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HAPPY DAYS.

MOLLY

Swips little Molly
Took her new dolly
To look at the chieks i the pen;
But heing alone
She tripped over astone
And_ont flew the angry hen'’

Poor Molly sereamed out,
And the Lhen tried to flout,
Aned pecked ut the poor little maid;
Nur~e eune nlong quick,
Picked up a big stick,
Which shie threw at the old hen'’s head !

Sweet hittle Molly .
Looked ubout for her dolly,
And where do you think ‘twas found ¢
Just inside the pen
Of that cross old hen,
While the chichs stuul staring around.

Nurse picked up the two
Without more udo,

Aud shut the old hen in the pen—
‘Though there is no fear
Molly will @o near

To look at those chicks again.
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LITTLE HELPS.

“Peavme’ How 1 should like to do
that”

Ritty was sitting in an easy-chair read-
ing. Her book was in large print, with
fine pictures.  She had just been reading
wout a dittle girl whose baby brother
wis in danger of being Ladly burned.
11ix clothes had caught on fire, and she had
van to him with a blanket and put out the
T

“ Ritty,” called her wother from the
next room, * will you bring me my thread
lagr ¢

*Yes. mammg.”
from her chair,

But she did not stiv

e

—— e e r—

“She saved her little brother's life.
How everybody must have praised her!
Once 1 heard of a git) that snatehed some
one off n railroad track when a train was
coming.  What a tine thing it must be to
suve one's life,

“ Kitty,” called mamma, “I wish you
would come und stay with the baby.”

“ Yes, mamma.” Still Kitty sat with her
book.

“\What a brave gir' I'd be if there was
some brave thing to do! 1 wouldn’t be a
bit afraid. Why what's that ?”

There was a noise and a cry. _Kitty ran
into the next room to find that the baby
had fallen out of his cradle, and struck bhis
pretty head against the rocker:

(), I wish 1 had come before,” snid
Kitty, in real sorrow,as mamma came run-
ning in fright. “ Why, mamma, T was just
thinking how glad 1 woull be to do <ome-
thing to save his life.”

“1t will be a great deal better, my little
girl,” said mamma, “to do at once the lit-
tle things which you ean do, than to think
of great things which are not likely to be
needed.”

A SMALL FISHERMAN.
BY J. 0.,

RaLri was going fishing with papa and
mamma, uncle and auntie. He said he was
sure that he could catch “five or nine fishes
all his own self, if he had a chance.”

\When they stopped under some trees
near the water, mamma and auntie said
they would rest in the shade awhile. Papa
and uncle said they would go onto the
best fishing-place.

“I want to fish now.
pupy,” begged Ralph.

“You can't go with us,” said papa; “but
il you will promise to keep quite still till
mamuma comes for you, I will let you sit on
the bunk yunder, and cast your line into
the water.”

“Tll sit still as anything,” promised
Ralph; and so papa left him where iamma
could see hini. He sat on the bank holding
his stalk of a rod, and dungling the line as
cagerly as possible.

ut somcehow the fishes did not scem to
care anything about his hook. They just
let it alone. The young fisherman drew it
up and dropped it again as deep as he
eould. He thought he felt something, and
pulled quick. The line broke and floated
away on the water. It had caught on
some roots growing out of the bank.

Just then Ralph thought he saw a fish
wiggle its head in the water. How he did
want to erawl down after his line! *“ But
1 mustn’t,” he said.  And he did not.

Presently mamma came, and by this time
the line was out of sight.

I could have caught a big fish for you,
wamma, if 1 conld have picked up my line:
but I sat still;” and the young fisherman
told all about his mishap.

Mamana hugged hiw tight.  “ You would
have fallen in it you had gone down to the
water.” she said.~ “1 would rather have a
boy who can be trusted to do what he is

Please let me,

- toldd than all the bLig fishes that ever swam.”
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SLEEPY MAN.
BY @. D. ROBERTS.

WitkN the sleepy man comes with the du
on his eyes,
(Oh weary, my Dearie, s0 weary!)
He shuls up the carth, and he opens the
: skies,
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie’)

He smiles through his fingers und shuts
the sun;
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary ?)
The stars that he loves he lets out one Ly
one,
“So hush-n-by, weary, my Dearie!)

He comes from the castles of Drowsy-buy
Town;
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, su weary i)
At the touch of his hand the tired eyclil,
fall down.
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie )

He comes with a murmur of dream on lis
wings,
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary!)
And whispers of mermaids and wonderful
things.
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie !

Then the top is a burden, the bugle & bane,
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary!)
When one would be faring down Dream-a.
way Lane,
(So hush-a-by, weary, my Dearie?)

When one would be wending in Lullaby
Wherry
(Oh, weary, my Dearie, so weary!)
To Sleepy Man’s Castle by Ceaforting
Kerry,
(So hush-u-by, weary, my Dearie!}

A TOUCHING story was told of Tamber- B

lik, the tenor singer, says the Youth s Com-
panton.  Passing through Madrid one
bright, spring morning, he visited the binl
market, and bought every bird in it. e

ordered the cages to be carried into the §

Plaza, and opcned. The sunny air was
filled with a tluttering host, and from hun-
dreds of tiny throats burst songs of de-
light. Tamberlik looked after them-with
tears of pleasure in his eyes, ‘cxying, *Go,
and be free, my brothers!”

A similar story is told of a kindly old
Virginian, who used to celebrate the fourth

of July by buying up all the caged squir- 4

rels, rabbits, and Lirds in the neighbour-
hood, and then setting them free, that they,
too, might rejoice in the day of Indepen-
dence.  The creatures to whom he gave
happiness are long since dead, but the
children who saw his kindly act have cmr-
ried its influence through their lives,

It is one proof of the power of Chris-
tinnity upon modern life that animals ve-
ceive more humane treatinent at our hands
than formerly.—Sunday Afternoon.

TyE Lord’s people love the Lord's Day
for the Lord’s sake, und spend it in the
Lord’s service, with a view to his glory.
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