HAPPY DAYS.

SOMEBODY'S PAPA.

Tnts peor drunken inanwas lying stretched
out in the street one day as I chanced to be
passing by, and around him were several
wen and boys.  Sume of them were pulling
at him, and laughing and talking saucily .0
hiin, because they k- ew the poor fellow was
too drunk to touch them. DBut just then a
little girl, more thoughtful than the rest,
came along.  She did notenjoy the tun they
were having, and as I stepped up, I heard
her say “Dou’t, let him alone, he is some-
body's papan” And sure enough it was
Nellie Joues’ papa. Poor little Nellie had
been at Suaday-school once, but now she
had not clothes to wear nor shoes to keep
her feet warm. Aud worse, dear children,
she had not encugh to eat. Many a time
Nellie cried for bread when she could nog
get it Now, this was not Nellie’s fault.
No, she was a very good little girl, and
ought to have a good pipa. S, childr p,
when you sce a drunken man, don'c forgue
that he may Le sonc gl little Nellie's

papa.

GOOSE-GIRLS.

1 nave read a story aborut a Loy named
1anry, whose father owned a flock of geese.
Que of those geese was given to Harry, He
made tera nest of straw, linel with hay,
and placed fifieen ezgs uuder her, expecting

to surely gt from them a duzou goslings,
These he intrnded to sddl, when larg:
cuongl, forhalf s .1 lareach. T enhe would
have siv dollar. to by anew sled and a new
pir of skates. Harry wa« dddighted at the
prospect.  His father said to him.

“Ty not disturb the grose while sitting.
L t lier temain cn the nes thivy days, only
leaving it a few moments at a time tu tahe
her food.”

Tweits days pasel  Then it ocenrr.d

away frorm the nest so long that when they
returned to it the eggs were cold.

Ou the thirtieth day, Harry watched for
the little geslings; also on the thirty-first
and thir.y-second d sys, but not one appewred.
e felt very sad.  When tho snow and ice
came, he was without his six dollars, and
had to make out another wiuter with an
old sled and & pair of old ckates.

As 1 think of Uarry not oleying his
father’s i structions, and so losing the re-
ward which would have been his, I am
reminded of that hymn we so often sing :

A charge to keep I have,
A Goa .. glotify;

A never-dying soul to save,
And fit it for the sky.

To serve the present age,
My ca ling to fulfil;

Oh, may it all my powers engago
To do my Master's will.

Arm we with jealous carg,
As in thy sight to live;

Aud oh! thy servaut, Lord, prepare
A strict account to give,

Help me to watch and pray,
And on thyself rely ;

Assured, if 1 my trust betray,
T must forever die.

Jesus says: “ He that is faithful in that
which is least, i3 faithful also in much:
and he that is unjust in the least, is unjust
also in much.” Let us each try to be one
of those faithful servants whom our Lord,
when he cometh, shall fiad watchiog.

TELP ONE ANOTHER.

A TuIMBLE, a needle, and a piec? of thread
were all lying on alady’s work-table together.
Now the needle had rather a hasty temper,
and could give sharp pricks when it pleased,
and this morning it was oat of sorts; so it
tried to pick a quarrel with the thimble,
and said, spitefully, “ You gave me some
bard knocks yesterday, and I wish that
you would be more geatle in futuze.” “It
is true I dv push you hard sometimes,”
answered the thimble, “ but you koow it is
only when yoa dv not do your work pro-
puily, and our mistress makes me keep you
up toit” “Pray don't you two quarrel,”
said the thread, wishing to be peacemaker.
“You mind yo r own bus'ness!" retorted
the needle. “ My business is your business,”
said the thread, “for you are no uss with-
vut me, and [am noue w.thout you." ¢ That's

to Waary that it wonld Le fine fun to take Jjast it,” said the thiwbdle. “ A great deal of

the gnose to the poud aud see her swiaw,
So off they wont together. They stayed_’

nonsense is talked in this world about being
indeperdent; but my own opinion is that

people should try to help one ancther, fo
from tho highoat to tho lowest we aro all
very dependent on the good services of ow
neighbours for somothing or other every
day of our lives."—Little Folks' Majazine.

THE SWINGING CHATR,
BY AMY TALBOT DUXN.

CoME let us make a swinging chair—
And this is how it is;

I hold myself my own loft wrist,
And brother he helds his;

Wo grasp each other's right wrists now
And make an even square—

And here we have the rockaway,
The little swinging chair.

« Here now, you bonny Baby Bell,
Come here and take a seat,

W¢'ll carry you across the stones
That hurt your little feet

Just put one arm aronnd my neck,
Aud one around our brother—

0, dou't we have such jolly times
A-playing with each other!”

Their mother said, when they came up—
Their three heads in a row—

“«\Vhy, that's a play I used to play
Some twenty years ago!”

“Some twentx years ago' they cmd
«Can you remember plays

That happened twenty years ago—
That many thousaud days?”

WHAT I8 PRAYER.

A LITTLE child, six yearsold,in 8 Sunday-
achool, said, “ When we koeel down in the
schoolroom to pray, it secms a3 if my heart
talked.” That, dear children, is prayer.
All our words are vain, if our hearts do not

talk to God.

LONESOME.

SAD a little girl to her father. «Paps
I'm so lonesome I don't know how to live”
The father replied . * Well, dear, I'm sorry
for you, and I believe that you do not yet
kn,w how to live. N>w as for me, I have

o time to get lonesome. I feel that I must
work for the Lord with my hands and feet
and my head—with all there is of me and
all the time. And this is not hard, for I
love his service; and when I thui do, he
comes and abides with m3, and he is good
company, I assure you. Will you not thus
invite him into your heatt, my daughter,
and see if your “ hours will not glide sweetly
away while leaning on his word?” When
wo work for Jesus, we have no time to bg

Icnesome,



