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HAPPY DAYS.

LEARNING TO SEW.
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A DREAM AND A REALITY.

I read
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dream. He thou
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who had a remarkable
that the richest man §

to him and said: “1 am |

tired of my house and grounds. Come
and take care of them and I will give
them to you.” Then came an honoured
judge, and said: “1 want you to wake
my place. 1 am weary of being in court
day after dav. 1 will give you my seat
on the beneh if von will do my work.”
Then the doctor ['rn;uv-v(] that he take his
extensive prw'tim' end iet him rest, and
so on. At last shambled up oid Tommy,
and said: “I’'m wanted to fill a drunk-
ard’s grave. I have come to see if you
will take my place in these saloons and
on these streets.”

This is a dream that is not a dream.
For every boy in this land to-day, who
lives to grow up, some position is waiting,
as sarely as if rich man, judge, doctor,
or drunkard stood ready to hand over his
{'lu(‘u at onee. \Vhl(‘h \\'i“ you chooee,
boys? There are pulpits to be filled by
God-fearing ministers, and thousands of
other honourable places; but there arc
also prison cells and drankards’ graves.
Which do vou choose *—Sunday-school
Evangelist.

FOR THE GIRLS.

Are you ever cross and know it. Let
me copy for you a helpful page from
“ Lady Betty,” a lovely, old-fashioned,
book that every girl will be the lovelier
for reading.

“¢ 7 wish that I could help being cross,’

| said Laay Betty. ‘How can IV

“‘You must ask the Lord to help,

| said 1.

“¢And will he?

“¢ Yes, if you ask him earnestly; but
then you must try hard not to let the cross
words come out, even if you feel cross in-
side. If you don’t say a word, you will
get over it all the quicker. . . . Idom't
know that you can help feeling angry,
but T will tell you how I help it some-
times: I just shut my mouth, and don't
say one word, only repeat to myself the
praver for charity and the Lord’s Prayer.
If 1 am firm, and don’t let mself speak
one word, I can generallt put down the

| feeling pretty soon; but if 1 begin to talk,

all is i-\'t‘r,"

A COMFORTING CHILD.

It seems to me that in all the world
there is not a sweeter child than the little
girl [ have in mind. Her hair hangs ir
lovely ringlets about her face, on which
the dimples come and go, while the beau-
tiful brown eves dance with joy—that is.

| 23 a rule. But the other day, finding her

mother in tears, the big eves opened wide,
and then, th:zwing her arms about the
neck of “ the one I love best,” Nellie said.
pleadingly: “ Let me comfort you, mam
ma.

The sweet wav in which she did this so
tonched her mother’s ealler that she said
‘1 haven't any little girl to comfort m«
when I'm in sorrow.” —Sunday-schoo
Messenger.




