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selves in the flelds, just like prtty gold
pennies dropped suddenly from a giant
hand on the green for child fingers ta
pick up. And, anc day, the inorning-
glory seeds poked their littie green nases
Up above the warm earth and looked
about them te sec what the world was
like. 1

They mst bave found it a very good
world to live in, for t]ic next morning
cachi littie seed bad unfalded two green
Iceaves above a short stem. From that
day it -was wonderful how the little
green stalks grcw; and as thcy -Were se
close together, and eaclh sending out
tiny tendrils ike fingers, tbey clung ta,
each other like littie chldren, not quite
sure of their -way until tbey became one
strang, green, swaying vine neacing
always up toward the sun.

The vine limbed and limbed until

I

litle Mary Lad ta put, up a stick for it

It chimbed te the top of the stick and
sent out little floating tendrils. Then
the gardener came to help Mary. Heè
fastened a long card'ta1 the top ai the
window, and the morning-glory vine kept
climbing U'ntil it atretched above the
window, and was a beautiful green vine
with hundreds of pretty leaves.

As i t grew, it sent ont tiny buds, and
<as the buds grew, they talked to, each
other about the warm sun and the good
nain and the wind that rocked them, in
their vine cradîca.

At night, when little Mary put on ber
white nightgawn. and cuddled dawn
among the piilows, the vine told the buds
pret-ty býedtime atonies.

It was really bedtime for the. buds,
too, for their eyes were beginning te
close, se the big vine had wonderful tales
ta, tell of the rosy dawn, of the blue Bsky
with its white clouda and of the great,
far, unchanging purple inountains.

Hlow the budu did love the bedtime
etonies! And each day, wh-en they feIt,
the waninth of the puh, they would say,
"Dear Mother-vîne, shall we open our
eyes and blossom to-day V?'

And the mother-vine WOUh4 answer>
"O0h, n&, flot yet. 'You are only budin
now, and yau have no caler. You. wilI
be beautiful when you blossom."

Sa they' taflked together in whispers,
for they were shy at the thought of
being beautiful

"«Oh, if I coula be pink and rosy, like
the dawnlI said one bud. "The vine
says the clar of the dawn in, like a rose-
petal and like the pink of a baby'a
ftngerY.

",Could anytbing b. more loveIy tbaaL
th"at"

«II should like to b. bine," said au-
other bud. "Wauld not that b. a glad
colar? Bluie like the sky, wlth little
tanches of the white ai the Claud$, for'
the clauda send us the rain; and the vine
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* "An egg a chieken! don't tell me!
%For din' t 1 break anl egg ta sec?
There was nothing inside but a yellow

baIl,
With a bit of mucilage round it al-

Neither beak nor bill,
Non toe non quill,
Not even a feather
To hold it together;

Not a igu -of lýfe could any ane sec.
An egg a. chicken! You can't f ool me!

"An egg a chicken! Didn't 1 pick
Up the very sheli that had held the

chick-
So they said-didn't I work haif a day
To pack 1dmin whcrc he couldn't stay?

Let me try as I please,
With squeeze upon squeeze,
There is scarce room to meet
His head and bis feet.

'No roomn for any of the -rest of him-so
The egg neyer beld that chicken, I knaw."

Mamma beard the logic af ber littie iman,
Fet his trouble, and helped bim as

mother's can.
Took an egg from the nest - it was

smaoth and round;
"Now, my boy, eau you tell nie what

makes this sound?'"
Faint and low, tap, tnp;
Sharp and quick,
Like a prisaner'a pick.

"Hear it pecp, inside there T" cied Tom
with a shout,

"lHow did it get in, and how eau it get
eut?2"

Tom was eager ta help-he could break
the shel;

Mamma smiled and said, "AIl's wei! that
ends well.

D3e patient awltile yet my boy. Click,
elick,

%And out popped the head of a dear little
chick.

No roam had it Iacked,
Though snug it was packed;
There it was, ail complote,
From its head to its feet.

The softest of down, and the brigitest
af eyes,

And sa big-wby, the sheli wasn't haîf
its pize.

Tom gave a long whistle. "Manima,
Tow I See

That egg is a chieken-though the how
beats nie;

An egg isn't a cbicken, that I know and
declare,

Yet an egg is a chicken-see the proof
of it there.

Nobody can tell
How it came in that sheli;
Once out, ail in vain
Would I pack it again.

1 tbink 'tis a. miracle, inamma mine ?"

Mamma kissed ber'boy. "It maybc
that we try

Too much reasoning about things, sinie-
times, you and I.

There arc miracles -%rougit evcry day
for our eyes

That wc sec without sceing or feeling
surprise;

And of ton we must
Even take on trust
What we cannot explain
Very well again.

From the flowcr ta the seed, from tlue
sccd ta the flower,

'Tis a world of miracles cvery hour."
.- I'Youth's Campanion."

Why the Mornlng Glorles wear'
Pmetty Dresses

By Phila Butler Bowman

Onp day Mary, plantcd a 'handful of
mflori-iingglorv sýeds, and as slîe as a

vevlittle girl, she planted them vcry
cletogethcr, and thcy lay for a long,

tilne sleeping vcry contcntedly.
Ihen, anc day the robins came bo0p-

piflg along the spring lawns, the frogs
beIgan calîing "kree-kr-e-e"ý witb a
lung thrilling note, telling as plainly as

f 'vknew how that springy was reallr
collie; and the dandelions showed thcmi-
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The, Darnles Stocing
for BOYS

Mothers get out- of practice lu
darning when their boys wea
Buster Brown Stoclcings. The
Buster Brown la the ideal atokg
for boys, weli shaped and Bpilend i
looldng. They are made of the

à3tongsilong fibre. cottom, spèCW
ially twisted and tested for dura-
bility, with double "le and thre e-
pjy heel and toe to resist thebar'd
wear every healthy boy gives his
stockings.

Buy
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MILLS AT HAMILTON AND WIELLAND., ONTARIO
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