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THE LITTLE FOLK.

THE MIDNIGHT MEDITATIONS OF A MOUSE.

uY K, R, NOBLE.

Oh dear ! I know I'll got caught in that horrid trap some o120 of
theso fino nighta. But what is a poor mouse to do when he bas to
aupport a largo and intoresting family by his own offorts, ezpecially
when thay arc always hungry * These groat big creatures called
men think thoy work hard when they spend ten hours out of tho
tweaty four tn trying to support their families—I wonder how they
would like to atch overy moment of the day, and night too, to
scizo thoir opporlunity of making a living, as we have todo. Now,
I am only one mouse out of many, bus as 1 am one of the mot
influontial citizens of Mouserie (the capital of Monscland), you may
be interested in loarning how wo do things down there.

Wo are & thrifuy set, I can tell you, and turn every crumb to
advantage. Iam in tho grocery busioess myself, and supply large
numbers of more wealthy mice who have retired frum acuve busi-
ness. I bring in all the goods, which wo call ** laying 1n stock,”
while my childien manage the store and wait on customers,

Of courso I have to get vut nearly every day to sco after my
supplies, and as I am not a very welcome visitor in moat houses,
and have many dangers %o guard agaianst, great care is ncoocs3ary.
1 lio near the mouth of my private entrance to the house (the people
speak of it as & ** hole ™) until L am sure tho room is cmpty, and
that thero are no immedinte Jangers awaiting; then out 1 creep,
and look about for tho scraps caroless humaa beinge arc sure to
leave about. They little realize that they support another family
as weil a3 their own. I don’t wonder they complain aboat ** hard
times,”* bat I must say, if mortals were as ready to acize oppor-
tunitics as mice, there wonld be more rich men in the world, Iam
sure. Did you ever soc a thin mouse, I ask you? ‘Lhere is hardly
a poor mouse ia Aouseland, cod it is all because they koep tbeir
eves open.  ** Busy as a bee,” indeed ! Boes zro lary compared to
us. You'll be aurprisod to know that it is not ooly from larders,
kitcheas, and dining roums that I cacry my stores.  No, indeed . in
theae days poople seem to cat all over the houso, and it s {rom tho
patlors aud Ledrooms that 1 usuvally pick my choicest articles.
Housea with children in them are my delight, for trom tnose I
never come anay empty clawad. Tho careleas little things drop
cookios and candios aboat liko toys, and always forget w0 put the
10p on the sugar bowl  We mive, you know, aro splendid climbers,
aod tmany's the good picve of apple or cake 1've stolen from the top
of a sideboatd when it was thooght to be safe. Aond sometumes
when a thing is toe big for ma to move, I run home and call my
family Then we all come back, and cat as mach a3 we can, and
ihie is what we call ** dinizg oat.”

You have po idea what risks we ran in the pursuit of basiness,
Tho pirates that 1 bear about never hed such dangerons umes. In
the tirst plaoe, thero are thoas {rightful cata and dogs. Oh, I doso
hate a cat ¢ Tbey ate such aly thiogs, al®aya pretending to be
asleep until you get well to work, and thea poancing on yoa when
you lcast expect it. 1 tell yen, you have to be pretty wide awake
to escapo from them. Dogs I don’t mind so much ; that is, thoe big
ones, for they are clumey, and we can nearly always got out of the
way, besides tersing them by nibbling behind them jast where they
can't wec us ; that is great {op, for they do get so angry. Bat tne
tittle Jdoga are Sreadful—quite as bad as cats (thoogh not so aly);
while there ia one kind of dog they call a ferret—ugh ! I canuot
talk abont * n, it .akes my fur go the wroog way , bot I'll whisper
you what we cali him—its **Sure Death,”  Really, the very thonght
of the dreadfal thing makes my teeth chatter. Then another way
they have of catching us is to spresd a nice picco of bread and
tatter wath something olse, and pat it in an casy place for us.
\What the sog.echiog elso is I am not qaitc sure, bot we have learnt
from sal cipericace that it douldes us up with pain, and now we
very scldom tunch bread aay more.  As if there wore ot encagh
ways for catchiog os poor littlo bodies.  There are tho trape, and
1 almost believo those are the worst of all, ter they are set abont
Aatk Toome at pight, most temptiogly baited, and unless youare
23 old monse yonr are apt to pat your head in dJdanger befors you
think. 1 hLands like mysclf, sometimes, when times are lad,
deliberately try to atcal the bait of the hoek. It iavery dangercas
bunness, acd though aclever mouss oftca stoceeds, he socner or
1ater becomes cateless and lcocs hishead. ] am sare it will be the
end of me, for my granlfather, and his father before him, wound
op that way , bat risks must sumctimes b~ taken when one’s aack
olchecse is low. la this very hoase they have pat a trap right by
a trash hasket of which 1 am very fond, for there I have found
time and agaa the choiccst delicacier in my storte, and 1 am going
3t onoe 1o ateal off that beit. I wonder that mea can complaa of
bardahip whea they think of us. Pechape they haven't known,

before, all wo have to go threugh with ; if so, I hope thislittlo talk
of mino may open tlicir eyos e&nd show them that in this world,
whero every one strives, we little mice have as big a part to play
io proportion to our aize as they have.—The Outlovk.

WHY NOT ASK A BLESSING.
BY LEANDER 8. KEVSER.

‘There were six 1n that gay littlo party—six bright girle. Of
tho books they road, tho albums and pictures they looked at, aud
tho rollicking games thoy played, I shall aut tell you, because you
know moro abuut such thiogs at a guarls party than 1 do.

All the gir's were vintors, except Gortio Dinsmore, who couldn't
bo a visitor, becauso the party was at her house. A charming
Liostess she made, too, as all her guesta declared, for she thoughy
more of their pleasuro than of her own,

It was a pleasant summor day. The sun shone from a sky that
was as docp bluc as tho teces and lawns wero doep groen ; and ths
chippics and wrenn trilled gayly about the honse.

Whea 1o0n came, the dinner was sct on a tabiv out under a
thick shade treo in the yard. Uh I there were—but whatdo I know
about e girla’ picnic dinner? All I can say ie, that the white cloth
and tho table itsclf fairly groanel alond uander the weight of the
things.

“* Well, sit up, sit up,” zaid the little hostess, pleasantly, when
all things wero ready.

The party having been scated, thero was a pause, and every-
body glanced around at everybody else. Somo of the g.ris looked
a littlo embarrassod as if they didn't quite koow what was the
proper tkiog to do next.

¢ Why don’t they begin so eat 2" whispered Sadio Carson to
Allie Wright.

But before Allie could answer, Gertic Dinamore, tho nostess,
cleared her throat and said :

“My papa and mamma and I always ask a blossing at the
table.”

** That's what we do at our bouse,” said Ruth Billingaly.

*So do we,” chimed Allis Wright and her hitle sister Jane,
* Agl1 ncever foel right to sit down and cat 2 meal uniess someone
does return thaaks for the nice food,” added Allie. I think it
terribly ungrateful not to tuank God for his goodness.”

‘* Well, lot us jost say thaoks all aronnd, then, before we begin
to cat,” suggested Gertie. **J'll take the lead.”

Tho girls bowed their heads, while one after another said a brief
simple praycs. Bat wben it came to Sadioc Carson’s turn, aho
blushed, hesitated, and then stammered out, almost 1o tears:

‘¢ iy papa never asks a bleniing, and 1 doa't koow how.”

This caused a little confusion, but tho next girl set all right
again by repoating the prayer sho bhad learnod at home, and th.n,
as sho was the Jast, the girls all liftod their heads, and tho meal
began.

¢ ] sink it real mean not to say *Sank you' to God when he's
s0 good,” bluried out Jane Wright, who was the jonagest gurl io
the party.

** Why " asked Sadic Carsoa, blashing.

**\Why, "cause,” replied little Jace. * Whea your papa or
memma, of somebody clie, gives yoa somethn’ real nice, doa't you
sank em for it? ‘Twoulda': be good—good manners not to, weuld
it? Well, it's not good manners to God to take cvery nice sing he
gives us, au’ not say ‘Saok you t'*’,

*t Jane’s right,” added the young heatess, handing around the
fruit. ** Nothing's worse than being uogratefsl. Jast think of
sittiog down three timea every day ta the year, and oating up God's
aice pilts, an’ thea never once thasking Him for them all t”

**It's real mean, 30 it is,” admitted Sadic Catson; ** just as
littlo Jano says ; and I will ask my papa to azk a blesaing, t00.”

Xadic wasa resolute little girl, and so, wheo shesat down at the
tab.e that evenicg in her owd home, ahe sa in her bloat way :

**Paps, all the gzl at the parsy to-day 3aid that their papas
asked a dlesting at the table. J was the ooly ono who coaldn’t say
my papa did.  Oh, bow sorry I was! Aand wnat'dyouthiak? All
sho girls themeives said thavks at onr party—all by me, and X
coulda't, ‘caure 1 hado't learned any prayer st home ! Sadie’s
voice almost broke. ** \Why don't you ever ask a blossing, papa?”

It wasaa cmbarramio guestion. Mr. Carsco’a face grew as
red as the cherrica 0o the table before him. Ho was so sarprisod
and ashzmead that he couldn't answer a woid, butl cunld only look
Jdowa at his plate aud pretecd he hado’t heard.

Bat he heanl. Nor could hn forget his little daughter’s quas-
ticn. It was a sevore atruggle, but after a few days he coaquered
tamaelf, and said one miorniag at the breakiast table:

¢ Lat ua ask a blossing !”

Ang after that day ho narer omitted that important part of the
meal,
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