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A LITTLE TALK.

Once a Mouse, a Frog, and a little Red 
Hen,

Together kept a house ;
The Frog was the laziest of frogs.

And lazier still was the Mouse.

The work all fell on the little Red Heu7 
Who had to get the wood,

And build the fires, and scrub, and cook, 
And sometimes hunt the food.

One day, as she went scratching around, 
She found a bag of rye :

She said, “ Now who will make some 
bread ?

Said the lazy Mouse, “ Not I."

• Nor I,” croaked the Frog, as he dozed 
in the shade,

Red Hen made no reply,
But flew around with bowl and spoon. 

And mixed and stirred the rye.

*• Who’ll make a tire to bake the bread?'’
Said the Mouse again, “Not I;"

And, scarcely op’ning his sleepy eyes, 
Frog made the same reply.

The little Red Hen said never a word, 
But a roaring fire she made ;

And while the bread was baking brown, 
“ Who’ll set the table?" she said.

•• Not I,” said the sleepy frog with a 
yawn ;

“ Nor I," said the Mouse, again.
So the table she set and the bread put on; 

“ Who'll cat this bread ?" said the Hen.

“1 will!” cried the Frog, “And I,’’ 
squeaked the Mouse ;

As they near the table drew.
“ Not much you won’t!" said the little 

Red Hen,
And away with the loaf she flew.

PATTY'S SWARM.

One day Patty ran into the house 
with her yellow hair a-tumhlc and 
her blue eyes sparkling with excite
ment. “ Mother, 0 mother !" she 
cried, her little brown hands flutter
ing like the wings of a bird, “ the bees 
are swarming.”

“ Sure?” asked her mother, doubt
fully. For, you see, Patty was the 
least bit in the world like the boy in 
the fable who cried, “ Wolf! wolf!” 
when tliare was no wolf. Not that 
she meant* to be, but so many bees 
would fly about making such a buzzing 
hi the warm spring sunshine that 
Patty was often quite certain that they 
were swarming, when they hadn’t any 
idea of it. And that is why Patty’s 
mother asked in that doubtful way, 
“ Sure /”

“ Yes’m,” said Patty, meekly.
Her mother stepped to the door. 

True enough, there was a roar like 
that of a very small waterfall in the 
air, and over tlie bee hives floated a 
little black cloud.

“I do believe they are," she said. 
41 Hut they ’re not all out yet, I guess, 
aud will not begin to light for some 
little time. Rum down to Mr. Jes
s's, Patty, and tell your father— 
po, I’ll go,” with a smile, remember
ing that Patty had gone for her father 
once before, when the bees were not 
swarming, after all.

“May I go out and watch ’em, 
mother ?” asked Patty, dancing heel 
and toe on the white kitchen floor.

“ Yes ; put on Aunt Nabby’s shaker, 
and don.t go too near.”

So Patty got into Nabby’s big 
ahaker bonnet, which was so much

too large that you could not see her 
little round face, unless feeling quite 
sure it was there, you stopped and 
peeped in ; and the brown calico cape 
almost reached the hem of her short 
skirts.

Then Patty went into the - garden 
and sat down on a box by the cucum
ber bed.

She watched the dancing black 
swarm until her eyes grew heavy. The 
sun shone brightly, the west wind 
blew about her, warm and soft and 
fragrant. The buzzing of many bees 
grew louder and louder, until it seem 
ed to swallow up every other sound. 
Then the big shaker began to droop, 
and that was all Patty knew, until—

“Patty! Patty, child! Don’t stir 
for your life !"

This was what called Patty out of 
Dreamland, her father’s voice, deep 
and hoarse.

At first she wondered where she 
was. There was a roar, like distant 
thunder, in her ears."

“ Don’t move, Patty, dear. Don’t 
lift your head!" That washer mother 
The words sounded to Patty a great 
way off, and there was a tremble in 
them, and a sob at the last. What 
could it mean.?

Patty was frightened, but she was a 
brave little girl, and had always been 
taught to obey. So she sat very still 
with scarcely the quiver of an eyelid 
and presently she felt the big shaker 
gently lifted from her head.

“ All right !" said her father.
And Patty looked up with a little 

cry to see the shaker—Aunt Nobby' 
shaker, truly, but bigger than ever 
with that great cluster of moving 
buzzing be. s hanging to it—disappear 
within an empty liive.

Then Patty laughed. “Did they 
light on my head?” she cried, jump 
ing up. “ What fun !

But the mother took the little gir 
in her arms and carried her into the 
house and cried over her. Mothers 
are such queer people.

“That shall be Patty’s hive,” said 
her father, coming in later ; adding 
with a twinkle in his eye, “I’ve heard 
of a bee in one’s bonnet, but I never 
saw so many bees on a bonnet be
fore.

“ Nor I,” said Patty, laughing still. 
“ They shall make me some honey to 
pay for that."

WllAT IS THE TONGUE FOR?

“ Since God made the tongue—-and 
He never makes anything in vain— 
we may be sure He made it for some 
purpose

WHAT KILL Ed) THE OYSTER!

Look at that ovster shell. Do you I never saw people take s,> much 
see a little hole in the hard roof of the delight in their children," writes Miss 
oyster s house ? That explains why iRml in her new hook on the Japanese, 
there is a shell but no oyster. A little « carrying them about or holding their 
creature called the whelk, living in a hands in walking, watching and entcr-

JAPANESE HA Id

spiral shell, dropped one day on the 
roof of the oyster’s house. “ The little 
innocents,” some one lias called the 
whelks. “ The little villiuns,” an oys
ter would call them, for the whelk has 
an auger, and bores, and bores, and 
lores, until he reaches the oyster it
self, and the poor oyster finds he is 
going up through his own roof, lie 
goes up, but he never comes down.

A writerspeaks of noticing on the 
shores of Brittany the holes in the 
oyster bored by its enemy, both burg
lar and murderer we should call him.

A little sin, a little sin!” cries a 
boy who may have been caught say
ing a profane word, or strolling with 
i had associate, or reading a bad book, 
or sipping a glass of beer. “ Don’t 
make too much of it !” he says.

Young friend, that’s the whelk on 
the oyster’s hack. You have given 
the tempter a chance to use his auger, 
and he will bore and bore till he 
readies the centre of all moral worth 
in the soul, and draws your very life 
away.

AN EASY PLACE.

ing into their games, supplying them 
constantly with toys, taking them to 
picnics and festivals, and never being 
content to be without them. Both 
fathers and mothers take a pride in 
their children. It is most amusing, 
about six o'clock in the morning, to see 
twelve or fourteen men sitting on a 
low wall, each with a child or two in 
his arms, fondling and playing with 
it, and showing off its physique and 
intelligence.

BIRTHS, MARRIAGES and DEATHS.
Not cxcoediiiR Four linos, Twvnty-flve Cent».

tlnrrtngf,
HANNA (WMPhl’LL On Tuesday, the \l5th 

instant, at St. Paul’s church. Perry town, by the 
Ki'v A. It ('halve, i»a.. assisted by the Kev. H. 
T. Leslie, h.a , Toronto. John Alexander Hanna, 
Clerk m Holy Orders, Incumbent of StreotHville 
to Lvolinv. fifth daughter of Thomas Campbell* 
Ls«|., oi ‘ Alaplv drove,” Rcrrytown.

What is it then ?” asked a 
teacher one day of her class.

“ He made it that we mriy pray 
with it,” answered one boy. “ To 
sing and talk with, said another.

“ Yes ; and I will tell you what He 
did not make it for. He did not make 
it for us to scold with, to lie with, or to 
swear with. He did not mean that 
we should say unkind or foolish, in
decent or impatient, words with it. 
Now, boys, think every time you use 
your tongues if you are using them in 
the way God means you to. Do good 
with your tongues, and not evil. It 
is one of the most useful members in 
the whole bodv, although it is so small. 
Please God with it every day.”

Self-Discipline becomes a source 
of almost boundless strength in carry
ing resolutely to completion the diffi
cult undertakings upon which we see 
fit to enter.

A lad once stepped into our office in 
search of a situation. He was ask
ed :—

“ Are you not now employed ?”
“ Yes, sir.”
“ Then why do you wish to change ?”
“ Oh, J want an easier place.”
We had not the place for him. No 

one wants a boy or man who is seek
ing an easy place ; yet just here is the 
difficulty with thousands.

Will the boys let us advise them ? 
Go in for the hard places ; bend your
self to the task of showing how much 
you can do. Make yourself service
able to your employer at whatever cost 
of personal ease, and when the easy 
places are to be had they will be yours. 
Life is toilsome at best to most of us, 
hut the easy places are at the end, 
not at the beginning of life’s course. 
They are to he won, not accepted.

Hannah Moore says : “ Idleness
among children, as among men, is the 
root of all evil, and leads to no other 
evil more certain than ill temper.”

Little Willie seemed to know this, 
for when he had nothing to do he 
would say, “ Now, mamma, I have 
nothing to do ; I am on Satan s 
ground, you know.”

Boys and girls be careful to keep off 
his-ground, and find something that 
will do you or some one else good, to
do. -

Good healthful play will come’ 
under this rule, and is much more 
beneficial every way than having 
nothing to do, and getting into mis
chief.

The Fashion that never Changes.— 
There is one fashion that never changes. 
The sparking eye, the coral lip, the rose- 
leaf blushing on the cheek, the rounded 
form, the elastic step are always in 
fashion. Health, rosy, bounding, glad
some health, is very oat of fashon ; what 

lgrimages are made, what prayers are 
uttered for its possession 1 Failing in 
the pursuit, what treasures are lavished 
in concealing its loss [or counterfeiting 
its charms !

Drnlh.
STUCKF.Y At Luthor Villia*n, on Monday, 

tlio 1 llh instant. Samuol Htuvkoy, aptsl ftU y08.ru • 
dooply rc-grvttvil by all who knew him. " May 
his soul rest in ponce."

THom' answering an Advertisement will 
renter n fnvor upon tlie Advertiser nad 
Publisher by slnllny Hint they saw the Ad
vertisement In the OOItl INI ON « II UK€H- 
■WAIV.

r f) rhromos, name in new type, lOc. by maU 
tUAgts.Samples lOc.U.H.CARnl'o.Northford.Ct
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Harper’s Bazar.
illustrated.

This popular periodical is pre-emin
ently it journal for the household.

Every Number furnishes the latest in
formation in regard to Fashions in 
dress and ornament, the newest and 
most approvetl patterns, descriptive 
articles derived from authentic and 
original sources ; while its Stories, 
Poems, and Essays on Social and Do
mestic Topics, give variety to its 
columns.

HARPER’S PERIODICALS.
Harper’s Bazar, One Year...............14 00
Harper’s Magazine, One Year.......  4 00
Harper’s Weekly, One Year........  4 00
The Three above publications, One

Year...............................................10 00
Any Two above named, One Year... 7 00 
Harper’s Young People, One Year 1 60 

Postage Free to all subscribers in the 
United States nr Canada.

The volumes of the Bazar begin 
with the first Number for January of 
each year. When no time is mentioned, 
it will be understood that the subscriber 
wishes to commence with the Number 
next after the receipt of order.

The last Eleven Annual Volumes of 
Harper's Bazar, in neat cloth binding, 
will be sent by mail, postage paid, or by 
express, free of expense (provided the 
freight does not exceed one dollar per 
volume), for $7*00 each.

Cloth Cases for each volume, suitable 
for binding, will be sent by mail, post
paid, on receipt of 11*00 each.

Remittances should be made by Post- 
Office Money Order or Draft, to avoid 
ehance of loss.

Newspapers are not to copy this ad
vertisement without the express order 
of Harper & Brothers.
Address,

HARPER A BROTHERS, New York


