THE LITTLE FOLK.

A Sunday School Song.
Tuno : ¢ Gop Save Tux QUEXN,”

God bless our Sunday school,

Increase its powor aud rulo
From yoar to year.

Send, Lord, Thy gracu divino,

Ca evory child of Thine,

Love in all hearta onshiue,
And holy fear.

Teachers and pastors hless,
Clothe them with righteousneas
Of Christ tl's Lord.

May thoy oncouragod be,

And ever round them sco

Thy ohildren eerving Theo
With ono accord. .

Oh, may our school increaso
In wisdom, love, and peace,
And self-control §
All our dear perents bleas,
And bolp tho fatherlcss ;
May all Thy Name confosa
From pole to pole !

Let us all children briog
' Horo in our school to sing,
Qod bless our achool !
Let us Thy Word sond forth
To east, west, south aund north,
Till Jesus rulos tho earth :
God bless our school 1

The Dandelion Club,
BY MARY CHARLOITE PRIEST,

Happy was ill with scarlot fever. It had been three long weeks
since she went homeo from schoo), ‘“so hot and tired and with a
throat ache, mamma,” throe weeks so long to Happy's family,
watching anxiously her dear, flushed face, and so long to the
‘* begs,” scolng the doctor’s buggy stop twico every day at Happy’s
door—that door made awful by tho placard upon it—Scazlet Fover
within.

Every day the boy# gathered in a still little group on the other
sido of the street and sent Jobnay Beale toask Bridget in the
bazament for a bulletin irom Happy.

Before this Johuny had not been of importanco in their sst ; ho
was in a lowersgrade at school and his pitching was *‘of no
account.”

His atanding bed now advanced several degrees, since ho
was the only one in their fellowship, who, by having had the
fever, could scfoly venture within reach of infection, Johuny was
8o proud of his distinction, that he would rather have missed
dessers than the perfurmance of his daily mission, and hs studied
his bated spelling lesson faithfully, sinco he did not now want te
risk being kept in after the boys had gone.

How many times had he brought back tho answer, ** about the
same.” Ons joyful afternoon, howover,)Bridget, with tears in her
faithful eyes, told Johnny, ‘‘Indade, tho dardint is that much
better to-day that the docthor is goia’ to lot he: set up aoon, the
sainta bleas him.”

Johnuy thraw his cap acrosa the strrot as an exultant foreranuer
of this measage, and the boys, restralning their looging to give one
Rlorious yell, raced over to the park to lio under tho horse-cheat-
nuts and chew tender blades of new grass, liko 20 many young
oolts. A

** But was not Happy a girl?" you inquire. * Whero wero her
girl-mates?” Happy's mother sometimos asked tho same question
a2 she wozld see her fair haired littlo daughtor spinning down tho
street poised on the small wheol of Richard Brown’s bioycle, or
when Happy would breathlessly bzg, *The boys are going to have
a gamo ovoerin the lot. Mayn't Igo and be refereo?” Happy
was certainly a boy's girl. Thoy slways wanted her, snd the
fellow wko would even have imagined that she was in tho way
woald have been sont to Coventry immsadiately. They were rivals
in offerings to her—scorc-cards, ailics, valentines, Coiumbian
stamps—whatever might be in season; and Happy, who found
paperdolls acd ** playing mother” very uninteresting, compared
to pritoner’s baso and mumble-the-peg, loved her goutle part in
their sport. .

Thorefors it was tho boys, and not tho girls, who missed Harry
moat, and it was a group of boys, nono of them yet ia long
trousers, who lay under tho sweet June shado and talked of hor.

“Xany, you follows,” sald Richard, after a pause, **don't you
thiok we onght to do somothing 10 ahow we haven't forgotten
Happy—to evinco oar—what waa it, Wiil, the teachers sald whea
the principal weateway?”
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¢ Esteom ?" auggeated Will,

I guess 0. Anyway wo want it to bo something wo do our-
solves—somothing sho'd uaderatand—though Happy alwaya under.
stands what wo follows mean, you know.

**Our mothera gond her beo! tea and oustivd things, but that
lsu't our stylo. Vhen she's wall onough wo can play old cat oppo.
pite bor house, 80 she can sco us, but what can wo do now ?”

There was silonce for s minute or two, until quiet, speotacled
WVill spoke : )

**Lovs send hor some of these dandolions overy day, soahe
needn't miss all of outdoors.”

Tho boys looked upon tho glorious shino and shade of the June
afternoon, at tho epray of tho fountain bedowing a stray breeze, at
tho pink and cream blossoms of the cheatnuts fluttering down
upon them ; around strotched the amooth green lawns of tho park,
sllvered as if by falry hoar frost with tho mystorious acod-balls of
the dandelion,

¢ § heard Happy sey onoo that sho liked the dandelion month
best of all the yoar, and thisspring sho will mizs it all 3 sho won't
even sco & flower growlug., Don't you beliovo sho'd like the
dandelions ?”

“I'm with youn," approved Richard, “‘and I tell you what—
lot's form a dandelion olub.” ‘Richard was fond of organizations.
*T'll be prosident, berauso I know Happy first, and WVill may be
vico-president, becauso ho thought of it, and Johnny will have to
be secrotary and tressurcr, 'cause ho's the only follow that can
carry them to tho house. The rost of you follows will be the
oxecutive committeo, Let's begln now,”

The clab, thus formed, did not delay oparations, and a litle
while later the boys trooped over again to Happy'a house.

Johuoy held his hands extended atifily before bim, and between
his fingers tho five delicato winged globes that alone had escaped
destraction in the rough handling of the boys.

* Be careful,” warned Riobard, using his cap as a shiold againat
the breezo ; ho himsolf had lost all he gathered, **aund tell {that
clumsy Bridget to bs mighty carefal.”

Fortunately for the gilts of tho club, Mrs. Halliday and not
Bridgot op2oed the basement door. Johuny, however, had his
littlo presentation spoech propared for the cook, and to aco Happy's
mother cost hims all his phrases.

¢“Mrs. Bridgot, they—they’re for Bridg—for Happy,” he
stammored. ‘*The club says sho is to give threco blows to each
one to find out if wo miss her; but we'ro suro wo all do, and wo'll
bring thom cvery day 3o sbo can have somo out doors, and that’s
all, only I'm sccretary and treasurer of the clab,” ending proudly.
' Thenext day, when Johuny appearod at Happy's door with
another offering, Bridget mot him and gavo in exchauge a lotter
addrossed to the club,

The president opened it with oxoited fingers and read aloud

Dear Boys :—‘“ Mamma writes because 1 cannot yet; but I
send you all my love and I thank you with my heart for the lovely
dandelions. It was too funuy to ses papa blow them for me.

** The pretty scods flew away at the first breath, telling me you
missed me very, very much.

] thought these dandelions looked liko the moon the other
morning vory early, but the gold blossoms aro like the sun when it
rises. Mamma tells me, though, that the bright flowoers are mo
when [y mwell, and that how I am liko thoso you sout, pale and
almost blown away, but she will not lot my papa call ms scedy,
and sho says sho will tell yon to hops that soon 1 sball bo again,

" Youn Harry, SuNsHINEY DANDELION.”

A Remarkable Cat,

In San Frauncisco thero is a cat that washes windows, It
belongs to one of the Chinese companies of that city. Itisa oas
of Chincsc bresd, and thosv who own it claim that it belonga to
tho samo family as the cats in the temples of the Emperor of Chloa,
Tho cat is & mixtaro of Malteso and tortoise-shell, and is sald to be
very boautiful. It has a Chiness name which the nowapapers
claim cannoot be rendered into English, so those of its fricnds who
talk Foglish have to call it Tom for short. Tom's Chineso friends
declato that ho is 50 olean that he would not .5 down until he has
dusted off the place whoro ho is to fie. It is olaimed that Tom

will take & rag and dip it in a pan of wa.tr, and wash the glaas of
the window in front of which he is golng to lio down, and then
rab it dey, and that ho bas naver been known to lio down in front
of tho glass without first washing it. Naturalists say that cats
are the cleanest animals in the world; “hat they abhor dirt,
Sometimes-we sco cats in the streot which aave been turned onid
of their homes by tho people who have gono away for the summer,
and these poor cate fo not look very cleanm, but it is not taeir
fault, for how can w poor homeless cat kave auy opportunity of
washing hersolf1-—and protty soon sho gots so weak from bunger
that she doost’s care. So when you seo a poor dirty cat on the
street try to remember that it is not her naturo to he dirty, bat
she haa bad no change to be clean, and feol sorry for her.




