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HAPPY DAYS.

e

——

THE VOICE OF THE HEAVENS.
I love to soe the sky so blue,
So beautiful and bright

It seoms to speak of hoaven to me—
A land without a night.

I love to sce the glorious sun,
So dazzli.g to my sight:

It seema to spoak of God's great power,
His majosty and might.

I love to seo the silvery moon,
That makes tho darkness light:
It scoms to apeak cf reat and penco

To him who does the right.

I'love to sco the radiant stars, ’
Thoso lessor worlds of light:

They scem to speak of Bethlchom's babe;
Oh, wondrous was the sight !

How truly did the Psalmist write
In God's own holy word,

“Tho heavens declare the glory—
Tho glory of the Lord!”
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A GRAIN OF SAND.

“ Mother, mother, there's something in
my oyo; please take it out quick !” Flossy
came hurrying to her mother’s room. Her
blue oyes were bioodshot, her eyelids
swollen, and tears were runring down her
cheeks,

“Why, what isit 2" asked her mother,
as she put her arm around the child.

“I don't know. It's en awful big thing.
Tho”wind blew it into my oye a minute

Tho mother examined the afilicted cye
carcfully, but she could find nothing
excepb tears.  “I don' see anything in it,
deario,”

“ But it is thore, mother, Please do get
it out; it makes me so uncomfortable.”

The mothor looked sgain, Then sho
bathed the hurt oyc with warm water, and
told Flossy to keop it closed for a timo,
but the poor eyo did not get any botter.
Something surcly was in it—something os
big a1 a marble, Flossy thcaght.

“Well, Flossy, I think wo had dettor go
to Dr. Wright, and sco what he can do,”
said her mothor, after trying overything
that she could think of for tho relief of
her little daughtor.

Dr. Wright was the good doctor Flossy
loved, und she stood very quictly with her
faco in tho light as she kept her oyelids
opcnl

“ Ah,” said the doctor, and in an instant
ho held his instrument toward her, “here
it is.”

“Whero 7" asked ths mother. *“I don't
seo anything.”

“I don't, eithor,” said Flossy; “ but my
eye daes not hurt any longer.”

“Tt is just a tiny speck of sand,” roplied
the doctor, “ too small to see unless you
know where to look for it."

Some days after this Flosay was fidget-
ing abous tho room where her mother was
sowing. It was rainy weather out of
doors, and Flossy was 1n a bad humour;

o | nothing pleased her.

“Please don't, Flossy,” asked her mother,
over and over again. “ You make mo very
uncomfortable. If you do not stop worry-
ing, you must go away by yourself.”

Flossy sat down by the window, pout-
ing. In g little while her face brightened,
and she came to her mother and put a
little soft kiss on her .aeek. “I'm like
that little grain of sana, mother. Don't
you think 80 2" she said.

“ What do you mean?”

“I'm not very big, but I make people
very uncomfortable when my bad temper
gets in the wrong place. I love you,
mother; I love you truly, and I wouldn't
hurt you as that sand hurt me for any-
thing. The sand couldn't help itself; but
I can, and I will, right away.”
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TEACHING THE WORSHIP OF
IDOLS.

In China you sec the mothers in their
own houses and in the temples showing
their childven how to light the candles,
turn the incense and spirit money, and
present their offerings, and then, with
hands clasped or laid together flat, palm to
palm, bow and worship. They teach
them to join their hands and worship any
idol carried past in its chair.

One day, along with a native pastor, 1
was preaching outside the west gate of
Chang-poo, when an idol, preceded by a
man beating a gong, was carried past to
visit a sick man. Several women were
sitting listening to our preaching, but when
the idol appeared they all rose up to their
feet, put their hands together, and waved
them several times toward the passing
icol. Among them wasa mother with a
child just beginning to wallke. After pay-
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ing hor own rospects she took™the child'y
hands in her oww, laid thom palm to palm,
and wavod themn {several timos, just as
she L:ad done her own. In this way thoy
are teained from their infancy¥to worship
falso gods.

TIM'S DOVE.

Ono doy when little Tim Ray was pick.
ing berries in a field, ho found a dove with
a broken wing, Ho carried it homo, and
bound the wing close to the dove's side
with a linen band. Soon ths wing was as
well as ever, and the dove could fly again;
but it did not want to fly away froul:‘;l‘im,
for it had grown very tame. Tim was
glad to have it stay, for he had no toys or

ots,
P When he went to pick berries the dove
would go too, perched on his shoulder,
Tim named it Fairy, and taught it to
como at his c.’]1 and to cat from his hand,
At night the dove would roost on the head
of Tim's bed.

Tim’s mother was taken very sick,
There was no one to nurse her but Tim;
and when she could not eat, and began to
grow worse, Tim wenb for a doctor,

“She will get well if she has good food,”
eaid the doctor. “She must havs chicken
or meat broth.”

Tim had nc money to buy meat; but all
at once he thought of his dove. He knew
it would make good broth, but ho could
pot bear to kill it.

He saw a neighbour going by the house
and he went out and put the dove in her
band. “Please kill my dove and maks
my mother some broth,” he said, “she is
80 sick.”

Then he ran in the house, and tried not
to think of his poor little dove. He did
not want his mother to see him ory, for
she would have said that the dove should
not be killed.

In sbout an hour the neighbour brought
some good bot broth; and when Tim's
mother ate it she said she folt almost wall
again.

“You shall have some more to-morrow,”
said the wc()iman. ; i‘I will make broth for
you every day until you are well again.”

Tim followed the woman to th:%:oor as
she went out, and said, so that his mother
should not hear, that he had no more
doves and did not know how to get meat
for more broth.

Before the neighbour could spesk, there
was a little rustle of wings, and fairy flew
in and perched on Tim’s shoulder.

“Coo! coo!” she seid, pecking at his
check.

“Yoeu see, I did not kill your dove,” said
the woman. “I made the broth from a
chicken, and I have pleaty more at home.
You were a good boy to be willing to have
your pet dove killed to make broth for
your mother.”

How happy Tim was! He loved his dove
better than ever, now that he had it back
again. His mother did not know until she
was quite well bow near she had come to

, eating poor little Fairy,
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