
HA.PPY DAY8.

TRE RIVR NILZ
ONCE on a time, long since gone by,

In asail ark of rashes,
A weeping nicther placed lier obild,

Where Nile's olear rater gushea.

%Ero long, down the river's brink,
Clamé Pharaoh's royal daugliter,

And saw the ark, axnong the reeda,
*Afloat tipon the water.

'She bade lier aiclens bring it forth;
But littie dreamed the lady

SThat 'neath the Iid, se oddly hid,
Thore was a dark-eyed baby.

Tue cbuld awoke oz from, a dream,
Or ia the morning early,-

*And Io, there glittered on his cheek,
A ahuning toar-drop pearly.

The princess bowed her jewelled face-
Ai bee among the cloier,

Repeatedly the nectar slps-
She kissed hlma o'er and over.

She loved and 8he .adopted him,
Tihe bistory discloses;

And thersa was net i ail the land
A mian Go Wise as Ma3es.

WHÂT JOY EEMEM13ERS.
":IPMEniî3i, dears, don't go ta the

rneadow.lot to-day." Thar is what Joy's
mether said as sise kis3ed her and'Robert
good-bye.
* In't it queer that as soon as she had

Éor'e bath these littie people, wanted to go
to that ;'ery lot?

They went te the swing in the barn, but
they kept thinking, wliat baautiful dande-
lions grew i the meadow,

Pretty soon Joy said; 111 know a lovely
way to tell the time with dandelions."

Robert ran to pick some great yellow
baauties.

IlThiese are not the kind," said Joy.
You can't do it 'less-'they are ail feathers.

TUhora are some rialht down in the nieadow-
Jot. Mayba there are some on this aide of
-the fonce."

When they got to the fence they found
u;lI the dandelions as yellow as goid, but on
the other side, just eut of rtich,-thero were
some of the silver balis.

Il Robbie, yoin stay liere and l'Il juat ciimb
through and pick a few.- -Mamma-would.n t
mind, 1'm sure."

But Robert wouidn't ba left alerne, s0
ýthrougfi the fence they hoth went.

"Now, watcb, Rîsbbie,' said Joy wben
;they badl picked their bauds fuit Il What
-time is it?Î One-"2 But baere she coui&.
blow the silver feathers tùqre was a strange

sound. Was it thundor? 1 hat inade tat
patuuding noise 7

The chulâren sprang w thoir foot and saw
a grost, black creaturo corning straiglit
toward thoni. They nover knew how they

flimb.?ld tbrough the fonce just in tisse to
escape tho!!a cruel horne, uer how they
managed to drag their trembling littie Bolves
up the long hill.

Joy and Robart are grown up neiv and
have littie children of thoir own, but they
rememb3r juat what thoir mother said ta
thent as sho tuckod thom n'jta bed alter their
bread-and-wator sup'Er that night: Il Re-
membar, dears, thera is alwaya a good reason
when there is a " must net," wbether yeu
know what the reason ie or net."

THIE NEST 0F GOLD.

l>EitcI DALE was a dear, pink-and-white
littie boy, with a tangle et goid ringlets se
long and uilky that strangers often stapped
hirm on the street ta admire thenil Ho
wouidn't, have cared, only they senietimes
stroked bis head and called hlm "a sweet
little girl." Now Perey ieved little girls ;
but to ha called a littie girl hùn-self was net
ta bis lîking. L always sont him, ranning
to, bis mamnna ta beg ber toeuct off the
dreadful, curls that made people say ho was
"a little girl-boy."

0~ ne, ne, darling.: mamma can't shear
her pet laxnb," shse would answer with a
kiss; "but by-!ad-by we'1l asic Miss Olive
te de it."b

Il By-and-by"I was slow in coming, and
Percy's fourth birthday fouud Iiim with
curis longer and livelier than ever. That
norning, as ho sjwung on the gate, an old

lady passing said te him smilingly:
IlWon't yen miel me your beautiiul briglit

cirla, littho miss?1 My little grenddaughter
has't~ sny."

-"liýtle miss, indeedi" îhe words nearly
brqke Perzy's heart. Hoe dragged bis ap:on

upover the hated ringlets, and heid IL close
till the lady bad, gone. Then be bopped
dowfl; frein the gate, bis oyes abining with a
happy thought. Hoe wouid stop people
fret cealiing hima,.names ! He wouid run
across the street ail .by -hinseif and ask
Miss Olive ta eut his hair off' se short that
everbody'd know lis wasn't a girl. As it
bappaned, bis mamina had lately said te
MIss Olive that One of theee days bis curie
ms~t bo clipped, so when the littie fellow

Stold bis errand, Miss.Olive at once pirined
a towel about bis neck, and saip, 8iip, went
ber big shnears. through his wavy inane.
She put the, lengest cu-ls in a palper box
for Perey te c.-rry home, and, net beiug e
very tidy,% -.an, she threw the reat of thora

out cf the back window into the yard.
Thesa woro apied by two yoilow birds about
f0 set up houso-keopicg, and carried off troua
by troas ta the lilac treos in the gardon.
Thorao the birds wovo chant into the daintiost
golden noat that ovor wua Been. lis this
tbey roarod a thriving littho fâtllily. id
wben tho coid wiuds came and they ail
fiitted away te the sunny South, M1-iss Olive
brought the empty neat ro Porc>"n aimn,
whe bas kopt ir, te this day.

DOING ITS I3EST
B'? GEORGE CeOI'F:it.

I wi but a timy cricket,
living in e. suraser thicket-

Thera I take nmy reat
Matny songe are gayoir, preuder;
Many a voice i8 sweeter, loudr-

But [ do xny best.

In mny song thoe's ne canmpiaining,
Even when the sky is rnissing ;

flirds fly east and wesb-
Silent bide in leafy caver;
But I chirp tLI ail is over,

Poing stili my bost I

When the leaves are round u,; fling,
Wht.n tihe birds and bees are bioing

On their autiumn queat,
Yeu will find me in the stubbie,
Though the clouda look f ull ef trouble,

Singing atil! umy boat!

Clad in garxnents dark and sober,
Haero I linger tili October;

Sunsbine warxns xny breaat.
While the wintry days yen nuxuber,
S*eet and quiet ms my eluniber,

For lve doue niy best 1

QIVING THE HEAJIT.
"'MOTIIER," said a little boy who bail

only nunmbered five aunimers, Ilwbat dees it
mean ta give your heart te God ? "

The inether put down hem sewing, and,
luoking at ber boy, said, IlObarlie, de yens
love anybody ? "

'Vith a look ef surprise the chuili answerod.
1I love you; 1 love my ther, my sister,

and Henry."
"Then you give yourheart te, your father,

te Henry, te your sister, te me; and you
sh.,w that love by doing ail you --an for us,
and cbeying our conrnands."

The child13 face Iooked bright with a new
thought.

IlAnd you eught," continued his muother,
te love God best, because ho Cave you

your father and r"ether. and he gave yen
his dear Son, A~ Christ, wlio came froni
heaven ta die chat yen may livo forever."


