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rHecar it “ Make it run down the hill, mother,
With leap like a tinkling bell,

So fast I can never catch the leaf
That into its fountain fell.

thee €reep gar’-nest
vér-y brook tink’-ling
fair~y fin’-ny rain’-drop
erd-zy moss’-y prayer (ps) “ Make it as wild as a frightened bird,
As crazy as a bee,

A WISH. With a noise like a baby’s funny laugh—
That’s the brook for me!”

“Be my fairy, mother;
Grant me a wish to-day—

Somethine. as well in the sunshine Write in your own words a little story about & wish
B! which you would Like to have a fairy grant yow.

As when the rain-drops play.”

“ And if T were a fairy,
With but one wish to spare, LESSON LXI.

What should T give thee, darling,
To quiet thine earnest prayer?”

sipped up-eoil’  erim’-gon.  biit-ter-fly
set’-tle . through = un-elosed; pow’-dered
«Td like a little brook, mother, apron tum’-bler -del-i-eate &l-e-phants
All for my very own, juic-es es-eaped’ (uiv’-ered Fréd-er-ick
To laugh all day among the trees,
And shine on the mossy stone ;

THE BUTTERFLY-CHASE.

“/Tt/shall not escape!” cries Frederick ;

“To 1 rioht T s window
To run right under the window, « will have that butterfly!”

And sing me fast asleep ;
With soft steps, and a tender sound, “ But, take care! take care!” says little
Over the grass to creep. Emily. “Look at its beautiful wings; your
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hard cap will hurt them. Let me catch it
in my apron.”

.an never manage to get your
: “Come,

“You
apron over it,” says Frederick.
run on through the grass.
the hedge, it will escape.”

it is going to settle on
«Do wait a
ateh it fmenth

“Stop! stop!
that pink,” whispers Lmﬂv
minute ! I can manage to ¢

So “Frederick stopped. The beﬂutlful
buttelﬂ\ liad Settled on a white pink that
grew near the hedge. Emily had ‘to hold ™

If it flies over

o
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Frederick’s cap with all her might, or it
would have been down over the flower in .a
moment.  She ‘wanted to see what the but-
terfly’ was doing,

It sipped the sweet juices out of, the
flower with its long trunk; for a butterfly
has a trunk very like the elephant’s trunk,
which it can uncoil and dip down into the
flower-cups.?

All thestime, its four bright wings, quiv-
ered in the sun, and they shone as if they
were powdered with gold; they were black
and blue and crimson.  The butterfly seemed
to enjoy the sunlight and its delicate dinner.

“Jt will fly away in a minute,” said
Frederick.

So Emily softly put one hand over the
flower, and with the other quickly broke
its stem, and then inclosed both flower and
butterfly in both hands.

“Now, let us run into the house,” she
said, “and show it to mamma.”

Mamma brought a tumbler, and Emily
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put the butterfly under it. She called it her
beautiful prisoner. When all had had a
good look at it she opened its prison, and
it flew to the window and pelched a mo-
ment on the window-sill.

No doubt it was glad to be free again, but
it did not sing or lep as a bird would have
done. It only fluttered its beautiful wings,
and sailed silently away into the ~un~hme /\

Write a .s—zowy about a butterfly.

LESSON LXII.
N
wéap'-ong

sniffed pér’-fime

PUSSY’S CLASS.

« Now. children,” said Puss, as she shook

, her head, :
Tt i3 time your mor ning lesson was said.” 47
Qo her Kkittens drew near with footsteps
slow,
And sat down before her, all in a row.

« Attention, class!” said the cat-mamma,
“ And tell me, qmcL where your noses are.
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At this all the kittens sniffed the air,
As though it were filled with a perfume rare.

“Now what do you say when you want a
drink ? ”

The kittens waited a moment to think,

And then came the answer clear and loud—

You ought to have heard how those kittens
meow d !

“ Very well.
tone,

When you want a fish or a bit of bone.

'Tis the same, with a sharper
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- ] /
what do you say when children are
nood‘ Z
And the Kittens purred as soft as they could.

Now

« And/what do you do when children are
bad— ’
When they tease and pull ?”
looked sad;
said their mother,
enougl ;

“Pooh! “that 1isn’t

/_:b
You must use Vom claws when children are

rough !

« Apd ‘where are your claws? }.0, no, myj

dear— : : oy

(Asshe took up a paw)—see! they're hidden
here ! ” |
Then all the kittens crowded about

To see their sharp little claws brought out.

They felt quite sure they never should
need
To use such weapons—oh no, indeed !
But their wise mamma gave a pussys
« pshaw !
And boxed their ears with her softest paw.

Each kitten. =

u

V
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“Now, sptiss! as hard as you can!” she
said ;

But every kitten hung down its head.

“Sptiss ! 1 say,” cried the mother-cat.

But they said, “0 mamma, can’t do
that ! ”’

we

“Then go and play,”
ma.

“What sweet little idiots kittens are !

Ah, well, I was once the same, I sup-
pose” ;

And she looked very wise, and rubbed her
nose.

sald the fond mam-

Write @ word that rhymes with cat ;—with head ;—
with dear ;—uwith nose.

Write a sentence hawing in ¢ the word kittens;—the
word mamma.

LESSON LXIIIL

béth
tired
shiéld
moss™-y

waved

bé&™-ing
gasped
dain’-ty
9

in-stéad’
pit-i-ful
hare”-bell
mir’-mired

pléased
frét’-ful
pee’-vish
grate’-ful
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THE FOOLISH HAREBELL.
PART L

A little Harebell once lived in,the shade
of a large. mossy roc k', The Sun .and W md
rtnd Rai were all very kind to her, but she

was peeyish angd fr etful, And never pléased
with anything they did.

One day she hung her blue head and
mmmmod «1 am so tired, 1 wi ish' T Were
déad !’ The soft, gentle W ind, hear d “hal?
<he ‘gaid, and felt so pitiful tiat he wave
her about to make her cool.’

A
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But the dainty Bell, instead of being
grateful,” called out, “ Go away, \\md you
are 50 rough! I deo not like you.’ Aud
the Wind ‘was sorry, and went away.

Soon the little Bell grew tired and faint,
and the great Sun felt so Kindly toward her,

"“that he drew a thick cloud over hh face to

ghicld her' from his hot rays.

: But as soon as she saw the cloud she
cried out, “Go away, Cloud; why are you
sorude?” The Cloud went aw ay » and the
Sun’s rays beat down upon the Harebell’s
head, s0 hot, that she gasped, “ Water ! wa-
ter!”

. Th.en fphe Dew came down to cool her
with its Aitle drops; but she cried, “T did
not want a bath!”

What .word' in the lesson means the opposite of smallt
—of unkind ?—gf hard%—of warm *—of up ¢—¢f cold?
—of big?

Copy these words, and write under each one the word
that means the opposite of it—this way :

small
large
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ILESSON LXI1V.

totiched
dréoped
plicked

weéak’-er

morn-ing
eom’-fort
shiv’-ered
sun’-béam

blae kissed
blew passed
sar’-ly faint™ly
dy-ing  fad-ing

THE FOOLISH HAREBELL

PART IIL.

Thus the night passed. Early the next
morning a boy going by the Marebell's home
saw her among the moss, and plucked her.
After a little time he grew tired of her and
threw her away.

The Harebell shivered as she touched the
around, and cried, “Oh! oh! I am so faint!
Come, dear Wind, blow upon me. 7 e
Wind, glad to help her, blew softly upon
her, and kissed her pale cheek; but it was
too late.

« Qun,” she said, ¢ dear Sun, I am very
cold!” The Sun sent a sunbeam to comfort
her ; but still she drooped her head.

« 0 Rain, [ am dying! All the blue is fads
ing out of me. Come—please come! ”  The
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Rain came down as fast as he could : but she
was so weak, he could do her no good.

She grew weaker and weaker. At last
she said, faintly, “Thank you all.” Then
she died.

Write a sentence having in it the word blue;—ithe
word blew ;—the word sun ;—the word son ;—the word
weak ;—the word week.

LESSON XV
be-moan’
mis’-tress
jolr"ney
fare-well’

de-lud’-ed
fa’-vor-ite
stiir’-ease
in-eréased’

hap’-pi-ness

dis-eov’-er-y
bal-us-trade
dis-eov™-ered

MUFF AND HER PUPPIES.

Muff ought to be a happy dog, and I
think she was so until last week. Muff has
a kind mistress, who washes, and brushes,
and combs her, pets and fondles her, and lets
her sleep in a basket in the dressing-room.

About a month ago, Muff’s happiness
was increased by having two dear little
puppies. Never, she thought, had mother
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greater cause to be proud. The puppies
were named Tippy and Cuffy. Tippy was
the favorite child of his mother.

One morning Muff left her children to-

gether in the basket in her mistress’s dress-

ing-room, W hile she went down-stairs to see
the young people of the family start off to
a picnie,

As she came back into the hall, she
heard a whining on the staircase above her.
« Dear, dear!” said she to herself, ¢ this must
be one of my children who has followed
me, although I told them not to come.”

Raising her eyes, she saw Cuffy stand-
ing on the landing and looking down upon
her through the bars of the balustrade.
« Naughty child,” cried Muff, in dog-lan-
guage, ““ go back to your basket! My Tip-
py is always good; he stays in his proper

/

ph(e /
Thus spoke the fond and deluded mother

Alas! her Tippy was lying but a few feet :

from her, quite dead. He had béen the ﬁrst
to leave the basket, and go on a journey of
discovery after his mother, Cuffy had but
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followed his bad example, and was crying

4t Sécing his brother fall through the balus-
trade.

Poor Muff’s cries were so loud, when she
found out the truth, that the servants soon
gathiered’ around Ter fo “¢otisole her. At
lagt she went to take care of Cuffy, él'id‘b/e-
moan herself in her basket with“her one
child that was left.

The next day, when all the family were
af; liome, poor Tippy was buried. 'Johnny,

,the eldest boy, duo‘ the grave. Mull was

¢hief mourner, and C fuffy was c: arried in the
arms of little Lily to see Tippy buried.

Elly and little Horace were there, with
very sad faces, and the black pussy came too.

/ Mamma, even, was present, and felt'quite
sad at seeing poor Muff leaning over the
orave, and looking a last fond farewell at

““Yer little dead puppy=

Write a sentence having in it @ word, that means the
opposite of kind ;—of happy ;—of fasten s—of tied.
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LESSON LXVI.

man’-ner
re-péat’-ed
de-light’-ful
e
elin"-ning-ly

though re-plied’
par’-rot fam'-i-ly
o’-elock’ talk’-ing
eols™-in quick™ly

THE PARROT.

«Do tell us, Cousin Sophy, about your
parrot,” said Lotty. Does she know
you?”

« Know me ¢ of course she does!” said
Sophy. “If she hears my step ever so far
off, she cries out, ‘Sophy 01’ for that is what
qhe calls me. She not only knows me, but
knows all the family, and calls them all by
their right names.

«“She says, < What o’clock is it?’ and
then, if I hand her my watch, she holds it in
her claw and looks at the face of it in &
most grave manner, and says, ‘All right !’
and hands it back to me.”

« How strange it must seem to hear par-
rots talking together as they fly about in
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the woods!” said Lotty; “and if we heard

them and did not see them, we might think
they were men.”

“Oh, no!” replied Lotty’s mamma,
“parrots do not talk in their wild state;
they never speak
a word that has
not been repeated
to them over and

over again.”

“Do you think your pauot would call
me ‘ Lotty’ if she knew me ?” asked Lotty.
« T am sure she would. Sometimes my
little dog Frisk will stand up on his hind
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lecs before Mrs. Polly as she sits on her
perch, and beg for her food. Polly will not
give him anything, but she will look quite
cunningly at him every now and then, and
say, ‘ Frisk | Frisk!””

« Well,” said Lotty, “I think a parrot
is a most delightful pet, and I do hope that
some day I may have one of my own.”

Copy the title and the first paragraph.

LESSON LXVII.

plain sniffed eam’-el éast’-ern
breeze wea' Iy safe™-ly ar-rived’
spréad cheered dés™-ert thank’-ful

TWO EASTERN TRAVELERS.

Here you see a camel and his master;
they are traveling in the desert. They have
traveled a long way, and now they have
lain down to die.

You ask why? I will tell you. The
desert is a great plain of dry sand. If you
have ever seen the sand on the sea-shore,
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you know how dry and hot it becomes
under a burning sun.
Now, the desert is a
place covered with sand,
and it is always dry and
hot, for it is every day
under a burning sun.

-
This camel and his master have traveled
many miles over the desert. They are very
tired, very hot, and very thirsty, and they
can not find any water to drink.
They have been very tired, hot, and
thirsty for many days, and so weary and
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weak are they that they can not walk—they
can not even stand.

So these poor travelers fell down to die.
But just then a breeze came, and the camel
pricked up his ears, and sniffed with his
nose. He said, as best he could, that he
smelt something.

And what do you think that something
was? It was rain. The camel could tell
that it was going to rain,

Then the man cheered up, and spread
out his tentsheet to catch the drops when
they should come.

Soon the sweet rain fell, and both mas-
ter and camel got a little to drink. The
air, too, was cooled by the rain, and the
weary travelers were made strong again.

So they did not die; but, very thankful
for the shower, they went on their journey.

Werite answers to these questions, and let the answers
be in complete sentences :
‘Who were the two travelers ?
What did the man do to eatch the rain-drops ¢
Why did the camel prick up his ears?
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EESSONCEX VL

voig'-es

re-péat’

lov’-eth

wil-low  sigh’-ing

drow’-sy oOr’-chard

peb”bles blos-somed

A SONG FOR LITTLE MAY.

Have you heard the waters singing,
Little May,

Where the willows green are bending
O’er their way ?

Do you know how low and sweet,

O’er the pebbles at their feet,

Are the words the waves repeat,
Night and day?
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Have you heard the robins singing,
Little one,
When the rosy dawn is breaking—
When ’tis done ?
Have you heard the wooing breeze
In the blossomed orchard trees,
And the drowsy hum of bees
In the sun?

All the earth is full of music,
Little May—

Bird, and bee, and water singing
On its way.

Let their silver voices fall

On thy heart with happy call,

« Praise the Lord, who loveth all,
Night and day,”
Little May.

Commiit this poem to memory.

—_—————

L. E:SSO:N: 1524 Xy

riished  storm’-y pour-ing  dérk’ness
for-est  shin-ing pay’-ment light'-ning
lone-ly roar-ing stiim’-bled fright’-ened
rit-tled beat-ing daugh’-ter some’-thing
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A NIGHT WITH A WOLF.

Come here, my daughter, and sit, on
father’s knee, and he will tell you a story.

Hark ! how the rain is pouring on the
roof and beating against the windows! Out-
of-doors the night is black, and the wind is
roaring through the trees.

On just such a night as this, daughter,
father was lost high up on a lonely moun-
tain. There were bears in the bushes and
wolves in the deep woods; and I had lost
my path and did not know which way to go.

The night came on, and with it came
just such a storm as this.

The heavy rain beat on the ground; the
strong wind rushed through the forest; it
broke off many a tall, stiff tree, and bent
the rest like grass.

T crept along in the darkness, trying to
find some place of shelter; but 1 stumbled
against the trees, and fell over stones.

At Tast, by help of the lightning, I found
a little cave in the side of a great rock. I
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crept in, glad to be safe from the falling
timber and the flashing lightning.

Soon I heard something creep into the
cave ; then I saw two green eyes shining in
the dark, and a wolf lay down beside me.

Do not be frightened, little one. The
wolf and I lay there side by side all that
long, dark night.

The rain rushed, the wind roared, the
thunder rattled, and the great rock shook
in the storm; but in that little cave the
wolf and I lay side by side. I felt his wet
fur press against me, and we each of us
warmed the other.

When the morning came, the wolf' crept
out and went his way into the wild, wet
woods: and I crept out and found the path,
and went on my way down the mountain.

“ Daughter, kiss me in payment !
Hark! how the wind is roaring !
Father's house is a better place
When the stormy rain is pouring.”

THE END.










