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100 HAPPY DAYS

We met in the midst of a dream;

| For he mumbled. this wonderful boy—

A WONDERFUL BOY.

Pt U waiting for him to eome true !
| nose ve o ::.l'lﬂvf_\' for-

it his eves, | remember, were blue.

i1 as ‘|'.~' S opaan. by the t'l-u'k
h od. T reeall, on its head—
Wlen his mother spoke up and said:

“ Kiss me, my son,
And run away quickly to bed.”

I thought that the next thing would be
Lowd wrath and perhaps even tears:
But instead—well, T really give you my

\\Hr'l
That I've not been so staggered for

. '
Vears.

(1 can feel my astonishment yet!)
“ It's a pity 1 can’t go at seven, when you
know
How tired and >1«'1"-)' I get =

[ feit mvself falling away—
In dreams chairs eollapse without
squeaking),
And when I came to, the first thing that

I heard
Was the voice of the fond mother

speaking.

She was kind, she was patient, but firm;

And her ealm words deei'ed his fate;

“ 1t is settled, my son, that a boy of yvour
sjze

Must learn to sit up until eight.”

I <at en the Qoor, and T stared

eV are pretty sure to be
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= il i WIHAT A LITTLE BIRD SAID.
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3 ith Jenny Wright that morn
and 5 * mam uld
t ' g gsiri ra

\ ird lit on the fenee and sang,

-‘,.!v‘!.q.]A

] , I I’ Pha
we 1 \ rd sang. “ Phabe! Phabe!™
to conw Phabe turned and went  back
Ol B “ 11 the birds have
mneh as any of the S FHE par ‘ | rn { . I'd better
of merry bovs a1 i mirls geton the ™ double go back home j"‘r! as !]‘lit‘}\‘n." a8 ever 1
2% 23 drive all abont town. If the o .
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| In a dazed way from one to the other;

| Then T said, © Yon are truly a wonderful

| boy,

| And the son of a wonderful mother!”
Frances Wilson, in St Nicholas.
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| WHAT BETII THOUGHT.
“ We alwave have a good time, mamma,
when we plav with Flossie!” eried Pris
yme running into the room
..er older sister Beth.
Mrs. Allan said

cilla, as she
followed by

‘1 wonder why P
smilingly.

]'l‘im'i”.l < va Ler l;c';‘u] ;md ran out '\f
the room to find her kitten. But Beth,
vho remained behind, said in her sweet,
vav, ** 1 think it's becanse we all

nan

¢ to make a good time for cach other,
1 don't trv to make it just for our own
i‘.
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“ Wise little woman! T am certain that
i« the reason!” exclaimed Grandpa Allan,
ldenly sitting straight up in his chair
and stariling Deth, who had been quite
sure he was asleep.
S we have wridten about the unselfish
plan these small folks had for muking 8
gfmd time.



