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«MOTHER HUBBARD,"

I RNOW a little malden—
Perhaps you know her, too—
Her oyes ave bright as morniug,
Al sparkling with the dew.
But et me whisper something
I hardly like to tell—
This merry little maiden
Doesn't mind her mamma well !

Hor sunit's a Mother Hubbard,
Her bonnet i3 & poke;

She wears the cuted slippers,
And a funny little cloak.

She hes half a dozen dollies,
And playthings by the acore;

And yet this naughty maiden
Will often weep for more !

Her cheeks are just the colour
Of the spple-blooms in May;

“ Pretty is that pretty does,” I hear
Her grandma often say.

Her hair around her forehead
Hangs in many a wavy carl,

Now don't you know the picture
Ol your mamma's little girl ?

AN AWFUL STORY.

ToERE once was an awful little girl who
bad an “awful” to every thing. She lived
in an awful house, {a an awful streset, in an
awlul village, which was an awful distance
from every other awful place, She went
to an awf{ul school, where she had an awful
toacher, who gave her awful lessons out of
awful books, Every day she was so awful
hungry that she ale an awful amount of
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food, so that she looked awful healthy, Her
hat was awful small and her feet were
awful large. 'When she took an awful walk
she climbed awful hills, and when she got
awful tired she sat down under aun awful
tres to rest herself. In the summer the
found herself awful warm and in winter
awfal cold. When ib didn’t rain there was
an awful drought, and when the awful
drought was over there was an awful rain,
So that this awfal girl will come to an
awfal state, and if sho does not get rid of
this valgar way of saying “awful” about
every thing, I am afrald she will, by-and-by,
come to an awful end,
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GOD'S HOUSE,

IN a small Pannsylvania town stood a
pretty little chapel with windows of dell-
cately tinted glass. It had been buiit by a
wealthy man in memory of his wife, whose
grave was near the chapel. From the steps
could be seen the valley dotted with houses
of the rich and poor, the blue waters of the
1ake, and the thick piue woods.

Little Marjorie Catlin had been fwo
weeks in this pretty town, but all the time
she had been ill. Now she was up and
able to walk about, One of the first walks
she took was to the chapel,

As they came up the road Marjorie spled
an ant, and stamping her baby foot on it,
exclaimed,

“Now he's gone to heaven!” She did
not know any better,

Then she pointed her tiny finger a¢ the
chapel and asked,

“ What's t'at, mamma 1"
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“That is God's house, deaxie.”

« T want t2 go into Dod's house,”

“ You can't, pet,’ mamma said, trylng the
door, “ for it is shut.”

“Dod cold? He shut his doo'1" asked
little Marjorie.

“No," answered mamms, “but the sexton
kesps the door locked to keep allsafe. In.
deed, God would never shut bis door sgainat
such a little one as you! He loves children
and never shuts his door sgsinat them,
They must be good and love him inreturn.”

Inafter years, when she was an orphan and
poor, she remembered that little talk.  Al-
most every one closed thelr doors upon the
lonely child, and it was & comfort to her to
know that God had not.

THE BIRDS CONCERT.
BY T. A B.

Do you know, my little readers, $hat I
go to a conoert every day duriog the sum.
mer time? I see that some of you doubt
my word ; well, perhaps I ought to say that
the concert comes to me, and that would be
nearer the truth.

My home is in the country aud the house
i3 surrounded by treee, beside which there
is a wood upon the esst and west sides and
beyond the orchard &t the north, You have
guessed by this time that the singers are
the birds, and such singers? I would
rather listen to them than to all the singers
I ever heard in the Maetropolitan Opsrs
House or the Academy of Music,

I suppose you would like to know how
these sweet singers cre dressed; that is
harder to tell than to describe the evening
dress of a prima donna. Their costums is
of every colour of the rainbow, and all
made of the most exquisite, glossy feathars;
blackbirds, bluebirds and yellowbirds, gelden
snd bronzed and speckled ; robins and
thrushes and orioles, catbirds, scarlet tan-
agers and swallows, with many others ¢o
join in the chorus.

Such robins and thrushse, I wish you
could see them. They are the principal
singers; and at what time do you suppose
they give their conocerts? Not in the even-
ing, the time when most concerts take
place, but at four o'clock in the morning.
How often, if you were in the country, my
little reader, do you suppose that you <rould
hear them 7 To tell ths truth,I confess that
wera I not obliged to be up so0 early, I
should often miss them myself.

These who lie in bad until late when in
the country do not know what wonderfal
and besutlfal things they miss. I hope

that you arise early.
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