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Fraxors axp Lluspy,
Sister Franees is =il
leeanse ey is il
And she lets the degr lad
o whatever e will w3l

Telt Ler own little el
And got up in oa winnle,
When she heard lum declure
That he wishesd 1o il In 1

Now from this we can tell,
He will never s tense her,
Bul when he 3z well
He will stwly oo pleose lLer,



Wno Srore TR Bmns Nesr?

To-wirri To-whit]! To-whee!
Will vou listen io me?
Who siole fonr eges T laid,
And 1lie pice nest [ made?

Bob-a-link | Bob-u-linkl

Now whiut do you think 7
Who stole o nest wway
From the plumb tree fo-day 7

Not 1, said the sheep. Ob, no!

I wouldn'l treat o poor bird 3o

I gave wool the nest to line,

But the nest was none of mine.
Baal Boal suid the sheep. O, ne!
I wouldn't freat a poor bind sn,

Cloo-con! Coocon! Con-riol
Let me speak a word, foo—
Who stole that pretty pest
From little villow-breasc?

Not I, said the cow. Moo-no!
Such a thing Fd never do.

I rave yom a wisp of hay,

But dido'y take your nest away.
Not I, said the eow. Mov-oo!
“ueh a0 thing I'd never do.



Caw! Caw! coricd the erow—
| should like to know
What thiel took aveay
A bird's nest to-day.

Not I, saul the dog. DBow-wow!
I wouldn't he s0 mean- | vow,
I gave hoirs the nesi fo make,
Bul the nest T dil not take.
Not I said the dog. Bow-wow!
| wonldn't be =0 mean, I vow

Cloek]! (luck! =nd the hen—
Don't ask me awain.

Why T haven't u chick

Would do such a trick.

We all gove her a fealher,
And she wove them tosether,
I'd georn to introde

One her and her brosl.

TNMuek! Cloek! =aid the hen—
Don’t ask me again,

A httie boy hung down his head,
And went and hil be hind the bed—
For he slole that pretty nest

From poor hittle vellow-breast ;

And he felt 20 foll of shame

IMe didn'r hike to tell his name.



Mawus, ITow Harey I Uax Br

Mammnue, bow happe 1 em be,

Whilst sitting face fo fuee wilth ihes,

I hear vou gently speak, and sve
Your necdle quickly flvl

Tiz then wvon teach my litlle heart

That virtwe iz the fairest pacl,

And thinking on how good thow wrl,
To be as gomd I iry.

Then speaking of God's awful puower,
Mis care and kindoess every hour,
1 learn to love and to wmdore

This Faiher in the =ky.



And, tanght no bad or ddle ways,
I try o gain your love swl praise,
And wonder whilst on you 1 oace,

Why sny fear o dic

i God's wdolgent care 16 shown,

In ealling eich good child his own,

We'll happy be befoee Lis throne,
When called up on high.

And  Ahere, mammng, may ¥ oand you

Lowe Giond's eormeends as here we du,

And dove onch other ever oo,
Togedher in the sky.




Tae nen avp cur Lookiso-0Lass.

Homnew? here's a deead{ul case!
A little gl wilh ne'er w face,
N cheeks, nor eyes, nor nose.
How came she so?  The Lule, though sodd,
Fin foeced 1o tell, to warn the bad
Betore too late it grows,

Thee little givl whow lere yon see,

Wae once as prelly ne could bhe—
Ier checks were like the vose,

Her teeth like beads of iviey bright,

IMer forebead smooth us marble wlile,
Her vyes g black as sloes,

Bt she was vain! Whole hours, they say,
She speut before the glass each day;
Till (s0 the story gocs)
(Unc day she'd look'd so long, wlas!
Ihere fove vemain'd stick dn the gluss !
And here my lale wust elose.



Bov=s Waxten.

Buoys of spirit, boys of will,

Boys of muscle, brain, and power,
Fit to cope with anyibing—

These are wanled every hour.

Not the weak wmd whiningee drones,
That all tronlle masnify ;

Nol the watchword of “] can’”
Buat 1he nobler one, “I'll try.”

Do whate'er you bave to do
With o true and earnest zeal ;

Beud your siomews to ihe task,
Put your shoulder to the wheel

Thongh your duly may be bard,
Look not on il as an ill;

Il it be an honest Lask,
Do it with an homest will.

At the anvil or the Grm,
Wheresoever you mey D
Frow vour foture cfforts, boys,
Comes a nalion's destiny.,



A Fixe Tuisn.
Who mm T, with poble faee,
Shining in a cleaw bilue place ¥
Ir 1o ok al me von tey,

T shall Wlind your litfle eve,

When my noble face I show
{ver yonder monntain blue,

All the clonds away do ride,
And the dusky might beside.

Then the cear wet dews I dey,
With the look of my bright eve;
And the litile birds awake,

Many a woerry tnne to make,



L'rJWhIi;rﬁ then, amd Warebells blue,
And hly-cups their lips nndo,
For they shot themselves up Lhl,
All the dwk and foger nighl

Then the busy people go,
Every one his work unto
Little wit), when your's i3 done
Guess if 1 am wol the Sun.

Sreery Too

(ret up, hitle Ty, -

You are sleeping oo hing; &

Your hrother s dressed, =5

e 14 «inging a gong,

And Tom muost be wnkened.
{, fie!

Comie, vpen Lhe corfains
And lel in the light:
For children should only
Be sleepy at night,
When sturs mavy be scen
In the sky.-




TPosirive Pereg,

A hitlle boys who sontradict,
Who moed alvice detest,

And, carcless of Tapa’s regrels,
Think they mst Loow e Doest

(ome, cive an car to Peter's fale,
And hear tlus glvry Lrue,

TTony Peler wis =0 posilive,
Thow Peler corme ©ooroe

ITow Ieter came to rue the day
Il wnswered his Pupa,

And spoke so erossly, looked so blacls,
At las kind Grandioamm:.

Fhot vory duy bhe went npstaces,
For Janc to brosh his Lan,
And, leokimgr in tho glass, heheld

A wirbt thal made him stare—

That wade the pursemaid slare as well,
And shriek, and cry Alack!

Fon, lol m twe great vgid locks
His hair grew stifily back.



i nose grew long, and sbraight and course,
And lonrer grew his head ;

Wheno'er he tied to speak o word,
He guied, Mee-Haw! Instead.

Me loathed his meal and pudding, too,
No more gwoet jam he'd steal —

A wgmred, poickly thastle now
He found Lhe swectost moeal

Mis rigid locks rrew into cars,
His cyes grow large and dim,

A Brownish bair grow o'er lis face,—
1 whmest pity Lim,

Tor still, frome day Lo day, incressed
Thot Toarful Donkev's jaw,

And, duy Lo day, he never ceased
To bray the loud Hee-Hiow!

To bray the lowd Hee-ILaw! until
He coune o love its wound,

As fomidly as Ale thistle rongh
He seorehed [ on the srowmd



Tur Lirres Frsn AT WoTLD X0 Lo as 17 was [hin,

Dear mother, said a litle Figh,
Pray, is not that a fly?

I'm very hungrv., and T wish
You'd let we o and fry.

Sweet mnoeent, the mother cried,
Aml started from her nook,

That horrid fly is pot to hide
The sharpness of the hook |

Now, as [ve heard, this little Teout
Was yvounge and foolish too,

Aud 20 he thought he'd venture out,
To ece if it were trmoe.



And vound about the Twok be played,
With wany a lowglue Jook,

And, Dewr me, o bLimsel! he said
I'm wmure, thuts nol o foodl

I ean DLuf wgive one lidtle pleck:
Lots see: and so 1 owill,

Sooom he went, and o, il sluck
Quite through his e xill

And as he fuint and bintor grew,
Witk hellow voiee Le cried,
Dear wother, it 'l minded yom,
I need not now have died.

Tﬂl_'l 1T LESS -l LILEA,

Julia did 1o the window
atani ;

Mammn, then silling by, %

Saw her pul out her lilile g
Tismil,

And try to culeh a fly

0O do not hort the  pretiy
thine,
Her prudent molher said:
Crush not ils Teg or fueble
Wiy,
=0 hemdifully wade.




Romoe axp Rrevs

Poor Robio Roadbrser, lying in the snew!

Hery Lhe {rcos do shiver, how the winds do blow [
Dewr littles Hobin, feels his end draw near,
Thinds thut he 13 guing, with the dying vear.

ltobin ean remember guite o differcat scene,  |green.
When ibe hinl: were merry, when the leaves wers
Novw Lher snunw i faliimg—COh ! so cold and chill |
Robin chirrups faintly, though he feels so ill ;

For her hivrs two wonren sy ool wondy of cheer—

Y Moerry Chiistmas sreerine, amd a glad Now Year™

Hutering the kitehen, they eonverse with eool,

Kunwing not that Bobin siahed, and mourued, wul
shonk.

Nuw he hops, and Ouiers feebly towands the light,
Wlhich Inr one briel momenl made the puth so bright,
Bul his wimes are sulfened, and he carmot fiy—

AlL hix linds =eem useless ~Jast poor Rohin die 7

But again it opens—_ilul cochanted door—
Ttobin see< the fire-lizht, playine on the fdoor,
A s Bosan paeses, she ean =ee hin Jie

I huwe baoad whe tadeos im,—Roban il pet i |

I thal plensant kidehen he iz wormad and led,
1911, his strength retwrning, be can 1t his head
But he i3 too slecpy now to think and sins

=0 his head he nestles nmderneath s weine,



in the master's kitelen now he Bves ol s ease,
Codng aud retnrning, jusl as he may please;
But pooe fwlish Bobin grows sellsatisticd,

And his many blessings 11 hiz heaet with pride.

When the same kind Susan, who had beonght him in,
Found another Bobin, slarved, and eold, and thin,
By Lhe fre she put him, gave him erimbes of bread,—
W will call himn Reofus, fron hig vest of rod.

Rufus, for her kindness, {red Lo sing g song—

In come Master Tobin, bade him hold bis tongue ;
Flew upon poor Iinfine, peeked him in the oFe.
Called bim wicked pames, and said be might go ordic.

Smsan toll the master, on thal very dog,

And then in his parlor did our Hulus slay—

Told of Fehin's amwrer, and s bitter =leile,

ow he pocked poor Rulos—teicd o dake his life.

“ Pat a bird,” he answered, to be kindly used
“PBot o bivd,” and therelore to be minch excosed ;
ol beeaose his moerit wag a0 vory groil,

Haad he been nplifted to this high cstale;

Bot beenuse {lie inmates of that mansion grand
Tovo to feed the Lungey with w liberal hond ;

T.ove to help the needy, love the pooe and saall,
Knowing that o Father loves amd caves for all.



———

Tur Grivuy 0L

Miss Helem was always fon giddy to heed
What her mother hid told e o shun

For Iregquently, over the gtrect in full !1,11_{}4!.
She would cross where the carriages mm.

And ont she wonld go to 8 very decp well,
To look at the water below !

How nanghty | to mun to a dangerons well,
Where her mother forbade Ler Lo gol

One morning, inleoding 1o lake bl ooe peep.
IMer Lol &lipt away feom Cthe weownd ;

Cohappy misloclome U the water was deep,
And widdy Mics Helen was deown'd



The End.
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