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THR LAME MOUSE. 153

All unconscious of Grey’s sud end, the

. lmve mouss lay beneath the hawthorn
‘hedge of the adjcining ficld. His bed
wps dried moss and desd, hrown, baw-
thom leaves. Over Zim hrung ferps of
grest besuty. The wild roses breathed
forth the most delicious perfame, and the
blue forget-me-nots, who kept watch whilst

he slept. Nlottle, after homrs of painfal |

wandering, found his friend, and told 3Ss
tale of woe.

“There is death in the white meuse’s
gift,” said Mottle. I dread the changing
colonrs.of the stone.

“Death or life as it is cared for,” the
lame monse answered. “I take wmine to
#£he hill where the clouds hang all day?’

“But the dark pines roar and quiver in
he storm,” said Mottle, in a tone of sad-
ness”

“They do; but Tshall ereep up beneath
the flowers until I see the star. When
the big pines roarand quiver, the flowers
will sing to cheer nse on>’

“ Flowers weep in the storm, they say,”
Mottle answered. .

“So I am told7” said Brown, “but weep-
ing flowers sing eoftly.>

The two passed on, and gained the pine-
wood which reached to the summit of the
hill. The trees stood so close together
that they formed a deep black camopy,
through which the light could scazeely
find a way. Mottle looked imto the iick

and tangled mass of trees and usdarwcod |

with & shudder. Dark and damp and

chilly the narrow path winded beneath
the trees, on and upward, with scattered
bands of light across it here and there.

“Is that the way ?” he asked. <If so,
I crmnot pass it, it is o damp and cold;
1 am <hill to the bone already. Can’t we
gain the {op by skirting the wood? How
the pine-trees roar and quiver; it must
mesn danger; surely there is another way.
This path %o the left, will you try it with
me? ¥t3esdsout into the sunlight. Hark?
there is musis, softly delicious music float-
ing up from themee. See, there! what
strangely besutifal lights those are which
flash and tremble agamst the sky! Come,
come, let us away 1

“I must see the star,” the lame mounse
said, and crept into the darkness,

“The star!” Mottle murmured. “My
gift is only a eold white stone. It can
never rise into a star. *Tis folly to expect
it. Durkness like that beneath those trees
can never lead to anything worth having..
This tothe 1eft must be the path. Whas
music! Whst splendour! I must go,”
—and he turned away.

Poor ottle! He little knew that dis-
tance smd desire deceive the hearts of
many, &nd that for such there is no star.

¢ 3 must see the star,® the lame mouse
gnid, and he saw it. Not in the darkness ™
whers the pine.trees roar and quiver, but
beyond the hill where the clouds hang all
day,—far on in.a delicisus valley—saw it,
mirrored in a fountaio, snd buraing on his-
‘brow. Ernzst ErEEiMA.

A LessoN ¥rox IDoraTERS O CEmis-
T1AK8.— Let Chmistians learn a lessor frem
idolaters. They 3avish gold out of their
purses, and spare mo expense for itheir
senseless, useless 5ddl. Tosir profuse Hbe-

. xality in the sexvice of 3ddlatry puts to

skame the niggardly parsmony of those

" prefessing Christians who worship the true

‘smi fiving Jehorsh withthat which costs
them wothing. Ths zeal sud Javish iibe-

rality of the votaries of superstition in ve-
spect to their objects of worship, onght $o-
cause to blush with guil{y shame the pro-

fessors of a pure faith, who yet will »ke
no large sacrifices for the Lord their Goda.
Sin is always a costly service. Ifwe sre
delivered from sin, let ws not gradze 10

give God an “offering™ when we “coxe
into His courts”— 7. 77. Blediurst.



