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HAPPY DAYS.

to take care of the grapes, I remembered
Jesus had called himself a
Vine, and said that his children were the
branches. and the way for them to honor
him was to bear fruit. Then I wondered
how many of us were ready to grow fruit
for him. and 1 thought of one kind that 1
should like to raise, and to have you help
me. Youall know little lame Letty, and
vou saw what joy she had in riding in the
wheel chair. 1 wonder if we should like,
all of us, to deny ourselves some candy. or
toy. or story book and save the money to
help buy a wheel chair for Letty to use
every day. As many as should like to
help raise such fruit as that, if their mothers
are willing, may raise their hands”

Up went every littie hand, each child
there raising both hands.

“It is better,” said Elizabeth, “ than a
hundred thousard grapes. O Uncle Fred,
I know now why you did not want Letty
to come to-day; it is to be a surprise to
bel;; ism'tit?” 8

Not a single little girl forgot her pledge :
and not amother but was glad to let her
help. All the next week the money came
rolling in— ten-cent pieces, twenty-five-
cent pieces. fifty-cent pieces, now and then
a whole dollar, and once a five-dollar gold
picce. What was lacking when all the
gifts were in Uncle Fred made up, and
three weeks from the day of the party Letty
Wheeler came to Sunday-scisool in her own
wheel chair, the happiest little girl in the
workd
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BETTIE'S BIT OF HELP.
BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

Bettie Armitage had not been a Christian
very long.  From mlmildhood she had
gome ta chorsh. and read her Bible,

and said her prayers: had been a dear
little daughter, and then growing up a
sweet and graceful elder sister and lov-
able yvounyg girl, ali witheut consciously
giving herself up to Christ, and fully re-
solving to take him for her Master and
Friend.

Bat one day a new | f- Jdawnel upon
Betty. Light flosded her soul.  She
learned what it means to belong to Christ,
“ to follow him whithersoever he goeth.”

Then straightway she longed for -
tunities to show her love. She feL an
urgent impulse to become a missionary.
She felt that there could not be a field so
hard that she would shrink from it a
people so lonely and degraded that she
wonld not rejoice to go to them and tell
them of her Saviour and his love.

Meanwhile the way to the mission field
beyond her own home was hedged u
Her father said she could not be 3
her mother looked perplexed and pained
and even bewildered as Betty unfolded
her plans and dwelt upon her wishes
Betty, more and more anxious and in earn-
est. felt limited and caged. It seemed to
her as if she were doing notking for the
Master, when she wished y to be
doing some great thing. She fell discon-
tented and unhappy.

“ Bat, Betty.” said her friend, Jane Page,
“ when our Lord wants us in sny place he
goes before us and opens the way. It may
be there is some of service right
here which only you can fill, and until
that is filled Christ will not send you else-
where.”

Betty went home carrying this simple
thought.  Jane had intuitions, per-
haps, because she daily asked to be filled
with the Spirit, and kept herself always
iready to do the Lord’s will, whatever it
{might be, not caring whether the errand
‘on which be sent her was a lofty or a
lowly one.
| Bettie turned her latch-key and ran up-
. stairs to her own beautiful room on the
{third floor. As she passed grandmother’s
{door, at the top of the firdt landing, it
| stood ajar, and she glanced in.

i Grandmother was sitting as usual, her
Adim eyes patiently closed, her thin hands
(folded in her lap. Her room was sunny
{ and pleasant, with flowers in the windows,
i'h' grandmother, having cataract. could
jmot sez, but which diffused a delicate fra-

| grance.
| It suddenly struck Betty that grand-
| mother must have many tedious hours
!.\'u:ecnrily, she had su , grand-
| mother was often alone. How could it be
(helped 7 Mother had her housckeeping
{and her clubs. The younger children
| went to school, father was at his office,
‘and Betty herseli had & dozen engage-
| ments for every day. They had all been
| kind, deferential, and amiable in their be-
| haviour to grandmother, but she had been
as it were lefu on a side-track, while their
basy lives went whirling on.
| All this passed through Betiy’s mind in
!'a fash of clear insight, as she tapped on
| grandmother’s door.

“Come in, dearie,” said the sweet old
voice. The face, so quiet a moment ago,
stirred and lit up with a pleasant welcome

“Is it you, Elizabeth 7~

“ Yes, dear grandmother,” answered
Bettv. = May 1 cose in and talk to you
awiile ™

“Surely, dear: I am giad to have com-
pany.”

Betty sat down and talked to grand-
wother, charmingly, entertainingly, de-
scribed a procession she had seen down
town, gave grandmother the news of the
cousins and aunties: finally read to her
for awhile, and before either of them was
aware the morning had slipped by, and
l.he‘lnlid came to say that luncheon was
ready.

“1 have had a beautiful time, Eliza-
beth,” said grandmother: “and I was just
then dniuki:ﬁu if the Lord had forgotten
that 1 was old, and blind, and weak, when
he cent you in to cheer me and make me

stoong.

So Betty discovered that she did not
need to look for distant service just yet.
Here, in her own home, was an aged ser-
vant of Christ who was in special want of

special ministry. Jesus meant his
disciple to be e-nndfeuudhnz'f':'

-m “to have it revealed to me
never given grandmother a
thought.  Ske wasn't a pauper, she was
Just —s0 ive and
sweet, and so Iiwea':‘uln asking for
attention, that I forgotten how
heavily the time must hang on her hands
—she who used to be so active, and who
must now be so often laid aside.”

“Do not fecl asbamed, my dear,” said
Jane P “ You show your willingness
to do what Christ desites by just taking
holl of this littie bit of helpfulnes<™

To every one of us, younger, and begin-
ning to walk in the Wessed way, or older,
and far on the road, the lesson comes in
endless repetition to do the next thing.
That next thing may carry you to a hos-
pital to purse the sick : it may send you
to a zenana in distant India: it way lead
you into city slums : it may guide you in-
o a room in your own house, where one of
Christ's Jittle ones ncels you. But serve
him with a loving heart and a willing
mind, and a blessing will be yours as you
sit at his feet.

WoOl NOTES.
Ab, the sunshine falls, and the winds are
blowing
Throagh the sifted gold of the woodlands
sere,
And the zypsy aatumn, in bea lowing,
Is treading Iheu)lmdlhem‘ year.
The bm:'m hawk sails with the king-birds
ter,
And the hazels dream of their winter's
gold;
The beech-nuts fall, and the children's
laughter
Is mellow and sweet as in days of old.
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