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THREE BUGS.
BY ALICE CARY.

Tugxe litdle bogs in o b-~kod,
And hardly room for two!

And one was yellow, and ono was black,
And cne like me or you,

The space was small, no doub, for all’
But wha$ should three buys do?

1

; %Three liftle bugs in a basket,

And hardly crumbs for two;
1 Aond al! were selfish in their hearts,
Tho rame a8 I or yon;

~ :So the strong ones said, * Wo will eat tho
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braad,
And Shab is what we'll do.”

Three little bugs in a basket,
Aud the beds bus $wo would hold;
So they all shree fell to quarrelling—
¢ The whibe, and the black, and the gold—

. {And two of the bugs gob under the rugs,

; And one was oub in the cold !

o he that was lefd in the basket,
" Withou & ocrumb $o chew,
Or a thread to wrap himself withal,
! When $he wind across him blew,
Palled one of the rugs from one of the bugs,
% And 8o the qusrrel grow.

iAud 80 thero was war in $he buaket,
~¢ Ab, pity ‘iis, ‘tis true!
ub hn that was frozen and starvad ab lass
§ A strength from his weakness drew,
-Aud pulled she rugs from both of $he bugs,
 Aud killed and ate $hem too!

_Now when bugs live in a baskeb,

.+ Though more $han it well can hold,

Jt seems to me #hey had betber agree—

2 The white, and tha black, and $he gold—
And share what comes of the beds and
4 crumbs,

And leave no bug in the cold.

THE ROLL OF HONOUR.

‘ SRCORD olass in arithmetic!” called the
acher, and the girls rose in their places,

Aawaiting the tap of the bell
y Tessa Johnson, flushed and worried, bent
gver the slate on which was the example
thad would nob come right. And that
éxample must be carried into the c'ass
* Nine times si are how many ? Quaick !
#he whispered. Lilla Granb, without lock-
jog up from: the map she was drawing,
‘answered, “ Fifty-four,” and then the bell
sounded, and Tes2a wend to tho recitation.
~Lhe answer on the slate was like that in
-the book at last.

. _But Lilla dropped her penci! in diemay
.What had she done? Whispered ! An-i to-
morrow would be the last day of school,
aud the roll of horour would nob contuin

. her name.
This rolt of honour was a new idea in
8 echool When the presens teacher
! ad come, the gchool had been far from
,'é{ietly, and she had been trying to bring
about a bether condition of affairs. Onecf

Ker metheds was to have each pupil report
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at pight her own behaviour during the
day. The names of thoso who rofrained
from whisporing during tho terma would
constitase the roll of honour. Thia was #o
be framed and bung where all $ho visitors
could gee it on examluation doy.

Lilla had tried very hard to make one
of tho liss Nobody knew what tomp-
tations sho had resisted. And now, adthd
very lasy moment, she had boen off guard
—and failed. Her heard sunk a} the
thought Tears rushed to hor cyos. But
~—that dut had no busincss to come in,
nevertheless {6 came—had sho roally whis-
pered?  Many of $ho girls mado rigne
Thoy spelled words with sho deof and
dumb alphabes. Some even wrote on tho
slate and passed notes without calling it
whispering. She had made no noise when
her lips had framed $he words. Searcely
a breath bad passed them. Was i$ whis-
pering after ail? Might she nos report
perfect and no one be the wiser?

The $eacher glancing that way, was
pleased to see Lilla giving such close aiten-
sion to her map. She could not see the in-
ward siruggle—she could not hear the
prayer for strength, bub there was One
:ho did see and hear, und ront the needed

elp.

\%hen Miss Farnham called the names
that nigh$, it seemed very hard thas Tessa
should answar perfest.  Her eyes refused
%o mest those of Lilla

The hardest part, however, was yet to
come. Aunt Sarah, with whom Lilla lived,
wag carefal of her appearance and man-
ners, providing her with clothing and fond,
bas gave nod the comfort and sympatby
the motherless heard craved

As usaal, Aunt Sarab required a sbrich
account of the day’s doinga Of course
Lilla told just whas had taken place. The
lady's fuce grew very stern and forbidding.
“I should think,” she ssid, * gratitude, if
noshing mors, would lead you to do better.
Didn't mean to, indeed! I am asbout dis-
couraged.”

Aunt Sarah did not intend $o bs unkind,
but she will never know what biter teara
and soba her words called forth. Lobg
after the others were asleep, Lilla lay n
$he darkness, feeling, oh ! s0 wretched. At
lasb she sunk into an uneasy elvmber.
Suddenly $he room grew light like day,
and beside her atocd a shining angel. He
was moro grand snd glorious than any-
thing she had evor sesn before, but she
did not feol sfraid. He unclasped and
opencd & gread book, and while Lilla won-
dered what ib could mean he seemed to
know her thoughts.

“This," he said, “ contains $he names of
thoze who have bsen overcomers in timez
of temptation. It is the Saviours roll cf
honour.” Then he turned the page toward
ber, and she read, in golden letters, the
nsmes of Stephen and Panl and Jobn, and
all the hosh of mardyrs who had guffered
for the faith, and many, many names of
men and women—yes, and children; and
the last name recorded was her own
(Could * be true? She rubbed her eyes,
bus . still remcined in bright lesters—
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Lilla Grant.  And thon sho heard a voico
that thrilled her, sayiog . * My child, I know
isall. 1 care for theo'’

Whon sho awoke it was morning, bus
the blossed dream lingered with ber, giv-
ing her poace aud joy sll day.

The echool visitora examinad MMins Furn-
ham's roll of honour, headed by Tensa
Johngon's name. Aunt Sarah feown.d at
Lilla, and tho child folt sorry for the cire-
loss whi-per that had cosy her so wuch,
but sho fels more glad than she coulu ¢ x-
press thad no untrath of hers had shut hor
awny from the Saviour's psesenco, nnd
shinking again of her viziun, aho scftly
murmured . * My name is weitten in the
Biok f Life.”

WHAT DICK MINDED.

Dick was not in a good humour. Ia the
first place, he wanted to go driviog with
mamma and auntie, and ho couldn’s go,
then cook was making gicger-snaps and
would g.ve him but $wo, while he wanted
ten, and now Sybil was tcolding him for
breakiog all the blossoms off mamma's
listle flowering almond bush. I8 seemed
to be a crooked sord of day with Dick, for
the noxt thing he did was $0 ged one of
Aunt Bello's drawing porcils, which nobody
was allowed #o touch, and go to drawing
wen on the atuccoed wall of the house.

“Ob, Dick, you mustn’t do that! 'deed
you mustn's,” remonstrated the older sister.

* Well, what bad thing can 1 do then?®
he demanded. .

Who could help laughing? Sybii
couldn't, and this made the small toy very
sngry. It was no use tslking to bim now;
t2 a'l Sybil s shreats about what would be
domo to him he only made snswer $had he
dida's care.

“Bat, Dick, don't you mind seeing
mother Jook sorry " st last Sybil said in
despair.

Thia called a halt ab oaco. The greay
moon-faced man waited for his terrible
beard while Dick was remembering how it
felt to have msmma lovk sorry. Thas
torrihle beard never grew Wken mamma
ctme back Dick was swinging on the lawn.
gnte waiting to kiss her. Tho pecaline
men were scraped off the house, but
mammn could not muke up her mind to
scnld Dick when sho fonnd how much he
bad minded ahou? her luoking sorry.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSONS.
Arrin 1.

Lessox Toric.— Jacol's
Prayer.—Qcn. 32. 9-12, 24-30.

Mzxonry VERSES Qen. 32. 28 30}

QoLDEN TEXT —I wil ni t led theo go,
exc pt thou bloss me — Gen 32. 26

Provailiog

APRIL S.
LessoN To"ic.— Discurd
Fomly —~(Qen. 87. 1.11.
MeymoRY VERses, Gen 37 8, 4.

GoLDEN TRXT —See that ye 351! nus ous
by the way.—(Uen 43. 24

in Jacob's



