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BLSIE MARLEY AND HER PIGS.

v RBlsle Merloy is gcown so fine,
8he won't got up 0 serve . .o FWING,
Bat les in till eight or nine,
And suraly sbe does tako her time."

(Mother Goose.)

Now, dear little people, I happen to knuw
more nbout Elsie Marley and hor pigs than
Mother Goose does—a little pig told me all
abouat it!  Elsic's mamma and papa lived on
a littlo farm in the country, and such a snug
littlo cuttage. Thoy had two cheldren—EKlsio
and her baby brother, just two yrarsold. One
day in June before daybreak sir. and Mm.
Marloy were moving about tho house, pre-
saung to go to town, four or five wiles away.
Mr. Marloy was to take vegetables, frait,
chickens and eggs to sell, and his wife wanted
to got somo muslin and calicy and sco her
aunt, who lived in the town. The baby was
to go too, but Elsie was to bo left at homo as
there was not roomw for her in the spring wag.
gon, and then somo one must feed tho chick.
ens and pigs.

Just before she left Mra. Marley gave Elsio,
who was sound asleop, a good shaking, and
told her she must get up right away, and
must be sure and feed the pigs and chickens
and tidy up the house. *Oh, yes, ma'am,”
said Elsie brightly, but after her mother left
and all was quict, she could not resist another
nice little = .p—* just for a fow minutes,” she
. told hersolf sleepily. But we all know what
| that mengs! The hours passed, and still lazy
| Elsie slept and dreamed the time away ! The
| sun stared in at the window and tried his best
tv wake Ler, but in vain |

In the meantime the pigs were getting
hungrier and hungrier: “ Squesk, squeak!”
waid one little pig; “I'm starved to death
nearly. Why don't someone bring me some-
thing to cat?” *“You nearly starved to
death' You are always thinking of your-
self,” grunted a mamma pig crossly. “ How do
vou suppose [ feel 7"

“It is too bad we must depend upon lazy
little grirls to give us our breakfast,” said the
wise paps pig, “ they do not know what it is
to be hungry.” “ Ugh, ugh,” snorted an im-
patient and very fat little pig, “I can’t wait
any longer. I feel that I'm growing thinner
every minute.” Gradually th: nigs gathered
Juser together and held a consultation—and
this is what they decided to do.

Elsie's bedroom was on the ground floor,
and they determined to sry and waken her
themselves. The whole herd ran acress the
harn-yard—irightening the ducks and chick-
ens out of their feathers, who though hungry
were naturally more patient and less greedy
than the pigs—straight on to Elsie’s window,
where they gave her such a serenade! You
never heard a louder ond, I'm sure! Still
Elsie slept like the seven sleepers!

T!.- impatient little pig could stand it no
lunger: He ds<ted around to the back door.
Now, as luck would have it, Mrs. Marley had
left this door open, and the baby had run
back to kiss Elrie “ good-by.” and left all the
uthers open.  When ae little pig found this
out he squealed triumphantly to the others.

In a sccond they wore around hiwm. In the
houso they wont, grunting and squenling, run-
ning agninst chairs, upsotting Luckets, until
they burst into Elsie’s room itself. Here was
fun. for Elsio was a very careless littlo girl
and left her things on the floor ard overy-
where.  One pig chewed her hair-ribbon,
another picked up her doll in his mouth got
ting hor fine clothes all wot, and frightening
her torribly  Thoy scattered her clothes . all
tho time mnking such a coamotion that at
last Elsiv awoke.

She thought at first it must be a dronin
when she sat up in bed, and was very much
frightened. \When she realized that it wos
really true, she soon scrambled out of bed and
drove them out Then she hurried to dress,
ate her breakfast, and gave the pigs, ducks
and chickens theirs. But it was so late now .
and so hot, that she decided to wait until late
in the afternoon to tidy the house ~and what
do you think ! Her mamma and papa came
home befure she hod mnade the beds or dusted
and swopt :

Just think how ashamed she must have
beeni Do you think she ever slept so late
again? Tho little pig that told me about it
did not know.—D. R.C.

T7HE SISTER MONTHS.

(By Lucr Laacos, In St Nicholas.)

When April stops anide fer May,

Like d‘;amon all the rain drops glisten;
Prosh violots open every day ,

To some net bird each hour wo listen.

The children with tho stronmlets sing,
When April stops at 1ast her weoping ;
And overy happy growing thiug
Laughs liko a babe just roused from alooping.

Yot April wators, yoar by yoar,
For Iaggard May, hor thiraty flowers ;
And May, in gold of sunbeams clear,

Pays April tor hier aflvery showers.

All flowers of spring are not May's own ;
The c¢rocus can not ofton kiss her ,

The snowdrop, ero she comor, has flown ;
Tho earliest violois aiways miss her.

Nor does Afay claim the whole of spriog ;
Sho lesves to April blossoms teader,
That closely to the warm turf cling,
Or swng from tree-bonghs. high and slender.

And May-flowers bloom before May comns
To cheer a littlo April's eadness,
Tho pesch-bud glows, tho wild bee hums
And wind-flowers wave 1n gracefal glsdress.

They are two sisters, aide by side,
Sharing the changes of the weather,
Playing at protty teek and bido—
8o far apart, so closo togother !

April and May ono momont moet -

But farewoll righs their greotings errother ;
And broezes tell, and birds ropoat

How May and April love each other.

YOUNG RATS NURSED BY A ('AT.

A few years ago, when visiting a neighbour's
house, it was mentioned in the course of con-
versation, that there was then on the premises
u singular case of a cat having adopted child-
ven from a nest of ono of her natural vietims.
On my expressing a wish to witness this
phenomenon, I was et once taken to the stable
yard, and there shown a fine female cat nurs-
ing a family composed of two kittens and two
handsome young rats, the whole four living in
perfect harmony. On my enquiring the his-
tory of this remarkable group, I was informed
by the coachman in charge, thet shortly after
the cat-mother had given hirth to s litter of

kittons, she had been deprived by him of all
but three. Tho mother ovidently did not
approve of this reduction in her family, bo-
came restless for a time, and, ou her again
scttling down, 1t wns discovered she had re-
placed ono of her murdered children by a fino
young rat. Sceing this, and knowing that
cats wero too numcrous to please tho game-
keeper, the coachman dotormined to destroy
one of the three remaining kittens, which was
done  On the following morning the coach-
wan, on visiting tho eal’s nursery, was not a
little surprised to discover that the mother, in
liou of her murdered offspring, had introduced
into her nursery a second young rat. The
two kittens, in company with thoe two rats,
had been inupartinlly nursed, and wore, when I
saw them, living in poerfect barmony. They
were at that time about two months old, and
were residing together in an uld wino-case,
with a picco of wire netting thrown over the
top. The young rats were protty looking,
sleck creatures, with brown eyes, and evident-
ly well nourished. They were, howover, of
different dispositions, for while one would

with confidence return the visitor's gaze, the
other disliked being looked at by strangerw,
and would, cn the approach of the latter,
wako frantic endeavours to conceal itself
amongst the fur of its foster-mother.

“THE WORK OF OUR HANDS"

“The work of our hands establish Thou it.”
I read the words over again, going back a
little. “Lat the beauty of the Lord our God
be upon us, and the work of our hands estab.
lish Thou it."

“The work of my hands day by day,” I
said almost scornfully, as I thought of the
hontely -~vork my hands had to do, the cook-
ing. the house-work, the patching, the mend-
ing, the rough, hard work I sometimes had to
put them to. And I smiled as I thought of
such work being established forever. Ismiled
again almost bitterly as I thought, “It is
cstablished that my hands must work, if not
forever, for all my earthly time.”

“ Pleaso comb my hair now, mamma ; the
first bell is ringing,” and Neddie tapped my
hand with his comb.

I patted and smoothed my boy's tangled
tockza.  “ The work of my hands,” I said, and
perbape more gently than usual turned up my
buy's face tv ki.s his lips as he went to school.
{ turned to the sitting-room, drew up the
shades in the bay-window, so that my fow
ge -aniums might have all the sun’s rays they
could, shnok down tl.e coal in the stove, dust-
et the cliairs, straightencd out the table-cover
and books, and brushed the shreds from the
carpet, sighing a little over the thin places
that the best arrangement of mats could not
quite cover. The rooms looked neat and tidy.
“ The work of my bands,” I repeated, me.
chanically. Just then the sun shome out
bright. It lit up my rvom like & kind smile,
“The beauty of "2ie Lord our God.” I repeat.
ed softly.

I weut to my homely work in the kitchen.
Paticnuwy I tried to ﬁo throuﬁh my every-ds
routine of duty. For T said to myself, «
this is always to be the work of my hands,
surely I must let the beauty of my Lord rest
upon it.” :
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