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SKE IF THIS BE THY SON'S COAT

THE OHJLDREN'S ROOM

How poaceful ad nighd
The sleeping children lie,
Kach gentle breath so light,
Escaping like a sigh!
How tranquil scems the room, how fair,
To one who softly enters there!

Whose hands are these, unseen,
Thab smoothe each lissle bed ?
Whose locks are those that lean
Over each pillowed head ?
Whose lips caress the boys and girls ?
Whose fingers siroke s$he golden curls ?

Whose are thess yearning eyes 1
Aud whoso this trembling sear ?
Whose hoart is this that cries,
Beseeching God to hear ?
Whose bus she wobher's, in whose face
Love finds its sweetosy dwelling place

Hore hopes in beauty bloom,
And heaven descends in light,
And lingers in $he room
Whore mother says “Good-night'”
Sofs treading by the sleepers thore,
Her vary preecnco seeme & prayer!
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LITTLE MOTHER MAT.

THERE was trouble in the gardener's
cotsage on the great Elmwood place The
little, wee baby, who had nos belonged to
them for quite a yeur, was very, very sick.
The old doctor drove over tw ce a day
from the villago shree miles off, and the
beautifal young ladies from the great houss
came and sab up at night, and poor Mother
Dorsey didn't take her closhes off ab all,
day or nigh$, nursing and watching dear
little Jean.

Ag for Dimple, who wasn's much more
than a baby herself, I don's koow what
would bave becoms of her if Mat, the old-
est sister, hadn's been such a little mother
Mat dressed Dimple in the morning and
put her to bed at night, and in between
simea fed her, and took her off to the waods,
and kept her away from the becs, and
soolded her abous biting the green apples.

Yes, Mat was a very good litsle mother;
gtill, Dimplo missed her *really " mother,
and longed for Jean to got well.

“ Mab,” said Dimple, sidsing close beside
the older girl on the kitchen door-step,
* fwa) makos Dean sick 7"

“Teoth,” said Mah briefly.

1

Dunple put her flegor into her own rosy

mouth nud fels her small, sharp grinders
inquirmngly.

“ Fwat does teof do to her?” sho asked
again,

* Ob, they burt her in trying to come
cut”

*“ Who makes ‘em tum oub ?"”

“God makes ‘em,” apswored Mas, about
at the end of bher rops.

“ Does Dod know how ?7” pursued the
lithlo quostioner.

“Ob, yes,' said Mat, rather shocked;
* God knows sverything.”

* Does he know you is takin' tare of me 1"

“ Yes, of courso, child.”

“Then he m=*' t'ink 'at ‘o0 is a very
nice 'ithle dirl," ucolared Dimple, neablin
up oloser to Mat; and the litble mother ba
no answer ready for thas speech but a hug
and $wo kisses.

DOCTOR MARY.
BY MATTIE DYER BRITTS.

diaRry's mamma had gone oud to make
some calls, and had lefs her little girl to
the care of Barbara, tho hired gitl. But
it happened that Barbara was nob so
trusty a8 she might have been, and so,
whan a friend of hers dropped in to have
o chat in the kitchen, Barbara lefs Mary
alone and went down to her own quarters.

Mary was vory lonely with only Fido
and her dear dolly for company. She
hugged Seraphina in her arms and patted
Fido's shaggy head, at $he same time say-
ing, in a tone which showed she was al-

most ready to ery, * We shink it's too bad, | f

don't we, to leave lithle girls and little
doggies all alone? Now what shall we
do to havo some fun, Fido ?"”

Fido barked a listle ehrill bark, as much
a3 to say, “I'm sure I don't know | " while
of course Seraphina didn’t say one word.

Bub presendly Mary spied the botdle of
medicine which mamma had been giving
her $0 cure $he cold and sore $hroat which
had sroubled her for several days.

“Oh, I know what I'll do!” eaid she.
“I'll play Seraphina is sick, and has to
take nassy drops lil.s I did. Now, my
deary, you must bave your face all tied
up, eame as I had whenr my throat was
sore, and sib right up here in papa’s chair
like a lady. There, now ! I shall give my
listle girl some medicine to make her well.
Where is the spoon? Ob, hereidis! 1
don’s suppose mamma would let me if she
were here. But she isn't, and Barby is+'s,
and—Ob, you keep still, Fido! You'll
make we spill $he drops.”

Fido had come close up to her, and stocd
with his feet on the chair, wadching his
listle mistress, and now and shen giving
short barks of disapproval which Mary
would have done well 40 mind. As Mary
fried to pour ous the medicine she filled
the spoon oo full, and down ran the dark,
thick etuff all over her pretty white dress,
and even upon mamma’s velvet chair,
Then Mary began to ory and dropped the
bottle, and oh, what & meas it made on the
carpsot !

Barby came rupning up, and msmma
camo in ot the vory ssme moment. Mre.
May reproved Barbara for leaving the
littsle girl alono; bub she had %o roprove
Mary, t00, for sho know she ought nod to
have souched the medicine. -So Mary's
aftornoon was quite spoiled.

BABY'S OLOCK.
HY MRS, LIVINGSTON.

Nosopy finks I can tell 4ho $ime of day
but Xoan. The first hoor is five o'clock in
the morning. Tha¥'s the time the birds
begin to peep. I lie shill and hear them
sing 1

“Pyeed, $weol, tweeb |
Ohee, chee, cheo!”

Bot mamma is fass aeleep. Nobody
awake in all $he world but just me and $he
birds. .

Bimeby the sun geds up and ib's #ix
o'clock in the morning. Thon mamma
opens one eye and 1 hear her says:

“ Where's my baby "

N'en I keep still—just as still as a
mouse an' she keeps saying :

“ Where's my baby 7"

N’en all ab once I go “Boo!” and she
langhs aud hugs rae, and says “I'm a
precious.”

Mamma's nice and X love her, 'cepd
when she washes my faco $oo hard and
nulls my bair with the comb.

Seven o'clock: Thevs when the bell
goes, jingle, jingle, and we have break-
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All the eight an’ nine an’ ten an’ eleven
hours I play. I ran after butterflies and
squirrels, aud swing, and read my picture
book, and sometines I cry—jush a libtle
bik )

Twelve o'clock. Tha¥s a bu'ful hour.
The clock sirikes a lod of $imes, and $he
big whistle goes, and the bell rings, and
papa comes home, and dinner’s My

The one and §wo hours are lost. Mamma
always oarries me off for a nap. Idon't
like naps. They waste time. When we
wake up the clock strikes ghree. Nlen I -
have on my pink dress, and we -go
walking or riding. And go the three and
four and five hours axre gone.

At six o'clock Bossy come homs,and I
have my drink of warm milk, N'en.J puy
on my white gown, and kiss everybody
« good-night,” and says “Now I lay me,”
and get into my bed.

Mamma says :

“Now the sun and $he birdies and my
litsle baby are all gone to bed, and $o sleep,
slecp, slesp.

So I shus my eyes iighi, and next
you khow i¥'s morning. An’ 'nabs a1 the-
time there is. :

NzeLLIE had been quieb fora good whiie.’
 What's the matter ? ' asked her mosher.
“¥’s unhappy.” * Uubappy?” “ Yesm.”
:OVZ:E? ""¢] tan'd find of any question-




