LAPPY DAYS,
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Can you read the secret! It is not
giving, but sharing, that makes the
children so glad, That is what Christ
does. He shares our life and ln,’ us share
l'& The Holy Supper is the way we show
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WHAT A SMILE DID.
BY DR. NEWTON,

Gertrude White, a sweet little girl about
nine years old, lived in a little red brick
house in our village.

She was a general favorite in Cherry-
ville; but she had one trouble. Will Evans
would tease her because she was slightly
lame, calling her * Tow-1lead ” whenever
they met. Then she would pout, and
home quite out of temper. One day s
ran up to her mother in a state of great
excitement :

“ Mother, T can’t bear this any longer!”
she said: “ Will Evans has called me * Old
Tow-Head ’ before all the girls.”

“Will you please bring me the Bible
from the table {” said the good mother,

Gertrude silently obeyed.

“Now will my little danghter read to
me the seventh verse of the fifty-third
chapter of Isaiah "

' ly and softly the child read how]
the blessed Saviour was afflicted, op-

spressed, yet “ opened not his mouth.”
“Mother,” she asked, “ do you think

called him names "
her eyes filled with tears as the
sorrows of the Son of God were hrought
before her mind.

meekness all her injuries and trials, He
delights to have sueh’ petitions.

Not many days had passed before Ger-
trude met Will kvaus going to sehool, and
remembering her prayer and the reselu-
tion she had formed, she actually smiled at
him. :

This was such a mystery go Will that he
was too much surprised o call after her,
if, indeed, he felt any im'lwmlll he
watched her till.she had turned e cor:
ner, and then went to sehool in a very
thoughtful mood.

Before another week passed they met
again, and Will at once asked Gertrude's
forgiveness for calling her names.  Ger-
trude was ready to forgive, and they soon
became friends, Will saying:

“T used to like to see you get eross; but
when you smiled T eouldn’t stand that.”

Gertrude told Will of her miother's kind
@npversafion that afternoon, and its effect
upog hér.  Will did ot replyg: but his
moigtened eyes showed what he felt, and
d eall her names

he Aaid he never wi

\ aghin. \

“JESUS, IT'S ME.”

At a religions meeting in the south of
London a timid little girl wanted to be
prayed for; she wanted to come to Jesus,
and said to the gentleman conduetipg the,
meeting :

“Will you pray for me in the meeging,
please, but do not mention my na

In the meeting which followdd, when
every head was bowed, and there was
silence, the gentleman prayad for the little
girl who wanted,to come to Jesus, and he
said :

“0 Lord, there is a little girl who does
not want her name to be known, but thon
dost know her; save her precious soul I”

There was perfect silence. Away in the
back of the room a little girl rose, and a
little voice said, “ Please, it's me, Jesus; it
is me!” N\{i not want to have a
doubt. e meant| it.  She wanted to be
saved, and she was yot ashamed to rise in
that meeting, little igl as she was, and
say, * Jesus, it's me”" \Jesns is always
pleased with those who gre not ashamed
to confess him. :

BE CONTENT XCITH A LITTLE.

Two little cousins sat talking together
under an oak-tree one warm afternoon.

“Oh, dear!” said the elder, in # vefy
disconsolate tone, “1 wish I did have
pretty thipgs like other folks; Tda Smith
can have everything she wants; she has
two lovely white dresses, a pink and a
blue sash ; and, oh, so much jewellery, gold
bracelets, rings, chains, and lockets, and
here T can’t have even a string of beads or

When Gertrude went, to bed that night | a yard of ribbon. I declare, T think it's
she asked God to help her to bear with too hard to be so poor!”
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“Don’t be so0 'sconsolate, Rosy,” sii
her little comforter, soothingly, * M
mamma says ‘folks must be content wij
their lot.” - y
“ But, Lily, suppose

they ‘Il'('il'l

said, “ Well, if they haven't a lot, 1l
must be content with a little.” )
Dear, happy little Lily! What a lesw
of contentment you teach us! Don't eow
plain becanse you do not have great bl
ings, but be thankful for the*small one

TO SECURE l’l'N'CTUAl.lT\'.

My rule is almost too simple to offer
and yet, in pgaetee, most superintendens
shrifik from it. '

It is, “ Begin when the hour comes.”

I once belonged to a godel Sunday
school, in which there was but little eom!
plaint of unlinmj'. but which, under
new, though very good superintendent
gave gteat tronble in this matter; wuti
the old plan was suggested and restorel

Boldly begin with three children, if onl;
three are present.  If your musicians and
| singers are absent, never mind that
change the order of the opening exercises
or even its whole character.  You ca
pray, and you cangead chapters. Mo
children and teachers will come in as yo
read tg swell the responses; and yom car
afford to be very polite to your singe
when they do arrive, for the si
difference they have cad
woutine will do more
show, that their pre;

il quickly improve.
be late; but if it i

opens, a great many will be late,

THE LAND OF COUNTERPANE|
BY R. L. STEVENSON.

When 1 was sick and lay abed,
I had two pillows at my head,
And all my toys beside me lay
To keep me happy all the day.

And sometimes for an hour or so

[ wateched my leaden soldiers go,

With different uniforms and drills,
.\monftho bedelothes, through the hills
And sometimes sent my ships in fleets,
All up and down among the sheets:

Or brought my trees and houses out,
And planted cities all about.

1 was the giant great and still

That sits nnonsthe pillow-hill,

An before him, dale and plain, -
leasant land of counterpane. '




