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A Tragedy in Thres Parta,
FPart I.—The Bonnot.
A bit ot foundation as big as your hand;
Bows of ribbon and lace;
Wire gufficlont to make them stand,
A bandtul of yoses, a velvet band—
It lacks but one crowning grace.

Part 1I.~The Bird.

A chivp, a twitter, a flash of wings,
Four wide-open mouths In a nest;
From morning till night she brings and
brings,
For growing
things—
AY¥e! bungry things at the best.

The crack of a rific, a shot well sped;
A crimson staln on the grass;

birds, thoy are hungry

Fary hungry birds in a nest unfed—

Al well, we will Jeave the rest unsaid;

Some things it were better to pass.
Part NI.—The Wearer.

The 1ady has surely a beautiful face,
Sho bas gurelr a queenly air;
The blomm had flovers and ribbon and
ace;
But the dird has added the crowning

grace—
It §8 Teally a charming affair.

Is the I0ve of & bonnet supreme over all,
In a Iady so faultlessly fair ?
The Tather takes heed when the spar-
Yows fall,
He he:‘:“s wheén thg starving uestlings
Can & tender woman not care ?
-=Anon., ig Current Literature.

THE BLAOKSMITH'S PBTS,
BY MbS., M. JEANIR MALLARY.

Nallle Winters and her btrother, Hal,
had gone with thelr parents to spend the
summer months in the country. The
children were always on the look-out for
something now, and vne evening, as they
were strolling together, Nelllo exclaimed:

“Ob, the swallows' Tho pretty
swallows !”
“My ! exclaimed Hal. “If I only

had brought ray sling-shot! Wouldn't
i make them dance ? Why, T could kill
halt a dozen at one throw, I do believe.”

“ Hal, would you kill a pretiy, llitio
swallow ?”

‘ Indeed I would. Wouldn't it be fun ?
Wby didn't I dbring my sling-shot 2"

heliove when that boy knelt to say his
prayers at night, Jesus would turn his
face away."”

“Oh. but didn't you hear mother call
them °‘pests’ and don't they bulld thelr
clay-nests In our chimneys. and_ once in
a while, don't they come tumbling down
full of those horrid. lttlo unfeathered
dalls, making a big ltter of clay and
soot 7 Ugh!”

“Qee that bright-cyed little one on the

lowest wire. Hal, how pretty! Now
it darts for a Qy—"
W-h-l-z-2 went something right by

Hal’s hez3, and down fell the bird at his
feot. The children had not noticed a
dlacksmith's shop near; but now they
were filled with terror, as a man, with
sleaves rolled up to his shoulders, caught

- THE BLACKSMITH'S PETS.

“ Buddle, 1 don’t think it would he fun | Hal's arm and shook him roughly, say

‘ at ail
much as to say, ‘1 trust you.
you.””

Ha!

' Wrong tune this time.

let us boys shont guus in these kind of |
ntaces. for fear of frightening horscs.'
and these birds know it, and when they |

See how low they fiy; just as
I trust

Nellie, you've got the |

ing :
* Flingin® at my birds, hey '
tle rascal. I'll tcach you better.”

You lit-

- e

dend: but now she's hurt. and wiil dls,
too, I'm afrald.”

“Its leg 18 broken, sir; let mo take it
home with me and nurse 1t.” sald Nellle.
* It’s my namesake. air,” and she preased
her 1ips to its brown head as the biacke
gmith laid it in her hand tenderly. and
then. &3 tus tears gilstened in her eyes,
she added ©

*'I} try not to lot it dle”’

Then they sald “ Good evening." ang
started homeward, and the bdlacksmith
stocd with arms akimbo, and watched
them tii almost out of sight. Not a
word dld the children speak until sure
they were out of heariog, and then Hal,
slapping his pocket, exctatmed °

“Whew ! “Afa't T glad I didn’t brlog
my sling-shot 1"

i S8UNDAY SOH00L PICKPOOKETS.

At the annual May mecting of the
Ragged School TUnlon, England, Canon
Wilberforce sald: “On one oeeasion

" Oh." exclalmed NCI"(‘-. “he didn't do ' when lord sha“eshur’ waS tpach!ng in

The people won't  it, sir, Indeed be dide't”

soon as Hal could catch a good :

As
breath he safd .

“1 dldn't throw at all, sir; the rock

fly tow, it is to say, *I dare you, I dare , came over my head.”

you.

| der how they coma dead.

to-morrow."’

I never could take a dare, aod |
wouldn't now, it I had my sling-shot.
Why, I'd sling it f0 softly, nobody would
¢ know it, and oven the birds wovld won- ; eat out of my hand.
Ha! ha:!, and
-Alk ! you young gentlemen, just wait till

aro not fit to eat, and to kil & bird just

“Then, young geatleman, I beg your
You see. I began to pet two

pardon.

East Loadon ou a Sunday eveulug. he
had a class of fifteen or sixteen young
1ads, and was giving them a Bidble les
son. While dolng so the clock struck
cight, and immediateis ths whole clasx
rose and went cut of the room.

“ He sald to ono of them . *Why ars

swallows, 20 that they would come and | voy gofng away 7°°

Then they hat~hed

more came,

know their names too.

il now there are
twenty-five, and they are all named and
1 planted theso
* Hal, don't hurt the little things; they j vines for thom too. Somehow I loved
j this ttle Nellle Dest. because I pamed '
to see how well ono can stm—why, 1 ;her after my own little Nellle that's Ithat the Ragged School Union works.”

*“ The bay replled. * Why, of courze we

| must be ready to catch them all as they
‘ come out of chapel.”

Thoe iads wers ali
making thelr living witk that subtlety
of finger hardly connsistent with strict
morality. It is to save surh children



