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PLEASANT HOURS.

A MIDSUMMER SCENE,

OW delightfully cool it looks
under the shadow of those

5 overnrching trees!  How the
soft winds wave she swaying
branches and fan the fevered brow?
What deep content fills the dark brown
oyos of the catde as they stand in the
crystal stream, and how swoet the
water lilies o« ¢ll, and how gay the
crimson cardiual flowers look in the
margin of the rivulet. Thiz peaceful
summer get no mukes ug think of Mary
Howitt’s charming legend of the mid-
summer farms, which we give on an
other page, and of Mr., Arey’s sweet
widsummer soug which runs as follows:

A MIDSUMMER SONG,

Vell, once 1 was a little girl,
Aaduwelling far away ;

My wother made the butter,
And my father made the hay.

And 1-1 wandered, out of school,
Amid the woudlands wild,

And scoryed the teacher’s measured rule—
A haruuescarum child.

Of thorny lane, aud meadow fair,
My frock bore token still ;

‘The wind would cateh wy yellow hair,
And braid ot at its will,

The sun wans Lasy wath my face—
And still it shows it some; .

And, oty nek, [ know how high
My dresses used to come.

And I wag smart, and all the springs
Oun all the hills could show ;

And, f there were somne grummar things
1 dadut eare to kuow,

I knew, beside the swellen ril,
Wiat fowers to bloom would burst ;
And where, upon the south-sloped hill,
The berries ripened lirst.

Each violet tutt, cach cowslip green,
Each daisy un tho lea,

I counted oue by one—for they
Were kith aud kin to me.

I knew the moles that dared to claim
The vanished beavers' huts;

And sat on mossy logs to wateh
The squirrels crack their nuts :

Aud they winkdd slyly at me, to,
But never led away,

For in thuir little hearts they kuew
That I was wild as they.

My miother saw mny garments soiled,
And thorght it hardly right;

But, whets I wished to go again,
My father surd L might.

And now { am a woman grown,
And stnve to keep my hair

Beneath the gridance of my comb,
Aud biud iy dress with care.

1 thread the world's unchanging maze,
Through all Late's fettered span,
Aud seek to be in all my ways
As “*proper’” as I can,

1 never liked the ways of men,
Or wished snore old to grow,

For life was wondrous curious then,
Aud isn't curious now,

1 know not how it seemed to mo,
Or what my father thought,
But mother said I'd never be
A woumauy, as I ought,

I know “tis hard such children wild
In polished rules to train ;

And, if I were once more a child,
I'd—do just so again.

-

Dox'r let us be afraid of enthusiasm.
There is more lack of heart thun brain.
The world is not starving for need of
education half as much as for warm,
earnest interest of soul for soul. Wo
agree with the Indian who, when
talked to about having to much zeal,
said, “I think it i3 better for tho pot
to boil over than not to boil at all.”

HIS AMESSENGER.—A STORY
OF THE 01110 FLOODS.

BY WILLIS BOYD ALLEN,

ST cecmg to wo, wife,

¥ I never saw tho
river so high before.
T've got the cattle
out of tho shed,
and sent 'em up to
Mr. Balderston's on
the hill ; and if it
keeps on raising
much more, we'll
huve togoourselves,
I'm thinking.”

But, John, do you think it could
possibly come up ashigh as thia? You
know last year it stopped a dozen rods
away.”

The honest furmer shook his head
thoughtfully. ¢« X don't know, Bess.
People from up the river say there's no
signs of lowering yet: and there's a
heavy rain to-night, I'm afraid.”

“ Why, papa,” Lroke in alittle fellow
of ten or a dozen years, sitting beside
bis father at tuble, “how can you be
afraid? Don't you know, you said in
meetiog last Wednesday evening that
the Lord’s people needn’t be ’fraid of
anything? We're the Lord's people
ain't we, papa?t”

“Yes, dear, yos” said the man,
hastily and heartily. * You're right,
chicken. Its his river, and we're his
children, and of course he'll take good
care of us.”

His wife listened with a pleased
smile at this. Mr Frane was a deacon
in their church, and he had only needed
to be reminded by the boy, to settle
himself firmly in his faith once more,

The supper was finished merrily
enough, afterward Mr. Frane took
down an old leather-covered Bible from
the shelf where it was always kept,
and turned to tho ninety-first psalus.
‘They all gathered around the open fire
while he read.

Little Roger, the boy, listened
attentively, smoothing the fur of the
gray kitten, and looking hard into the
fire all the while.

When bis father reached the eleventh
verse the little fellow looked up with
a perplexed air.

“Well, Roger, what is it 1" asked
Mr. Frane plezsantly.

What does it mean, papa?l
there real angels?”

¢ Angels' are * messengers,” my son.
Perbaps there may sometimes be real
white-winged angels about us, like
thoze at Bothlehem; aad sometimes
God just sends somebody or something
—tho first thing he can find—as a
messenger to tell us that danger is
near.”

Roger sat pondering, but said no
more during the remainder of the
chapter, and soon afterwards was
tucked away snugly in bed.

“I'm going to be looking out for
messengers, mamma,” he whispered, as
sho kissed him good-night. *'Twould
be too bad if we didn't know them
when they came, wouldn’t it?”

All the night the mighty Ohio roso
higher and higher, bearing on its bosom
buge, heaving cakes of ice, uprooted
trees, floating cattle, and fragments of
bouges.  All that night the water
cropt up nearer and nearer the houss,
putting down its soft feot closer and
;:’l_ozer, a8 a cat does when she watchesa

ird,

The next morning the family were
surprised to sco how near their front

Aro

yard the water was running. Imme-
diately after breakfust Mr. Frane
started ofl’ to help his less fortupato
neighbours, Ho still thought himself
absolutely safe, Tho broken frugments
of houses in the river incressed.
Once or twico people were seen help-
lessly waving their hands as half a
roof or an outbuilding was swept
bodily down stream, with the poor
creatures clinging to them and scream-
ing for help. Still the river put its
feet down sofily, advancing inch by
inch.

At Deacon Frane's supper table that
night but little was said except by
Roger, who chuttered as cheerfully as
usual,

“Of conrso we're not afraid,” he
remarked to his futher. “We'll just
leave the door unlocked, and then the
angels or the messengers could come in
and tell uy, couldn’t they?” And
ugain ho stroked the kitty, who seemed
rather more nervous than any of the
rest of the family. She refused to
touoch hersaucer of milk, and waliked
to aud fro between the door and the
warm hearth where she wasaccustomed
to be in the long winter evenings.
Now and then she would start and
bristle up as if she heard an encmy
near. Perhups, being a cat herself,
sho understood the soft approach of
the river better than the others.

“By tomorrow afterncon, Bess,”
said Deacon Frane, “I shall begin to
move our furniture, unless the river
reaches high-water mark. At the
rate it's rising it will strike our front
door before sunset to-morrow.”

Little Rogers listened, and stroked
the cat comfortably, not in the least
concerned—unless, perhaps, by a
lingering auxiety lest the angels
should wet the tips of their drooping
wings before the door,

At ten o'clock the house was dark
and still. The Deacon and his wife,
worn out with the labor and worry of
the day, were fast asleep. And of
course Roger waa as usual, dreaming
the happiest of dreams,

Midnight, one, two, three o'clock.
Night dark and river still creeping up
softly, No, not so softly now; as if
it were sure of its prey, it was a little
noisier in its approach.

Strapgely enough, Roger awoke
with a start, “Rark!" bhe said to
himself ; ¢ what a rumbling the river
makes!"

Just then he heard a sound of soft
footsteps on tho bare floor of his
room.

“A messenger!” he thought;
and his heart Jeaped to his throat.

Then he listened again.

“Meia-ow!” said the messenger,
piteously.

“Why, kitty, is that you?” whis-
pered Roger, rather disappointed.
““You ought to be aslesp downstairs.
Jump up here,’if you want t0.”

Kitty needed no second invitation,
but jumped at once,

Her foot struck wot on the boy's
hands. Tryiog to stroke her, be found
her back bristling, her eyes gleaming,
and her pretty fur dripping from cars
to tail,

Meanwhile Mrs. Frano bad heard
tho slight noise, and came running to
see if her boy was sick.

“Mammn,” said Roger, * please
drive kitty downstairs. She's all wet.”

““Why Roger-—you don't mean—
why—*¢all the doers wero shut tight
and locked t”

She ran down to the foot of the

stairs, and gave a little shrick, Just
bofore her half a dozen sticks of wood
she hod left piled up by the fireplace
wore flonting quietly about over the
cnrpet.

In five minutes more the family.
were escaping by the back door, wnd .
shortly after wore tafe in the home of ',
their kind friends, far up on the hill }:
out of the water's reach, ;

Deacon Frano did not stop to find .,
out how he had made such & mistake -’

in his calculations, until morning he®’
and his neighbours worked hard, carry- i .

ing furniture and valuables from the .-
house. Long before sunset on the r

next day people on the river-banksi:

miles bolow watched the romnant of i

his house float pust, tossed to and fro

in the white and cruel paws of the

river.

“ damma,” said Reger, quietly, *1
guess I beliove that angel verse now, I

don’t you 1"
“Why, my dear, there
any'——'" »
4 Qh, yes, mamma—the kitty, you §
know ! "—Children's Friend.
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CAN CROWS COUNT?

FARMER had planted a field
of corn; and when the corn
had come up and begun to
grow nicely, the crows came

in great numbers and pulled up a great .

deal of it. The farmer made an im-

mense scare-crow in the shape of a

man and hung it up in the field. But

this did not alarm them very much.:

Indeed, after they got used to it they !

would light upon the head snd arms
of the scaro-crow and there sit and &
“caw" triumphantly, to show their :§

utter disregard and contempt for it. i

One day the furmer shot one of tho ;3§
crows and hung it up in the ficld as a |§
No doubt the
crows were gorry for their unfortunate '§

warping to the rest.

companivn. But they soon became

reconciled to their loss, and weni on i
But |8
they were very cautious aftor this, and I
nover let the farmer get near them |
again. While some of them would fly |§
down to pull the corn, others would |
be on guard; and when tho farmer [§
approached these would give the slarm,

stealing corn as bad as over.

and away all would go.

At last the man becamo very angry.
There was a shed in tho field, and he
hid himself in this, determined to kill

his black enemies when they camo
But when he was in tho shed [§

near.
not a crow appeared. Yat the furmer
thought he could outwit them.
took his two sons with him into the

shed, and presently sent ono out, ex- |
pecting that the crows would be de- |}
ceived. But not so; they all kept at |§
a distance. After awhile the other |H

son went out, but still they kept away.,
But 8o soon as the farimer went out,
they flew down into the corn-field.

So it seems that crows can count three, |3

anyhow.

The farmer was obliged to watch his
corn-field all the time, until the corn
grew 80 large that the troublesomo |}
crows could not injure it.

A LITTLE negro waiter was sent to |
call & gentleman to dinner, and found
him using s tooth-brush.  «Well,"
said the landlady, when the boy re-
turned, “is he coming?” ¢ Yes, mis-
tress, d'rectly ; ho's jes sharpenin’ his
tecth.”

wasn't 8
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