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2 AT SUNSET. woro shown into tho
| 4 We2N t$he low sun's room whero thie 1 en
- light onshevillage and otber womon and
i Gleﬁms over :ge children were  Wo
littlechurch spire, wor; firsh xptmd‘;lcod
$1And :he leavesdon tl!:e 'n .iaSV th't;‘r:1 : tx:iorlo se:
ree8 an the n- 809
! hedges weoro vory fine, f
4 Twinkleinitabright :xlﬁ ond natug, :):nuhl
B golden fire. [fl. y :}:n I;O or“d
] ofton with siiver an
iThen my beautifal gold
: little maiden, The little ,ueen I1n
Witk her long black tereated me mnss for

silk<a haur,
come \ripping
throughthe mead-
ows,
With a pretsy,
thoughiful air.

]

Will

L oaturd ekt

. :Oub to ber pet lambs
: she is going
-] Before they arestill
1 for $he night,
A dish of sweet new
: milk$obringthem,
And $0 esee that al:
is right.

A VISIT TO A
QUEEN'S PALACE.

THE State of Kohla-
pur, Indis, is rnled by
Emmvez; $hough there
- m an Engliah polisical
agent living in Kohla-
Yur Oity. There are
Jour queens, or rani, as
ho are called, one of
hom is the wife of
dhe present Rajah.
bns litble wife is only
$leven years old. The
ueens, like all women
bt high caste, are close-
 dy gooluded, and no
:dnan can see them One
Eflay wo_were celling
n an Epglish lady who is cften ab the
alace and teaches the (ueens, and one fo

AT SUNSET.

2D

ncb see hor as she go$ into the carriage.

-t

1 bad neveraren a real,
‘ive 1een h fire She
wore hor hair o a
long brard, and all
along the braid were
silver crnaments as
large as nisy cent
pieces. Ad tho ond of
the braid wers threo
silver balla Then she
had neck'aces, a girdlo
seb with diamonds,
earrings, and a nose-
ring wishfifteen pearls
in i$, and rings cn her
Soes.

Some of the English
ladies had prepared
tableaux, and wo saw
those firss.  After the
$ableaux we all went
into the room where
the Christmastroe was
It bad been prepared
by ecniy of the Eng
lish poople, and was
covered with soys fur
the foreign and nat.ve
children Thero wery
dolls, wsagpons, and
all sorts ¢f Eircpean
toys—so miny that
the liitle natives
lardly knew what to
do with them.

The littlo
diskribated

queen

all the

coachman snd]other men around could | presents, and each child buwel to #e flo-r,
and &aid,’ Salasm’

4

Sc:r ' Lanl

-j-"' he queens was visiling her. When she

When we firss arrived a$ th ,
away a oloth was held up so ihe % e Dt

were invited %o take tes, and afterwaid

Foc.3 make feasts and wise men eat them.
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FROGS AT SCHOOL.
DY GEORGE COOPER.

TwENTY froggies wond #o school,
Down besido a rashy pool ;
Twenty Hitlo coats of groen,
Twenyy vests, all whito and cleon,
« Wo musi bo in $imo,” sald thoy :
“ Firgy wo suudy, s$hen wo play;
This i3 how wo keep the rule
Wheon wo froggles go $o school.”

Master Bullfrog, grave and storn,
Colled sho classes In their surn;
Taughs $hem how tu nobly shrive,
Likewiso how %o leap and dive;

I'rom his seat upon the log

Showed thom how to say “ Ker-chog!”
Also bow o dodge a blow

I'rom $ho syicks which bad boys throw.

Dwonsy froggies grow up fash;
Bullfrogs tEoy became at lngh;
Not ope dunce umon§ $ho lod,
Nobone lesgon {"tey forgos;
Polished in a high dogroe,

As each froggle ought $0 be ;
Now shey sfb on other logs,
Teashing other litdlo frogs.
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TRANSMIGRATION OF SOULS.

WE have recontly read an intercsting
sjory. A coloured man, just before he died,
told his wifo that ho should probably
come back to her a3 a yellow dog. ¢

16 cloges thus:

“Standing a4 the door, the old lady
watched ber visitors going and gazed re-
flactively $oward she asparagus bed, where
the feathery braunches waved mysteriously,

**Suthin's in thora !’ shesaid. Presently
the muzz'e of a yellow dog appeared and
after it bis lank body. Slowly ho crept
up %0 her.

“*Well, I novor! Whore'd you come
from? Sho! Go'way!’ Bub the dog was
a4 her food, and something in his dark
appenling oyos held her spell-bound. A
chill soized her. She breathed fasy; then
rallying, grasped a broom.

“*Git outen th’ yard !I' The dog crouched
and licked her shoe.

“‘He sald how’s he might come back a
pore yaller dog!' The broom dropped
weakly. ‘John Bascom, ef so be your
spirid is come back $o me In this beass, as

o said, gimme a sign!’ Two shaggy paws
feapod upon her shoulders and $here was
a dog's warm tongue on her cheok.

““Woll, John,’ she sald ‘ of so be as it is

you, why stay an’' I'll try %o geb used o
ou!'

o But a queer twinkle came Into her face

as she added, ' Now i's my surn 4o hev th'’

lead. @it under $h’ stova and stay shere,

John Bascom !' "—Our Dumb Animals.

PHE INNER VOIQE,

I saw a little aspotted turéle sunning
lself In the shallow water. I lifted the
shick in my hand %o kill the harmless
repiile; for though I had never killed any
creature, yed I had seen other boys, ous of
spord, destroy birds, equirrels, and the like,
and I had a disposition %o follow their
wicked example; but all as once some-
thing chetked my little arm, and a volge
wl me #aid, clear and loud, “If is
wrong.” 1 held my uplifted stlok in
wonder at #he new cmotion, 41l the énrile
vanished from sight.

I hastened home, and #old she $ale to my
mother, and asked what i§ was thad sold
me 14 was wrong. She wiped a $ear from
her eye, and, 4 me In her arms, said:
“Some men call i# consclencs, bus I prefer
$o call s the voice of God in the soul of
man. If you lisken and obey, ié will speak
clearer and clearer, and always guide you

81 right; but if you turn a deaf ear cr dis-

obey, then it will fade out little by litile,

and leave you all in the dark without a

guide. Your life depends, my boy, on
eeding thah little volce."—Parier,

WHERE ARE THEY?

“I1's strange where Ed and Willle hide
their dreasurvs, $he candy they made, the
nuis they bought, 4he new books, and all !”
crled Maud, their slster.

“ And themselves $00,” crled Susie, sheir
other sister.,

“I've hunted everywhere! In the barn,
the hen-coop, all she #rees, in $he garred!”
cried Maud, again.

“1 hear 'emnow. Don't yon? Listen!”
orled Susie.

A low hum of voices near shem eould
certainly be heard,

“Iv's somewhere aboud this woodhouss,
though I can't see where, for the wood is
piled #o $he very top,” cried Maud.

Susie had already pulled off her shoes,
and climbing firah on she fence, then into a

treo, was on the roof of $hat building in a
minute, :

A little trap-door opened, and Ed's head
peepad out; Willlo's $oo.

“They've caughd us!” cried the boysa
" Gomo {n, ladies, and tako a seat.”

What had $hese boys done? Cub a
gquare hole Io the roof of $he woodhouso,
pud hinges on ib, thrown oub $he wood
underneath, and lined thelr nest with hay

“ Please pass $he 'freshments!” s:id she
girls.

(PHE WINTER LAND.
BY W. E. LITTLEWOOD,

INTO a doaolate land
White with the drifted snow,
Into a weary land
Our truant footsteps go;
Yeb doth shy care, O Father,
Ever thy wanderers keop ;
Still doth thy love, O Shepherd,
Follow $hy sheep,

Over the pathless wild
Do I no# sse him comes—

Him who shall bear me bagck,
Him who shall lead me home ?

Listen! between the storm-gusts,
Unto the siraining ear

Comes no# the cheering whisper,
* Jegus is near"?

Over me he is bending ;
Now I can safely res,

Found a$ the last and cllngl.ng
Cloge o the Shepherd’s breast.

So led mo iie il ihe foid-beils
Sound on the homeward track,

And the rejoleing ls
Weloomg us bao?}ge

HOW THEY KNEW DINAH.

LiL1AR, Gerirude, Harold, and Stuars
had a sweeb litble kitsy named Dinah. She
was very black and very cunning. One

day, just before supper, a sirange black |
kitben walked into the house, and they all .

agroed $hat she mush go away, as some
other children might be waiting for her to
come home; and 8o they pus her oud of
doors, and drove her off, Vghile they were
eating supper, a lithle soratching was heard
and the children, looking around, saw a

black kitten on the window-sill, trying to |

get in, ‘

“I¥e Dinah!” “IV¥'s the strange kis-
fen!” “I§ s Dinah!”

“ Well, children,” said papa, “now les
each one tell why he thinks i is, or ianos,
Dinah” |

“I4hink it Is Dinah because it is black,
and jush her size," said Lilian,

“Uerbrude looked carefully, and ex-

claimed: “I don’t think i is” Dinah, be- |

cause her syes are larger and wilder ! ”
“Do you see the white spob on her
throat 1” asked Harold. “I§ is smaller
than Dinah's.”
" Now, Stuard,” said paps, turning to
$he youngess. “is i8 Dinah or nos 2"
“ 1818 nok” “Sure?” “Yes” * Why1"
“ Dinah is under the table '"—Sunday
School Times.
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NOT L
BY MRS. L. G, M'VEAN.

L«ulcr.—Whobwlll be drunkards, by-and-
yeo 1
Leb each boy shoub.

Boys.—Not 1! Not I!
A d:;zinkard’s death I wiil never
0,
In al idmnlmrd’a grave I will not
e

All.—Nos I! Not I'!
I'll work, I'll ¢ry
To have no drunkards by-and-
bye.

Girvls—How will she dreadful ranks be
filled
When these poor drinking men
are killed ?
Who are the boys now growing

u
o slnk their souls in the shame-
ful cup!?

Boys—Nod I'! Nos I'!
I'll teach, I'll 4ry
To hgwe no drunkards by-and-
ye.

@irls.—Who will be guilsy by-and-bye,
Of taking barley, corn, and rye,
Even the wheat that makes our
bread,
And making
Instead ?

All—Nod Il Nes 1!
I'll vote, I'll dry
To have no drunkards by.and-
bye.

is inso poison

MOTHER'S SUNBEAM.

SHE lived across the way in an old frame
house tha$ had never seen any paint, It
waa propped up on one gide by a long nole
that so far kep$ is from going the one way
as $o crook it she other.

You would hardly think it poasible a
sunbeam could exish in such a place, and

ot this sunbeam was born and nurbured

ere.

The house did not$ look just as i¥ does
now when oar Sunbeam firss eaw she light
of day within iis walls ; ¢he blinds did not
swing loosely by ome corner and clatter
noisily against the “valls with every breeze
that stirred $he $reetops, but hung skraight
and were painted a brighs, beautiful
green.

The veranda was firm shen, 00, and
resounded the patser of her first diny foos-
steps, while now i$ sank a# the corners and
one feared of stumbling over she loose
boards as they walked across if.

Ye#, despite such disadvantages, our Sun-
beam had grown and flourished here, unil
now she was old for a sunbeam and large
for a chiid of thirpeen, .

Oftertimes during the day one might
see a middle-aged lady with a very sad

faco sitting In tho shado of sho woodblnos
doing $he family darning or knitting.
Somctimea sho saé undor the {$rollis of
morning-glorics, for $here was a trellis of
morning-glories ovor ono ond of {the porch
tllmi changed the appoarance of $he wholo
placo.

While she mothor was $hus employed
there were busy footetops within she house.
Sometimes $hoy were running after baby,
ushering him oué of somo diffically, and
again they wero taking tho many stops
known only %o $hose who keop houso and
mind noisy boys.

(Chey wer 2 not quieblittle tootaseps,either,
even if thoy woro made by s sunbeam,
for even Sunbeam could no# step lightly in
cowhide shoes. Perhaps you would like fo
take a look a$ our Sunbeam? She is not
beautiful; you ses many a resemblance of
her as you walk abont tho street. She s
large—nearly as tall a3 a woman and
weighs quite as much. Her handsand fees
are large and might be called coarse.
When not a$ work she handles $hem awk-
wardly, as $hough they were no# used to
idlaness. Her face is tanned quite as much
o8 if she lived on the sea-shore, bub $here
is a brighiness which gleams forth from
her sun-browned cheeks and happy eyes
tha$ somehow reminds one of rustie paint-
ings. Her mouth is not bent in graceful
curves, and you almosy fear Naturs has
forgotten something, yes when she speaks
you feel sure no hot or hasty words will
escape.

¥ axpast you shink our Sunbeam is an
orphan aad the ssd litdle lady shad knits
under $he woodbine is a widow ; but nop
go. Mr.Downsworks in a blackemish’s shop
a few blocka distant, and earns good wages
and works every day, and migh# suppord
his wife and Sunbeam, his noisy boys and
misshievona baby In comfort, bus instead
he spends ib at _he saloon, Sally—for thay
is our Sunbeam’s real name—knows this
and a greas many other sorrows that would
break $he hearss of moss children, ye$ she
carries a brave heart, cheering mother and
taking care of the boys and the baby in a
res] womanly fashlon.

One might expect her to spend much of
her %ime envying her more forlunate ac-
quainisnces, bus, instead, our little Sun-
beam’s heard is so full she finds no room
for envy.

Esch Sunday morning you may see her
in a simple pring, clean washed and ironed,
a siraw ha with a bié of ribbon in frons,
holding firmly in each hand the rough
brown palms of Tomn and Jake—who are
none osher than the noisy brothers she has
cared for during the whole week—and
walking toward she village church.

When she enters and sits upon the cush-
ioned pew, with Tom and Jake at either
side, and listens o $ho words of cheer and
comfort there spoken, you can almost sce
her heart swell with glad emotion and feel
her grasp the listle rough hands closer.

There may be some who feel our Sun-
beam is growing up uucultured and un-
known, bué God has many processes of
edunjion, and who can say our Sunbeam’s
i .oleash?

WHO LIKES THE RAIN?

“1,” sa1p sho duck, “ I call id fan,

For I have my lidtlo red rubbers on,
Thoy mako o cunning threc-toed track
In tho sof#, cool mud, Quack! Qunack'”

“ 1" eriod the dandolion, "I,

My roota aro thirsty, my bude aro dry ;"
And sho lifted hor listlo yellow head
Out of hor green and grassy bod.

“I hopo dwill pour! I hope '$will pour!"”

Oronked the troe-toad ad his gray bark
door;

“For with o broad loaf for a roof

I am perfocily woathor-proof.”

Sang the breok: “I laugh at evory drop,
And wish shey never need to stop

Till a big river I grew to be,

And could find my way to the sea.”

—Selected.

—

A DEAD LOSS.

* Coue, Mamie, darling,” said Mra. Poter-
gon, “befora you go into sho land of
dreams, you will knee! here a% my kneo
and $hank your hoavenly Father for what
hie has given you to-day.”

“ Mamie came slowly tfoward her mother,
and said: “ I've been naughty, and I can'
pray, mamma.”

“If yon have been nanghiy, dear, $hat in
the reason tha$ yot nced to pray.”

“ Boé, mamma, I doa's $hink God wanta
i#tle girls to come #0 him when they aro
naughty.”

“You are nod naughty now, dear, are
you?"

“ No, I am not nanghty now.”

* Well, then, come at once.”

“What shall I say to God about is,
mamma ? "

“You can tell God how very sorry you
are.”

“ What differonce will thay make 7"

“ When we hava #old God $hat wo are
sorry, and when he has forgiven us, then
we are a3 happy as if wo had not dono
wrong ; bus we cannot undo the mischief.”

“ Then, mamma, I can nover be quite a8
rich as if I had not had a naughiy hour to-
da ."

ZNever, my dear; but tho thought of
your loss may help you to be more carefal
in the future, and we wiil ask God to keop
you from sinning against him again”

SUNDAY-SOBOOL LESSONS.
June 24
SzcoxDp QUARTERLY REVIEW

GoLpeN TexT.—The Lords portion is
hi=: people —Dent 32, 9.
JoLy 1.
LgssoN Toric.—The Birth of Jesus.—
Luke 2. 1-16.
Memory vERSES, Luke 2. 10-14.

GoLpeN TzxT~Unto you is born this
day in the ciiy of David a Saviour, which
is Christ tho Lord.—Luke 2. 11.
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THE PRINCESS OF AN HOUR.

A proud litdle princess ia Mabe), with
Tedd{? and Frank as her careful pages A
shaw! pinuned o her shouldera makes a
beautiful train  One feather in her hair
gerved as a coroned, and she bouqued she
carries is made up of very choice “sun-
flowera.” Iiis a fine thing. indeed, to be
such & princess a8 Mabel is, for just as soon
a8 ghe grows weary of belng a gread
princess and walking slowly in $hat stately
way, all she has to do {8 to unfasten the
shawl], throw away $he flowers, take away
the gay feather and she will become simple
litile Mabel Hopkins. Teddy and Frank
make gay young pages, each carrying a
wooden 8word over his shoulder and wear-
ing a proud goose-feather in hiscap They
think i great fun 4o walh upon their sisler,
tho priocess, bub they will grow tired of ib
afier a while, and then they will ran away
snd play something else They will be
glad to be Frank and Teddy Hopkins
once more, playing hide-and-seek with
$heir merry lishle sister,

—— -

A VOIOE FROM THE CAMEL
BY MARY E. BAMFORD,

* ALMosT everyone has heard aboud a
camel’s three stomachs, and the water cells
in them, but all people canno$ remember
that in an Arabian camel like myself, the
calls will hold a whole gallon and a half of
wabtr  Sometimes ib is very unfortunate
for us to have such stomachs, for on long
marches across the desert, the Arabs, when
withoud water, will occasionally kill some
camols to geb ab thoir cells.

Bub, besides our queer stomachs, our noses
sra mede in a sfrange way. You know it
ia very unploasant indeed %o have sand
blown up your nose. Now I am going to
relade a mosh singular fack. We cawels are
8o mado $has when the sand-blasts come, we

PRINCESS OF AN HOUR.

can shut up our
noses with somo
litdle valves ingids.
Our feod are made
so they aro just
right too, for wo
have very thick
solos, go that the hod
sand of tho deserts
cannod burn us.  Al-
togother, I ¢hink we
camels ought to be
. very thankful that
we are mads 80
beantifully. Some
of the old Jowish
~~*bis did no# shink
we wore very thank-
ful though, for thoy
bad a saying, *The
camel desired horns,
and his esrs wers
takon from him.” I
think, $hough, $had
the rabbis made up
that saying lo teil
people who ware
grumbling, and who
ought #o have rc¢membered how much
wecrse off they would have bcen if the
good they had were taken away from them.
Most people are not nearly thankful enough
for their good things. It is so much
easier §0 grumble than $s be thankful.

UNSELFISH.

THERE are usually $wo ways of looking
at a thing, and it is well now and then to
change one's point of view. Listle Hans
had jusé begun his school life, and his
mother was ambiticus $0 have him koep a
high standing i his class,

“ Why, Hans,” she said, regresfully, ad
the end of she second week, “last week
you gave me 80 much pleasure by gebting
to be at the head of your class, and now
you are only number four, I see.”

“Yes, 1 know,” admitted the little fel.
low with great gravidy, “bus then,” he
added, *some other boy's mamma has the
pleasure this week, so I thought you
wouldn'é mind so very much.”

“You're quite right, Hans” said his
mother, giving him an appreciative smile ;
“] don't mind i a% all—now.”

MY TWO HORSES.

SoME years ago 1 owned a horse, with
which I nadertook to drive to a neighbour-
ing town over the hills in winter. A spot
of hidden ice suddenly #ripped her, and for
a dime i% was impossible for her o ge$ up.
Bub, by ¢fiorts that entirely exhsusted me,
I finally gob her on food again. She never
forgos it. My approach to the stable was
invariable welcomed by cordial neighs;
and, thab not suflicing, she wourld pub her
head affectionately on my shoulder or un-
der my arm.

On another occasion my pet Morgan
called me, whilo I was engsaged fifty rods
from $he bar, with loud and persistent

calls, thad I instanbly understood meand
scouble. QGoing hassily $o tho stables, I
found the cows had broken down a door,
and were capablo of doing mischief. As
goon a8 I approached, sho horse gave a
suMsfied whinny, followed by a long sigh
of relicf, and went %0 eading very quichly.

“CAN I GO HOME "

Bgss went $o church one suliry day
She kept awake, I'm glad to say,
Till »fourthly” sdarted on i8s way.

Then moments into hours grew
Oh dear! Ohdear! whab should shedo?
Unsoen, she glided from the pew,

And up the aisle demurely wens,
On some absorbing misslon bend
Her oyes filled with n look intent.

She stopped and sald in plaintive tone,
With hand uplifsed toward the domo,
“ Pleaye, preacher-maag, can I go home?"

The treble volce, bell-like in sound,
Disturbed a sermon mosé profound:
A #iser swelled as it went round.

A smile the pastor’s face o’erspread :
He paused and ben) his siately head ;
« Yes, little dear,” he gently said.

«THE LORD’S PART.”

NANNIE bad a brighd silver dollar given
her. She asked her papa %o change it into
dimes.

“ Whas is shat for, dear?” he asked.

“So that I can ged the Lord's part oud
of it.” And when she got it in smaller
coins, she laid ous one-tenth.

“ There,” shoe said, "I'll keep thas uniil
Sunday.” And when Sunday came, she
wen$ %o $he box for offerings in the church
veshibule, and dropped in two dimee.

“ Why," sald her father, as he heard the
lass one jingle in, “ X4hought you said you
gave one-tenth o the Loxd.”

“1 said one-tenth belonged to him, and
I can's give bim what is his own; so if I
give him anything, I have %o give him
what is mine,”

—— - ——————

It was one of the days when little Katie
seemed $0 be possessed by a spirit of mis-
chiof, and before the afternoon was over
she had tired herself and pretty weil ex-
hausted her mother's patience. A$ lash ehe
did something so naughty tbat her mosher
gaid : “ There, Katie ; I shall have to punish
you for hat”" The child looked aé her a
momens in silencs, and then withont warn-
ing, burs$ Into tempestuous weeping. Jusd
ab this crisia her father came into $he
room, und Katie sobbed $he louder, per-
baps in order that he might the more
surely notice her. “ Why, litsle one, what is
this7” he agked. “ What are you crying
for 7" Katie thought a moment, and shen,
remembering thas the manner of her pun-
ishmens had nod been announced, she
answered amid her sobs: “X don's know,

papa; mamma hesn'd told me yed”



