HAPPY DAYS,.
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" 4 QUEER HIDING- PLACE.

rtLE Miss Mousio walked out one day,
b0 view tho world in her own small way,
2o peeped in the granary, and there sho
¥ spicd
M) cor grandpa’s saddle, and ‘slipped inside.
§Oh ! this lovely padding,” sho cried in
gleo;

I really think it was put hero for me.
WT'will lino my nest so nice and warm,
A nd keep my little ones safo from barn,"

: o to work sho went with claws and teeth,
8 nd pulled the padding from underneath;

A sudden step was heard at tho door.

&P oor mousie quaked in dreadful fear
BVhen she saw grandpa coming near.
What's this—a mouse!” soon grandpa
! cries,

’ ‘And to catch poor mousto tries.

Il round and round they scawpcred fast,
ill mousie disappears at last.
1l searching proves of no avail—
he's safely hid from nose to tail.
¢ thinks sho can't be found to-day,
)And to his business turns away;
d where wag her hiding-place secure?
ou never will guess, I am very sure.

hen grandpa was looking the other way,
he slipped in his pocket and there she

lay.
hw“}h searched and searched, but could not
3 seo
kll: ore that naughty mouse could possibly
bo;

ut ag at his work he trudged about,
iss Mousie soon from his mind slipped
out,

|
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s ill his hand in his pocket for gloves he
@'*4  gent,

18- When—out jumped Miss Mousie and away

at ! she went.
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THE MORNING SONG.
} : BY E, W, BUCKINGHAM.

.1 Verr few children, probably, over

A woken early enough to hear the birde’

Hallelnjah Chorus,” as thesun takes his

s st peep at the carth, sweet and fresh

rom her bath of midnight dew, and bids
r * Good-morning.”

What is it like about three o'clock on a
ummer morning? Would you like to
now ?

Suppose I ghould call you at that hoar.
-What should we heur and see ?

#{ Letus try it. Here I am. Wake up,
2 littlo sleopyhead.
How dark it is!
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What fol’ wuken

ono at tho doad of mght: Thero is nut o
sound to brenk the deep silence.

Como' don't go to slecp again. Havo
you novor heurd

*“ The darkest hour is just before the dawn-
ing ”» ?

Sco ! already it is not so dark nsit wos
five minutes ago.

Hark ¢ thero is a faint twitter out in tho
vines by your window.

All is still again. That wns somo bird
droaming. Bat no! thero it comes sgain,
that tender, sleepy sound from tho birds
in their nests and tucked under the leaves:

Now you can sco dim outlines of the
furniture in your room.

Suddenly, out in the barnyard, chan-
ticleor crows out his morning challenge.
Instantly there is a rustling of wings, and
a robin springs out from his leafy covort,
and, wide awako and alert, answors him
with & few loud calls, the prelude to o
burst of ecstatic song. Tho sparrows in
the vines nudge and scold their sleepy
neighbours until overy oune is awake and
adding his feoble notes to swell the grow-
ing chorus. Barnyard after barnyard
sends out its clarion notea The thrush
shakes down its liquid melody from the
topmost bough of every tall tree. The
centbird forgets bis disagrecable *meiow,”
and trills and quavers a gracious, pretty
song. The flicker drums and calls aloud
to his mate. The song sparrow adds xts
silvery sweet music.

Now it is all light, gray and pale, with
a dawning blush stenling over the sky.
Not all the birds are awakoe as yet. Now
and then i3 heard a soft, sleepy, cooing ery ;
but no bird could sleep through such a
concert as this, and the laziest shakes out
his rumpled feathers, throws off his sleep-
iness, and hurries to join the glad chorus
that welcomes the coming day.

The rosy flush spreads and deepens,

‘until the whole sky is crimsoned, and the

very grass and leaves reflect the glowing
hue. Up, up, leaps the sun, and at his
coming every tuneful throat pours
out its joyous lay. What a mad burst of
music! Now the sun shows bis full broad
disc, and swiftly mounts above the borizon.
Every tree, every bush, and every dewy
vipe ie trembling with the waves of song.
Every bird in all the region round seems
filled with rapture.

The rosy flush fades away in the clear
golden light, tho leaves and grass lose
vheir tint of red, and sparkle with myriads
of diamonds and silver sheen. The air is
sweot, fresh, and clear, tho flowers unclose

their folded petals, and shake ut their
sweot perfumes.  All the whilo the jutulate
increascs in volume and richuces

You may go hack to bed and to slocp if
you liko ; tho hour ir yet too early fur you,
Lut you must draw tho shutters, for the
sup stroams in at the window na if to shnno
Inzy creatures into enjoywment of tho day.

Have you learned nothing fromn this
morning concert of soug’ If tho lins
hift up their voices in glad, julalant songs
of praice at the return of day, surely you
cught to lift your heart and voice in grati-
fied praiso to your bhoavenly Father for
his loving care of you through the night.
Do you thank him and praise hun every
morning 7 If you have not done so here-
tofore, do it evor after this

BEING POLITE TO CARLO.

* CoME and sco Captain Carlo'" shouted
Albert, 0a ho spied Henry and Georgo
down the streot a little way.,

*“0 how did you teach him to hold his
head atill?  Shake, Captain,” snid Harry,
offering tho dog his hand, into which the
good fellew put his right paw with all tho
digrity of a soldier.

“How did I teach him1" smd Albert
“ Why, by being polite to him "

“ Being polite to him? O, who over
heard of being polite to & dog'” shouted
QGeorge.

* Well, now, I gucss Carlo knows when
you are politc ns well ns anybody. Just
you speak roughly to him, and you'll seo
how soon he'll drop his head and tail and
try to move off.  But if you say. *Come,
Carlo—nico fellow,” ho looks us pleared an
can be. He wags just ns prond as could he
when he learned to keep his hat on, bo-
causo we all praised and complimented
him 80.”

“Well, if you don’t talk the funniest of
anybody I cever saw. I thought peoplo
only had to be polite to company,” said
George.

“Idon’t know, only what mamun says,
and she tolZ me that truo Christinn people
were polite to everybody.”

“Dogs and ali 7" said Henry.

“Yes; to your own pcople and dogs
more than to other people and dogs. be.
cause you ought to love them best.”

“Well, I nover!” said Henry: “but [
think it's a pretty good way.”

It is said that “ brains will tell” Some
times thoy will, and rometimes they
will not. Sometimes the more brains o

man has the less he tolla  Children, this
; means not to talk too wmuch



