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HAPPY DAYS.

PUNCH AND JUDY IN CHINA.

I don’t know whether the Chinese bor- | ™

rowed Punch and Judy from Eng
England from China. 1 rather suspect
the latter. As our a

possessed the art of printing

ed friends

and knew

.and |

all about the mariner's compa
1o make Zunpow | X
wuld they not have known Puneh and

r before rope.

his termagant wife as well? Certain i

that lhn'} have a sort of puppet
worked by a concealed man, quite like the
English
picture the Evil Oue seems to be after his

Punch  performanee In the

btless conveys

vietim in earnest, which do
moral to the young Ce

interested ~ln1-1;1|--r~.

stials

a wheleson

whe are
THE GoobD FAIRY

Onee upeon a time, as most l:liv’v\ stories

begin, there lived in a large eity, s
girl who was verv much
| not |

and she w

canse she «

8 very selfi
fort of others

every Iiliu:_'

2 1 p
Iiving no thonght to the o

until she was first attended to
(ne day the little girl eame to her
said : “ Mamuns

m ser, it 10 gettin

and the snow will be here before vou know

it

s nnf I cannot afford to buvy vou a new
cloak.” said the mother.

* Why not 77 asked 1l Tattle rrl

jettichly.

and or |

* Because I haven't

the money to sps
Pesides vour brother
needs an  overcoad
Vear your old eloak
for a linde while

longer, my dear.”
“Well, | won't.

and so there!™ i
The little girl had

no sooner uttered |

these words than she |

slammed  the  door |
and went upstairs t

her  room. or
lomg time she lay on
the bed erving with |
vexation. Finally |
<he arose, went to the
eloset where she kept
her clothes, then
took down the old |
ik, and flinging it |
across the room, ex
elaimed:  * Hateful
old thing! I'll never,
never weLr yon

again!”

At that moment
she eanght sight of
her own reflection in
the looki g]a.’w over
her bureau, and she
was so  startled at

beholding sueh & face that she did not

vize berself at all.

Keep on, keep on,” said a tiny voie
I soom make vourself old and
The Jitde mrl was surprised  but net
cned, for the voice did not sound

Iliir-ih
“Speak again, please,” she  begeed,

let me see you.
until  yom
My slerions volee.

smile,”  suid  the

1 dom’t feel like smiling. for 1 am
very much vexed.” <aid the little girl.

\re you a fairv?”

g (b

“Oh, come quickly and jot me see
Son ¥ .

Then she smiled very sweetly, and the
fairy showed herself—a tiny ereature, all
dressed in white—and she stood on a pin-
enshion,

“Pick up the cloak, little girl, and

ang it on its hook.”

The Tittle girl obeyed.

* Now, then, listen to me,” went on the
fairv. © Remember that the cloak you so
mueh despise has given you much com-
fort.”

Yes. but it's old now,” said the little

“ Troe, but not too old to give von still
more warmth. Would vou have vour lit
tle brother go out without an overcoat and

'--l-lflrnl_\ old. yon kne

O dear no
* Then have

Think of your
mother and vour brother, and not of your-
«lf. Above all things, don’t get angry
again.”

e \\'l..\ not £ asked the little girl,

* Anger bring< wrinkles and unhappi-

|n;|liu-ln-r.

ness.  Shall 1 come azain ¢

* Yes, indeed! €
little f:

e often: and, dear

A wive e for acting so.”
“1 will. G ,N]'I).\]'.“
“ Good-bye,” answered the little girl.
When she went downstairs again, she
took the k. and said, as she entered
the roon Mamma, why, my eloak isn’t
so old as I thought. I'm not going to get
angry again, beeaunse 1 don’t want to be
nanghty and heve wrinkles before 1 get

The little girl kept her promise and was

| very happy. beeanse she thought more of

others than she did of herself.

SOME QUEEL FLOWLRS.

One day Florenee ran ivto the garden

j and came back holding up her dress skirt

with both hands. It was so full of some-
thing it Jooked like a little balloon.

“ Guess what I have in here, mamma,”
she eried, runming to her mother on the
|mr(‘}|.

“ A lapful of kittens,” her mother
wnessed.

“ No, a1 lapful of tlowers,” Fiorenee
answered.  * Aren’t they lovely? 1 wish
I conld make a flower, mamma.”

= Only the r Lord can do that,” her
mother answered: “ but you can change
the colors of your flowers if vou wish.”

O mwamma, can | really? Please
show me how.”

“If vou will run ino the house and
bring me the bottle of ammonia, 1'1] show
you,” her mother answered.

Away flew Florence and brought the
ammonia and a eup.
ow pour a little anunonia into the
eup and dip the flowers in it”

Florence did this very carcfully, for
she knew that ammenia has a very sure
way of putting tears in littde folk’s eyes
if it ecan only ereep up their pink
Nuoses,

After she had poured the ammonia
into the cup, she began dipping in her

.. The first she tried was a pink
and when she took it out it was
a bright green one.

“0O mamma, isn't that queer?” she
eriecd. “ It really did change: it did!”

A white rose turned yellow when it had
had a drink of ammonia, and a vellow
ansy turned brown, while a purple one
turned green, and a red geranium turned
purple.

“Now I'll have some queer flowers to
show grandpa.” eried Florence, gathering
up the strange bouquet, and she danced
off into the honse.




