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alone. Then it gradually came about
that when the whistle sounded far down
the track about sunset, away went all
the boys and girls to meet tae train
from town, eager for letters from home
friends.

While the merry young folks who did
not have balky feet were away, Patty
used to sit in her wkeeled chair out un-
der the big trees. And while she sat
there, she began to scrape up an ac-
quaintance with mary of the shy forest
folk, who did not seem to mind her
presence at all. In fact, little Mr. Nut-
hateh made her laugh so she cried, by
taking his dinner right above her head,
clinging to the tree upside down. And
she almost held her breath for very joy
late one afternoon, because right out of
the forest there came hopping a little
wood thrush. And hopping right along
behind the little brown mother were her
twin babies, who sat in the grass close
by Patty’s chair, and had their bug sup-
per.

They were all lovely folks to know,

thought the little girl, but the ones sher

loved best were her fairies.

These came to her one evening just as
darkness was about to settle down about
her.
when suddenly, right above her in the
big tree, she heard a queer scratching
sound. And Patty’s eyes nearly pop-
ped out when she spied a little round
head, poked around a big limb, and met
two pert black eyes staring down at
her.

You may be sure Patty stared back
just as hard as ever <he could, and then
she nearly jumped out of her chair, for
the owner of the little round head sud-
denly came sailing down right out of
the tree!  Another and then another
followed, until the very air se‘emed‘to_be
filled with little furry bodies flitting
from tree to tree.

And Patty sat all agape, for these
queer creatures were not birds at a_ll!
They had round }+ads and plumy tails,
and four delicate feet, and were just ex-
actly like squirrels, only they could fly!

‘T know, I know!’ whispered the as-
tonished little girl to herself. ‘Th?y
are squirrel fairies, that’s what they
are!  And they have found out how
awful bad it is to ha—e a balky foot, and
50 they have come to see me &

Long hours did Patty spend with her .

fairies’ each day riter that sitting hap-
pily under the trees, even after‘dark-
ness came. For the little chaps did nqt
pop their heads out of their nests until
sunset. Then up and down tree trunks
they scampered, saili-g right over Pat-
ty’s fuzzy, yellow head sometimes, 9ften
turning square around in mid air to
cat-h a swaying twig. 3
‘There’s a whole colony of flying
squirrels out there in the trees,’ sax'd
father, when he came up to take his
- family home. ‘I’ll catch you one, Pat-
ty, if you like. They make nice pet§.’
~ Patty stood by his side, having just
walked across the por:h from her chair,
the balky foot going a bit slowly, and a
littls behind the other, yet moving along
as any well-behaved foot should. At
her father’s words the little girl shrank
back with a shiver.
‘0. no, father!’ she cried a note of

Patty was feeling a bit lonely,
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keen pain in her voice. ‘I never do
want anything eaught and shut up, ever
any more! It’s too awful to be a pri-
soner, and not able to run, or fly, or
climb! = I’d rather leave my fairies in
their trees—happy and free even though
I’ll miss them dreadfully when I go
back to town.— Baptist Boys and
Girls.’ ;

The Spirit of Giving.

A little boy, who had plenty of cop-
pers, dropped one into the missionary
box, laughing as he did so. He had no
thought in his heart about Jesus, the
heathen, of the missionary. Iis was a
tin penny. It was as light as a serap of
tin.

Another boy put a penny in, and as
he did so he looked rounc with self-
applauding gaze as if he had done some
great thing. His was a brass penny. It
was not the gift of a lowly heart, but of
u proud spirit.

A third boy gave a penny, saying to
himself, ‘I suppose I must, because all
the others d>.” That was an iron pen-
ny. It was the gift of a cold, hard
heart.

As a fourth boy dropped his penny
into the box he shed a tear, and his
heart said, ‘Poor heathen, I am sorry
they are so poor, so ignorant, and so
miserable.”  That was a silver penny.
It was the gift of a heart full of pity.—
Selected.

A Shadow-line Play.

‘Let’s play ‘‘shadow-line,””’ suggested
Jolly.

“What is that?’ asked Sunshine.

‘Never heard of such a play,” very
gravely said Merrily.

‘Why,’ and Jolly looked round, ‘you
see where the sunshine ends and the
maple tree’s shadow begins? Well, we

are to shut our eyes and keep walking

round while we count one hundred.
Then we must open our eyes, and if we
find ourselves inside the shadow, then
we are ‘‘dead,”’ and must fall down.’

‘Then they all shut their eyes and
counted, ‘‘One, two, three, four, five,
six, seven, eight,”’ on and on, till they
came to ninety-nine.’

‘One hundred!’ shouted Jolly.

‘One hundred!’ shouted Merrily.

‘One hundred!’ shouted Sunshine.

‘Not dead yet!’ they all laughed.

Then again they shut their eyes and
counted and when the one hundred was
finished Jolly ejaculated, ‘Oh!’ and
down she fell.

Then Sunshine and Merrily took up
the count, and this time, when they
opened their eyes, they each exclaimed,
¢Oh!’ and down they fell. They had all
crossed the ‘shadow-line.’ :

Just then there was loud chatter and

jabber in the branches of the big maple °

tree, such an outpour of bird screams
and shrieks, such a flutter and flapping
of wings!

‘What’s that? What’s that? What
can the matter be?’ vhispered the little
‘dead’ girls. e

‘Oh,’ shrieked Jolly, suddenly spring-
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ing up, ‘the cat’s after a baby robin}
Scat! Scat!’

Very quickly Merrily and Sunshine
jumped up, and the cat ran, her tail
showing fright at the screaming of the
three little ‘dead’ girls! Then papa
came and put the baby robin back in its
nest, and the little girls voted the
shadow-line play a fine game.

‘Why,’ exclaimed Merrily, ‘if we had
not been ‘‘dead,’”’ then we could not
have saved the life of that dear little
bird ’—Youth’s Companion.’

Chosing a Pathway.

Little children, happy children,
With your bricht and winsome ways,
Faces glowing with the radiance
Of your happy, early days,—
Little tender-hearted maidens,
Merry boys witk s.nny brow,
I would ask you one short question :
Answer me, I pray yo1 now.

Life is lying all before you,
Like a new, unwritten book,
‘With no ugly blots te mar it,
No niistakes to spoil its look:
Children, you mus’ 1! those pages,
You must fill them one by one;
And the book will be examined
When your task on earth is done.

Life is lying all before you,
With its pathways yet untrod;
One that leadeth to destruetion,
One that leadeth up to God.
Each of you mu:t choose a pathway,
For your little feet to go—
Upward to a home in glory,
Downward to a death of woe.
Little children, he » you chosen
What your future life shall be?
Have you tried to look beyond it,
Or its far-off end to see? /
Jesus Christ, tte children’s Shepherd,
Waiteth long to kncw your choice;
He alone ean righily guide you;
Listen to His warning voice.

Little children, Jesus loves you,
All for you He bled and died;
And is ready now to ~ave you.
Hark! Te ealls you to His side.
Through this world with all its dangerg
All its sorrow, sin, and care,
Christ, the Lord, will safely lead you
To His kingdcm, hright and fair.
~—‘The Child’s Companion.’

Pussy’s Rescue.
(By Aunt Carrie, in ‘Our Little Dots.”)

: : am going to tell yo1 about our pet
cat. ;

The workmen were mending the roof
of our house and had placed a long lad-
der against the baek of it. Master Pus-
sy thought to be very clever,so he clim-
ed up the ladder rung by rung. :

‘When he was as high as the bedroom
windows he began to feel rather fright-
ened, and was unable to come down
again. - Poor Puss! He mewed ard
mewed, and at last the workman heard
him and carried h'm to safety again.

I don’t think “re will sver try to climh

ladders any more after such a fright.




