
HANS FINGERHUT'S FROG-LESSON.

mmiid net been set wvit1 ail its faculties Le
catch the fiîiry soug. Thon flie fairy wvio
Stooti in the middle wvaved lier wand and
die littie song rose uip scarcely louder than
the voice of the rnidgcs, yet s0 distinct
that I-fans 'Fing(erhutt's frog-ears cautift
every wvord of? it. Tlîis -%vas the song tbiey
sang-the seng eof the Nvater drops; for Hans
usuti often te repeat it afterwards, and atil
flue geod childreîu in tho toNvni kniew it
weli
B.3y ailent forcat and field aîîd nîossiy atone

', c coine front the wvoodcd hîhhl and ve go to the soit
WVe Iitlor andi sing sweot songs, but vo nover ijîcan,

For our imotier the son, is cahling us chcerily:
MVe havo hecard bor calling us uînny adi nîany aL day,
Froini the cool grcy stoues and the whîite sand fair

aivay.
The wvay is long, and wvinding and slowv is the track

miue slharp roclis fret us. 'hli cadles îvrk us dochîy%
But ive sing sveet, sougs to our inother aund answecr

herback,
ivwetly wce ansiver our nuothier, ghudfly rcpay.

Ohi, ive hecar lier, ivo hiezr lier, singiug, whcirever ive
roin,

Far far away in the silence calling us hiome.
Poor inortal, your enrs are duihi anul you cannot hoar;

Butt woe, ivo hear it. the brenst etf our inother abeat,
tLow, liir:iw-av, sweot and soloinîn and cletîr,

Under the hiusli or the iiiglit, under thie noontide
hecat.

Gladiv ive sing l'or our unother, for so wo shial please
lier hest,

Songs or beauty and peace, frccdoim and iliuitnito rest.
IVe sing and sing thirouglh the grass and the btolles

and the reeds,
And ivo nover growv tircd thloughi wo journcy ever

at,d ayc,
Dreaininto aind drcainîing, whierever the long iway

leads,
0f the fair cool rocks and the rush of the wind and

the spray.
Under!thc sun and the stars ivo glitter and dance and

are fre
For ive dreain and dreaun of our inother, thec widfli of

the sliettoriiig sea.
As the last echees of the Song died away
thle faiit, linog fadied off into the quiet
nioonsiiine. Only the larger firy se-
Tnained in the middle, and it wvas ne longcer

* thse fais'y, but tue littie ci' eof tise thistie,
looking more beantiftul and wvise tlian ever.

"DO yon knowv neo the stream-seng,"J said
* lie, andi nef10 ' voice ever soutnded se

sweetly ias H-ans riingerhnt's as lie repeated
word for word the fairy seng ef tixe streani.
"\Vas 1 net no-hlt," said the elf, Ilwhien

* I said that the wvater drops singa foreveî-
* as yen. tee oece sang imperfeczdy in your

yontb ? îZiglit and day, ais tixey jonrney,
thiey feel tue "fan off strength and grandeur
of tule sea, caiiing and becekoingic thern ont,
and the song that tlîey sing is noithier
wveary non sad, but perfectly hap%]py anti
peaceftil. Se everythingr in the wvonId lias
souietiiing great and i noble to strive

*î towards. Yente Has Fge-mt
'4 ifted ahove menst nia"u, have yeur sea te

seek witliout ceasiu-a wvoîdrons aîul
Ibsorhingi- Sea eof strengthi ani beauty and

peace. 7ou can nover corne to it, but
voln canl approacli ever nearer and nearer.
If you undet'stand thiis rightly the troubles
and vexations of life, ail its toils and
dificulties, Nvil1 no longer fret you, but
oni.y ai-in yon wvith tue wvider knowlecige
and power." So saying, the elf once more
piiked Hans Fingerhut on the nese Nvit1i
lus thiistle-stafi, and lie became a muan.

Ail nighit long Hans sat by the streamn
in the inoonlighlt, very quiet and tholit-
fui, listening to ;L( eteî'nal ril)lle of the
wvater. It seen'ted to hirn that hoe could
ren(lCr neov the sweot, joyous voice dis-
tinctly into wvoids, and the murulur ever
seenied to say :

Oli, ive hocar lier, wc licar ler, singing, whieover we
Maiun,

Far, litr away, iu the silence, calling us liome."
At last the dawn came and Hans

Fingerhiut wvcnt doivii te the streain and
bathied biis face andi bandîs, taking the
utiîiost care neyer to. distuirb its ciearness,
andl lie biessed the streain and turned
away homewvurd thrioughl the forest. The
voices of the bircis came sef t and tnnffled
ont of the cool trees, and the bouls of the
wakingr caftie souinded fitfuliy across the
far off fields. As lie passed eut eof the
Woods the sun rose, ani the birds broke
into fli choruis ;the laborers began te go
afieid and anon the grasshoppers pipeci in
the wvarm orass. Ail tiiese things ne
longer made Ifans Fingerbut angry, but
only seemned te hini s0 many diffeu'ent
versions of the stream song. They seemed
te say te hîni, leAli, 'Hans Fingerhut, you
are changed and bocorne like us agaiu.
We are ail bappy ani peacefui. 1er wve
bave ail sometbing noble and beautiful to',
'vork for. XVe long, te hear you sing.1'
Se Hans came te the town, and the noise
anti stir eof the streets were i2000re quite
pleasant te hlmii. He ne longer wvaiked
wvith bis usual defiant stride, downcast
face aud scowiing brow. Tue portly
figures and round faces cf the biu3y buir.gh-
er-s, anud the well-filled puirses at their
girdies ne longer nmade himi fierce and
envions, but ho greeted them ail -%vith a
quiet and pleasant Il g ood morning."

Ail that day, and rnauiy days, lie sat in
hiis staîli and sewed and stitched diliigéntly
and saiýg se mny giad, beauttifuil sengs at
bis wvork tbat the littie chliren, instead
of miaking a long circuit te escape bis
deer, as they hiad been wont te do, carne
and gatixered round himi now and listened
te hîis singingt with deli-lit and wvonder in~


