
O ~ A siUBEf IlIDING.PLACE.

solra. Miss blausie walked out ana day,
1via w the world in lier own email wayo

1 h aoped in tho grnary, and thora, eha
li 8spied

or grandpàbe saddla. and *slipped ineide.
oh 1 this Ioyaly pudding," Ila cried in

I really think it was put haro for ama.
O ili lino xny nest se nica and warm,

na kcop niy littie once safe froin hara."

o ta work sha wavnt with claws and tceth,
d pullad the pad ding from underncath;

uut a it scattered upon the floar
K<i suddan step was hourd ut the door.
AT oor inouse quaked in draadful foar
-a bien eho saw gradpa canaing near.

What'é thie-a anouse1" sean grandpa
cries,

&nd ta catch poar aueia trias.

o Il round and round thoy scamprred fast,
il] maueie disappearaet t et.

t Il searching proves of ne avai-
bals Snfely hid frein nose to tait.
athinks seo cau't be found ta-day,

a h ie businces turne away;
~a whlie was her hiding-place mecure?

ounover will guese, I am very sure.

lien grandpa waa Iooking the other way,
0 gh lipped in hie pocket and there sahe

]D~ly.
-lie searched and searched, but could net

So
kswi ore that naughty niause cau!d poesibly

3 t - u s ut his work lie trudged about,
qu 1i8s Mousie mon from hie mind elipped.

~f4 out,
' ~Iil his hand in his pocket for gloven ha

sent,
8i - wen-Out juniped Miss Mousie and away

LI he went.
rok

~ TE MORNINO SONG.
PY . W. BUCKINGUAM.

O.1, VEiWy few chuldrcn, probably, avez
* ,ýwakcn early onough ta heur the birdd>
~' HIallelujah Chorus," as the sun takes hih
t rat peep nt the earth, sweet and frcst

li'f-,ro er bath af anidnight dew, sud bidi

%r What la it like about thr-e o'clock on o
i juramer morning ? Would yoiz like tc

U now ?
ne Suppose I ébould. cuit yen at that heur

ldý. t '7ut should we heur and mea
et Lus try il, Haro 1 ui Wulccup

S litLle Sleopyhoad.
aow dark it je 1 What fla' waakex

]TAPPY DAYS.

une ut the doad ul naglit; Thora is nut a
saund te break thei docp silence.

Came' don't go te sloop again. Hava
yen noyer hourd

The darkcat heur i- just Meore tha dawn-
ing"Ob?

So! uiroady it is not se dark a it Wall
five minutes lige.

Hark !thora la a faint twitter eut in tho
vines by yoaar window.

Ail lsaetili again. That wus semae bird
droaming. But nef1 theo it cornes sigain,
that tender, slacpy Sound frein the birds
in their neste and tucked under the loaves

Now yen clin seo dim outlines of the
furniture lu your reom.

Suddeniy, eut in the barnyard, chan-
tiecr crows eut his naerning challenge.
Instantly thoe le a rustling of wings, and
a robin eprings out froua hie Icafy covart,
and, wide awako and ulert, answors hlm
with a faw loud cates, the praluda ta a
buret of cntatic sang. The eparrowa lu
the vines nudge and scold thair siocpy
neighbours until oery one is awake and
adding hie feeble notes ta sealt the grow-
ing chorus. Barnyard aiter barnyurd
sonde eut its dorieon notes. The thrush
shakos down its Iiquid melody fran> the
topniout bough af every tait troc. The
ctbtbird fargets his disagrecable " meiow,
and trille and quavers a gracious, pretty
Boug. The flicker drums and cultea lond
ta hie mate. The sang spurrow adds its
silvcry Sweet rausie.

Now it ie ait liglit, gray and pale, with
a dawning blush Btealing aver the sky.
Net ail the birds are awake as yet. New
and then is hourd a soft, sfcepy, cooing dry;
but ne bird could sloep throughi such a
concert as thie, and the haziest shakes eut
his rumpled feathers, tbrows off his sloop-
incas, snd hurrice ta jein the glad chorus
that welcomes the coming day.

The rasy flush epreads and deeponti,
-until the whole sky je crimsoned, aind the
vcry grues und leaves refleet tho glewing

*hue. 7Up, up, leoups the sun, aind ut hie
caming aeory tunoful thraat pours

i eut iLs joyene lay. What a mad burst af
i music! Now the sun shows hie full broad
tdisc, sud swiftly mounts ahove the horizon.
Every tree, every buah, and every dewy

6vine ie trcmbling with the waves of sang.
>Every bird in ail the regien round msee

filled wlth rupture.
The resy flush fades sway in the cientr

golden liglit, the louves and grass loac
thleir tint of red, sud sparklo with myriada
of diaxuends and silver sheen. The air la

i awcot, frcsh, and clear ,tho flowern unclosc

their foldc'd 1 'otai-t. anit shako -but thoir
sweetperfumee& Ail the.whilo thojul-ilate
incre.e# iii volume uand richuces

You uauy go lc ki &1 an d te tilorp if
you lika ; the heaur iwyet t.oo early fur ywi.
but you must draw the ahiutteru. for t
su> etreamns in nt Vie window ne if ta shailla
lazy cftatureA into cnjoymut of the day.

Hlava yau lcaruod nothing froin thio
norniing concert of sang' aIf the b-irds
lift up thear voice &in gla, jubilant bu"ga
of praire at the return of day, iturely you
ouglit to liftyour hecurt and voico ini grati-
fiad praiso te your honvenly Father for
hie Ioving cureo f yen througl i ta igit
Do you thank h>ii and praise in ecry
rnorning 1 If you have net dene se bore-
talera, dÔ it oer alLer this.

BEINO POZATE TO CA1UfL4.
Comiz and Eoo Captain Carte1" shoutod

Albert, as ho Spicd Hienry and George
down thù street a littie way.

Ol how did you teachI hini to hold bis
head stili 7 Shako, aptain.» said Iiarry*
oirering tho dog hie h:and, into which the
good fclIcw put his right paw with ail tfîo
digrity of a neldier.

llow did I teacli himV' Baid Albert.
«,VWhy, by boing petite to han."

"lBeing paiLe ta faim? 0., Who Oeor
hourd ai being petite to a dog" altoutod
George,

IlWall, now, i guass Carte knowa wiion
Yen ara peitLe I3 wall as anybodly. Juîsb
you speak raugbly to him. and yau'il lice
how sioon lie'll drop laie bond and tait and
try ta maya off. But if you eay. ' CAne,
Carlo-nico fellcw.' lie looks as plowu.c an
cian be. Dea was julit ae prend na coul.1 l'o
when ho lcarned ta kccp hi bint on. làc.
cau-;c we sait pritiseil and complimnented
hilm no."

«Wall, if yau don". taik the funnis-n.t ar
anybady 1 oer Kaw. 1 tfaought people
only bad ta be petite tu companyM ssaid
George.

"0I don't knov-, only what mainsa srayq,
aind ehe tal- mea that truco Christian people
wcro pett ta cvcrybody."

4Doge and sait 1" said Ilenry.
I'Yen; te your own people andi dloge

more thun ta other peopleand dog4. lhc.
causa yen onght to love thn bests

'Wall, I nover 1t" qua Henry; "'but 1

shn i' a pretty good way.*"

IT le Raid tisat " brn.ins will tell"' Sore
M tmos they will, and Pamatùnoa thay

sWli not, Sonietimes thr more hrsiin*, a
man han the leus lae toile Children, this
menans net ta talk toc tnuch.


