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HAPPY DAYSB.
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THE YOUNG MUSIOCIAN.

SArELY seated in his chair,

Baby in his whistle blowing
Wonders how the sound gets there—

Looks at mother, wondrous knowing,
Mother thinks her pet is now

Quite a taste for music showing ;
Sees alroady on his brow

Faucy's wreath of honour glowing.
And should years as on they roll

Prove indeed her young musician
Has such music in his soul

As shall win a proud position,
Never audience of the fair

With such rapt delight will listen
As the doting mother there,

Dreaming dreams of high ambition.

by taking what did not belong to them,
They got out of the meadow quickly.

“What shall we do?"” said Mary.

“ We must pick enough from our own
lot to make ap for what we've eaten, and
take thom all to Mr. Copley and tell him
about it,” said Sam.

It was hard to do, but they did it. Then
they had only time to pick ono smsll pail-
ful before going home t= dinner.

Their mother said she would rather have
done without berries altogether than have
stolen ones. She said they did right in
telling Mr. Copley all about it, and they
must not forget to confess their wrong-doing
to God and ask his forgiveness.
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“ AH, goo-00-00!" said baby Fred. This
means, * Please come and play with me, I
am tired of chewing the toe of my shoe.”

“Ges-ge-ee,” said baby with a little fret

their little home Sunday-school.
She ran quickly and got the red ball tied
to a string which was baby’s favourite play-
thing, Soon they were having a merry
game,
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THE EYES OF THE LORD,

ONE day the children each tcok a pail
and went to pick blackberries. They told
their mother that they would bring her
enough to make “bushels of jam.”

*Here are splendid ones,” said Harry as
they were passing through Mr. Copley’s
meadow. So they begau to eat and to fill
their pails,

“Hush!” said Sam, *“Don’t make a
noise, and keep behind the bushes, so that
nobody will see us.”

Pretty soon Kitty stopped picking, and
said, “ I'm ’fraid somebody seey us.”

“Why,” said Sam in great alarm, “do
you see the hired man about ?”

“No,"” said Kitty, “but I'm 'fraid God
sees us, for you know the Bible says, ¢ The
eyes of the Lord ave in every place.’”

The children looked at each other per-
fectly shocked, They had forgotten that
they were breaking God's commandment

A LITTLE ERRAND FOR GOD.

HEeLEN stood on the door step with a
very tiny basket in her hand, when her
father drove up and said: “I am glad you
are all ready to go out, dear: I came to
take you to Mra. Lee's park $o see the new
deer.”

“Qb, thank you, papa; but I can't go
just this time. The deer will keep, and we
can go to-morrow. I have a very particular
errand to do now,” said the little girl.

« What is it, dear?” asked the father.
“Oh, it is to ecarry this somewhere;”
and she held up the small basket

Her father smiled and asked: “ Who is
the errand for, dear?”

“For my-own self, papa; but—oh, no; I
guess not—it's a little errand for God,
Pup&”

“ Well, I will not hinder you, my little
dear,” said the good father, ténderly.
“ Can I help you any?”

“No, sir, I was going to carry my big
orange, that I saved from the dessert, to
old Pcter.”

“Is old Pete sick ?”

“No, I hope uot, but ho never huni
thing nice, and he's good and thenk
Big folks give him only cold meat 4
broken bread; and I thought an orw
would look so beautiful and make him
happy ! “Don't you think poor well fa
ought to be comforted sometimes, as well
the poor sick folks, papa?”

“Yes, my dear, and I think we tes of
forget them uutil sickness or starva
comes, Youareright; thisis a]ittleeni
for God. Get into the buggy and I
drive you to old Peter's and wait-till
have done the errand, and then show
the deer, Have you a pin, Helen?"”

«“Well, here is a five-dollar bill for
to fix on the skin of the orange, This
pay old Deter's rent for four weeks,. u
perhaps this will be a little errand for @
too,” said the gentleman.

Little Helen, who had taught a w
man a wise lesson, looked very happy
her fingers fixed the fresh bill on |
orange. E
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BABY'S DINNER PARTY.

IT was a very small dinner-party,
the guest was not invited. -Baby Ch
gat in his high chair with his bowl of br
and-milk before him, when Kitty came
jumped up beside him. ‘
“No, no!"” said Charlie, shaking
his spoon and his curly head a$ $he intrud
« Mew!” answered Kitty, very loving
“No; Charlie's dinner,” said th liy
fellow earnestly. .
“Mew!” said Kitty, again, creeping
neaver, until her nose almost touched
bowl. _

Charlie put one little dimpled hand
her back to push her away, and then su
denly stopped and looked at her with }
serious baby eyes. ;
“ Charlie like milk ; Kitty like milk,”
said slowly, as if tryiog to_think whai
doabout it, “Kitty hungry !—poor Xit
Then in a moment he called out gleefull
“Charlie eat ! Kitty eat?” ;
And they did both eat unti! Charli
little sister May, running into the roor
found what she called & queer dinner-par.
Mamuma came too. She did not think
two guite belonged to one table, but ai
smiled at the baby’s readiness to divide
bread and milk with puss.
“For I guess that’s his way of bei
kind and not selfish,” eaid -little M
thoughtfully, “though he isn’t big enoug
to tell about it. Mamma, shouldn’t yo
think it was a preity good way. of gettin
ready to be good folks when he's older 2"
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