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the song says :

▼ears roll by the mosses form masses upon

aSs5ESSft%sà^toedeSe «Stiets, affoîding a certain amount 
°f «Tftïttr-11 .sod is being to^ed.
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“We have no nightingales in America, but we 
do have carrier pigeons, who know how to carry 
messages and can flv very swiftly. We can send
them,’ said Dame Nature. ._, , ,,

At last the day of the ball arrived ; and as the 
sun came up above the horizon he shone upon an 
earth decked with flowers that were jeweled with 
dewdrops which sparkled m the sunlight like dia-

m°AsSthe sun came up higher DaineNature 
heard to say : “ I have provided refreshments of 
ereïy kind/ I hope the birds will help themselves 
to whatever they like best to eat.”

And then such a twittering and chirruping as was 
heard! The robins went after worms; the hum- 

ming birds sipped nectar from 
the flowers; the woodpeckers 

. ran up and down the*trecs after 
grubs; the flycatchers darted 
around in the air after insects— 
and they all found that Dame 
Nature had done just what she - 
said she would, and each bird 

I had what he liked best to eat. 
Then they danced. How long? 

All day. That is what the song 
says :
“ They danced all day till the sun

The mother birds prepared logo;
Then one and all, both great and small. 
Flew home to their nests from the 

birdies' ball."
Spring was happy as he trav­

eled farther north that night, 
for nothing pleased him more 
than to make the world a gay 
and cheerful place.

But the owl was not happy. 
“Why didn’t you ask me to your 
ball?” hooted he, crossly.

“We tried to,” said Spring, 
were sound asleep.
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m ^Whït^did in the beginning was, wehave 

everv reason to believe, quite in accord with His

“ "<Heiiwk^thIK^Vgn,w,ilxmthx mmmUh.x^l

ïïrtwr ars^g ■akirtast £ sflrtsrfc— »
Served by the field.” Eccles. 5:9.

By the life and decay of tiny 
moss, tender flower, and sturdy 
tree, the earth is furnished with 
the coating of mould which 
makes agriculture possible.

To conclude this part of our ;— 
subject ; Vegetable mould must ■ 
be regarded as a layer of mate­
rial in which, as we have said, 
continual processes of decom­
position are going forward, a ■ 
large amount of oxygen is ab­
sorbed from the air and a con­
tinual return is made by the 
disengagement of carbonic acid 
gas. V egetable mould in this 
condition is called humus. Its 
presence, if not absolutely neces­
sary, is at least most desirable 
for the success of the cultivation 
of the soil.

II The Obsequies.
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When such aquecr sight one is going to see!
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Our Library Table.
“A Sailor’s Swkkthbart.”

W. Clark Bussell.—As a writer 
of sea stories, this author stands 
pre-eminent. There is a spon- 
taniety and breeziness m his 
descriptions which bring the 
whole scene vividly to us, and 
we feel ourselves to be literally 
on deck—in the rigging—on a 
barren rock—in fact, anywhere 
the author chooses to place us !
Through all the exciting episodes 
running through these most de» 
lightful nautical incidents there 
is always a pretty story as. well, 
and none sweeter than this one 
of “A Sailor’s Sweetheart.
“The Wreck of the Grosvenor,
“Jack’s Courtship,” “Marooned,” 
and many others testify to W.
Clark Russell’s wonderful 
ity in making his stories inter­
esting—although nearly all on 
the same lines.

“Trumpeter Fred. Captain I 
Charles King.—This stirring and I 
pathetic storv can be read and I 
re-read, for it is one of which I 
you do not tire. It tells of mili- 
tary life in camp and action, and I 
Indian revolts, with all the spirit 
in which this author excels. The 
story itself is beautiful, and we 
cannot but love young Trumpet­
er Fred, while in his father—the
fine old Sergeant Waller, with _________________
his all-mastering love and pride — 
in his Ixiy, coupled with his 
stern and soldierly sense of duty 
—we have a type of character 
which does one good to read about. Altogether 
a delightful book.

“ Dwellers in Gotham,” Annan Dale. “Diane 
of Ville Marie,” Blanche Macdonell. “Path- 
finding on Plain and Prairie,” McDougall. 
(Published by William Briggs, Toronto.) — These 
books are quite new and well written. The first- 
named deals with life in New York in various 
phases, and treats of money-making mission work 
and labor problems with a pleasant story running 
through. The second is a story of old French- 
Canada —with much historical interest ; the Rev. 
John McDougalVs account of missionary life in the 
far-off Northwest is stirring and well told, and 
makes one wonder how such terrible hardships 
could be endured as arc graphically described in 
his “ Path-finding,”

Note.—1 might
mentioned hooks, being just published, are not at 
present to he had in cheaper paper editions. They 
are well bound and printed and are one dollar each.

Felix.

“but you 
Why don’t you give one your­
self at night, when you are

“ That is just what I will do,” 
said the owl, so pleased with the 
suggestion that ne forgot to be 

“ I will give a midsum­
mer-night’s ball just as soon as 
the frogs begin to croak and 
the fireflies^ come.”
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; A Word to Fathers.
How often one comes across 

and reads about some sad case 
of a young girl or youth who, in 
spite of God-fearing, honest par­
ents and careful religious train- 

be a bitter
i.

ing, turns out to 
disappointment, devoting them­
selves to habite which are in 
distinct contradiction to those 
of their kin. People exclaim:
“ Why, think of that voung fel­
low, Brown, with such a good 
home and his people so strict 
and well - principled. Such an 
example as he’s had !” Now, 
stay, my friend, are you so sure 
of that “example?’ Perhaps 
you are very sure as far as re­
gards the example set by careful 
home training, but this is not 

I all that is required, as I shall
______________ I try to show. Our farmers, as a

rule, are extra careful as to the 
selection of their stock. Con­
sider the amount of thought, 

time and money spent in obtaining some fine 
breed of cattle, some rare fruit or vegetable, 
some new invention in farm implements, and aJ 
these things, mind you, are well worth all this 
thought, time and money. But now a question. 
“ How much consideration is spent upon the so 
of hired man employed ?” Yet this is a matter of 
grave importance. The farmer wants good help, 
and when able, is willing to pay well for it. But 
does he often think much of anything besides the 
working capability ? He will not, perhaps, kno - 
ingly employ a hard drinker, or man of known im­
moral character ; but does he trouble to find 
much about this, and does he often thmk much

Spring said, “ I have decided, Mother Nature, to hte>conversatmn?/fThe^nan is, perhaps, careful in

*’ivr. What'a good* time they will have ! ” exclaimed

Dame Nature. Is it such as young ears should listen to ? The
“There ought to lie flowers everywhere, sug- swearing and coarse remarks which are often heard 

gested Spring. amongst some farm hands are enough to pollute
“Yes, indeed,” said Dame Nature, “we will any young boy or girl. This kind of thing is easi > 

have flowers and refreshments everywhere.” picked up, but, alas, not easily forgotten. If a tarme
And then Dame Nature and Spring went to has his young people’s welfare at heart—andl sure y 

work -and such a busy, joyous time as they had there are few who have m,f-he sho let consul ^
It was no trou- seriously and make determined enquiries about 

whatever man or boy he employs, and it would ne 
to ascertain for himself what kind of talk is

abil-

i

“ LITTLE RED RIDING-HOOD.”

And they found them all in full marching order—
The little black ants, going on two by two.

Just at the edge of the gravel-walk border—
A soldierly line of them, straight and true.

Eight little pallbearers, all very solemn, ,
And as stiff as though they were dressed up in tin. 

Carried their comrade in front of the column.
With his small head limp, and his legs crumpled in.

“ I think,” said she, “ the dead one’s a relation.
For the mourners have on such very black clothes. 

Or perhaps an aunt of quite high station—
- Oh ! ” said Jack, “ twas an ‘uncle.’ dear, I suppose.

— Virna Sheard.
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The Birds’ Ball.
I

CIO.
mention that these three last-

“ No, Willie, deal,” said mamma, “no more 
cakes to-night. Don't you know you cannot sleep 
on a full stomach ?"

“ Well,” replied Willie, “1 van sleep on my 
hack.”

getting ready for the Birds’ Ball, 
hie, either, for all things wanted to help. 

“ What can we do? ’ said the Breezes. well
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