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HAPPY DAYS.

LITMLE FOER OF LITTLE BOYS,
By anp By a very bad boy;
Shun him ot once and forever,

Fur they who travel wath = By and By

Soen vomes to the hease of “Never.”

“3Cant” isa mean hitle coward-—-
A Loy that 1 halt of o maa,
Set on him o plucky wee terier
That the world knows and honours—
“1 Can.”

*Noouse i tryiug - nonsense, [ sy —
Keep tiying until you succeed,
But 1f you should meet * 1 Forgot” by the
way,
He's o cheay, and you'd better take heed.

“Dow’t Care” and “No Matter,” boys,
they're o pair,
Aund whenever you see the poor dolts,
Say, “Yes, we do care,” and ‘twould be
“ureat matter”
If our Jives should be spoiled by such
faults,
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MY BROTHER.

A HaNbsoME, stately youth of sixteen
years passed through the play-ground of o
publie school.

“There goea brother Robert,” eried out n
little girl in the midst of a gronp of scholars,
“Isu’t he handsome 7"

“Why # Why " cried out several voices
at once.

“Oh, he is so good! He never swears,
nor chews nor smoke . tobacvo, neither does
he ever diink any liguor. T am so glad
I have such a brother.” The children all
Jooked again with adwmiration upon the
youth, when one of them carnestly re-
marked, “ I hope my brother will be like
him.”

The neat day twu young en in a bugyy
drove rupidly past the same children.  Oune
of them had a cigar stump in his mouth,
and he was so drunk that he could scarcely
sit up. As the buggy went by the children
. they heard him utter & terrible oath,

*“That is Will Burton,” said one of the.
cluldren; “he tends in a saloun, aud be is
drunk .he greater part of lns ime. 1 would
he ashamed to have such a brother.”

None of them noticed that a little girl
ran away and hid her-elf. In a few
moments her playmates missed her, and
hunted her. They soon found her weeping
and sobbmng as if her hewt would break.
She refused to tell the cause of her trouble;
but 1t was svun dear to them, as a little
girl whispeved to another, * That drusken
boy was her,brother.”

!he wo that your -isters may be proud of you,
“Never give them cause to be ashamed of
Cyon —Words of Cheer,
|\\'HA'1 KIND OF FEET HAVE YOU ?
SIDE by side sat two little girls in an
mfant sehool,  Jennie's father was rich, and
shte had on nice kid hoots, which made her
feet very neat and pretty to look at. Lucy’s
father was dead, and her mother was very
poor; so her shoes were coarse, and not at
all pretty.
| What ugly feet you have!™ Jennie
j sud, scorufully, as she drew her dress away
fur fear 1t would become dusty. Jennie
did not know that the tescher was near
hee; but she was, and heard the unkind
remark,  So she told them this stoy :
“ One day recently I was walking along

* the street, and I saw a dear little girl whose
| nawe was Lucy. Just before I reached her,
j another little girl fell down on the pave-

went, and upest her basket of apples, that
were almost heavier than she could carry.
Lucy ran quickly and asked the little girl
it she was hurt, and told her not to ery, and
picked up her apples for her. Lucy did
not sce me; and I stopped just then to
talk to a friend, and 1 watched her go down
the street. Before she was out of sight,
she opened a gate for an old lady, and gave
n prece of her candy to another child.
“Somebody has said :

¢ Benutiful feet are they that go
Swiftly to lighten aunother’s woe,’

and the Lible says < How beautiful are
the feet of him that bringeth geod tidings.’
Now don’t you think little Lucy’s feet must
have been very beautiful in God’s sight,
when they took her to do these kind
things 7"

Our little Lucy blushed and hung down
her sead, fur she knew the teacher was
talking about her. Aund Jennie blushed,
too, and looked ashamed, as I think she
well might.

THE LIGHT WITHIN,

Has it ever been a part of your work to
cleanse and polish a lamp chimney ? If so,
then you can scarcely have failed to notice
how eazily deceived one is as to when the
work is thorough and complete. We look
at the glass, and it seems quite bright and
clear, with not a blur cr blemish, But
wait till cvening comes, avd the bright
flame is lighted within. Ah, how meany a
blur before unseen, how many & blemish
unnoticed, how much less clear and stainless
than it appeared in the ordinary daylight!

And 1s it not just so with the heart?

Boys, see that_your actions and lives may

We brighten it hastily, as it were, with the

usual daily devotions and imperfect self--
examination, and glancing at it think it
does well enough. But when something
suddenly touches a watch to the wick of
vonscience within, and there flames up the
clear steady light of God’s pure law, how
many a blur, and spot uncleansed, how
many & stain stands forth rovealed, ob-
scuring the perfect holincss which should
shine forth in those who are as lights in the
world.

Then, if we should kuow when our work
is pure and perfect, let us light that flame
within, oftener, and be not satisfied with the
polish which 13 unly in outward appearance.

A SURPRISED FATHER.

A FINE looking wan, of noble plysique,
und clad in overcont, gloves, aud stout boots,
wus walkiug out the other day, with his Jittle
three-year-old daughter, & pale-faced child,
with bare neck and arms, and morocco
slippers. A neighbour, meeting them, be-
unu to ask, with great apparent concery,
after the father's health, adding :

“But I am glad your little one does not
iuherit your feeble coustitution.”

« J'ecble constitution!” exclaimed the
ustonished parent. “Why, 1 was never
sick a day in wy life; while, as to my
daughter, we fear she has her mother’s con-
sumptive tendencies.”

“ Indeed ! replied his friend, with a sly
twinkle of the eye, “you take extra care to
protect yowrself from the cold, while she
goes bare-necked and in pasteboard shoes.
I iuferred that 1t wus you that inherited
the mother's consumptive tendencies, and
not she.”

A WISE REPLY.

SoME years ago, during the time of the
Father Matthew excitement, one of his
converts ha' scarcely landed in New York
when an old acyasiatance invited him to

driok.

« Arrah, Pat,” said he, “I am glad to see
you in this frce country.”

“ But,” said his friend, “this is not
Irelaud. This is a free country, and you
can do as you plase.”

“ Faith,” rephed brave Pat, “do you think
I bave brougnt my body here and left my
soul in Ireland 7"
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A CHILD'S LEGACY.

A LITTLE gir] six years old was a short
time ago called home to God. About a
year before her death she had a swmall
writing-desk given her. After her death
her mother unlocked it, and found this
writing: “1 will miad my father and mother

always. 1 will try to have my lessons
perfect. I will try to be kind, and not get
cross.”

- -



