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HAPPY DAYS.
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CHRIST WELCOMING SINNERS.

WE are told that in stormy weather it is
not unusual for small birds to be blown out
fiom land on to the sea. They are often
scen by voyagers out of their reckoning and
far from the coast, hovering far over the mast
on weary wings, as if thay wanted to alight
and rest themselves, but fearing to do so.
A traveller tells us that on one occasion a
little lark, which iollowed the ship for a
corsiderable distance, was at last compelled
ttrrougdh sheer weariness to alight.  He was
so worn out as to be casily caught. The
warm hand was so agreeable to him that
he sat down on it and buried his little
cold feet in his feathers, and looked about
with his bright eye zot in the least airaid,
and as if feeling assured that he had been
cast amongst good, kind people whom he had
no occasion to be backward in trusting. A
touching picture of the soul who is aronsed

comfort than you do now.”

“Don’t you think I like to hear the
music of my little boy’s voice ?”

“The trouble is you hear it too much
and too loud,” Jaughed Tommy.

A few days after he went to see Phil
again. It was fine sliding, so he and Phil
and a dozen other boys were sliding down
the hill back of Mrs. Potter’s house.

“I'm dreadful thirsty,” said Tommy to
Phil.  “I'll run down to your house for a
drink of water.”

“You won’t need to go in,” said Phil.
“You can get it from the cistere in the
back room.” The cistern was nnder the
floor, the water lew down and Tommy's
arm short. It was icy, too, around the
trap-door, and it was no wonder that Tommy
slipped in.

He caught the edge of the board and
held on with all bis might, screaming for
help. Through the open outside door he
could see Mzrs. Potter sitting by the back
parlour window, sewing, and she could
easily have heard him scream, if she only
hadn't been deaf.

The boys on the hill made too much

The little girl was right in her choice,
and right in her thought as to how it could
be obtained. Of all the blessed things
Jesus swtid we could have, none is more
precious than this: “Blessed are the pure
in heart, for they shall see God.”

A BIRD STORY.

Lasr spring one of the old birds in Dr.
Prime’s collection—a gray sparrow—became
blind. Struightway a little dark brown-
and-white bird, known as a Japanese nun,
and named Dick, became the sparrow's
friend. The sparrow’s home had a round
hole as a dcor-way. Little Dick would sit
down on a perch opposite the hole and chirp.
The blind bird would come out, and guided
by Dick’s chirps wouid leap to the perch
aud sc on to the seed cup and water bottle.
But the most curious part of the perform-
ance was when the blind sparrow would try
to get back into the house. Dick would
place the sparrow exactly opposite the hole
by shoving him along the perch. VWhen
opposite, Dick would chirp, and the blind
bird would leap in, never failing.—Selected.



