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EF'E STORY OF THE
= QUEEN.
Y D. P. M'PHERSON.
geen Victoria! The
e sums up the great
nts of the greatest of
the centuries. She
#= the mother of sover-
ns and the sovereign
sovereigns, reigning
the hearts of her
mbrid-wide subjects. She
bresented more than
the Cmsars ever
1 have a glorious yet
rildering task when he
mez to chronicle the
rian ers.
HER ACCESSION.
p the early morning
June 20th, 1837, the
fighteen-year-old Prin-
gees Victoria, only child
of the Duke of Kent, who
mhs the fourth son of
111, was awak-
7 & mm sleep in Ken-
fBgton Palace to receive
head of the Law
urts and the head of
Chaurch, who came to
her that she was
pen of England. She
Btily appearsd n a
¢ white nightgown
i shawl, her nightesp
gown off, and her bright
gir falling upon her
julders, her feet in
shippers. Tears were in
_ B eyes, but she seemed
_ petfectly collected and
fignified. At 11 of the
~ sane morning the Coun-
T @l of State received the

il Queen. Disraeli, the favourite of all the
Been’s prime ministers, thus describes

scene: “ There are assembled the pre-
Jales, and captains, and chief men of the
#lm. A hum of half-suppressed conver-
Jakion fills that brilliant sssemblage: the
of plumes, and glittering stars, and
geous dress. Hush, the portals open
Jo comes. The silence is as deep as
Seontide forest. Attended for a moment
her royal mother and the ladies of her
who bow and then retire, Victoria

ds her throne, a girl, alone for the
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QUEEN VICTORIA AT HER CORONATION,

first time amid an assemblage of men™
She was very plainly attired In mourning
and went through the nony calmly
modestly and with complete self-posses-
sion, every inch a girl and a Queen.

HER MARRIAGE

Her marriage with her German cousin
“ Albert the Good,” was just a sweet, sim-
ple love affair and remained so through-
out their twenty-one-years of wedded life.
In her Highland Journal, under date of
Oct 1856, she wrile Every year

13th

my heart becomes
fixed iz this dear para-
dise (Balmoral), and so
much more so now $had
all has become my dear-
est Albert's own creation,
own work, own building,
own laying out, as at
Osborne: and his great
taste, and the impress of
his dear hand, have been
stamped everywhere. He
was very busy to-day,
settling and arranging
many things for mnexs
year.” They brought
their large family up in
prayer at their own
knees, for Victoria and
Albert were sir “ere and
simple Christiavua.
HER HIGHLAND HOME.
The Queen's love for
her Highland home has
become proverbial, and
there, in going in and out
among the simple folks
in Nature's domain, her
domestic qualities shone
as woman, mother and
Christian. There is a
touch of Arcady in her
journal of the fifties, in
which she describes her
visits to “old Kitty
Kear's smal! cabin ;" and
“on to Jean Gordon's
cottage;” and still on
“to peep into Blair the
fiddler's” And these
charming visits were al-
ways accompanied with
a “warm peiticoat " for
“old Kitty Kear” or a
delicacy for the “unwell
boy " in the old widow's
cottage. Many a merry
time had the little princes and princesses in
their prattling to the women in “ matches’
and “short gowns"” and whose cottagoes
were so convenient for hide-and-seek

more

THE DEATH OF THE FRINCE CONSORT.

England and America would have been
embroiled over the Trent atlair but for the
gracious tact of the Qaeen and Prince
Albert The cabinet had prepared a
spirited despatch to Washington and sent a
draft of it to Windsor. The Prince at
once saw its danger and suggested changes
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which the Cabinet adopted and which
brought a friendly explanation from
Washington. The whole atmosphere was
heavy with sorrow, and all hearts ached as
never before, when the Queen’s Consort
died from fever. This has been, amid all
her sorrows, her ever-fresh life sorrow.
Prayers innumerable, wet with genuine
tears, went up for the Prince, but in vain.
He died at forty-two, and she was 8
widow at the same age. His last words
were “Good little wife;” he kissed her
and with a sigh laid his head on her
shoulder. The Queen whispered into the
dying ear: “It is your little wife.”
ENGLAND'S ADVANCE.

When Victoria was born, high treason
was in men’s mouths, sedition often broke
into flame, and ruined manufacturers and
starving mechanics were leading bread
riots. It seemed to be the days of the
Commonwealth back again. Forgery and
eheep-stealing were punishable by death.
Little children wsre uncared for by the
law when Victoria came to the throne.
“ There was 10 mother-iove in our Acts of
Parliamens.” Parents could literally work
to the death their little slave-children.
Thern was scarce & school worthy the
name. The heartless parent was not com-
pelled io have his child learn to read.
Millions had never gone to school and
could neither read nor vrite. There were
no lucifer matches. There was no penny
paper or penny post or post-card. Paper,
tea and sugar were luxuries for the few.
The poor people could not travel beyond
their circumscribed neighbourhood. The
()ueen's reign has been the age of the rail-
way, the telegraph, the telephone—the age
of strem and electricity ; of free education
and religion; of liberty; of free museum,
free park, free drinking fountain, im-
proved sanitation. A housewife now
deserves the tread-mill who lets her
bairns go dirty, and a man merits censure
who lives unlettered. Hospitals have un-

dergone a warm domestic transformation, §

and helping-clubs are legion. Freedom
end justice, and womsnhood and child-
hood, and citizenship and home have re-
ceived & new and nobler meaning during the
Qaeen’s reign.

THE GROWTH OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE

The populations of these “sea-walled
garden isles” of Britain have more than
doubled, and their “ necessities"’ now were
“luxuries” then. Great empires, of all
kindreds and tongues and creeds, have
been added to the Crown, and the last
two years have witnessed the splendid
miracle of all history, namely, the virtual
federstion of the (ueen’'s world-wide
dowinions! Never in all Great Britain's
history were her people so much one
as now, in loyal devotion to the throne
and to one another. Never was Britain
so truly strong as now—physically on
land and sea, and worally in love of
righteousness.

He that is slow to anger is better than
the mighty ; and he that ruleth his spirit

GOD IS NEAR.
In the dark and silent night,
Little child, you need not fear;
Just as much as in the light
God is near you—Gu.d 1s near!

Though the room be dark and lone,
Though no moon be shining clear,
You may say in gentle tone,
“God is near me—God is near!”

If you feel afraid, or start
At some sudden sound you hear,
Keep this thought within yous heart,
“(God is near me—God is near!”

He will guard you with his arm,
He is your own Father dear;
He will keep you safe from harm,
God is near you—God is near!

PAPERS.

OUR SUNDAY-SCHOOL

for then he seemed to be the tallest per
at the table. I suppose there was no eart:
quake anywhere of any importance butth
he could tell where it occurred, and whas
damage it did, how many houses it buri

‘url your

how many people it killed, and in wha = Here's t
shape it left the country it had shaken. ~ #Where tne
“From that he went on to try to disi@ Up the
cover what caused these Gisturbances, and bee the su
this led him intc other investigations, an: #ark, the
at last into electricity, practical as well & Boftly dov
theoretical. He examined machines, ani® Lome te
invented machines, and kept on reading In th
and presently he was an expert in elee I8
tricity. He knew bow #c put in the ¥ar away.
wires and signals and bells, and to do & Roaring
number of practical and useful things, aocs Ships are
almost before he was able to enter higt 8 Day an
school he had a great deal to do in thecity - ather’s 8
and three or four men under him. the da
WWhiie the
P ‘& JTQ :;; (jo(i r(
SMAIL SEXTONS. E Brfng

the dead mice and dead birds; for, thougi Wot for y

People often wonder what becomes ¢ &
birds and mice are constantly dying @ éls the v

large numbers, hardly one is ever to i ou're to
seen. The fact is thatthey are buriediy & You mt
beetles; and this is dona in the followin; #A1l day lc
manner, described by Buchner: Up and d

«Several of them unite together to burs TCome to |
under the ground, as food and shelter fo © Day is
their young, some dead animal, such as &= Nigh

mouse, & toad, a mole, a bird, ete. Th=
burial is performed because the corpse,: ?’m‘l you?
left above ground, would cither dry up ¢ = Fold y«
decay or be eaten by other animals. It Dews are
all these cases the young would perid &= Drowsi
whereas the dead body lying in the eart fro
and withdrawn from the outer air, las
very well.

“The burying beetles go to work in
very well-considered fashion, fo: th
scrap~ away the earth lying under i
body, . that it sinks of itself deeper an =

deeper. When it is deep enough down, it §
covered over from above. If the situatic = L
is stony, the beetles with united forces sz %

-
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HOW TO READ.

Charles Dudley Warner has some very
interssting things to say about reading:
«Take hold somewhere, and so begin to

things as you use your eyes and ears. I

liked to read the encyclopxdia

woods for sassafras root. He

it until he got answers.

use the art of reading to find out about

knew & boy, & scrap of & lad, who almost
needed a high chair to bring him up to the
zeneral level of the dinner table, who
He was
always hunting round in books about his
own size for what he wanted to know.
He dag as another boy would dig in the
asked
questions of these books exactly &s he
would ask a living authority, and kept at
He knew how to

«Soon that boy was an authority on
He liked to have the con-

great efforts drag the corpse to some pls
more suitable for burying.

“ They work so deligently that & mous
for instance, is buried within three hou
Bat they very often work on for days, so
to bury the body as deeply as possit
From large carcasses, such as those
horses, sheep, etc,, they bury only piee
as large as they can manage.”

|

AN

«LAID UP IN MY HEAD~ *The S

Daniel Webster once told a good st B8nds of
in a speech, and was asked where he &= ==
it. “I had it laid up in my head i
fourteen yesrs, and never got a chance !
use it until to-day,” said he.

Some little boy or girl wants to kno
what good it will do to learn the “rule

three,” or to commit a verse nf the Bit= W
The answer is this: “Some time you wiisehat ha
need that very thing. Perhaps it may ! .
twenty years before you can make it ¢ L
in just the right place, but it will be Juda
in place some time ; then if you don’ “i ";l
at di

it, you wil! be like the hunter who had &5

earthquakes.

than he that taketh s city.

versation at the table turn on earthquakes, |

ball in his riflc when the bear met him.
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A SLUMBER BOX.
DYKE
s Ch

BY HENRY VAN
For the Fisherma
‘url your sail, my little boatie ;

Here's the harbour stiil and deep,

AVhere the dreaming tides, in-streaming,
Up the channel creep.
See the sunset breeze is dying
ark, the plover, landward flying,
oftly down the twilight erying :
‘ome to anchor, little boatie,

In the port of sleep.

ouses it bur

|, and in whg

had shaken. =

| t,otry to dis ¢

sturbances, and =

estigations, an:

tical as well &
machines, ané § .

ept on x:eadin— =
expert in elee 8 - =

to put in the #ar away, my little boatie,

ls and to dog o Roaring waves are white with foam ;

eful things, ani ©hips are striving, onward driving,

e to enter higt @ Day and night they roam.

to do in thecity Father’s at the deep-sea trawling,

er him, ““n the darkness, rowing, hauling,

hile the hungry winds are calling—

God protect him, little boatie,

ONS. " Bring him safely home!
what becomes ¢

rds; for, thoug. Wot for you, my little boatie,

aptly dying r = Is the wide and weary ses;
he is ever to i ¥ou're too slender and too tender,
ey are buried by & You must rest with me.

in the followin; #All day long you have been suraying,

ner: Up and down the shore and playing ;
together to bur ome to port, make no delaying !
i and shelter fo = Day is over, little boatie,

nimal, such as¢ @  Night falls suddenly.

bird, ete. Th =
ise the corpse,i Furl your sail, my little boatie;

cither dry up ¢ © Fold your wings, my tired dove.
her animals. It Dews are sprinkling, stars are twinkling
g would peris ~ Drowsily above.

ing in the eart: from sailing, cease from rowing ;
, outer air, lass Rock upon the dream-tide, krowing

fely o'er your rest are glowing,

bo to work in i All the night, my little boatie,
wshion, for the Harbour lights of love.

lying under t

o

itself deeper an
enough down, it

LESSCN NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE LIFE OF JESUS.

pse to some plas

ntly that & mous
thin three hour
on for days, so:
eep]y as possit
uch as those

bury only piee
age.”

Lessox IX,
: JESUS BETRAYED,
Jéhn 18. 1-14.

GOLDEN TEXT.
MY HEAD”

told a good sto MBnds of sinners—Matt. 26. 15.
ked where he ¢
in my head f
er got a chance
| he.

] wants to kno

QUESTIONS FOR YOU.

t. Who was Judas’ master?

Porbaps it may irty pieces of silver.
u caa make 1t
but it will be j
n if you don't
hunter wvho had
e bear met him.’

Judas lead to the garden ?
us say to them?

"7 What made them fall

[March 3.
Memory verses, 8-11.

"The Son of man is beirayed into the

= Where was the garden of Gethsemane?

the slope of the Mount of Olives, |
hy did Judas go there to look for Jesus ?
knew that Jesus often went there to
Satan.
at had the priests egreed to give him? |
How much was
? Less than twenty dollars. Whom
What did |
“ Whom seek ye?"” |
at did they do when he said, “I am
to the

ground ¢ He let them see his power for |

one instant. What did Peter do? When |
may we fight for Jesus? When he ]
bids us,. How did Jesus show love as

well as power that day ? By healing the

wounded man.

DAILY STEPS
Mon. Read the lesson verses. John |
18. 1-14,
Tues. Learn the QGolden Text. Matt
26. 45
Wed, Read Matthew's story of the be-
trayal. Matt. 26. 47-56 |
Thur. Find who was Juday lll;i-tt‘.’.i
John 13. 2.
Fri. Find what word Jesus fulfilled. |
Matt. 5. 44 |
Sat, Learn if it was hard for Jesus to |
bear all this. Matt. 26. 35, 39
Sun. Read the prophet’s words. Isa.
53. 1-4,
Lessox X. [March 10.

JESUS AND CAIAPHAS,
Matt. 26. 57-68. Memory verses, 62-64

GOLDEN TEXT.

Thou art the Christ, the Son of the
living God —Matt. 16. 16.
QUESTIONS FOR YOU
Before whom was Jesus taken? The
high priest. Caiaphas. Who were wait-
ing there? The scribes and elders.

Where were the disciples? They had run
away. What did two disciples do after a
little? They turned back and followed
Jesus at & distance. Who were they?
Peter and John. What was Jesus now ?
A prisoner. Who was his judge? The
high priest. How can a judge learn if a
prisoner is guilty ? By hearing what the
witnesses say. What are witnesses?
People who know something to tell about
the prisoner. Why were false witnesses
brought against Jesus? Because no one
knew any wrong of him, How did these
witnesses get into trouble ? They could
not agree. What did the high priest ask
Jesus. What did Jesus answer? Of
what did the high priest then say Jesus
was guilty ? Of blasphemy. What was
the Jew: punishment for this crime?
Death.

DAILY STEPE

| cow-shed with a thick white blanket.

Mon, Read the lesson verses. Matt
26. 57-68.

Tues. Find how Jesus was treated. John
18. 19-23.

Wod. Learn the declars*ion of the Golden

Text Mats. 16. 16,
Read what was foretold of Jesus.
Isa. 53. 3-5. i

Read how Mark tells this

o
hur.

Fri,

SAIe |

story. Mark 14 5364 |

Sat. Read the sad story of Peter. Mark |
! 14. 66-72. |
Sun., Find what Jesus said about his

death. John 10. 17, 15,
—_— -B
The bed of death brings every human
being to his pure individuality.

tarrival

'} 1
1ear it

THE

BY EV

GERTRUDE BIRD

ALENA . FRYER

It was bitterly cold. The wind blew a
hurricane, whistling and moaning around
a little house that stood by itself at the
edge of a wood. The snow had covered
the trees the fences, the wood-pile, and the
As
the daylight faded and twilight came on,
a littl woman in a red cap, who had
been watching the storm from the window,
turned to the hearth and began to get

e old

| ready for her supper. She mixed some coarse

meal with water, rolled out a cake, and

| was just putting it to bake when ihe outer

opened and & stranger entered, bid-
her good-evening. He was an old
man, with long lowing beard and piercing
eyes His cloak was powdered with the
snowflakes, and he shivered with the
coid. He came up to the fire shivering,
and begged that he might share her even-
ing meal. Old Gertrude took from the
coals the cake she had just made. *“'Tis
too large to give away,” she muttered to
herself. She laid it on the shelf, and,
turning to her dough, she made a smaller
cake; but this, too, when baked, seemed
too large to zive to a stranger, and it was
laid on the shelf. Then she took a tiny
serap of dough, roiled it thin as a wafer,
rnd baked it. “ My cakes seem small
when I eat them myself,” she said as she
looked at it, “ yet they're every ons too
large to give away.” and even this tiny
scrap of a cake was placed on the
shelf.

Now the stranger grew angry, for he
was bungry and faint. “* Woman,” he said,
“you are too selfish to dwell in human
form! You deserve not food, nor shelter,
nor fire to keep you warm! Henceforth
you shall seek your food as the birds do!”
With a wave of the stranger’s hand the
little old woman flew up the chimpey and
came out at thc top s woodpecker; and
ever since that day she and her descendants
have been flying from tree to tree, boring
and boring for their seanty food. You may
see her any day, with the little red cap
still on her head, although the rest of her
clothes were burned black by the flames
of the chimney

Away over in cold Norway, in the long
evenings when the children gather round
the blazing fires, this is one of the stories
the good old grandmothers tell; and next
day, when the boys and girle on their way
to school see & woodpecker hoppiny
about the trunk of a tree, boring with
its long beak for a worm, they say: “ See’
there's the Gertrude bird, the stingy o'd
woman who refused a bit of cake to a

door

ling

| stranger.’

—o e

Little Elvira went to visit at her grand-
mother's. The country was s revelation
to the child. Among other things st ex-
cited her wonder was a lamb that came
bleating at the door the evening of her
“0 Aunt Hattie,” she cried, run-
ning down, “there’s a sheep here that can
talk as plain as anything; do come and
say ‘Ma'”




THE SUNBEAM.

A ROYAL G
ocens Fick

Pri

QOur readers will be keenly interested
in the Royal Family group, especially
taken at Sandringham and including
their Majesties King Edward and Quecn
Alexandra, the Duke and Duchess
of Cornwall, the Princesses Victoria and
Msude, Prince Charles of Denmark, and
Prince Nicholas of Greece—the two
nephews of the Queen. Nothing could
be more charming than this latest portrait
of Queen Alexandra, which gains an
additional interest from being so essentially
the central figure in & purely family

group.
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CHARLIES BLIND BIRD.

When Charlie Manning was about three

years old his grandmother sent him a
canary. It was only a few months old,
bat it had already begun to sing, and was
one of the prettiest little birds you ever
Saw.
Whe n Charlie watched it jump from the
tiny little cage in which it had travelled
from St. Leonard’s to London he was
quite silent for a few minutes, then he
jumped up and called out:

« Nurse, nurse, come quick !
got a cap like you.”

The fact was that the canary had what
is called a crest on his head, which made-
him look different from any other canary
that the little boy had seen.

Dickie's

1

H. R. H. the of Cornwall. *rince

H. R. H. the

ruchess

Duke of Cornwall.

Charles of Denark.
Princess Maude. L

any more, but just do mj :

ever not to frighten hi
poor bird, and his o
eyes filled with tears g

he looked at his littldl

blind pet.

But by and by ik
canary got over his 8
row, and began singin
more beautifullythaneves

Then he had courage i3

take a few hops abu
his cage ; and now if yo
went into the nurse
you would never belie
that it was a blind bi
who was hanging in
window.

There is one thing m
1 should like to tell 3o
and that is how Charlie

r little blind Dicki
did good to his maste

.

Charlie is getting a bij

boy now, and goes

school every day. H
was very miserable

first. But one day, whes
he ha’ been studyi

hard in the garden an
grumbling & good de

he heard Dickie singin
He tcok his book to th
window-gill, and lookin
up at the canary he said
«Yes, you have learne
how to make the be
of a bad job. So wil
I won't grumb

think for others instead of bimself, so she | work as well as I can and a8 fast as I can

went into the nursery svery morning
before breakfast to give Dickie clean sand
and fresh seed and water. Of course
Charlie wanted to help, and she always let
him do it, though I am afraid that at first
he put more sand on the floor than in the
cage. As to the water, he spilt half that,
too: but, as the nursery had floor-cloth
instead of carpet, he could easily wipe that
u

canary, and never forgot to feed it and
give it & bath. One day about a year
after the bird arrived, Charlie wen$ to his
mother in great distress.

« Mother.” he said, “ I believe Dickie is
ill, and, do you know, he has something
the matter with his eye.”

Mrs. Manning went upstairs directly,
and found the poor bird looking very sadly
indeed ; but, what was worse gtill, she saw
that one eye had gone. Charlie and his
mother went off at once for the bird doctor,
but when he looked at the poor canary he
could do no good. The bird must have
injured his eye with one of the little wire
hooks in the cage. But it was sadder still
to hear that he was afraid the sight of the
other eye would go too. And soit did, before
two months were over, and the little can-
ary was very sad and miserable at f£rst,
and seemed afraid to move from one little
spot on one particular perch.

p-
So Charlie grew to be very fond of his !

RIDING DOWN HILL.

The windows are frosted,
The wind whistles loud,
And close round the fireplace
The old people erowd ;
But for me, though I know,
With the birds and the bess,
The cherries and berries
And green, shady trees,

That summer is pleasant
Enough in its way—
A time to feel happy
And jolly and gay;
But in my opinion,
Just say what yoa will,
There is nothing so pleasant
As riding down hill.

Hurrah for old winter !
It suits us first-rate ;
1t freezes the ponds
Just right for a skate;
And Harry and I
Enjoy that, but still
It's not quite so jolly
As riding down hill.

God never fails to reward those who

Then | their duty faithfully, nor to punish ¢

Charlie's mother wanted him to learn to Chatlie was more tender and careful than who neglect it.




