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HAPPY DAYS.

KIND ROVER.

KIND ROVER.
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was good for this one that a better swim

e

mer than himself got sight of his sinking
head. plunged i to his resene, dived be-
neath him. bore him to the surface, and
with wonderful adroitness and <kill, sap-
him to the bank. Kind, noble
is no wonder that all the dogs
hat all the bovs are fond

WHAT SNOWBALL SAID.

whall sutiful white ecat that
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<y N: bat N did not like
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v: it hurt her
lav Mr. Fvans eam it was late
e afternoon, and was ont),
rhall ran to hin 1d followed
up to his ¢ began to
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noises.

I “ What is it vou want, Snowball?”
-aid her master, taking her up in his arms.

Spowhall rublwd her cheek against his,
and then jumped down to the flor and
went cat of the door, looking back as if
<king him to follow. She led him down
tairs and out into the kitchen.  There
was Admiral Dewey snugly asleep by the
tire.  Snowhall walked up to him, arched
her back, spit at him vigorously, and then
ran back to Mr. Evans, as if to say: ** This
puppy has got in here since you went
away, and now I want you to turn him
out!”
. Mow Mr. Evans did laugh, and how
i Mrs. Evans and the children enjoyed the
story when they came in! Then Snow-
hall’s master set to work to coax her into
making friends with the puppy: and now
vou would never think, to sec them eating
their dinner out of the same plate, that
Snowhall had ever wanted to turn Admiral
Dewey out of the house.

GOOD MORNING.

“0, I am so happy,” a littl~ girl said,

As she sprang, like a lark, from her low
trundle bed.

“’Tis morning—bright morning!  Good
morning, papa!

0, give me one kiss for good morning,
mamma !

The bright sun is peeping straight into my
eyes—

Good morning to you, Mr. Sun, for you
rise

Early to wake up my parents and me,

And make us as happy as happy can be.”

“Yes, happy yon may be, my dear little
girl”

And the mother stroked softly a clustering
curl—

“Yes, happy you ~an be, but think of the
One

Who wakened this morning both you and
the sun.” )

The little girl turned her bright eves with
a n(‘(l—‘ :

“Mamma, may I say, ‘ Goud morning ! to

“Yes, little darling one. surely yon may;
Kneel as you kneel every morning to pray.”

“ Good morning, dear Father in heaven,”
she =aid,
“ ¥ thank thee for watching my snug little
hed :
or taking good eare of me all the dark
night,
And waking me up with the heantiful
light:
0. keep me from nanghtiness all the long
dav,
Dear Father. wha tanght little ehildren
to pray!”
An angel looke
smiled :
lat she caw net the anzel, that beautiful

child.
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