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FRAIDIE-CAT

1 shan't tell you what's his nanw:.
WVhen we want. to play a gaule.
Always thinks that he'1l bc hurt.
Sou hbis jacket in the dirt.
Tear bis trou9ers. %poil bis hat.
Fraidie-Cat! F'raidie-Cat!

Nothlng of the 'boy In hlm!
"*Dasn't" try to learn te swIm:
Says a cow'Il hook; If she
Looka at hlm he'II cllrnb a tree.
**Scart" to death at bee or bat.-

Fraidie-Cat! Fraldie.-Cat!

(iaims the're ghosts ail snowy whitv»
Wazidering around at night

In thie attie; wouldn't go
There for anything, 1 know.
BlIieve he'd run If you saici 'Seat'!
Fraidie-Cat! F'raldie-Cat!

-C-rlinton Scollard.

~THE LITTLE BUTTERCUP

A little yellow buttercup
Stood laughing in the sun,

The grass and leaves ail green uround,
The summer just begun,

Hie saucy little heait abrini
With happiness and fun.

The fiowers smiled Up. the sun beain.
e4d down,

As they for years had done.
Until as golden as his frieid

The little flower had grown.

As summer paweed. and autumn came,
The flowers above hlm said,

"Corne, buttercup, our work 19 done,
It's time to go te b.d."

"Not yet," said he; -e'the sun stili
shines,

l'Il watt I he lias fted;
I yet s.ome littie seeda <'an fom,

Soine emiles aboie me t3hed."
The nwerry buttercup laughed on,

And tosaed hi% golden head.
-Selected.
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BOYS AND BIRDS HOUSES IN
TREE TOPS

MY FOLKS

1 thinkmik y tfolk% a.re ve.r% 'ii.'r
Y*ou*1 l». 'îrpriseilail, tllitit'ý4 1I ear.

sonle iîIEil weilis l'li v.ry naI
Andt theri again Fut big and tll.

At night 1i-t fflse î14) .iay up laie.
But rnotht-r saymc *No. no, lt*4 right
Go rilght uptatair'.: and hurry tut).
Indeed a litti.' bov like yu.

At six nti. mnoriîing. fronithelirhall.
She , akf's es it.' t h tis i'anny <allt-

*i 'tjÇh î~ nie' -e tup:andi hurry toi).
F"or ghanif. a grr'at big boy Iik#' youu

Nhen through the' nigi grow mie
fast.

How rery strange i It doesnt ltuut
1 çchrtnk and nhrink MII efght. and th.'n
l'm just a littie boy again.

-- Iarper'a Magazine'.

CLOVER BLOS8OM8

1 rut' leîîvr have 1no tinete bplay.
They feuýd the' eow-s and make the' hay.

Arudl trin te lawns and help the bees,.
T'îîtil thu sun sinks t.hrough the trees.
Andt tht'» they Iay aside their cares.
AndI fold tlheir hands andi say th.-ir

prayers.
Andi ir(e¶> their tired little heads
Antd go tÀo sleep ln clover beds.
Then whien the' tlcy dawns clear and

1)1Ut'
Thpy wakê' andi wash their hantis ln

dew;
And as the sîtn linbs up the smky.
They hold hiem upii)andi let theut dry;
Andi then to work tht' whole long day;-
For cloverq havé n<) Urne to play.

--HelenaJelliffe.
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1 ur.' , tnllo t rir ewlctil
Whden l.' iroitmy hruln tora.'le

Vî«rî'%Ib.tli' ltheue'atogr ole;
NoiiSé tut ta pl atylu îi.. ,d play
Ttirt>ti'îc!l n ttu.,e tbilday-

MNtil iN rat'wnr 81iy ait
SmIs:the bat auîd eairh the' buit.

NlIihle tttoe4. race taa. ruan
Thîoujh hob' neAdows in lte son.

t*a4uÎ,îc wtnaîtd ecraps 01 lighi.
lits[ i'qrtlit-I" n ar u r,n tii t;

Oir whrer wilwit wê an andt lm*
Dihwn nt o)he're In "b.brSek.

t"rtith'lsuit the otrealu wigbin.
F:vPr>;îrn oplamhinig fin.

Wht're thet horny Ihicketa bar.
Thomrt'the' nw..<..î hrles am

Wht're te shady béaks make dîn
lftbbly pools. U. uby trout Pwlw:

Whoro tho boogits are mcsl.sl.
HuIlds the huuîmlngwaird a sso;-

Theso are haunts the rover seaka.
Toudb of t upon bis rbftlg.

Andt withlu bis heazt U. loy
Kmnwn to no case but à boy.

Ail th' vorti. leset In rbyme
?Now IIlxlavacatltjroUe!

-A Boy's hock oif thyue.

THE SONO 0r THE est

Tlii Io the song of the lies;
lfitos euarm of eDOW.
A JOIlY guood fellow.
Andi yp a great worker ii b..

lu days (lait are uunny
lie's gotting hl* boney.
ln days that are cloudy

l1&s -maklnc hi* wax..
On pinks and or# lilUies.
And gay dlalfodilllles,
And rÀolumbine biomoni
lit' levIes a tai. k

Buzz-mz-z-z-,. ,buis!
Tht' sweet.sm.lîng cnover
Hie. hummtng. bangs over;
The atout of the roues

Makes fragrant lits vinga!
lie never <et l azy;
l"rorn tbiste andt daisy.
And weeds of die meadow.
Somo treaun'. ho brings.

Buzz-tzz*-.z, bus.!
Froint moranesg'mtiret grayligbt
Till fading of dayllght
He'.s laglug and tolling

Tlhe summer day tbrough.
Oh! we mnay get weary,
And think wordk la drsary:
'Tis harder by Car
To have nothlng to do!

-marlan Dougies.
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