IHAPPY DAYS

P RAL TSy X

STREET SCENE IN CHINA,

This picture represents a sceno in China -

in one of the most erowded partsof u largo -

and sat ~ long time
out of the window.

man : but af he s sober
amd tewperate and hon-
est and  trusty  and
studions and obedient
and truthful and fennk
and kind aned cleanand
diligent and faithful,
then the coming man
will he worth sceing
and waiting for.

Fathers and mothers
are looking after the
coming man. lHeis“a
little man" now, but
he may soon bo a great
man ; and they are hop-
ing and working to
give Lim all the chance
they can, that he may
be a goud man,

What are the buys
and girls dving to help
un the cuming man to
Le what he may Le and
what he should be and
what they want him
to be?

o () e
HOW TEDDY WON
THE BATTLE.

Teddy had had a
severe cold for a week,
and had bLeen looking
forward to the next
week, when he could go
out and coast on the
hill with the other buys,

He read his Sunday-

.school lesson on Sunday with his mother,

looking quite solemnly

i Monday morning dawned clear and

town, The street is very narrow, and the bright, but Teddy awoke with a cough

houses are rather high. = The lower parts

which sounded like ercup.

of the houses are used a3 shops, and thoi “No coasting to-day,” his father said;

upper stories are dwellings. They seen to
be as badly off for yard room as some peo-
ple in this country, and are obliged to
hang their washing out across the street
todry. In the background is shown one
of the many bridges of the country.

THE COMING MAN. ; went out,
BY 1. L. 1ASTINGS.
“wondering if her
‘sorrows out alone,
her for eomfort,

“You just kee

We hear a great deal about * the coming
man,” and what he will do. Do you know
who the coming man is 2 Well, I will teli
you. Heis a buy now. He thiuks man-
hood i> a long way off, and sume older

cople scem to think that boyhood will
ast forever; but it will only be a few
days before that little boy will be taller
than his muther, strunger than his father,
and perhaps will think Le knows more
than both of them:

What kind of a man will the coming
man be? That depends on what kind of
a boy he is now. If he is Jdirty and
erovhed and wean and tricky and greedy
snd quarrelsome and dishonest and dis-
obedient, he will make u puor Aind of

cither T will not

ride

[

so hush up

, quictly away.

and his father was a doctor, and knew
i what was best for little boys.

Teddy staod in the hall, his hands thrust
decp into his trousers pockets.
‘consting!” he exclaimed; and tears of
_disappointment shone in his black eyes.

“Not to-day,” his father replied as he

“No

Not a sound came from the hall after
i that, and the wmother turned at length

son were crying his
for he always came to

still, you old Satan®

You necedn’t think yor're going to beat
Jesus. I guess not!
once, and he wouldn't yicld; and I'm
trying to be like Him, and I'm not to yield,

You tempted Jesus

sneak out and take a

Mamma would look so sorry, and
she'd always 'member how I disobeyed
father. No,sir! I'm not going to listen;

This is what his mother heard as she
teached the Lall dour, and she slipped

The next day Teddy had his longed-for

coast, and his bluek eycs shone with dolight
e he thought that, Lesides having honest
fun, he bad won a battle the day before
aned conquereid Satan,

MY MOTHER'S HANDS,

Sueh beautiful, beautiful hands!
‘I'hey're neither whito nor smal), )
And you, I know, would scarccly think
That they were fair at ail.
I've looked on hands whoso form and hue
A sculptor’s dream might be;
Yot arc those aged, wrinkled hands
Most beautiful to me,

Such beautiful, beautiful hands’
Though heart were weary and sad,

These patient hands kept toiling on,
That tho children might be glad.

The tears well forth as, looking back
To childhood’s distant day,

I think how these hands rested not
While mine were at their play.

Such beautiful, beautiful hanas!
They are growing fecble now.

For time and pain have left their work
On hand and heart and brow.

Alas ! alas! how ncar the timo
Of pain and loss to me,

When, 'neath the daisies, out of sight,
Those hands will folded be.

But oh ! beyond the shadow-land,
Where all is bright and fair,
I know full well these dear old hands
Will palms of victory bear.
Where crystal streams through endless
years
Flow over golden sands.
Where there is neither pain nar tears,
I'll clasp my mother’s hands.

T\WO GENTLEMEN.,

I saw two gentlemen on a street-car
lately. One of them was grown up and
was handsomely drcssed. ‘The other was
about twelve years old. His jacket had
several patches, and needed more ; aud his
shirt was of brown cotton.

The boy went through the car to give
some message to the driver. As he re-
turned, his barc foot touched the grown
gentleman’s knce and left a little mud on
it. Turning round on the platform, he
raised his straw hat and said, very politely,
in a clear tone: “DPlease excuse me.”
Then the other gentleman bowed in his
turn, just as he would have done to one
of his own age, and said, with a smile:
‘Certainly.”

= You must desire first to become sood.
That is the first and great end of life. That
is what God sent you into the world for.

“ Grandpa, how old cre y~.?” “Iam
cighty-seven years old, my little dear.”
“ Then you were born cighty years before
Iwas” “Yes, my little girl” “ What a
long time you kad alone waiting for me.”



