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HAPPY DAYS.
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b ey § THE “GOODEST” MUTHEL
EVY\IW was falling cold and dark,
mpsel -And people hurried along the way

thar Mlt‘ thoy were longing soon to mark
Their own home-candlo's checring ray.

o

Bafore me toiled in tho whirling wind
m., W A woman with bundles great and small,
_ .lu»fAnd after her tugged, o step bohind,

and ;['hc bundle she loved the best of all.
l( bick, P A d. ar little roly-poly boy,
Ve '} With rosy cheeks and jacket blue,

the ¢ rh}u;,hm,, and chattering, full of joy,
b}m% . f\nd here’s what he said—I tell you true:
3, ¥ # You'ro the poodest mother that ever was;’
I h% ,‘3\ voice as clear as a forest-bird's ;

w, e A}id I'm sure the glad young heart had cause
thwi  To utter the sweet and loving words.

Pesthaps the woman had worked all day
ashing or scrubbing; perhaps she sewed;
cayl kne\v by her weary footfall's way
2o n‘j AThat life for her was sn uphill read.

But hero was a comfort, children dear;
sel e~§ Think what a comfort you might give
rod , Tothe very best friend you can “have here,
red «‘kl‘he mother dear in whose house you live,

nd & Iﬁ%nce in & while you'd stop and say,

)ne } In task or play, for a moment’s pause,
ro'if And tell her, in a sweot and winning way,
*You're the goodest mother that ever
(,d" , was.”
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MARGARET E. SANGSTER.
E DOY WHO MEANT WHAT HIS
PRAYER SAID,

5I\szuam, can’t Fred stop talking and go to
nb ‘}:}31)? I've said n.y prayer six times now,
luet and 1 don't want to talk any more, and have
hoigs Say it again.”
Y‘ 4 Can't you talk without having to say
cy iym prayer over again?” replied Eddie's
a
youg éNo, mamma ; don't the prayer say, ‘Now
of 1§ iy me down to sleep?’ If we lie down
ca“rbo -aleep we don't talk, do we 7"
‘%No, Eddie, you are right, and quite a
pmosopher for a six-year-old boy. Now,
D M you must let 'Eddxe go to sleep, and
s Y04 1087 do the same.”
Lt Sguch was the conversation between Fddie
pmtﬁorgan and his mother, one night after
i ;Freil and Eddie had been some time in bea.
it ,fTh:h was but one instance of Eddie's stxict
chlennousness Some would have called
:_, i over-scrupulous, but I marked the
f:r,cﬁl;acter of the boy, and said to myself, “If
M boy lives to grow up, he will make a
¥ gtrmworthy man.”

If grown-up Christians, as well as little

fns

«

- .,,
L
bio'—'wm«m

children, meant prt what they amd every | yon v mpey forit,
tima, there would te more men of whom the

Lord could say, a3 ho eaid »f King David
~'"Ho is & man ofter wine own heart”
Littlo children, let your words speak just
what you mean in your heart. Alas! too
manypeople pray without meaniny just what
thoy say, but God says, “I desira truth in the
inward parts,” and by this he means truth in
tho Lieart, Ile looks right into our hearts,
and sees whether truth lives there or not.
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“I WAS GOING Tu.”

CuiLDREN are very fond of eaying, “ I was
going to.” The boy lets the rats catch bis
chickens. He was going to fill up the helo
with glass, and to sot traps for the rats; but
he did not do it in time, and the chir keng
wero eaten, Jle conscles himself for the
loss and excuses bi3 carelessness by saying,
« T was going to attend to that.” Theowner
was going to fix that woak point, and so ex-
cuses himself. A boy wets his feet and sits
without changing his shoes, catches a severe
cold, and is obliged to have the doctor for a
week, His mother toll bim to change his
wet shoes when he came in, and he was
going to do it, but did not. A girl tears her
dress so badly that all her mending cannot
make it look well again. There was a little
rent before, and she was going to mend it,
but forgot it, And so we might go on
giving instance sfter instance, such as hap-
per in every home with every man and
woman, boy and girl. “ Procrastination is”
not only “the thief of time,” but the worker
of vast mischiefs. Ifa Mister “I-was-going-
to " lives in your house, just give him warn-
ing to leave. Ie is a lounger and a nuisance.
He has wrought unnumbered mischiefs.
The boy or girl who begins to live with him
will have a very unhappy time of it, and
life will not be successful. Pot Mister
« J-wag-going-to” out of your house, and
keep him out. Always do things which
you were going to do, provided they are
right.

WHICH IS THE WORSE?

A L1TTLE girl came in her night clothes
very early one morning to her mother,
saying:

« Which is the worse, mamma, to tell a
lie, or to steal 2"

The mother, taken by surprise, replied
that both were so bad thet she couldu't tell
which was the worse.

“Well,” said the little one, “ I've been
thinking a goed deal about it, and I think
that it’s worse to lie than to stesl. If you
stesl a thing, you can take it back, unless

you've eaten it; and if you have eaten it

ut ” --and them was o
Ik of awe s the little face—'a liv 19
{orover.”

THE PET OF THE FAMILY.
(Ned 0o ot et s )

AN interesting coremony is takinmgz plaro
outsido a happy country home. The pot
lamb of tho family is holdiug a reception, no
less, and right proud it is of the honour anid
lovo btstowed upon it.  But how cana poer
duml: animai be sensihlo of the high place
it holds in the hearts of Mrs. Holland's
children? Very easily, for, whilo written
in heaven, the law of kindness in this
world is understood and appreciated moro
by deeds than by words. Hemve, in theiv
own way, God's inferior creatures can feel,
and love, aud be grateful, though they can-
not talk, and deceive, and wmake gingerbread
promises, like certain protending Christians,
who hava minds and souls and the Divine
Book to guide them.

And just as at royal and fashionable ve-
ceptions great folks appear decorated.with
stars and ribbons, 80 does our pet lamb come
into the yard with a wreath of flowers
around its fieck, to show that it s a pot.
Then mother stoops to let Tobbie put his
little fat hand on his nose, aud sister Ann
looks on with as much attention as if her
brother was being presented at Court. [t
is a pleasant scene, and oveu now, though
she might not know it, Mrs. Holland is
fulfilling a good mother’s work. She is
teaching her darling little ones how to be
gentlo and kind to one another, and is edu-
cating their hearts more than their heads.
Boys, and girls too, often behave very cruelly
to dumnb animals; but if mothers made use
of all their opportunities for nipping such
feelings in the bud, there wounld probably
be less inhumanity exhibited by grown up
people. In trutb, there is mere real learning
ond wisdom in these carly leasons of love
than may appear at the time they aro being
taught, and that is why we entertain such a
tender regard for the pet lamb.

SMALL AND GREAT.
KAty WeLLER thought she would like to

do some grand thirg, like her atory people
did. To be surs, little girls hadn't much
chance to be great, but after a while it
would be easy. How glad she would be
when there was some great, good thing for
her to do. Just tben mamma came out
and asked her to do an errand for her.
Ob, such an ugly frown came out, because
a little gir] had to leave her story. You
would harcuy have thought it was Katy
that looked so cross. If she is not willing
to do little things, how do you suppose she
can do the great things when they come?



