HAPPY DAYS.
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A BED-TIML SO\'G

SJA\ to and fro in the twilight gray,
’j‘hls is tho ferry for Shadowtown;

S always sails at the end of the day,
Just as tho darkness is closing down,

my B&t‘, littlo head, on my shoulder, 80
nkr, : f\ sleapy kiss is the only fare;
P ' Drifting away from the world we go,
;. Baby and I in the rocking-chair.
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2ne % Ss¢, whero the fire-logs glow and spark,

L ¢« Qlitter the lights of the Shadowland ;

B« winter rain on the window—hark !
0% <Are ripples lapping upon its 3trand.
3305‘ 2

Spiy There, where the xnmor is glancing dim,
hé ;A Inke lies shxmmanng, cool and still ;

WL Blossoms aro waving above its brim—

tL Those over there on the window-sill

reai Mck slow, more slow, in the dusky light;

it §ilently lower the anchor down,

ne Dgar little passenger say, “ Good-night,”
We've reached the harbour of Shadowtown.
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o ; —8t. Nicholas,
wa I T

ndl HCW FANNIE HELPED HER

o § _BROTHER.

lec “O DEAR! I've got to write an essay on

ate "Flymg Syuirrels '——where they live, and
inte wlmt, they cat and drink,” said George.
o No“ how does the teacher think a fellow
dl: in the city can know anythingabout ¢ flying’
lar or any other kind of equirrels? If it was
3in; ‘F&ymv Kites,’ I could write a lovely essay.
No‘w, how do I know where they live.
'Thgy are not down in the directory, and
spe of them ever invited me to their house,
Ifes,they came to school and brought their
er: 1adch I could tell what they eat and drink;
they don’t, so how am I to find out?
1ck Bemdes, how can a squirrel fly, unvway?
it Ir don t believe that tyuirrels have wings;
otts might as well talk about fish flying.”
Ptg So they do,” quickly said little sister
s Fannie,
:qz ° % Do what ?” asked George.
Why, there are fish that fiy.”
- Yes, through the water.”
*§ No,” said Fannie, * through the air. I
e ‘was reading about them in my new bock.
l‘&y are a sort of herving, and when chased
*other fish can fly out of the water. Of
de. e they cannot fly very far.”
res &1 wonder,” said George,  if there is any~
Y th:ng in your book about. flying squirrels.”
, 2 We can soon see” So the book was
JJ&. luénght and George gladly left his desk to
e and look over it with Fannie, and the
xan. hwls for a flying syuirrel began. “ Here it
g% 1% said Fannie. “ It is & -small squirrel
wn?x beautiful datk grey fur; they sleep in
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]thc day time, and come out at night ., they
have beautiful black oyes, are very gentln
and easily tamed; live in hollow trecs, and
eat nuts aud grain. They do not fly, but
can 2ail from the top of a tall trce to the
pround, or to another tree if lower: they do
not have wings, but their hind aud fore legs
are connected by n fur-covered membrane,
and they spread themselves, aud can sail
juite a distance.”

“Oh " that's splendid,” said George. * Fan-
nie, you are a smart gitl. Why, you know
aliost a3 much as a boy.”

“Don't tell the teacher that Fannie told
you all abuut it said Willie, “elso he'd
think you didn't know as much as a girl,
What do they drink, Fannie 1"

“ Well,” said Fannie, « tho book does not
say ; but water, of course.”

“Why, yes, of course. Anybedy ought
to know that.”

“I don't know about that,” said George,
with a twinkle in his eye. *“The book says
that they are out at night,and spread them-
selves ; that looks as if they drank soms-
thing else besides water.”

“ Yes, but it also says that thoy are gentle
and have bright black eyes, and if they drink
whiskey they would not be gentlo or havs
bright eyes.”

*“I know a man who drinks,” said George,
“and he has & black eye half the time.”

“I know they drink water,” stoutly as-
serted Willie.

“How do you know 2"

*’Cos they haven't any money, und you
can't get beer without it.”

“ That's 80,” said George; “ you kiow lots,
Willie.”

“Yes,” said Farnie, “ water is free, and
God gives it to birds and animals, and men ;
and man is the only discontented one, and
tries to make something better.”

“Yes, and a pretty mess he makes of 1it.
He don't seem to bs as wise as some ani-
mals. He bad better let well enough alone,”
— Youth's Temperance Banner.

A NEW WAY OF MAKING TIME

Oxce, when Carol's mamwa was very ill,
the httle one hushed her sweet voice, les.
she should * 'sturb mamma.”

A weary time it was for the wee little
grhie,  She missed mamma, and, tired of
watchful Mary, she liked to slip away into
papa’s study, and play yuictly Leside him
while he wrote his sermons, His presence
made the study & pleasaut place.

Mr. May often made calls in the after-
noon, and one day noticing the shaduw on
his hutle gul's face, he said. “ I shall be
home by four, CaroL”

Carvl watched and waited, and atill papa
did not come, A thought ccourred to her.
With a great effort shoe climbed to the study
clock, and, opening tho door, tried to move
the hande along, whon, alas! snap wont one
of the hands,”

“ Whero is iny littlo girl 1 asked Mr. May,
a3 ho entorod the house an hourlater. But
no little girl appearad. Whon ho ontered
the study, she pointed mutely to the clock.

“But why did my darling touch tho
clock 7" asked her papa.

And Carol sobbed out: 1Y wanted to
make it timo for papa to come home.” Aund
papa could not find it in his heart to chide
her.
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DAISY NURSERY-MAIDS.
Tur daisica white are nursery-maids,
‘With frills upon their caps;
Tho drisy buds are little babes
They tend upon thoir laps,
Sing “ Heigho ho!" while tho winds sweep
low,
Both nurses and babies are nodding—just so.

The daisy babies never cry,
The nurses nover scold ;
They never crush the dainty frills
About their cheeks of gold,
But, prim and white, in gay sunlight,
They're nid-uid nodding— O pretty sight '

The daisies love the golden sun
Up in the clear bluo sky;
He gazes kindly down ai them,
And winks his jolly eye,
While, soft and slow, all in a mw,
Both nurses and babies are nodding—just so.
—Treasure T'roee.
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TOO GOOD TO KEEP.

A New Zearas girl was brought over
tv England tv '¢ -lucated. She becamo
true Christian. When she was about to
return, some of L.r playmates endeavored
to dissuade her. They said : “ Why do you
g0 back to New Zealand? You are accus-
tomed to England now, You love its shady
lanes and clover ficlds, It suits your health.
Besides, yeu way be shifwrecked on the
wean. You wmay be killed and eaten by
your own peoyle. Everybody will have
forgotten you”

“Wkhat *” she sai3, “ d» you think I could
keep the goud ews to myself? D you
think that T coull te c-~ntent with havin,,
got pardon, and peace, and cternul life for
wyself, and not go and tell my dear father
and mothor how they can get it too? I
would .0 if T had to swim there. Do nnt
try to Linder me, fur I m.st go and tell my
people the géod news,”



