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HAPPY DAYS

That was enough for Dick, and sure of | “ I suppose we might as well say good- !

a sympathizer, he poured out his plans for
the morrow.

“Waon't it be glorious, Cap'n?” he al- | ing his sloeve aeross his eve. = 11

most shouted, as he reached the elimax.
** A reai vovage, just like the ones you used
to take.”

Cap'n Ben laid his hand on the boy's
shioulder, with a very kindly logk in his
keen old eves,

:

:
!
i
:

“When | was nigh onto a year younger'n |

you be,” began Cap'n Ben slowly, “1
slipped eable and put out to sea—run

:

away, leaving my mother and two sisters '

in a lectle house up back in the country.

“We were bound for lower Californy
—fer hides—like that feller that writ a
book about the same sort of a voyage; only
he was a relation of the owners, and was
treated well. 1 wasn’t.  Boy, ye can’t
guess the misery and sufferia’—not the
big kind of sufferin’ like the soldier in
battle, with drums beatin’, and fife
playin’, but in the night, with fingers raw
and froze, with ice-water dashin’ over me
every day and every night for nigh a
fortnight off the Cape : so seasick 1 wanted
ies ddie, so wet, an’ cold, an® achin’ all over
I used ter ery in the dark, an’ long, oh,
bow 1 longed fer that leetle house where
1 knew mother was sufferin’, too, because
I had deserted her like a coward.” Here
Dick Raynor wineed, and changed his
position a little on the chips.

“Wall, to make a long story short, | “

was gone two vear an’ a half; an’ then 1
steered across country fer home.

“Bov, when 1 gt there it was jest |

eccmin’ on arly evenin®.  Thar was ne light
in the house.

“* Mother!” 1 sung out, ‘ Mother, yer
lov's eome home!  He ain’t never goin’

away again, onless ve let him freely an’ |
i C. W. Coatns,

gl:u"'\'f‘
“ Nt a sound from the leetle house,

:

standin’ grav an’ still under a big pine. |

I tried 2ll the doors.  They were fastened
up, an’ the blinds were shut tight.
“* Mother!® But she didnt answer.

“1 turned away then, an’ kind o stag- |
gered up the dark road till 1 found myself |
beside a baryvin"ground 1 knew only too

well.

* There were pines there, too, and as | &

leancd against the wall 1 heard "em whis-
perin an’ sighin® werhead. O Diek, my
oy, what would 1 have given then to ek
my wwther in the fac, to hold her thin,
tired hand that had worked so hard for
wie, and that 1 had left stretehed ont after
e, trembling, and capty, empty !

“ When | lifted my head 1 Jowked into
the burvin ground- -1 coubdn’t seem 10
help it aw’ thar, sure enongh, it was
I eould just see it throngh the dask a
new heap of gravel”

“O Capn, don’t, don't!” eried Dick,
springing to his feet. 1 can’t bear to
hear it.,”

“ Wall, if you're detarmined to set sail i, but soon he came

bve.”

“U'm not going” '—'”‘l""l Dick, draw-!

| qidn’t think about mother foeling bad and |

needing me.  And if she should—should
die, like your mother —7 :

“Bless ve, my mother didn’t die)”
struck in the oli sailor heartilv. “ Ye
didn’t let me finish my varn. She was
only down 't a neighbour's, and pretty
soon | heard wheels eomin’. and her voiee,
her own voiece, talkin® in the dark. But
I hope it don’t change vour mind “hout
stayin’ on shore, jest because mother
didn’t =

“ Not much,” said Diek, with empha-
“Good night. Cap'n. 1'm geing
home.  Praps mother wants something!”
~ Sunday Afternoon.
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CHARLEY'S PRAYER.

A little !ﬂ.\‘ in New York "l[_\', whose
name was Charley, beeame separated from
his mother way out in the outskirts, and
was |lit'l\w‘ up ||_\‘ a |ln“t'l‘ offieer. The
hittle fellww was erving.  The officer took
L 1o his gtation, where he was reported.
They found out from the little fellow |
where he lived, and one of the officers told
e when he went off tlll%}’ at twelve
welwk he wonld take him home.  Then he
stopjed erving. e was taken into the
wrgeant’s office, and was told to lie down
and go to sleep, and in a little while they
would take him home. There was a sort
of eouch in the corner with one or two
evats on it.  The little fellow went over to |
back and stowd in

e Savieur.

him, “ Ge and lie down, my boy; it’s all

right.  We will take vou back in a little
while.™  1le went back, but ke did not lie
Laowi. Dy oand by he came back again,

aied hie seemed so restless that the officer
suid. “Why. what is the matter with you {7

The little fellow said. “ Would you mind.,
i - -p < 1 * -
<ir. if I said my prayvers, as | do at home ¥

The officer did not mind, but it was a
little new to this particular man.  The
little fellow stepped over to the other side
of the office and, kneeling down by the
coneli with his little face upturned toward

]w;n‘t'n. ‘N' s:li‘]:

“ Now | lay me down to sleep,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep;
1i 1 should die before 1 wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take.”

And then a little jump onto the conch, and
(harley was happy and content. There
was quiet in that police station then. The
officers took off their hats and bowed their
heads, while tears trickled down their
cheeks. Every little boy and girl should
prav, and thus be a witness for Jesus.

ARLIE'S MISSION.

Arlie was a little eripple girl, who lived
with Ler father and mother in a beautiful
house. She had evervthing her heart
could desire or loving hands could get for
her. as she was the only child and the pet
and idel of her parents. Evervthing had
been done to eure her, but it was impos-
sible.  One morning as she was sitting in
the warden with lier nurse, a little girl,
whe was going to read to an old lady, went
bv carrving her Bible under her arm.
Arlic, seeing the little girl, wished her to
come in, and asked her nurse to call her.
The little girl eame. and the two children
talked together for a long time: the young
wirl telling Arlie alvut the Lord Jesus
snd reading to her, from her Bible, some
of the short stories, which she had never
neard before, for her parents were godless
people.

Arlie got her nurse to buy her a Bible,
and gave her voung heart to the Saviour,
serving him faithfully in every way, and
as she daily grew more weak she became
mueh more gentle and loving.  She often
praved for her parents that they might be
come Christians,

Shie Iweame very ill, and was obliged to
kewgs her bed, and one day when her father
sl mother were in the room, she told them

: thai she was '_'ning‘ to live “ith -'1"5“!" aml

that she had praved that they would be
come Chiristians.  As she talked to them

et the love of Jesus tears streamed down

heir faees, and kneeling beside the bed of
their dyving child, they gave their hearts to
Arlie’s mission on earth was
done, aned the following morning she fell
acdeep, safe in the arms of Jesus. She
wos boriedd where the sun could shine on
her grave. and every day flowers were

for Georgy to-morrow, . said l';||-'n Ben, | front of the H'rg!'aut.:i desk. He said to | '!!,,.w! on it by loving hands.
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