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HAPPY DAYS.
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Baby anywhere.

\ SHEPHERD
BOY'S PRAYER
A little lad was
keeping his  sheep
one Sunday  morn-
ih'_’. ’ he In':!s were
ringing for church,
and the people were
.'-nén;: over the
tields when the lit-
7]“ {v‘ilu‘.\‘ i-«'g:u) to
think that he too
would like to prav
to God. But what
conld he sav ? for
had never iearn
any praver. So
knelt down and
anmeneed the al
plabet —\, BB, C, 1),

v ot 1o / A
i ;'."‘~ "!l ’-‘!i" "g;i' r
heard the lad’s voiee,

we bushes saw the

b 1

e . .
folded hands

BiG DIRD.

pair of birds

ar thaer nest,

ta3ed ¢
S5 _

" said Mr. Robin, “is

a nice hol

are thres

it on whiel

{ M.ssenger.

be plenty of worm
caterpillars, so that 1 nee
long to search for food.”
we, jJust as vou say
* answered the little wife.

1l bunch of string ove

4 us go and get it Ix

f our neighbours diseover 1t.”
as hurry,” said Mrs. Robin
vav thev flew. DBut while they wer

a strange thing happened. Th.

bunch of string was fastened to a pole,

worked and vulled and tugged a
ime bhefore they could get a bit off.
just hoth Mr. and Mrs. Robin s

cured a big piece, and away they flew to

| the apple tree near the fence.

S’A“]'!"h!.\ Mr. Kobin stopped, alarmed.
“ My dear, our tree is taken.  The very

[ largest bird 1 ever saw is standing
| direetly underneath the branch we chose.”

“That isn't a bird, dear. It's a crea
ture 15:-"\ call a girl. She will not hurt us.
Let us weait a few minutes and she will go
awav. If it were a 1--_\'- —then indeed we
might be afraid.”

Just then a voice ealled, “ Amy! Amy!”
The little gir' slid down the tree, and an-
swered, “ Yes, mother, I'm coming.”

“There! T told you so. Now we can
begin our nest.” said Mrs. Robin.

SOMEBODY'S BAIRN.
remember hearing,” savs Thomas
ie, *the story of a little ineident
oceurred in Edinburgh some years

was going rapidly down one
streets of the town. A
hild of some two vears of age
the middle of the road, and
was in utter helplessness, stand-
. while the galloping horses

drawing nearer and nearer every

wrses  approached  the

 the poor dittle helpless infant

im whoe had happened

of her house darted

of lightning, grasped

in her arms, and, at the ;u-ri'l of

her own life, saved it from imminent
destruection.

remarked to the poor,

when she reached the

woman, 1= that vour

said: “it's nac my

hie said, ‘what for
life for a child when

was na vones?
“With a beaming smile and s flushed
face, the noble woman roplied: ¢ Ave, but

it's somebody’s bairn.’ " —Sunday-school

“ At the dayv’s begiuning
I'” vonl k!w el .‘IH" rﬂ'ﬂv.

‘ Kes r me. [,.rl‘l. frl"ll 'i"nin}.’.
Give ne ?“1‘“ this day’?”




