THE FLOWER-BASKET.,

WEAVE the little basket, fill it up with posies,
Raoses from the gurden, blossome from the wood.
With our birthday wishes, with our songs and
kisses,
Bring it to the father, dear and kind and good,
With smiles and with singing
Our wilt we nre bringing,
But love is the treasure
We give without measure,
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THE PLGEON-IOUSE,

OH, sce my pigeon-house so high!
Come, my pretty pigeons, haste to fly!
To pleasant fields they swiftly go,
So busy gleaning to and fro,
And when they come back to rest at night,
Aguin 1 close my pigeon-house tight.

Heve, it the home so snug and warm,
Live the little children safe from harm,

They pass the day in merry pluy,

Through woods and meadows green they stray,
But when they come back at night to vest,
Father aud mother and home are best,

When evening shadows slowly creap,
Softly coo the pigeons, nestling to sleep.
The gentle mother, wise and dear,
Her happy childven gathers near,
And sings to the baby on her breast,
“The world is pleasant, but home is best.”
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