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HAPPY DAYXS.

()Y

1 TWO0 LITTLE MAIDS I KNOW.

J Kyow a littlo miden,
{Whom I always sco arrayed in
;dk and ribbns, but she is a spoiled and
petted little elf ;
Por sho nover helps her mother, or her
; sister, or hor brother,

But, forgetting all around her, lives entirely

for herself,.

‘Y80 she simpers and sho sighs,

& And she mopes and ehe cries,

And knows not where the Lappy hours fl:e,

Now lot me tell you privately, my darling
little friends,

§ She's as miserable as miserablo can be,

And I fearshe's not the littlo maid for me.

% Bat I know another li.tle maiden,
Whom-I've seen arrayed in
Bilk ‘and ribbons, but not always; she’s a
pradentlittle elf;
'And she.always helps- her mother, and her
sistér, and her brother,
And lives for all around her quite regard-
less of herself,
So she laughs and she sings,
And the hours on happy wings
iBhower gladness reund her pathway as they
: flee.
Now need I tell you privately, my darling
s little friends,
§ She's as happy as a little maid can bo ?
This is surely the little maid for me.

THE UNSEEN WITNESS.,

TneRe is 4 little machine, made something
;‘like a clock, which can be fastened upon a
garriage, and in some way connccted with
ithe motion of the wheels. It is so arranged
ibthat it marks off correctly the number of
gniles that the carriage “runs, A stable
keeper once had one upon a carriage that
he kept for letting, and by this means he
uld tell jast how many miles anyone
want Who hired it of him.
Two younz men once hired it togo to o
town some teén miles distant, Instead of
imply going and returning, as they pro-
‘mised to do, they rode to another town some
five miles farther, thus making the distance
they -passed .over, going,-and coming, some
thirty. milea,
¢ When they returned, the owner of tho
«eetablishment, without being noticed by the
young. men,. glanced upen. the face of the

.easuring instrument, and discovered how |

‘many miles they had teavelled,
. " Where have you been 2" he then asked
them; - '
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“ Have you been farther than that 2”
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“ Ob, no,"” they answercd.

“ How many milos have you boen in all 2"

* Twenty.”

Ha touched tho spriag, the csver opened,
anl there, oa tho face of tdo instrument,
the thirty miles were found recorded.

The young men Wwere astonished at this
unerring testimony of an unsecen witness
that they had carried with them all tho
way.

Thus has God placed a recording witness
in our hearts. Wherever we go wo carry
it with us. He keeps it wound up apdin
order. Without our thinking of it, it
reconds all our acts, a'l our words, and all
cur thoughts,

‘We sometimes geek to deceive our friends,
but the truth is recorded in our hearts. By
and b7 God wil touch the spring and all
that is written will then b3 seen. Mauy
things we do we should not, if we knew the
eye of another psrson were loocking upon us.
We always carry a witness with us,

A little boy was urged by an older per-
son to do an act that was wrong. He was
told that no ono would know of it. * Yeg,
somebody will,” said the little fellow, ¢ my-
self will know it.”

Wo cannot dismiss the witness QGod
has fastened it to our minls. 1t is our
conscience, and whatever our lips may
deny, it will always tell the truth. 1f we
should attempt, in the great day when God
judges the world, to deny our actions, there
upon our hearts they will appear, written
down, when we did not know it, by the
unseen witness that God has made to
accompany us every s'sp in our life.

Think daily, little readers, of that instru-
ment which we carry with us, out of sigh,
on which is written everything we do and
8ay.

think how you will feel when Gad opens
it, thet its records may be seen by all the
world.

THE CAT AND THE FOX.

Mgz, Fox one day met his friend, Mrs,
Cat, and said to her, “Yoa think you know
a great deal. I have in my sack ten times
ten tricks” Mrs Cat said, “ As for me, X
have but one trick, bat I think when the
time comes my one trick will be &s good ag
your sackful.” .

“ Nonsense! nonsense!” cried Mr. Fox.
“Well, we'll see,” said Alrs. Cat. .
Just then they heard the blast of a horn,
and up came a prack of boands barking and
yelpiog.

ere We said we ware, going,” was the

~ Mirs, Cat said, “JXook! this is my one
dek.” As she eaid the words she ran up
|a high trec, She saw Mr. Fox tun this

way and then that way, uutil ho had tried
all his tricks, Lut at last tho houuds caught
him,

“Ah1" said Mey, Cat, “I sco that my
ono trick is worth your huudred.”

Moral: Ono good trick is worth a huu-
dred poor ones,

KISSED HIS MOTHER

Sue sat cn tho porch in tho sunshine

As 1 went down tho streot—
A woman whose hair wags silver,

Bat whose {ucs was blossom awoct,
Making me think of a gardon,

Whep, in spite of the frost and snow
Of bleak November weather,

Late, fragrant lilies blow,

I heard o footstep behind me, |
Aud tho sound of a merry laugh,

Aud T knew the heart it camo from
Would be like a comforting staff

In the time and the hour of trouble,
Hopeful and beave and strong,

Oae of the hearts to lean on,
When we thiok all things go wrong.

I turned at the click of the gate-la‘ch,
And met his maunly look ;
A face like his gives me pleasure,
Like the page of a pleasant book.
1% told of a steadfast purpose,
Of a brave and daring will;
A face with a promise in it,
That, God grant, the years fulfil,

He went up the pathway singing,
I saw the woman's eyes
Grow hright with a wordless welcotae,
As sunshine warms the skies.
“Back again, sweetheart snother,”
He cried, and bent to kiss
The loving face tha’ was uplilted
For what some mothers miss,

That boy will do to depand on ;
I hold that this is trne—
From lads in love with their mothers
Our bravest heroes grew.
Earth’s grandest hearts have been loving
hearts
Since time the earth bagan;
And the boy who kisses his mother
Is every inch a man!

VERY HAPPY,

CLARABEL is always happy. I have
never heard her fret nor cry nor complain
of anything, She sits on the rug and plays
with her blocks. She goes out with Susan
for a walk, or with brother Tom for a ride.
She laughs o merrily when she hears the
birds cing, that the birds might almost
think she was one of their brigat fawily.
ih(;fdlove Clarabel, for she is such s lovely




