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HAPPY DAYS,

A LITTLE PREACHER.

THE readers of HAppy DAvs know that |
during the last year there have been
terriblo porsccutions in Turkey, the Turks,
who are Mohammedans, putting to death
many thousands of Armenians who cling
to their own religion, which is a form of
Christinnity  The missionaries in Turkey
have done much to help these poor per-|
secuted people in
their great suffering
and povorty, and a
fow Armenians man-
aged to leave the
country. Among
these were & Chris-
tian preacher and
his wife and five
children, who found
their way to Amer-
ica, ‘Trouble came
to them on ship-
board, for the little
baby died, and when
they reached New
York they had little
money and their
friends were fur
away, in one of the
Western States.

While they were
waiting to hear from
these friends the
fow dollars they had
wore spent, and
when they weore
found by a mission
ary visitor. they
were living in two
bare rooms, vgith
just two chairs,
which were lent by
a good neighbour up-
gtairs, for furnish-
ing. The visitor sat
on one chair and the
family stood around
her, their dark faces
full of gladness that
some one had come
to them. Thefather
and the children
could speak broken-
ly in English, and
they interpreted to
the mother.

“QOne day when I
went there,” the
visitor said, “Ispoke
of their two violins,
and the oldest lad
took up his and
played for me, and
then seng—what do you think — Rock of
Ages’ and ‘Home Sweet Home!' Just
think of those two miserable rooms, with
almost nothing to eat in the pantry, being
‘sweet home’ to them!”

Many people became interested in this
brave family, and their beautiful trust in
Qod taught the best kind of lessons to
those who knew them, but it was little

" worldly little woman. It cost so much for
* the Tajmogians to livethat diflerent friends

took the children for a time, and Paul was
o great pet with his adopted mamma, who
dres<ed and fed him daintily and taught
him little songs and games.

But Paul missed something in this heau-
tiful new home, and one day when Papa
Tgjmagian came to see him he scemed very
sober indeed.

Song for Easter.
BY MRS, LUTHER KEENE.

Tur tiny buds begin to wake,
Down in their dark, cold bed,

Ax sw,ft the kisses of the sun
Fall on each nestling head,

“* We must rise,” they say,

Tomeet the spring'sbirthday 1

The banny Linds in distant « e
The secret message hear .

We catch the answer flonting baclk, -
In caruls glad and dear ; / ;

** Homewand we tly and smg,

Ning for the heautcous spring:”

And <hall v hearts alone be sull,
When sky aml~tream, brghtlanld
Al tlowers, and God's sweet graee
are ouwrs?
Nay, let glad thanks be heard ;
¢ We wake, we live, we sing
To greet our risen Ring 1™

“Papa,” he said, looking up at him
solemnly, “I thought all Americans were
%hris;ians ; and all Christians pray—don’t
they
prayers. Have they forgotten about God?”

“No prayers!” said Papa Tsjmagian ;
“ how can that be 2" and he went straight
to Mrs. May and in his gentle, modest way
told what troubled him and little Paul.

But these people never have -

quick tears sprang into her eyes as she
answered, ;

“Iam ufraid we had forgotten. Itis
so easy to forgot!”

An(f that was the way o real Christ life
began in this beautiful home through the
preaching of a little Armenian boy who
first learned of the love of God through
the etiorts of the Christian missionaries
in heathen Turkey,

THE BIRDS' CON-
CERT.

BY T. A. B.

Do you know, my
little readers, that I
0 to a concert every
gn.y during the sum-
mer time? I see
that some of you
doubt my word;
well,perhaps I ought
to say that the con-
cert comes to me,
snd that would be
nearer the truth.

My home is in the
count and the
house 13 surrounded
by trees, beside
which there is a
wood upon the east
and west sides and
beyond the orchard
at the north. You
have iuessed by this
time that the singers
are the birds, and
such singers! I
would rather listen
to them than to all
the singers I ever
heard in the Metro-
politan Opera House
or the Academy of
Music.

I suppose you
would like to know
how these sweet
singers are dressed ;
that is harder to
tell than to describe
the evening dress of
aprimadonna, Their
costume is of every
colour of the rain-
bow, and all made
of themostexquisite,
glossy feathers;
blackbirds,bluebirds
andyellowbirds, gol-
den and bronzed and
speckled; robins and
thrushes and orioles,
catbirds, scarlet tanagers and swallows,
with many others to join in the chorus,

Such robins ard thrushes, I wish you
could see them. They are the principal
singers; and at what time do you suppose
they give their concerts? Not in the even-
ing, when most concerts take place, but
at four o'clock in the morning, How

ni ‘ often if in the try, :
Paul who was o minister of love to o gay,  Hot blushes scorched her cheeks and ' recdor doommeroin the ccuntry, my little

reader,doyousuppose you would hearthem?



