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HAPPY DAYS.

THE BEST BEAUTY.
I know a little fellow
Whose face is fair 1, s,
Sut still there’s nothing pleasant
About that face to me;
For he’s rude and eross and selfish,
If he cannot have his way ;
And he's always making trouble,
I've heard his mother sav.

I know 2 little fellow
Whose face is plain 1o see,
But that we never think of
8o kind and brave is he.
He carries sunshine with him,
And everybody’s glad
To bear the cheery whistle
 Of the pleasent little lad.

You see it's not the features
That others judge us by,
But what we do, T tell vou,
And that you can’t deny.
The plainest face has beanty
If the owner’s kind and true:
And that's the kind of beauty,
My girl and boy, for you.
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ONE OF THE WONDERS

Do von know how the Laplanders got
the Bible? 1t is 3 strange stors. A
young rio'er mamed Lars Heatta wae
imprisoied  for life for murder.  His
youth made his keeper lenient. and the

write,
The Bille interested him greatly;
vored over it day after dav, and finally

formed the high purpose of transiating it |
into his native tongue. Think of the |

|

nrison chaplain tanght the lad to read and |

he |

weary vears of labor.  Lars was a poor
scholar, and the Lapp langusge vot an
cusy one to handle,
.'I"l“-HI["H"T
the Lapp language,
his freedom.

As late as 1870 the old man
| fiving. supporting himseif by
|a guide for travellers.

and Lars was given

was still
acting as

| HHOW LUCY CAME TO CHRIST.
i “Luey, Lucy, wait!” eried Lillie Wat-
[ son, runuing very fast to cateh up with
her friend on the way home from school.

“ I want to ask yon something.”

r “ Well,” said Lncy, 1s the two met.
“ what is it?”

“ Will you come for me to 80 to meet-
| ing to-night ¢
| “Me? Oh, no!” answered Luey, with
| @ toss of her curly pate. “ I'm not going
| to meeting myself.”
| “Oh, why not, Lucy? You know Mr.
| Sutton was anxious to have every one of
his class attend the revival services.”

“Oh, yes, he's always preaching. But
I had rather have a good time than gotoa
poky old meeting. When T get older 1
may join the church, but at present—no,
thank you. I'm going out sleigh-riding
to-night.”

“Oh, Lucy, put it off just this one
night, and go to church. Won't yout”
pleaded Lillic.

“Indeed T won’t. 1'd go sleighing to-
night if it took the roof off the old chureh,
I'm in for fun and a good time, 1 tel] youn.
Come, go with us, Lil.”

But Lillie shook her head sadly. and
sceing it was no use to urge the wilful
girl, said no more, and left her at the cor-
ner where her road turned.

That night at church Mr. Sutten
offered an carnest praver that every mem-
ber of his Sabhath-school class might be
brought to Christ before the series of
meetings closed.

While he prayed, Lucy Somerville,
with a gay party, was flviaz along the

road behind two mettlesome vyoung horses,
| taking the ride she had vowed she would
| have in spite of anything. - The road
{ crossed the railroad at a short distance
from the village and the shricking engine
dashed by just as they reached the spot ;
the wild little beasts took fright and ran
away, throwing the entire parts from the
| <leigh. Some were slightly hurt, some not
at all, but poor Lucy was taken up fe-

| dead, and sal"‘\ borne hack to the hom-

<he had left so gaily only an honr ag.

[ By momning the news had gone all aver

the town that Luey would live. b misi
never walk alone again as a resuw.: o *hat
sleigh-ride. Among the friends who calied
at her home, Mr. Sutton went often, and
| with kindest words tried to lead the poor
<hild to the Lamb of God. But still Luey
turned a deaf ear.

But the work was |
: the Bible was printed in |

“No, no! it was cruel in God to let me
be hurt so. I camot love him when 1
must alwiys be a prisoner in the house,
and see other wirls run about as 1 used to.
Ol I can uever be happy again !

“ Dear Lucy, I fear you can never be
really happy unless you give your heart
to Jesus,” said Mr. Sutton.

“1 ean’'t; 1 don’t love him,” was her
only reply.

Her mother and grandmother tried to
lead her into peace, but it seemed as if
there was no peace for her.

But one morning she awoke with a
strange light in her face, and called her
mother to her bedside.

“ Oh. mamma, it is all right now!” she
said sweetly. “T gm willing to bear
everything the Saviour sends upon me,
for T do love him because he forgives my
wickedness. Won't you semd for Mr.
Sutton? T want to tell him too.”

The joyful mother was only too glad to
send for the good teacher; and when he
came, Lucy raised herself in Ler chair and
cried out: “ Oh, be glad with me; for |
have found Jesus at last!”

And Mr. Sutton, coming to her side,
dropped upon his knees, and fervently
said: “Let us thank God, for our lamb
which was lost is found.”

MINDING BABY.
Now, baby dear, you need not fear,
Though mother is not nigh;
I mecan to nestle very near,
So dn not ery.

Ive left my doll, I left my book,
I've left my sewing too;
For wother said that I must look,
Well after you.

I'm glad my mother trusts me s
Her bidding Il sbey;
I'm getting on for seven, you know—
I'm seven in May.

I cught to help, 1 onght to try
How useful T can be:
Now, baby, lase cach little eye!
I'll sing to thee.

I'll sing the hymn dear mother sang
When T was tiny too;
Time after time the sweet words rang
Till all 1 knew.

“ Now, lmsh thee, hush thee, do not weep,

My little lamb, my dove;

The little children safely sleep,
Whom Christ doth love!”

A muddy stream, flowing into one clear
and sparkling, for a time rolls aiong by
itself. A little further down they unite,
and the whole is impure. So youth, un-
touched by sin, may for a short time keep
its purity in foul company; but a little
later and they mingle.




