HAPPY DAYS.
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THE WONDERFUL ARTIST.
WaaT « wondeiful artust 13 sly Juck Irost,
And what & pity his wor.s are lus: !
1s morning wy windows in teauty shiue,
As though I had found a si.ver mine,

Here is mountain scenery, high and graud,
Sparkliug with beauty beneath his hand,
While delicato tracings thrown in between
Soften the picture with silvery sheen.

Here are graceful ferns mid forest-trees,

Beuding before the passivg Lreeae;

And up from the valley in silence comes

A pracession with banners aud flute and
drums.

But while I write the advancing day
Has frightened my artist quite away;
He slipped his picture from off the pane,
And J'll never see the same again.

Mid silence aud darkuess he cowes to keep
His pictures fresh while others sleep;

He touches them here and there with skill,
Aund varies their beauties, it scoms, at will.

We call it frost’s invisible hand,

But its beauty shows a God has planned;
Aud I love to think he sends at night
His artist to make my windows bright.

JENNIE'S PETS.

JERNIE came a long way in the cars to
sea ber auntie. She brought one of her dolls
in her mamma’s trank ; but her dearest doll,
whose name was Bride, had to stay at home,

Jennie nawed this dear wax doll after
Bridget, becanse Bridget wasso kind toher.
She made cuuning litlecakes for her when
she baked. She did nct mind if there were
doll's clothes in the wash every week.

So the doll was named Bridget; but as
Jennie did not like to call her “Biddy,”
mamuwa said she might call her < Bride”

“Aund you know, auntie,” said Jennie,
“she will be a hrids some day, when she
grows up.”

You see Jennis had to tell her auat about
Bride, because tke poor little thing could not
come:

<Awud ¥ left my turkle at home, too,” said
Jennte,

*A tuskle: What is that, my dear ?°

*My mud turkle,” said the hLttle girl—
she meant to say turtle, you knmow. “B:un
caught it in the pond. instead of a fisby, and
he gave it to me."

“ And, auntie, L uld hiw not to sus away,
and he didu't. Once I Lkad a hitde grecn
frop—so pretey ¢ ¥ put bhimsinaylas botile,
and told him not togo oat, but he did. Be
did. not wind Lke wy yood twkle., Ilft
my turkle to gra.luste take caze of,and
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’u.l e la 1 to sce e when I gohomot”

When Jennie went home, Brido lay with
Lier eyes shut, aud Jennie had to give hera '
The turtle had got out !

shako to rou-e her
of his pen and goue off to tind some mud,

pet, that Jennie did not mind o out the
rest.

A LOVELY MAMMA,

“Wox'T you come and se¢ wy mamma ?
I's got a lovely mammal”

The speaker was a fair littlo maiden,
and <he lady so chariningly invited was her
new Sund y-school teacher, whomn sho had
Jjust overtaken on the street.

“A lovely memma’”
lingered.

Wo had never scen the mamma so sweotly
praised; weo did not know whether or not
the would seem beautiful to the eyes of
strangers; but we did hoow that she was
gentle and lady-like in maoner; that she
wore pretty house-dresses and dainty ruflles
and laces, and sometimes a tluwer in her
hair ; that she had a never-failing supply of
sweet old stories and quaint old nursery-
songs; and had a gift for dressing dollies,
and tying sashes and shoulder kuots.

1We were certain she bad a merry, tender
way of coaxirg the tangles oul of flaxen
ringlets, and of kissing the hurt out of
bruised little fingers; and because of all
thig she reigned the undispufed queen of
her child’s loving heart.

Happy and blessed are the children who
can say, “1've got o lovely mantmat”

Tho thought

UNDER THE SNOW.

MaMaA was cleaning the birdies’ cage one
morning.

«] wish T had some gravel for them,”
said she; “but I used the last a week ago.
I didu't save quite so nnich as I ought last
fall.”

#There's a whole lot in the sand-bank,”
said Nate.

“The sand-bank 13 nuder the srrow a long
way, laughed mawma. “I guess they'll
get along.”

She ..eant the caunaries, Queenis and
Chup, who really did seem to miss the spsink~
hog of fresh gravel they were used to have
ing in the botiom of their cages At least,
that was what Nate and Neddy thought,
and they stood by and whisded to the bids
and phaed shem, waud wawmma haoyg the
cage up iu tus sunny bay-winduw amouy thy
geramsums.  Toen they phic o theis rubbes
| buuts aud ras out to piay in tho snow.

Thy swyed vl sivug Wise, aud wamms

! Biide wi'l ke care of Lersll. Wor't they |

the door lew cpeqanlin roshied 1ath Le lo
boys. Thelr oyes spasuled and their ks
glowed, anl they cartded o pal ‘otween
thom strai ht to mamma,
* Lovk, mamma 2" they cried.
“Whyec-e 1" exolaimed matnma, in sur.

But grandma was 80 very glad to swo her'pxiso. “How did you gt it 1"

“Wo tuok our shovels and dug down
through the snow—" began Nate.

* Aud then wo chopped up tho it with
the dullest hatchiet,” finished Neddy. “ Aud
wo can get lots more, Oh, mwamma, dou't
you s’posys they'll like it 7
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GIFTS FUR THE KING.

Tin wise may bring their leatning,

The rich mey bring thelr wealth,
And somo may bring their greatness,

And some bring strengthand healtl,
We, too, would bring our treasures

To offer to the Kiny:
Wo have no wealth or leatning,

What shall we children bring 2

We'll bring him hearts that love him,
We'll bring him thankful praise,
And yocuug souls meekly striving
To walk in holy ways.
And these shall Lo the treasures
We offer to the Iing;
And these are gifts that even
The poorest child may bring.

Wo'll bring the little duties
We bave to do each day,
We'll try our best tu please him,
At home, at school, at play ;
And better ate these treasures
To offer to our King
Than richest gifts without them;
Yot these a child may bring.

OULk UWN.
" OxcE there was an old mother-sheep that
took & dislike to one of her baby lambe.
She would not let the lamb como uear her,
or feed it, or be kind toivatall. Wo thought
that was unkind.

Once there was a brothet and sister. Tho
sister lielped the Lrother o great deal when
he was young, for she was older thau he,
and their father and mother tvors dead,
After a while, he got to be o great rmaa;
Lut she was siuk, Lecause she hud wanked
so hard, Mo was Los uwn Liotuetr, and she
had dune a great Jdeal fur hin, but now he
would Lot Lelp hor,

Jesus vaws v Lis own peoplesthe onesd
whow G.2 Liad a'ways guided und heiped,
but tiey woald wot recsive b, We tuink
that was very e, But wo are his ows,
twu, aud we ate a9 bad as they 3f we do not
Itwors e 3080 Ous husls, and bve sad

was jusb thinking of goug to call them when | serve Liw.



