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FROGS AT SCHOOL.
DY GEORGE COOPER.

TwENTY froggies wond #o school,
Down besido a rashy pool ;
Twenty Hitlo coats of groen,
Twenyy vests, all whito and cleon,
« Wo musi bo in $imo,” sald thoy :
“ Firgy wo suudy, s$hen wo play;
This i3 how wo keep the rule
Wheon wo froggles go $o school.”

Master Bullfrog, grave and storn,
Colled sho classes In their surn;
Taughs $hem how tu nobly shrive,
Likewiso how %o leap and dive;

I'rom his seat upon the log

Showed thom how to say “ Ker-chog!”
Also bow o dodge a blow

I'rom $ho syicks which bad boys throw.

Dwonsy froggies grow up fash;
Bullfrogs tEoy became at lngh;
Not ope dunce umon§ $ho lod,
Nobone lesgon {"tey forgos;
Polished in a high dogroe,

As each froggle ought $0 be ;
Now shey sfb on other logs,
Teashing other litdlo frogs.
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TRANSMIGRATION OF SOULS.

WE have recontly read an intercsting
sjory. A coloured man, just before he died,
told his wifo that ho should probably
come back to her a3 a yellow dog. ¢

16 cloges thus:

“Standing a4 the door, the old lady
watched ber visitors going and gazed re-
flactively $oward she asparagus bed, where
the feathery braunches waved mysteriously,

**Suthin's in thora !’ shesaid. Presently
the muzz'e of a yellow dog appeared and
after it bis lank body. Slowly ho crept
up %0 her.

“*Well, I novor! Whore'd you come
from? Sho! Go'way!’ Bub the dog was
a4 her food, and something in his dark
appenling oyos held her spell-bound. A
chill soized her. She breathed fasy; then
rallying, grasped a broom.

“*Git outen th’ yard !I' The dog crouched
and licked her shoe.

“‘He sald how’s he might come back a
pore yaller dog!' The broom dropped
weakly. ‘John Bascom, ef so be your
spirid is come back $o me In this beass, as

o said, gimme a sign!’ Two shaggy paws
feapod upon her shoulders and $here was
a dog's warm tongue on her cheok.

““Woll, John,’ she sald ‘ of so be as it is

you, why stay an’' I'll try %o geb used o
ou!'

o But a queer twinkle came Into her face

as she added, ' Now i's my surn 4o hev th'’

lead. @it under $h’ stova and stay shere,

John Bascom !' "—Our Dumb Animals.

PHE INNER VOIQE,

I saw a little aspotted turéle sunning
lself In the shallow water. I lifted the
shick in my hand %o kill the harmless
repiile; for though I had never killed any
creature, yed I had seen other boys, ous of
spord, destroy birds, equirrels, and the like,
and I had a disposition %o follow their
wicked example; but all as once some-
thing chetked my little arm, and a volge
wl me #aid, clear and loud, “If is
wrong.” 1 held my uplifted stlok in
wonder at #he new cmotion, 41l the énrile
vanished from sight.

I hastened home, and #old she $ale to my
mother, and asked what i§ was thad sold
me 14 was wrong. She wiped a $ear from
her eye, and, 4 me In her arms, said:
“Some men call i# consclencs, bus I prefer
$o call s the voice of God in the soul of
man. If you lisken and obey, ié will speak
clearer and clearer, and always guide you

81 right; but if you turn a deaf ear cr dis-

obey, then it will fade out little by litile,

and leave you all in the dark without a

guide. Your life depends, my boy, on
eeding thah little volce."—Parier,

WHERE ARE THEY?

“I1's strange where Ed and Willle hide
their dreasurvs, $he candy they made, the
nuis they bought, 4he new books, and all !”
crled Maud, their slster.

“ And themselves $00,” crled Susie, sheir
other sister.,

“I've hunted everywhere! In the barn,
the hen-coop, all she #rees, in $he garred!”
cried Maud, again.

“1 hear 'emnow. Don't yon? Listen!”
orled Susie.

A low hum of voices near shem eould
certainly be heard,

“Iv's somewhere aboud this woodhouss,
though I can't see where, for the wood is
piled #o $he very top,” cried Maud.

Susie had already pulled off her shoes,
and climbing firah on she fence, then into a

treo, was on the roof of $hat building in a
minute, :

A little trap-door opened, and Ed's head
peepad out; Willlo's $oo.

“They've caughd us!” cried the boysa
" Gomo {n, ladies, and tako a seat.”

What had $hese boys done? Cub a
gquare hole Io the roof of $he woodhouso,
pud hinges on ib, thrown oub $he wood
underneath, and lined thelr nest with hay

“ Please pass $he 'freshments!” s:id she
girls.

(PHE WINTER LAND.
BY W. E. LITTLEWOOD,

INTO a doaolate land
White with the drifted snow,
Into a weary land
Our truant footsteps go;
Yeb doth shy care, O Father,
Ever thy wanderers keop ;
Still doth thy love, O Shepherd,
Follow $hy sheep,

Over the pathless wild
Do I no# sse him comes—

Him who shall bear me bagck,
Him who shall lead me home ?

Listen! between the storm-gusts,
Unto the siraining ear

Comes no# the cheering whisper,
* Jegus is near"?

Over me he is bending ;
Now I can safely res,

Found a$ the last and cllngl.ng
Cloge o the Shepherd’s breast.

So led mo iie il ihe foid-beils
Sound on the homeward track,

And the rejoleing ls
Weloomg us bao?}ge

HOW THEY KNEW DINAH.

LiL1AR, Gerirude, Harold, and Stuars
had a sweeb litble kitsy named Dinah. She
was very black and very cunning. One

day, just before supper, a sirange black |
kitben walked into the house, and they all .

agroed $hat she mush go away, as some
other children might be waiting for her to
come home; and 8o they pus her oud of
doors, and drove her off, Vghile they were
eating supper, a lithle soratching was heard
and the children, looking around, saw a

black kitten on the window-sill, trying to |

get in, ‘

“I¥e Dinah!” “IV¥'s the strange kis-
fen!” “I§ s Dinah!”

“ Well, children,” said papa, “now les
each one tell why he thinks i is, or ianos,
Dinah” |

“I4hink it Is Dinah because it is black,
and jush her size," said Lilian,

“Uerbrude looked carefully, and ex-

claimed: “I don’t think i is” Dinah, be- |

cause her syes are larger and wilder ! ”
“Do you see the white spob on her
throat 1” asked Harold. “I§ is smaller
than Dinah's.”
" Now, Stuard,” said paps, turning to
$he youngess. “is i8 Dinah or nos 2"
“ 1818 nok” “Sure?” “Yes” * Why1"
“ Dinah is under the table '"—Sunday
School Times.
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