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HAPPY DAYS.

FROM THE MONKEY'S POINT
OF VIEW.
RY W, <. M"LELLAND,

The ostrich has wings, but he cannot fly ;
"o horse haa only one toc,
Have you noticed the size of the ole-
phant’s eyes ¢
Or the piteh of the rooster's crow 1

Tho fox has n brush, but he does not paint.
And I think It a capital joko
That tho goat has horns which he cannot
blow
And a beard that ho cannot stroke,

I think this is yuite tho funniest world
That ever o wight could sce,

But the nost ridiculous things of all
Are tho peoplo who laugh at me!
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A LESSON WELL LEARNED.

A poor man, on the way howe from his
duy’s work, was walking along just ahead
of me, with a sack of tlour on hisshoulder.
His little boy was trudging by his side
with a bag swung over his shoulder,

It was a heavy thing to carry, and I
heard the little Loy say very wearily:

“Q father, how glad I am that wo left
the wedges till to-morrow night. These
tools are just all I can carry.”

“Do the best you can, my son,” said
the father. I know you are tired, and
the bag is heavy, but be patient.”

For some time after these words of
oncouragement tho little fellow was very
patient, but the farther he went the
heavier the load seemed to grow.

At last he stopped, and lowering it to
the ground, said .

“ Father, I cannot carry it any farther,”

“You nced not carry it any farther,

iny boy,” was the father's reply. * You
have done woll. Somo little boys would
have complained in o very short tiwe,
but you have done nothing of the kind.
You have been patient, and you hove
nobly strengthened your own power of
endurance by what you have done. Now,
my darling, T will carry it the rest of tho
way for you.”

How casy end how pleasant thoe ro-
mainder of that walk was to the littlo
boy whoso father way carrying the burden
for him !

I oaw the two—fathor and child—as
they ontered the little yard in which
their low, vine-covered cottage stood.

Two lessons were loarned during the
evening walk.

'The littlo boy learned that when he
ronlly noeded holp, the father would help
bim, Heo would not shirk. He carried
the heavy bagas far as a littlo boy ought
to carry it, and then he learned the grand
lesson of his lifo: that his fathor could be
depended upon to help him,

I also learned a lesson,

I learned that

> lit T bear life's burdens patiently, my Hea-

venly Father, all unseen, will, when the
proper time comes, take them and bear
them for uie.
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SOMEBODY'S MOTHER.

“Where's the letter?” *When's he
coming " "Did you get it ?"

These were some of the remarks coming
from o crowd of village boys who sur-
rounded and began to jeer at an old woman,
poorly clad, who came down the steps of
the post-ofice with a dazed, bewildered
look on her face.

Regularly overy day she went there for
tho lctter that never came from her son.
She bad lived in the village only a year,
and thoughtless people now began to call
her half-witted, and to say her son had
cither left her for good or she only had
onc in imagination.

The boys who had jeered her from time
to time before now determined to get all
the “fun out of her” they could. They
tugged her shawl; they stooped before her
and looked up in her face, repeating their
inquiries.

Helplessly she looked about for some
escape, but there was none till a tall,
slender, awkward fellow came down the
steps like a young cyclone, and with his
I>ng arms and legs sent the boys flying in
overy divection.

It was Jim Gordon, “the new boy from
the country,” whose “innocent face” and
meek look had made the others think he
had no “grit” He stood by the old
woman, defying them all.

“1 say,” called one derisively, “is she
your mouther? Are you the long-lost
son ?”

“No,” was the reply, with flashing eyes;
“but sho's somebody’s mother, and any
fellow who dares disturb her will have to
answer to me till that somebody comes!
Am 1 the only boy here that hos a
mother ?”

Tho boys for very shame moved awny,
whilo tho gallant young Gordon weni with
tho old woman to her home.

Carefully ho guarded and tonded hor
till * somobody” came—a tall, woll-dresuod,
fine-looking sea-captain, who had been ili
for months, during which time his lettors
had gonv astray.

Every boy in the village way at the
station to sec if he really would cpme
Jim Gordon half supported the trembling
old woruan until she was caught up in the
arms of her son, who cried, brokenly :

“ Mother | mother ! mother! It would
havo killed me if anything had happened
to you before I found yout”

And those who saw the answering love
light in the old woman’s face found their
own tcars coming, and more than one boy
turned away and thought more tenderly of
his own mother.

SURE SIGNS.

Some folks don't believe in signs, but
the wisest men in the world believed in
them. Solomon said, “ Even a child is
known by his doings, whetker his work be
pure and whether it be right.”

When I see a little boy slow to go to
aghool, and glad of avery excuse to neglect
his books, I think it is a sign that he will

1 be a dunce.

When I see a boy or girl looking out for
“No. 1,” and disliking to share good things
with others, I think it is a sign that the
child will grow up a selfish person.

When 1 see a child obedient to his
parent.., I think it is o sign of great future
blessit- from Almighty God.

When I see a boy fond of tho Bible,
and knowing it well, I think it is o sign
that ho will be a good and happy man.
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A VOYAGE ON LAND.

I am a little country boy
That never saw the sea,
But gmndgu was & sailor once,
And he brought home to me

A little ghell, a pretty shell
He found upon the shore,
And when I put it tomy ear
I hear the breakers roar.

0, then I think I'm sailing
Away in grandpa’s ship,

And if I've grandma’s rocking-chair
1 feel the vessel tip.

But if the storm be raging
More fierce than I can stand,

I’ve only got to ope my eyes,
And then T'm safo on land,

Little Gracie was hugging and kissing
her baby sister. Her auntie said to her:
“And you really think you love your little
sister, do you?" Quick as a flash came
Gracie’s answer: “No, I don't think I
love my little sister; T love her without

thinking.”
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