
Te Crown of Lilies.

Loird's Day. A cevtain number of the London cabs aro licenscd
only for the six days of tho week, and may be known by the
fint fimeof the 1linted linber bing 7I; anid these ouight biy
al iei.aniS to be òn,îîraged.

It was said at the beg iniing of this paper that the temp1ltationîs
of the vaimen wero great, but the w riter would be sorry if any
remnarks tif his wero to be taken as roflecting on the cabmen of
London as a class. IIo has, in tho course of his uîdnisterial
labours, Imlet with ii my ho-t, industr s, and soLr cabmen,
doinig their best te support a wile and faunily out of' neans -liieh
were certa-iily not largo. Theso mon are the means of lielping us
onl our earthliv journeys; will not any large-heiarted loving Chris-
tian take up their case, and help them ion the le.n n.l journey ?
Mucih miight bc done by judicious distribution of iracts, by open-air
adfresses, and similar ineans.

, 1I, Jonny! what can you be doing to your new bonnet?
You only put it on for fie first tine ye:,trday, and
now you are pulling it all to pieces!"

I am only taking out the flowers, dear," replied
lier sister quietly.

"What a shame 1 " exelaimned Polly. - Why those briglit red
f!owers did suit you se well, and I lilke to heai' everybody say that
'ou are the best-looking girl about tho mill. You'll niake your-
self a regular dowdy liko that pool Mary Blake."

I wish I were more liko her," said Jenny sadly; then, burst-
ing into tears, she added: " Polly dear, we must never Lugh at
Mary again."

"Dear nie! wliy, wlat lias conie over you ? "
" If you like te bringyour work hero by ie, doso te the wiudow,

I u 11 tell you ail about ;t.''
TLe light of a suimmer sunsot was straming in thruxgh the

w iidow w-deh looked down on a narrow street of a mnanlufactuiiig
tou n, as tho sisters sat together at their work.

"fDid you go te cliirch yestorday afteriioon?" began Jenny.
"No, indeed; you kiiow inother kept mo at homo te mind baby.
an't I 'e glad wlien I arm my own mistres and can go to work

it the mill klie you! Catci mo puilling the flowers out of mly
bonnet when I liavo the money te buy any. I only wish you'd
givo me tliose."

"WTait a bit, Polly dear; just listen to me frst. As I was goiii
to hurch yesterday, I overtook Mary Blake with lier little eees,
and wo walked on together. Now, you kinow, sho is always very
dean and neat; but I could not help tbinking te myslf all tho
way, liov niuh better I lookled thant sho did in lier old winter
bonnet and print dress. It didn't strike me at the tile that sho
might dress as fine ar any of us if sle Chose; onl,, 'hat she spends
all the money upon her poor sistor's children."


