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summit. Eagerly she gazed ground,
north, south, east and west; yet noth-
ing but leagues and leagues of un-
broken forest met her eyes. Nothing
Jooked familiar; there was not a soli-
tary landmark to point the homeward
way. The last hope died within her
heart, and she sank, faint and ex-
hausted upon the grass.

Then again came that sweet whis-
per, singing In her thoughts: ‘‘Fear
not, for I am with thee.” ' ‘“The
eternal- God is thy refuge, and under—
neath are the everlasting arms.’
Again the sense of that strong, pro-
tective Presence ' soothed her fears,
and overcome with fatigue, she fell
asleep.

When June awoke the afternoon was
waning. Somewhat aetreshed from
her slumber, she ‘arose and’ gathered
handfuls of strawberries' that were
sprinkled - plentifully = through the
grass, and these partially satisfied the
cravings. of hunger and thirst. Feel-
ing incapable of any further effort she
then lay down again under the friend-
ly shade of an oak tree, hopmg', trust-
ing, waiting.

As the evening shadows lengthened,
the woods became filled with - the
sweet, echoing melodies of bird songs.
A few voices she knew, but many were
as yet unfamiliar. A little company
of warblers, variously marked with
yellow and black and.. white and
orange, passed through the low bushes
near her, lisping their little call notes,
or tnllmg their simple melodies. A
scarlet tanager flashed, flame-like, in
and out amid the deep green foliage,
while a bluebird perched just above
her head and sang his cheery ‘song.
There was a flash of black and white
in a rosy-beam, and a rose-breasted
grosbeak, the beautiful bird that had
sung in her dreams _that long-ago
morning on the Island, alighted in a
poplar tree only a few feet away, and
poured forth his rich, sweet madrigal.
Then up from the tree-tops in  the
valley floated the wistfully tender,
sweetly varied strain of the hermit
thrush, the liquid, melting measures
of the wood thrush, and the ““wood-
notes of the veery.’”” There was a
rustling sweep of wings close to her
tace; and a whip-poor-will, that bird
of shadows and of mystéry, settled in
the grass only a few inches from her
hand and uttered its plaint of woe.
Qver the valley a night hawk circled
and swooped, and a white owl flew
across the setting sun. Did the birds

know that one who loved them was

lonely? And were they telling her in

their own sweet language to hope and

trast and pray?

As_she listened, June felt impelled
tA join her own _voice in this evensong
of love, and raising herself she sang

ker evening hymn, The birds drew

dloser around theu‘ little human friend

:'nd thrilled the air with a wild ecstacy

joy.
Hark! What was that? Scarcely

drawing a breath ‘in- the inténsity of

ker eagerness, June listened. It came
again on the wind—a long,
qall. - Some one must be

ker and bring her home to-night—to
Brownie and Robin and Aunt Hilda,
and her own little white bed? With

her strength she answered
_but her voice was faint and

How could she expect to be heard 3

Once, twice again there came that fary

awayv “Halloo !” and then it m hear?
”0 more.

The stars came out one by ors, and

‘and  sleepy

with  little ﬂutterlng
Qmeted down and

songs the birds

, attempt,

spicily  sweet, .
laden with white. blossoms, ' exquisite
* blooms olfk p:;rk laurel, and tn&:nd
grasses, like fairy powder puffs, i
‘contributed to the drumlikeﬁndima_ i
of this wild garden in the woods. .
It was a beautiful place to.go to-

far-zmw ‘
her. Could it be that they woultf find

m ctn._» ;

‘home to Rose I

' ‘pray‘k
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went to sleep.. June, too, pillowed her

. head upon ‘the dewy grass, and in

dreams visited the dear little home on
Rose Island. After a time she awoke,
and, sitting with her hands clasped
around her knees, she thought of
many things.

How strange and solemn it seemed
there alone on the hill-top in that silent
midnight hour! The moonlight fell
in silver splendour over the wide, still
world, and the great blue dome of the
sky was spangled with a million mil-
lion stars.  The air was soft and
warm, and not a breath of wind whis-
pered among the myriads of forest
leaves. From far away echoed the
eerie ory of a loon, and a wood thrush
ﬂuted one silver strain, then hushed
again to rest.

June wondered at the deep calm that
had fallen over her heart, and why she
felt no fear. Her spirit was steeped
in the mystic beauty of the night; and
awed with its grandeur and immen-
sity, but she was not afraid. As she
sank again to sleep it seemed doubt-
ful if she would ever wake again; but
waking or sleeping, she felt that all
would be well.
~ The-next morning, after a breakfast
of strawberries and wood-sorrel blos-
soms, she set out falteringly in the
direction of thaticall. Home must be
over there. ' It seemed very, very far
away, and her strength was ebbing
fast, but she must at least make the
Besides,
thirsty, and there¢ was no water on the
hill. Into the forest-clad valley then
she véntured, but ‘made little “head-
way, for she had to rest so often.
Flowers she had never seen before and
birds of strange and beautiful plum-
age cheered the painful, lonely way,
but home seemed never any mearer.
At last she gave up the quest, and
sinking in utter exhaustion upon the
moss, iell asleep:

Just at sunset ‘June awoke, and
raising herself upon her elbow, gazed
around her. - She had not noticed be-
fore what a beautiful spot this was—a
little open glade among the pines and
tamaracks. In the soft, springy moss,

checkered with a lacy network of.

woven sun and shadow, stood a troop
of pink ladies’ slippers, floating airily
and gracefully on their slender stems.

Here, too, was a colony of pitcher

plants, their queer little green 'pitch-
ers filled mtl? water, and their tall,
peculiarly fragrant, greenish pink and

- purple flowers a delight even to June’s

tired .eyes. ~Labrador tea, snowy and

swamp  blackberries

sleep in, Summoning all her remain-

_ing strength, June obeyed a sudden
. “impulse to sing the words’ that rose
- unbidden  to hu-)xps--- -

- ‘Anywbere with “Jesus I can go g et
* While the \quxet shadows x‘ound tbont

me creep,

- sweet home.’’

she fell lee anddream"
Then again she fell as il

ed that Robin came an

(7‘0 be cmtimml)
» un :

She Refused It

% “Here s som

“1 think 1 have hell'd
;_w!ntlmtfs. ,
ahnBilm” This was a s:

she was very-
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Dear< Cousins,—There is a great,
long icicle just outside my window;
and the sun and‘ Jack Frost are having
a fight,
him and Mr. Sun is trying: his véry
best to ‘melt him away, so every now
and then I look up from my table to
see how they are gettng on.g 1 think
Mr. Sun is winning, but the icicle
iz melting very, very slowly. He has
several little brothers and sisters on
each side of him, though, and they
keep dropping off, one by one, so my
poor, old icicle w1ll be very lonely,
I fear if he does stav on the roof.

I am writing to you with my win-
dow wide open and looking squth,
even though it is cold weather. The air
is beautiful, and every mow:and then

‘a cool, little breeze -makes the bare

branches rattle. There are lots of
squirrels up here, and yesterday I-got
so close to a big black fellow that I
could almost count the hairs in his
big, bushy tail. One of the boys
christened him Mr. Bushytail, and 1
think that is ‘a 'beautiful mame. I’m

not in the country, though you might
easily think it. No; I’'m stlll in the
city, but not the smoky, noisy part.
I am away up on a hill, and when I

go out I can see the city stretching .

away on each side of me for ever so
far. There is one good thing about
being a Cousin Mike. 1 don’t have
to be in the office always, though I've
got to go back soon-—before 1 write
you another letter.

Big Brother Icicle has just dtopped
off with quite a loud crack, -consid-
ering his size.
could see them all?

Jack Frost is trying to keep: -
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28, Save thou us out of his hand,
29. And " he forsook the Lord~
of his fathers.
30. And he camed a\vay all Je
salem and all the princes. :
Please do/not forget to write, rﬁi
c£ge on YOUr answers..
Last date for rece.vxng' am
Friday, February I8t, 7 e
This is a specially long
that the far-away Western a
cousins may get a better

With love and good wishes for this =

competmon,

Your affectionate
‘Cousin M)ke
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Thou -shalt not come “down from
that bed on which thou art gone up.
2. There came down ﬁre from:
' heaven.
3. Knowest thou thut the Lor&
take awny thy maﬂer frvm thy
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“the clerk in the store. Snﬂ;iathﬁ Wu k ‘.‘

man. She wouidn’t be put Of"*ith-

*'a.n inferior 'substitute ; she insisted on ¢

_having the best_toilet prepara paration. on -
West & Co., Whole-

it St., “Torono. -
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in the .second book of ' :
K ngs, do the followmg texts occui'?:},




