HAPPY DAYS.
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ot 4 BE GENTLE, LITTLE MAY.
G. I uAD a pleasant dream last night,
'Twas all about the birds
1 That hovered round my window high,
i And sang these pretty words—
H:’& i “ Bo gentle, little May.”
a3 % They hovered round my casement frame,
P 71 Then came, then flew away;
X0, ¥ But ever to my listening ear
TPy The tame kind words they say—
liw! “Be gentle, little May."
or,
And when at morning I awoke,
to i 1 felt 50 calm and mild,
our’ 11 thought the angels, mother dear,
1 Had whispered to your child—
htt g “Be gentle, little May.”
. So mother, I must gentle be,
1nty § ..
o ¥ And ever bear in mind,
res The song the birds sang in my ear,
ke In voices sweet and kind—
ot ”: “Be gentle, little May.”
' ’And God will bless me if I try
alt’" § To do his holy will;
the And like the birds my heart must siog,
v | In kindest accents still—
sdr i “ Be gentle, little May.”
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e ,; A WORK OF PREVENTION.
det an is the time when the birds are busy

- with their housekeeping plans, With what
csre they choose the spot where the little
home is to be built' How patiently and
hopefully they work to finish it off with
" dainty neatness. How gladly the mother-
a_l bxrd gives up her freedom to brood over the
prg‘clous Iittle eggs, which come along in
;goad time!

‘ Who can have the heart to frighten, or

'[E in gny way distress, the birds ?

3 f But there are hoys, yes, and sometimes
sl gufs who are thoughtless enough and cruel
h,.snough to trouble these innocent Mttle

creatures. Scmctimes they steal eggs from
he the; ;nest, and sometimes they even break up
¢ ﬁthe happy home.

iti ‘Who will try to prevent as much of this

jdeSrudlty as possible this season? Appoint

iate «‘yourse.lves officers or agents of the Socicty

b -fox' the Prevention of Cruelty to Birds, and
vy gentle words and kind deeds try to help

, .,the*bxrds to have a season of desightful
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m‘ Bo you know a boy who stones birds ?
. ])o ou know one who robs birds’ nests ?
" l See what you can do to influence him to
le(we off. Perbaps you can start a real
0 J),t.ﬂq“ Society,” and get him to join.
oi Yqu will try to do something about 1t, of
80111‘50-
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A HARD BATTLE

“A rov, a box, for Reeve and Marcia®*”
exclaimed papa, as ho opened the mail from
the north, *“And all the way from Chicagn,
tos, and from Aunt Emma, I do believe,”

When the box wns opened, there, in a
uest of soft white cotton, lay two lame euus,
ornamented in beautiful colours.  And,
wouderful to tell, theso egpgs had covers
which, when lifted up, showed them to be
full of sugar-pluma, But these Juvely bexes
were very frail; and in their long, rough
journgy one of the covers was badly
crushed.

“ Sister can have that; I'll have the good
one,” said the little boy at once.

He was looked at with surprise, for ho
had alwayas seemed a generous little fellow.

“ My dear,” said mamma, ¢ would you do
so selfish, so unmanly a thing as thatt Go
away and think about it.” ¢

“I don’t wish to think about it. I don't
wish to think sbout it,” he replied excitedly.
“T want the good one.”

After that no more was said. He
began to walk about the room, his face
flushed, and he looked very unhappy. It

l
l he chanced to come near papa, papa did not

scem to see him, he was so busy reading
his newspsper.

After walking awhile, he went to the
other side of the room where mamma was
bathing and dressing bis inttle sister. He
was very fond of his mmamma. When she
was sometimes obliged to punish him, as
soon as it was over he would say:

“ Wipe my tears! kiss me!”

So now, when his dear mawma did not
seem to see that she had a little boy any
more, he was cut to the heart,

At last he went into grandma’s room.
Now, he and grandma were great friends.
Many happy hours did he spend in her Iap,
hearing stories; and she called him her
“ blessed boy.’ But now, alas! she was so
busy with her koitting that she took no
notice of him whatever. This was dreadful!

He climbed up 1nto a chair and sat down.
An evil sphiit seemed to whisper, “Don't
give up ;" and so he began again his miser-
able walk. For nearly an hour did this
little boy hght his ternble battle with
seltishness, until, at last, he could stand it
no longer. He came to mmamms, and said
in a pleasant voice:

“1 will take the broken ome; sister can
have the perfect one.”

Then, when papa and mamma had kissed
him, and he had rushed into grandma’s

i

lovibg arms, what a load of unhnppmess
w73 lifted from His heart !

AN UNWASHED PRINCE

Tur Crown P'rinve of Russia was alwnys
a vory sensible man in the management of
his houscheld, and he was ably seconded
by his wife.  On one occasion the governor
of his children came to him, and said :

* Your Highness, 1 must complain of the
little prince. Ho refuses to have his face
washed w the morning.”

“Does he 7™ answered the Crown ['rince.
“We'll remedy that,  After this, lot him
go nnwashed.”

Now the sentries have to salute overy
member of the royal fawmily—children and
all—whonever they pass  The day sfter,
the little four-year-old prince went out for
a walk with his governor. As they passed
a sentry-box where a grim soldier was
posted, the man stood rigid, without pte-
genting arms.

The little prince, accustomed to universal
doference, looked displeased, but said noth-
ing. Presently, another sentry was passed.
Neither did this one give a sign of recog-
nition. The little prince angrily spoko of
it to his governor, and they passed on.
Aud when the walk was finished, and they
bad me! many soldiers, who nvne of them
saluted the prince, the little fellow dashed
into his father, exclaiming .

“Papa’ papa! you must whip every
man iu your guards.! They refuse to salute
when I pass.”

“ Ah, my son,” said the Crown Prince,”
they do rightly, for clean soldiets never
salute a dirty little prince.” After that,
the boy took a shower bath every moreing,
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LITTLE RUBY.

L1TTLE three-year-old Ruby had a favour-
ite doll, her constant companion in al! her
travels about the house and grounds. One
day an accident—such as comes to all dolls
svoner ot Jater- -befel this beloved one, and
the sawdust began pouriog out 12 a tiny
strear, marking with a narrow brown trail
the path of the little feet as they pattered
over floor, paved walk, or grass, until
finally the plump body clasped 1o the
loving little arms became s limp and
crumpled piece of cloth. Then such a wail
went up from the littls broken heert when
she beheld the furluin-lovking object which
had once been h:r teloved dolly. But
mamma comforted her, and explained the
hidden mysteries of doll anatomy; and 1n
time the tears were dried, and visions of
dolly made new flitted through tne chiidish
mind. Swon after this a baby brother came

to her, and when she saw him for the first
time she looked losg and earnestly at him_
and then asked: * Mamma, have he dot

Jsawdust in bim 2"



