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HAPPY DAYS.

SOME ONE'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. | 1. wonderful things. 1 can do something

When mamma scolds her little girl,
Or papa sugar-plums has iwught her,
She says with saucy emphasis,
“I'm pupt’'s little daughter.”

When papa chides or trowns at her
For naughty ways we have not taught
ber,

She says, with sweet, coquettish stress,
“I'm mamma’s little daughter.”

When papa ana wnen mamma, too,
Must scold for wrong in which they've

*h’
She sobs in broken-hecrtednesa,
“1 ain’t—nobody’s—daughter.”
Hut when she’s sweet and kind and true.
A.d: the good that love has brought
She says, with losi promptitude,
“I'm bofe you's little daughter.”
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THE WONDERFUL FLY.
BY RATHIE MOOXE.

Oue rany day when Tommy was look-
ing out of the window he saw a fly buzz-
ing against the pane.

“ I'll entch that fly,” said he, and his fat
little ingers went pattering over the glass,
wntil at last he chasnd the fiv down inta a
coruer and caught it

“ Lot me go!™ said the fiv.

“1 shan't!” answered Tommy.

“Do let me zo! You are hurting me:
vou pinch my logs and break my winge™
© “Idonteare if Ido. You'reonly afly
—a fl’s not worth anything.”

“Yes, I'u worth something, and T can

.

you can’t do.”

“1 don’t believe i,
“ What is it ("

1 can walk up the wall.™

© Lt me we you do it and Tomuy's
tingers opened so that the fly could escape.

The ZI_\ flew aervss the rovin and walked
up the wall and then down again.

“My!" said Tommy. * What else can
you dof”

1 can walk aervss the ceiling,” said the
fly, and he did so.

“ My!" said Tommy sgain.
vou do that ™

1 have little suckers on my feet that
belp me to hold on. 1 can walk an
and fly, wo. 1 am smarter than a boy,”
said the dy.

“ Well, you're not good for anything,
aud boys are,” answered Tommy stoutly.

 Indeed 1 am good for something. 1
beiped w save you from geiting sick when
the days were hot. Flies eat up the poison
in the air, and if we had not been round
in the summer to keep the air pure, you
and baby and mother would all have been
very sick.”

*Is that true {” asked Tommy in great

said Tommy.

“ How dn

* Yes, it is true; and now I will tell you

ing else. Yo;mahd,hdl.’-"

** I am not,” cried Tommy, growing very
red in the face. 1 don't steal or say bad
words, or tell what is not true.”

“ Well, you are a bad boy anyhow. Itis
bad to hurt flies, and to pull off their logs
and wings. It is bad % burt anything
that lives.  Flies can feel. Yesterday you
pulied off my brother's wings.™

1 never thought of that,” said Tommy | i

soberly. * I'll never caich flies again; and
be sure that I'll never hurt you.™

~ You won't get a chance,” answered the
iy, as he walked across the ceiling.

TOMMY'S JACK-O-LANTERN.

* Elegant! Just look at his eyes!”

“ See his tecth I

“Duesu’t the candle flare out splen-
didly

And Vommy Bangs, Billy Ball, Max

Morton, and the rest, hopped about jubi-
lantly, after the manner of smail boys who
have just successfully completed an wun-|
usually hidoous specimen of a jacko™ |
iantern.

“ Now let us think of somebody that we
can scare,” said Billy. :
“ There's Miss Snip, the dressnaker,”
sugmested Tommy.  *“ She's awful ner
vons.  She's lwen sewing at my mother's
sometimes, and if anybody bangs the door
even, she’ll hop up and holier: “ OuchI”

“ She twk laughing-gas or something
onoe to have her tecth taken out, and it
injured her nerves™ remarked Max Mor
ton, who was the doctor’s son.

“ Miss Snip'd have a ootton-flanne]l fit|
if she'd open the door some evening and |

+ that his head was hald

we this awful * jack ’ glaring and grinning
at ber,” said Tommy.

“Say,” said Billy Ball, suddenly, “ |
wnow of a better way. It isn’t much fun
tor scare a—sick person, and M.ss Snip i-
wind of sick, isn't she, Max? But we
wight give ber 2 wee bit of a scare—a nice
Kind, you know. S'pose we take a pump-
kin, a whole one, and set it on her door-
step wuis evening; then knock and run. I'll
furnish the pumpkin; I know my father
will let me have vne. I think Miss Snip
would like one, anyhow, for I beard ber
say that she hadn’t much of a garden this
year, because the neighbors’ bems got in
and scratched up things.”

This was certain'y a novel plan. The
Of course,

-

hearing a sudden knock and seeing a big
puzupkin ; but as Tommzy Bangs remarked,
It wouldn't be enough t hurt her teeth
any more!”

boys
down the road, Miss Snip opened the door
of her little brown cottage and waved her
apron at them.

The boys obeyed, looking a little sheep-
ish. Was she going to scold them for
leaving that pumpkin? Not a bit of it.

Miss Snip led thet into her tiny dining-
rovi, and there, upon the table, were twv
big pumpkin pies. And 3 Al
golden brown and shining, with custardy
fakes in them; pies that were odorous
with wothsase delights and fragram

spices.

swept up.  Cut big pieces, boys  Don’t be

afraid.  I've got three wore pies in
the pantry.  Somchbody "—bere  Miss

Sunip’s eyes iwinkled— somebody left a
real nice pumpkin «n my front steps night
before last. Do you know who it wast”

The boys did not answer. How could
they, with their wouths so full of those
delicious gulden-brown wedges ¢

Truthful and honest children make
truthful and bonest men and women.
Character is shown in little li‘.?. Clean
face and hands, neat dress, pleasant

'l.‘.'unneﬂ g£o a great way.  As the character
of the tree can be told by the nature of

the
sood. each producing after its kind, so we
can tell what the man or woman will be
from the character of the bor and girl.
“ Even a child is known by his doings,
whether his work be pure, and whether it
e right.

One day Jessie was sitting in her grand-
pa’s lap, and while sitting there, noticod

on
;a';l'm “Oh, Ranpa, vour head ie peeking
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