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OVEIt TIIE RIVER OF DROOPIMN
EYES,

()ver the River of Drooping Eyeto
la the wondcrful land of Drearus,

Whero lillies grow as wbite as the show,
And fields of green and warm winds blow
And tho tat reedB quiver, ail in a r-ow-

And no one ever cries;
Foi- iL's a beautiful place for girls8 and boys

And her'a n scldig, and lots of noise,
And ne lost l-ais or roken toys-

Over the River of Drooping Eyes
lu tho bonutiful land of Drearîîs.

Ovor tie River of Drooping Eyes
In the beautiful land of Dreams,

There are boras to blow and drumus to, beat
And plerity of candy and cakesi to eat,
And ne ono aer cleans their feet,

And ne one ovor tires!1
Thare are plonty of grassy places for play,
And bird8 and becs, thoy throng ail thc

day-
Oh, wouldn't you liko to, go and stay

(iver the River of Drooping Eyes,
In the beautiful land of Drearus?
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PAPA KNEW BEST.
As soion as May Benson was old enougli

to, hold a pencil in ber tiny fingers she
tried teo draw. Papa made beautiful pic-
ture with brushes and soft bright colours.

When May was very good, papa used to
tako lier te bis studio and let ber watch
hitn paint his pictures.

IlPlease, papa, lot me paint," she ofteu
begged, but papa nlways said : IlBy-and.
bye, little one. You must learn to drawv
first, and thon somao Urne I Nvill teacb you
tO paint"

23it Ma7 was quite sure -silo Could paint,

'witbout boing taught, if papa Nvould oniy
lot ber try.

One day siloe mn Up froni tho lawn to,
the' studio to speak to papa. 'lho door
was open, but papa was not i tho rooru.

" Now," said May te hersoif, " I'm just
going to s'prise papa, aîîd show him I cau
paint. It's as easy as nothing 'tait." She
pulted a lialf-finishod picture from the
ensol and put it on a chair, unscrowcd the
paint bottins, drow up a footstool, and
began. 0f course it was easy, but soma-
how May couldn't onake lî,r work look
tho saine as papa's. It looked very bad
indeed, and kept getting worse.

Suddenly the door opencd, and there
stood papa witi suci a sorry look on bis
face that it ruade May cry before ho snid
one word.

" I-I wanted to s'prise you," she sob.
bcd.

" And se you have," said papa. IlI amn
very mudli surprised to find that I cannot
trust my littie girl. 'You have not only
disobeyed papa, but ruined bis picturo
too."s

"Please forgive me, papa, and I'il nover
toucli your paints agnin Liii you s% I
may," said May. And ho did for ive or.

Wbon May was ton years old, papa
began to teach ber to draw; but it took
many years of bard work before sho could
paint as well as lier father.

MR. DOANE'S SERMON.

Ui among the White Mountains is a
large pile of rocks like a pulpit; and when
the young people "go to Lhe spot on a pleas-
ure excursion, soma one is sent up into, the
pulpit to preacb. One day young Mr.
Donne was ehosen, and ho preached a littIe
sermon on tempomance.

".There is nothing so good to dr.ink" ho
I l "as the pure coid wator of these

mouintain springs. If the people were only
satistied te drink water, a great part of
Lie sorrow sud sin of the world wouid bo
provented.

IlIntemperance is an evii bard to cure,
but easy te provent. Lot us do ail we cau
to prevent iL. Begiuning ivith oursolves,
wo can resolve nover to touch, taste, or
handle anything that ean intoxicate. Thon
lot us use our influence with our friende,
and persuade every one wo know te ilet it
alone. Let us ail join bauds to.day in the
tenlperance arrmy."

Bce said more, but we cannot repeat IL
ail. There was a lad la the company who
wvas accustonied to, sec %vine every day on
tic table. His father and bis father's
frieuds drank, and sometimes ho was
aliowed to have a littie; and ho had
lcarned to love iL. But Mr. Doaue's littie
Sermon that day froin Pulpit Rock con-
vinced hlm tînt it was flot wvise for hlm
te take iL, and ho determincd thon and
there tint ho wouid nover tasto iL again.

Some people say that they go into the
country for fun, and need not try te, do
good theme. %Rt we can do good cvery-
wbere, and wherever we go we should lot
our light shine for Jesuq, and nover bo

afraid to stand up for the truth. If Mr.
Donne hadn't stood Up for temperanco that
day, we do net know what ivould bave
becoine of Archie Trcndwell. Perbiaps lie
would have <lied a drunkard.

-.. '..-- --

IIONEST WITII IIIMSELF.
Lrrr.z Frankie was forbiddon to touch

the sowing machine; and as ho was gen-
erally a pretty obodient boy, bis mother,
auintie, and bis auntio's friend wvore much
surprised one afternoon to find the thread
badly tangled and the needie brokert.
Frankie was witbout doutt the culprit,
and ho was called before the family
tribunal of justice.

IlFrankie, did you touch the sewing
machine?" asked mamma 8everoly.

" Yes, mamma," was the tremulous an-
swor. Ho was 8uch a mite; so frail and
delicate, so utterly hoiples.a, as he stood
before us ail with parted lips and big,
frightened eyes, our heurts went ou to
him in pity.

IlNow, Frankie," continued bis mother,
feyou know I said that I would punish
you if you disoboyed me, aud I shali have
to keep my promise."

IlYes, mamma," came in a trembling
whisper. Sureiy the little fellow was
punisbed suficien'tly, and yet we realized
that justice miust be enforced.

"'It is a very long Lime sinco you for-
bade hirn to touci tic machine; pcrbnps
ho bas forgotten," suggested bis aunt.

l'And if he forgot, that would niako a
differonce, would it not ?" I ventured Lo
Bilggest.

"Certainiy," answored bis maother. "IDid
you forget, Frankie? 1 know thot my
boy 'wili speak the truth."

There was a pause, and in that pause
thore was a struggle between riglit and
wrong; thon came tbe snswer with a
passionate cry, stbuhtestruggle
wore alnaost beyondt his punystrengti:

"O onmma, ammaI <id rember;I
shan't mako believe to myseif!" '

Brave boy! How often we cidren of
a larger growth lack the dourage of being
honost with oursolves!1

I'BERTIE'S DON'T CARE."

BERTIE iS a littIe boy who bas a bnd
way of saying, IlI don't care." One day
Aunt Nell said to him, "Bertie, wiil you
do an errand for me ? " 0Oh, yes, ma'arn,"
cried Bertie; Ilwbat is iL? " IlTake your
naugyhty ' don't care' away up in the gar-
rot,-aud hide lt." Bertie haughed, and
then looked sober. Thon ho said, I will,
Auntie Neil," and away ho ran. 1 think
ho nmust have hidden it very carcfully, for
he hasn't found it yet?

GIVE ail yon have to, God-your body
and your soul, your time, your hcaith, and
your moncys, your bands and feet, and
eyes, and lips.


