HAPPY DAYS.

T
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By NELL M. MOFFAT.

K hero it is, that dear old place!
Unchanged through all $hese years,
ow liko somo swoet, familiar faco
% My childhood's home appoars.
F4ho grand old trees beside tho door
¥ Still spread their branches wide;
[ ho river wanders as of yore
B With swiftly running tide;

o distaat hills look green and gay,
} Tho flowers are blooming wild,
nnd evorything looks gay to-day

As when I was a child.

gardless how the years have flown,
8 Half-wondering I stand ;

XY catch no fond endearing tono,

® I clasp no friondly hand.

think my mother's smilo to meet,
I'lisb my father's call,

9 pause to hear my brother's foot

k  Oome bounding through the hall;
Eput silence &ll around me reigns.

“ A chill eroeps through my heart;
BNo trace of thoge I love remains,
And tears unbidden start.

¥ What though the sunbeams fall as fair,
1 What though the budding flowers
pftill ghed their fragrance on the air
Within life’s golden hours;

he loving ones that cluster here
These walls may not restore;
oices thap fillad my youthful ear
Will greet my soul no more.
‘WAnd yot I quit the dear old place
With slow and lingering tread,

As when we kiss a clay-cold face
MW And leave it with the dead.

% TRUTHFUL AND OBEDIENT.

% CianLiz! Charlic!” clear and sweeb
p voice rang out over the common.
§ That's mother ! cried one of the Loys,
utly throwing down his bat and pick-
g up hiscup and jacket. “Don’t go yet'
kvo ] Just finish this game,”
the plnyorq in poisy chorms, “I
8t go right off, this minute. I told
er I'd come whenever she called.”
735 Make believe you didn't hear ! ” they all
laimed. “But I did hear'” “She'll
‘or know you did.” “But I know it
I~ “Let him go,” said a bystandor.
Bl ou can do notbing with him. He is

@d Charlic, “and there is where o\ery
:mght to be tied ;and in & hard knot,
Go" “But I wouldn't b such a baby as
rup the minate sho called,” said one.

I don't eall it Labyish to keop uno s word,”
said tho obediont boy, a beautiful light
glowing in his bluo eyes. I call it manly
for a follow to keop his word to his
mother, and if he doesn't keop his word
to her, you sco 1f he koops it to anyono
olse."

DOT'S WELCOME.

Dor HUNT was as sweet o child as you
over saw. Sho was beautiful, too, and
overybody loved her because she was
lovoly. Sho was an only child of =&
wealthy widow, and her homo was ono
of clogance and culture. Thero nover was
o kindor or more generous child or one
more compassionate. If while driving in
the grand carriage beside her mamma, she
saw a child grieved or injured, she was
not happy wmtil something was done to
comfort or help it. If a beggar child
came to the door, she turned beggar, too.
begging Ann, the cook, to feod the hungry.

But Dot was only five years old. I toll
you this so that you will not wonder at
what I am about to relate. .

Dot went to church for the first time,
one bright summer day. She was a
perfect blossum in het snuwy white dress,
with a bunch of rosebuds fastened in the
broad sash.

At the church door stood a plainly
dressed woman with a very sad face, and
beside her a littlo girl of perhaps ten
years of age, the latter wenring a calico
dress and & very common-looking brown
straw hat. People were going into the
church very fast, but no une scemed W
notice the sad-leoking woman and her
daughter. Presently s sunshiny voice
broke the icy coldness of the church-
goers ; it was Dot'a.

“Ten't you doin’ to church 7" asked Dot
of the little girl

“Ib isn't our church, wc're strangers;
wo don't know where to gu,” answered the
little girl.

“ It's God's chureh,” Dut saud reverently ,
“ Come with mamma an’ me, thure’s luty
of room in God's church.”

The weary woman lovked into Mrs
Hunt's face yuestioningly, and althuugh
the latter's face flushed, she secunded her
little daughter’s hearty invitativa,

“Yes, do come with us, p'ease,”
said, ¥ we will bo glad t, have you  And
prosently, scated side by side in “God's
church” were the children of puverty and
wealth, There had lLeen o number of
witnesses to the pretty scene, and more
thar =0 face flushed with shame ay the
__.ater, during his reading, gave this

she

passage,’ I was a stranger and yo Sock
mo in.”

Was it Josus fooking through that sad
woman's oyoa? Josus looking through
her littlo daughtor's oyes 7

* Inasmuch as yo havedono it unto the
loast of theso, yo have done it unto me.”

And aftor tho sorvice, moro than one
richly dressod lady shook hauds kindly
with the “strangers,” and mado them
wolcome.

Dot never know how forlorn, how home-
sick, how desolate, thuse two strangers
had boon bofore her gentle weleomo
reached thoir souls, but her first Sunday
at church had taught somo “children of
largor growth ” a losson sadly needed.

And lo! how great a troe grows from
a httlo acorn. The “ strangers” who had
como to the city frem a borcaved home,
from wnich death had taken boloved ones,
and money had takea wings, found
fricnds and plensant and profitable employ-
ment. How far a ittle candle throws
its beams!

A PENNY AND A PRAYER, TOO.

“ Was that your penny on the table
Susie s~ asked grandma, o8 the children
camw in frum Sabbath school “Isaw it
aftor you weat and I was afraid you had
forgotten it.”

*Oh, no grandma, mine went into the
box all safoly.”

"Did you drop anything in withit?"”
nsked grangdma.

* Why, no, ma'am,” said Susie, looking
surprised. I hadn't anything %o put in.
You know, I earn my penny every wook
by getting up carly and going for the
milk."

“Yes, | remember, dear, Do you know
just what becomes of your penny 7"

“No, ma'am.”

“Do youcars?"

“ Oh, indeed I du, a great deal.
it to do good somewhere.”

" Well, then, cvery Subtath, when you
drop your penny in, why dunt you drop
a prayer in, too, that your penny mnay be
blessed in its work and do good servie
fur God 1 Dun't yuu think if cvery penny
carried a prayer with it, the monoy the
schouol sends saway wonld du a wunderful
work 7 Just think of the prayers tha.
would go out, sume ucrusa the ocean, some
away off among tho Inldisns.”

"1 never thoogbt of that, graadma.
The prayer wieald du as mach good as the
penny, it it wos o real true prayes,
wonldn't it ? I'm guing tu rememler, and

I want

not let my penny go alone again.”



