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HAPPY DAYS.

NOTHING.
[ AsEED o lad what he was doing -
* Nuthing, woud sit,” eaid ha to me.
* By nothing well and long purauing
Nothing,” raid I, “you'll surely be.”

] a<ked a lnd what he was thinking .
“ Wothing,” quoth be, * T do declare.”
“Many,” raid 1, "1n taverns drinking,
by idle minds were carried there.”

There’s nething great, there's nething wis
Which idle hauds and mnds supply ;

Thuse wha all thought and toil despise
Mere nothings live, and tothings die.

A thousand unughts are not a feather
Wheun in a sum they all are brought ;
A thousand idle luds together
Are still but nothings joined to naught.

And yet of merit they will bonst,
And  sometimes poinpous seem,
haughty ;
But still "tis ever plain to most

‘That nething boys are mostly naughty.
LITTLE JAKE, THE ELEVATOR BOY.

Tuat was what he was always called,
for although he was the elevator boy in a big
dry goods establishment, he was 8o small
that ladies would Jock in and inquire:

“Where's the man that runs the elevator "

Then little Jake would pipe out from his
corner: * Here I be."

I do not know anything to compare him
to, but a tay of sunshine lighting up a dark
place. e was of such lowly stature that
when he was in his corner there seemed to
be nobody there. But gradually the smali,
carnest cheerful face grew visible and, as
you looked it, brightened into such a happy
stuile that the little man seemed to fill the
whole c¢levator with sunlight.

I wounder if the ladies who uced to give
him o nod or a word as they went up aud
down absorbed in their purchases will miss
him now aund sgeculate as to what has
hecome of the quaint little fellow who was
always smiling, helping, doing his duty
bravely ?

He went home sick one night and said
“ Good night " bravely, swallowed a lump in
his throat and ran off. The day after his
father came in.

“ He was petter, mooch petter,” hie father
aid.

Then bis mother came: they wanted
the place kept for the boy,

“ Ol so sick. He is too much sick here,”
the mother said, laying her hand on her
brenst.

“Tell him to pet well and he shall have

and

I
Lis pluce,” «ud his employer.  * To-morrow

we shall eome and see him.”
But on the morrow the fether camo into

the stere aud his eyes were red aud
P gwollen,

[ *Mue lectle Jake,” ho began, and then
broke down and 2aid ne more.
i It went the rounds of the store like wild-
i fire, the news that little Jake was ead,
Vand you would have thought at least that

o ; he had been the proprietor.

And ho was, in his small way, proprictor
of the hearts of the people he served; of
I theiv esteew, their good will—a dividend
i that will serve him better than money in
the land where he is to-day.,

They sent, cvery one of them, beautiful
flowers to little Jake's funeral; he was
covered with the last offerings of good-will
from those he scrved.

* We wish we had known that he was so
ill.  We might have ministered to his
wauts or perhaps saved him,” his employers
said with sad regret.

But there's nothing to regret, “ It's well
with the child.” Aud it is no longer “Guten
nacht,” with thee, but “Guten margen,”
Little Juke.
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“TAKE HER.”

Miss Suanwr, an American missionary
working in West Africa, has told the fol-
lowing story about her little scholars:

“ A few days ugo I said to them, * A poor
Cougo woman waunts me to take her little
girl.’

“‘Take her! take her!’ exclaimed the
children in chorus,

“‘Bat 1 do rvot feel as if I could feed
more than I have row,’ I said.

“They thought a while, and then the
eldest said :

“*Il we could work and earn something,
we could help buy her chop' (they will say
chop.)

“'Yes; but I know of no one who has
any work that you could do,’ I said.

* Another pause, and some t:\lk in Kroo,
and then one said :

“* Mammy, take her, and we wil. all give
her a part off of each one’s plate. Cook
same as now, and we take some, some from
all we plate till she have plenty.’

“*Are you all williug to do this?’ 1
asked. .

“*Yes,' was the anmswer. ‘And, con-
tinued the one who led off, ‘now tuke her
and teach book and teach her about God.’

“ What made it touching to me was that
they all had their meals measured out, and
no more than they wanted for themselves!
Never as much meat any one time in their
lives as they could eat.”
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THE LITTLE ONES,
OxLy a little Ind
With a morsel of barley bread,
And a fow small fishes—'"twas all he ha
So the disciples said,
Yet they piaced his gift before
Tha blessed Master's fect,
When, lo! from out the wondrous store
Five thousand people eat.

T--

Only a litile child,
Obheying the Saviour's call,
Yieldiug his heart by sin defiled
And his gifts and graces small,
Yet, firm with s purpose true,
And filled with a fait sublime,
The good that little child can do

May last till the end of time,
—Aunt 4d
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IN TOO MUCH OF A HURRY.

ONE morning an enraged farmer
iuto M1z, Maris’ store with angry looks.
left a team in the street, and bad 8 s
stick in his hand.

« Mr. Maris,” said he, “ I bought a pa
of nutmeys here in your store, and whe
got home they were more than hal{ waln
aud that's the youug villain I bought
of,” pointing to John.

« John,” said Mr. Maris, “did yon 1
this man walnuts for nutmegs ?”

“ No, sir,” was the ready reply.

“You lie, you little villain!” said
farmer, still more enraged at the
assurauce,

“ Now, look here,” said John, “if you
taken the trouble to weigh your natm
you would have found that I put in
walnuts gratis.” ;

“Oh, you gave them to me, did you?]

“ Yes, sir; I threw in a handful for
children to crack,” said Johu, laughing.

“Well, now, if that ain’t a young scam]
said the farmer, grinning, as he saw thro
the matter.

Much bard talk and blood would
saved if people would stop to weigh b
they blame others. “Think twice be
you speak once,” is an excellent motto.

GOD'S CHILD.

“Do you feel that you are one of
children 7" asked a lady of a Sab
school scholar. “I don't know,” he
swered, “ I only know that once my Savi
was a great way off, and I could not
him. Now he is near, and I love tg
things for his sake, just as I do for’
father or mother’s sake” Here, indeed,
that sweet spirit of obedience which i3
root of all true piety in the heart.




