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HAPPY DAYS.

BEAUTIFUL
BravTnur feet are those that go
On loving ministries to and fro,

Beautiful urins are those that bear
Burdens for thuse who are pressed with
cure.

Beautiful hands are those that give
Blessings to thuse who in poverty live.

Beautiful lips are those that speak
Words to comfort the sad and weak,

Beautiful brows are those that wear
Vittue's signet engraven there,

Beautiful deeds are those that tell
That the Spirit of Christ in the heart doth
dwell,

Beantiful lives are those that shine
With love for the holy, the pure, divine

Beautiful angels such beauties see,
And chant, them over the jasper sea.

Beautiful mansions the Lord will give
To those who beautiful Lves will live,
—J. M. Hoplns.
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CHILDREN'S WORDS AXND WAYS,

A FaTHER snid to his five-year-old son,
who cante in late to dinner from school,
“ Robbie, why are you so late? Did you
not hear the bell 2 “Yes, father,” replied
Robbie, “but I didu't hear it plain”

“There is something in this cigar that
makes me sick,” said a pale little boy to his
gister. ‘T kuow what it is,” answered the
little girl, “ it's tobacco.”

Bessie and Ellie were snug in bed, when
mamma heard Ellie suy, * Bessie, will you
forgive everything 1 have done to-day?”
“ Yes,” said Bessie, “if you will forgive me
all [ have done.” Then they said “ Good
night!” and were soon asleep.  Next doy
their mother asked them why they had
asked forgiveness of each other, when Ellie
said, “ Does not the Bible suy we must not
let the sun go down on vur wrath 27

DID JESUS SING.

At a gatherny ot chaldien, on Chust-
sne day, a gentleman present velated a very
interesting incident.

A little girl, about three years of age, was
very anyous to hnow why Cliuistmas giecus
wete 80 much used, and what they wae
intended to signify.

So Mr. L told her the story of the
Babe at Bethlehem—of e child whos
name was Jesus.

The httlelquestioner was just beginning
to give voice to_the wmusic that was in her

heart, and after Mr, le—- had eoncluded
the narrative, she looked up in his face und
usked :

“ Ind Christ sing ¢”

Who had ever thought of that 7 If you
will luuk at Matthew, twenty-sixth chapter
and thirtieth verse, you will find proofs
that Jesus sung with his disciples.

Is not that encouragument for us to sing,
not with the understanding only, but with
the heart also.—Childrven's Friend.
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MISSIONARY TOMATOES,

AT a Subbath-school convention in Mur-
phy’s, California, a lud about fourteen yeary
uf age vame W the superintendent and
suid :

“I've got some missionary money for
yow."”

“Who gave it to you?”

“Oh, I earned 1t myself,” was his reply,
and his, bright eyes shone with joy.

“1ow did you enrn it ?”

“ Last spring my mother had more tomato
plants than she wanted, and I asked her to
give we some. 1 planted them, and when
the tomatoes were ripe I peddled them.
At first I received three cents, then two,
and by-and-by one cent a pound. Here is
one dollar and & half, I want it all to go
for missions.”

“ But, Herbert, who told you to do this?”

“1 told myself.”

“Didn’t your mother ssk you to do this?”

* Nv, Lut she encouraged me.”

“ Are you perfectly willing that all this
mone) should go to missions, and none of
it fur murbles, toys, candies, etc. 7"

“Yes, sir.”

“Huw lung are yvu going to keep this
up ¢’

I guess as long as I live”

EDITH'S PRESENT.

Somk years ago Col. Mason, an army
oflicer, was stationed with his troops on the
Western frontier. His wife and only child,
Edith, were with him one summer.  They
enjuyed tent-life very uch, with the
prairie all about them so cuvered with grass
and flowers that it looked like an immense
garden. Yriendly Indians were often at
the fort, and one day an old chief brought
Edith o pair of buckskin moccasins. They
were beautifully ornamented with coloured
beuds, and were & present from the chief's
daughter, but Edith’s mother had to receive
them, as the child could not be persuaded
to go near him.  How strange it seems that
this great country of vurs vuce belonged to
the ved men i
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THE TWO ANGELS.

Dai1Ly are two angels writing
What we do for good or ill;

One with smiles for good inditing
One the ovi), sad avd still.

Where repentance boweth lowly,
Long they wait at close of day,

Blotting out the deed unholy
Ere they bear the book away.
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WHICH WAY ARE YOU GOING?

A LiTTLE girl went home from church
full of what she had seen and heard. Sit-
ting at the table with the family, she asked
her father, who was a very wicked man,
whether he praged  He did not like the
question und in an angry manner replied:
“Ts it your mother or your Aunt Sally who
has put you up to that?”

“No, father,” said the child; *the
preacher said that all good people pray, and
those who don’t pray cannot be saved.
Father do you pray ?”

“This was more than the father could
stand, and, in a rough way, he said : “Well,
you and your mother and Aunt Sally may
go your way, and I will go mine.”

“ Father,” said the child, with great sin-
plicity, “ which way are you going 2"

This question pierced his heart, It
flashed upon him that he was in the sure
way to death. He started from his chair,
burst into tears, and began to pray for
mercy.

DOING THINGS Ful JESUS.

It was for his name Paul said he was
wilhng to give up everything; or, as we
say, " for Jesus' sake.” Papa says he will
stop smoking for Jesus’ sake, and give the
money for missionaries. Munmma goes early
every Sunday morning to teach u class in
the Sunday-school though she lias so much
work to do and so many children to dress
she hardly knows how to spare the time,
but she says, “I won’t give my cliss up;
1 will try to keep it for Jesus’ sake.”

Then sister Molly, she wanted a new
sack this winter, and had a beautiful one
picked out at Smith’s; but when the news
cae of the poor starving people who could
not work or get enough to eat, and papa
asked, *“ What cun you give them, Molly 77
she thought hard about it, and then the
pext duay said, “ I'll give up my new sack
and wear the old one.”

«“What!” said Nell, “wear that old
one?”

* Yes,” said Muolly, « for Jesus’ sake.”

. Now what can you do “for the name of
Jesus 2” It you drop some of your candy
peunaios into the missionary-box, won't that
be forlnm 7 If you leave the play you like
so well, to mmnd baby for muther when he
is cross, isu’t that for the name of Jesus?
If you do it cheerfully aud without pouting,
Unecls Frauk thinks it is.—Qur Cheldren.



