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HAPPY DAYS.

LOOK TO JlsUs,

LEviny navghty thing T do,
Evay neghty word 1 cay,

Every navghty fcelirg too,
Mukes God angiy cvay day.

Who can take my s'ns away ?
Who can cure and who forgive ?

Halk! I hear our Father tay,
“Lock to Jesug, ook and live.’

Jesur, Saviour, S n o Ged,
Ou the cross uplifted ngb,
In thy agony and bloed
Dying that I necd not die—

Blessed Jesus, I telieve—
Save me, cure me, bid me live!
Precious Saviour, now receive,
Suergthen, help me aud forgive!
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A CUP OF COLD WATER.

OxE day, seven years ago, when a preacher
went into the pulpit to preach, lie found
that the sexton had forgotten to put a glass
of water on the pulpit table. Ilis throat
wasg diy and he fult that ke could hardly
preach wuhout a diink of v.ater.  Ile was
in o strange church, and did 1ot krow Liow
to get the water withoat wtarupting the
senvices,

Just then one of the little girls in the
congregation noticed the emjty s lass, With-
out distmibing any oue, she rose and breught
a full glass of water to the preacher. It
religved his throat, aud helped him to preach
a better sermon.

That preacher has never forcolten that
cup of watcr, nor the little girl who Lrought
it. And some:imes he says that 1f e can
remomlter one cup of water so many years, it
will b2 very casy for Christ to rememberthe
littlo things that his little ones do for him.

PATCHE S AND LEROLS,

CTELREE! four?! five!  How funny ™
eried e gitle, *Hunah!” shonted the
hoys, What wee they counting? Yee—
the patehes on pocr Little Censtance’s dress.
She heard every word, and the boy's loud
laugh,  Tour little heart! At first she
lockcd down, and then the tears came with
a great 1uch, and she tried to 1un home.

* Cry-baby t" said the boys,

“D.n't want hey to sit next to me,”
E'la Gray.

“What 1ight has sho to come to our
school? * whispered proud Lillie Oross,

“There! Don'v mrnd a word they say,”
excliimed Douglas Siewart, leaving the
aroup of 1ude boys, and trying to comfort
Constance.  “Let me carry your books,”
he continned  “Cheer wp! It's only a
little way to your home, isn't it 7

Constance looked np thrcugh her toars to
see the bravest boy in tho schcol at her
side.

“I live in the little house under the
Lill,” gaid Constance. “It ien'’t like your
arand house,”

“ No matler for that, Ithas pretty vines
and clitabing rozes, and it's a very nice house
to live in,” said Douglas, “I dare say you
are happy there.”

“Yes. Idon’t want to come to this school
again,” said Conttance, softly.

*Oh, things will be all right in a day or
two,” said the hoy, kindly, * Nover mind
them just now.”

The scholars had been talking of heroes a
little while before; they had been wishing
to be ke Alexander aud Ciesar and MNapo-
leon. There was not a hero among them
except this same Douglas Stewart, who
dared to stand out beture all his school-
mates and Defiiend this poor forlorn little
girl.

TIIE BRAIN OF CHILDHOOD.
Toctor William . IHammond, in con-
sidering, in 'ept’ar Scicnce, the subject of
brain forcirg in childhood, states that the
Liain of a cluld is Jarger in proportion to its
body than is that of an adult. A fact

said

somewhat astonishing to those ot aware

of it ig that the head of 2 boy or girl does
not grow in size aiter the seventh year, so
that the hat that is worn at that age can be
worn just as well at thirty. In the mean-
time the rest of the body has more than
doubled in magnitude, Not only is the
brain larger, bug it is more excitable and
irpressionable in the child than in the
aduit, At the same time the stincture is
anmatere,  What it possesses in siz3 it
lacks in crganization; consequently, it is
not at its maximum for severe and long

continued exertion, and when subjected to
a strain of this kind, it is certain to suffer.

We have all seen children become men-
tally fatigued fiom very slight causes, even
when they have been at the same timo
greatly interested. How much more, there-
fore, must their brains be fired when they
have been forced to concentrato their atten-
tion upon subjects the importanco of whick
they do not understand!

“The child," siys Doctor Hammond,
“should be taught lhow to acquire know-
ledge by the use of his senses, and there are
facts enough surrounding him to keep bim
as much engaged as i3 proper. If he does
not begin to look at books till ho is ten
years cld, he will, by the time a year has
elapsed, read better than the child that has
Legun to learn his lotters at three or four.”

AMBER BEADS.

It was Fannie’s birthday and she felt
very old indeed, for besides being seven
years old, her uncle John bad given her a
pretty amber necklace.

Fannic thought it very beautiful. She
stood in the sunshine for a long time watch-
ing the rainbow colours come and go a3 she
geutly turned the beads about.

Tanny did not know much about amber,
so she went downstairs to find Urcle Joha.
He was pleased to have the little girl want
to know more, so he lifted her up on his
knee and this is what he told her:

« Amber comes from a g.zat many places,
but your necklace came fro:n the shore of
the Baltic Sea, hundreds of miles away.
A great many years ago the coast of this
sea was covered with a pine forest, But
the trees died one by one and fell inte the
seca. The amber is the gum of these pine-
trees, changed to a beautiful yellow crystaj,
It is washed upon the shore in small pieces,
and many children as well as older people
collect it. They sell it to men who cut itg,
into Leads.”

The good Lsrd takes care of his little
ones. This is the mean3 of clothing and
fceding many little ones who work all day
on the shore gathering the little pieces of

amber.

A DASKET OF NUTS.

Nurs! Nuts! Chestnuts, brown, and
ever so sweet and nice. The sharp frest
opened the prickly burs, aud the strong
wind shook the nuts out of their little beds.
They dropped down to the ground, and the
brown leaves covered them. And now the
little folks turn over the leaves, and gather
them into baskets, and take them home,
They are & luscious nut, and all the chil-.
dren like them,
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