep.
Dan kissed him on the nose, but when Willie went to
sleep he went to sleep to stay, and did not mind tritles.
So Dan sat down with the funnicst look of care on his
wise, black face, and with one car ready for outside
noises.

Now the minister had for his subject ** Daniel.”
This was the name he always gave Dan when he was
teaching him to sit up and beg, and other tricks. \WVnile
the dog was thinking, the name * Daniel ” fell on his
rcady ear. Dan at once ran into the church through
the vestry door. He stood on his hind legs, with his
fore paws drooping close beside the mimster, who did
not see him, but the congregation did. When the nun-
ister shouted ** Danicl * again, sharp barks said, “Yes,
sir,” as plainly as Dan could answer. The minister
started back, looked around, and saw the funny little
picture ; then he wondered what he should do next, but
just then through the vestry came Willie. Hisface was
rosy from sleep, and he looked a little frightened. 1le
walked straight toward his father, took Dab in his arms
and said: ** Please 'scuse Dan, papa; [ went to sieep
and he runned away.”

Then he walked out with Dan, looking back on the
smiling congregation. The preacher ended his sermon
on Daniel as best he could, but he made a resolve that
if he ever preached on ** Daniel™ again that he would
not forget to tie up his dog.

——

A CUP OF COLD WATER
\Vho are included in Christ's ** little ones " ?  Surcly
His dumb creatures, His horses and dogs, as well as
His human children.

Mr. Harvey was riding slowly along the dusty road,
louking in all directions for a stream or a house where
he might refresh his tired, thirsty horse with a good
draught of water. \While he was thinking and wonder-
ing, he turned an abrupt bend in the road, and saw
before him a comfortable farmhouse; and at the same
time a boy ten or twelve years old came out on the road
with a pail and stood directly before him.

** \What do you wish, my boy ? " said Mr. llarvey,
stopping his horse.

\Would your horse like a dnink, sir ? ™ said the boy
respectfully. H

**Indeed he would, and 1 was wendering where 1
could get it.”

Mr. Harvey thought little of it, supposing, of course,
the boy carned a few peunies in this manoer, and there-
fore he offered him a bit of silver, and was astonished
when he refused it.

“ I would like you to take it,” he said, looking at
the boy.

‘* No, I thank you,” said the boy ; ** I don't want it
You see, sir, the distance from the town is cight miles,
and there is no stream crossing the road that distance,
and I like to water the horses.”

AMr. Har.cy looked into the grey cyes that were
kindiing and glowing with the thought of doing gend,
and a moisture gathered in his own as he joggel off,
pondcring deeply on the quaint little sermon that had
been given so innocently and unexpectedly.

LIFE AND ITS MEANING.

Lifeisasagarden given you totend ; but what is your
tendaoce to its large unfolding, which ye control not -
all its llowers and [ruits, its perfumes and <pices aml
balms, its gems, its winids and its streams, its skies and
118 seas,—us quivering warmth and teaderness i the
familiar sunlight, and its cool and s-lemn stillness unider
the stars ! \When your hands and fcet are weary and
your cyclids droop, it foldeth you in its sleep hke an
infant, and still hath for your utter weariness its com-
plete enfolding.
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