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WHO ARE THE HAPPY?

Are the pleasures all in palaco?
Are thie happy people all

Drinking from n silver chalice,
And treading in a marblo hiatl?

Are all the happy mother-hood
8ot down in fairy places?

Do all the Lle«sod scns aud dsughters
Wear broadclotly, silk and laces?

Are all the ills and cares of life
Tiod up in ragged bundloa—

And dropped-—at thu weary Iab'rer's door
Where his scant-clad baby tumbles?

The rain comes down on evil and good,
‘The sun<liino blegses ux ail

But the comforts and joys dwell more in tho cot
While care thrives in palace and hall.

God pity the poor; and whoare they*
Not tnose with honest faces

Who whistling go to their daily toi),
And cheerfully fill their plaocs,

God pity the poor who are poor indeed,
Poor in sympathy. kindness and lova,
And bid them look over the clonda of caro,

To the xvet and sunlight above,

HARRY AXND KITTY WHITEFUOT

TWO busy little feet, two hands, each

with five little pink servants, who
didn't mind getting a little sticky and dirty,
if they could only keep busy; a sweet face,
with two red lips to kiss and talk for it; one
funny little round nose to smell forit, and
two pretty pink cars and two bright eyes to
carry the news from the outside world into
the busy little brain that lived shut up in
the dark, inside the curly head—all this
helped to make Harry.

But I haven't told you the very best part
yet. Harry had what he called a « think” in
him that made him so thoughtful and kind
that everybody loved him dearly. It made
the sticky little fingers stroke grandma’s face
when she had the headache , it made the little
feet very ready to run to help mamma, and I
really suppose it lay at the bottom of all the
trouble about Kittie Whitefoot.

The wind and rain were so cold that day
when they found her on the piazza, that it
really did seem too bad not to take herin.
Yet mamma didn't like cats, and sister Helen
thought them “simply disgusting.” Sister
Helen wasn’t good authority : for she thought
peanuts and black licorice were “simply dis-
gusting,” too, and ncarly everybody knows
better than that. Harry had to beg very
hard before mamma shewed any signs of re-
lenting.

“You don't want such 2 kittie as this,Harry,"
she objected ; “it is thin and miserable, and
has dreadfully weak eyes.”

«1 wonder,” mused Harry, “ if thisis one of
God's little kitties. If it is, I suppose God
knew my papa was a doctor, and mended peo-
ples; so He sended her here on purpose.”

Mamma kissed her little boy without say-
inga word. Have you ever noticed that
when mammas do so, they alinost always mean
yes 7 Harry took kittie to the kitchen, and
put her down by the range, where the warmth
and some nice milk soon made her so happy
that she commmenced to purr contentedly.

“ Her's got a little teakittle in herself,” said
Harry; “it’s boilin’, ‘cause her's so warm.”

In a fow days kittic'sappearance was deci-

dedly improved, but the oyes romained very
weak. In vain did Harry watch for a chance
to speak to papa. Ever so many people were
sick, and he was so busy from morning till
night that for days ho had not a minute
to spare.  Still Harry did not give up hope.
If he couldn’t get papa’s advice, his own bright
eyes were strong, and he would keep them
wide open, and try-to find out what people
did for weak oyes.

But it became evident that something must
be done.  What should it be ¢ At last a hap-
py thought struck him.  When he felt so sick
that time when papa was away, and the bed
kept tipping over, and the walls kept spin.
ning round, grandma said mamma had better
soak his feet beeause it couldn’t do any havm,
Yes, he would soak his kittie's feet.  He got
one of the pretty teacups with roseson it, be-
cause he veasoned that if kittie could see
anything, she ought to see pretty things.
Filling the cup with hot water, he dipped one
after another of kittie's white feet into it.
Kittic meowed long and loud, much to Harry's
delight. “ Her likes it, herdoes; her's singin™™”
said he to himselt. Just as he began to real-
ize that kittie's cyes were no better after all
his trouble, Matilda came down and lovked
upan the whole performance with profound
displeasure. Our little docter was ordered to
leave the kitchen, and never again to touch
“ them cups your ma takes such stock in.”
Whem mamma heard the story, Harry was
shut up in the nursery for the rest of the af-
ternoon, to help him remembernot to meddle
with the china closet again.

So it happened that a very gloomy little
face was peerng aut of the nursery window
when a little boy fromn the Eye and Ear In-
firmary came down the street. Harry watched
him and was wondering if he knew how
wretched little boys felt when they were shut
up for a whole forenoon, when sowething at-
tracted his attention. Coulait be! Yes; the
little Loy had a little green blind over his eyves,
or perhaps it was a leaf. How did it get
there? Did it grow just as the green
leaves grew over the violets? How nice it
would be if prople had little leaves over their
eyes. His eyes were blue,so would be alimost
just like violets. O if mamma would only
come she could tellhim all about it. She knew
about everything. Pretty soon when mamma
came up stairs to bring him his supper, she
was surprised to see the little face looking so
bright and eager.

“0 mamma! there was a little boy with a
cununing little green blind, or else it wasa leaf,
and do they grow just like the violet leaves,
or—"

Here mamma stopped him, and by dint of
questioning found that it must have been a
little boy with a green shade over his cyes.

“ But what for does he wear a green shade 1"
questioned Harry.

“Because he has weak eyes, I suppose. But
I must go now , and as soon as you have eaten
your supper you must go to bed.”

Away went mamma; but oh ! how much
Harry had to think about. So that was what
they did when people had weak eyes. How
funny for little boys to have just the game
kind of oycsas hiskittio! Perhaps it wasonly

good to soak peoplo’s foet when they had the
sickness that made the bed tip over. At any
rate his dear littlo Kittie Whitofoot should
havo a greon shade the very minute he woko
up in tho morning. And when at last, he
went to sleep it was only to dream of little
kittens with green shades over their oyes,
playing with blue violets with green’leaves
over theirs. And the very plumpest of all
the little kittens was his own Kittic White-
foot.

ASK MUOTHER.

YES, go and ask mother. She knows how

to straighten the tangled threads in the
knitting—how to tix the ball so it will bound,
how to bind up and soothe the pain in the
bruised finger. Mother knows, go and ask her.
Charley says, ‘ Mother knows everything, 1
wonder where she went to school 7 Dear,
patient mother! she has had a wise and good
teacherin the school of life, and He has taught
her the best of all lessons, patience.

Dear children, ask mother as long as you
can; she will help you over the hard places,
hut don’t forget to thank her. By-and-by
there will come a time when mother will go
away and not come back ; when the paticnt
hands will lie folded over the still heart that
can no more awaken to your cries, when mo-
ther is at rest from her carthly labours, and
you can ask her for counsel and help never
again. Don’t forget to thank her.

—

Lave—liko tho rose, so bud, so bloom—
In growing beauty livo;

So sweeten lifo with tho perfame
That gentlo actions give.

Dio—liko tho rose, that when thou'rt gone
Sweet bappy thoughts of thee,

Like rose lcavos, may bo treasured up
To embalm the memory.

Axornzn six days’ work is done,
Another Salbath has begun

Return my soul, enjoy thy rest,
Improve the hours thy God hath Lless.

In holy duties, let the day

In holy pleasures pass away:

How sweet a Subbath thus to spend,
In bope of ono that ne'er shall end.

BIBLE STORIES.

I OW we all have loved them, and love

them still, even we grown up ones,
and you who feel yourselves almost grown
up'

When the little ones of a family circle are
gathered to listen to a Bible story, you will
seldom fail to see the older oneslistening, too,
although they may know the story by heart.
And surely this is well, for our blessed Lord
caused the Scriptures “ to be written for our
learning,” and we never shall find that we
have grown tooold or too wise to learn fresh
wisdom from them.

Those dear, familiar histories of Abrabam
and Isaac, of Jaccb and Joseph, of David and
also Samuel, and of the prophets, should not
be read or listened to merely for amusement.
It was meant that we should learn something
from all that is told us of their carthly lives.
Yes, by carefully studying these “ Bible sto-
ries” of the saints of old, we may learn to
“embrace and cver hold fast” that blessed
hope which checred them on—even the hope
of everlasiing life.



