HAPPY DAYS.

THE BOY THAT LAUGHE.

I know a funny littie boy,
The jest ever born:

His face is like a heam of joy,
Although his clothes are torn.

I saw pim tumble on his noss,
And waited for a groan;

But how he laughed © Do you suppose
He struck his friony bone 7

There's sunshine in esch word he speaks ;
His lasugh is something grand -

Its ripples overrun his cheeks
Like waves on snowy sand

He lsughs the moment he awakes,
And till the day is done ;

The schoolroom for a joke he takes;
His lessons are but fun

No maiter how the day may go,
You cannot make him ery ;
He's worth a dozen boys I know
Who pout and mope and sigh.
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Dappy Days.

TORONTO, JANUARY 1%, 1901

A BiG LITTLE WORD.
BY MARY L BROADSEAD.

“Whir-rr-r,” said the door bell
“ Ab-tschee! Ah-tschee!™ said Ruth.

“Poor child! you must be my little
house plant to-day.” said mother, and
wei see if we can't send this naughty
oud off to Greenland.”

Just then Rose came in. “ A note for
Miss Ruth,” she said.

“Oh, mamma, do open it quick® It
smells like Aunt Helen™ and held
the violet-scented note to her poor little
red nosa.

Ruth was right, and with her mother’s
belp read:

“ I there in all the round world a little
girl who would take pity on a poor lonely
suntie this rnn{ day? If the suntie had
somebody to help her pull molasses candy
and make hickory-nut tafly and butter-
sooteh, she wouldn't mind the weather st
sll. Will Ruth kindly try to find the
right little girl and send her by John,
who will waat 7~ “Avsmie Hoex”

Dear me’ Wasn't it too sad that Aunt
Helen should bave chosen this day of all
others for her candy-making? I dom't
wonder that there were more than “eold "
tears in Rath's eyes as she watched Jobn
go back to suntie’s without her; do you?

Even Mac, her funny little dog, saw
that something was wrong, and trotted

an odd sound in the
forget her own troables
at the

Mother brought the sugar bowl, and
for awhile Ruth had a fenny little sugar
party, and then every Jump made her
think of the fun she would have had if
she could have gone to Aunt Helen's.

“ What a sorry-looking little hostess'™
said mother, passing through the hall a

little while later. “Aren't your visitors
pleasant
“Oh mother; but everything

makes me think what a lovely time |
would bave had at Aunt Helen's.”

“ Now, my girlie, let us send the puppy,
back to poor anxious Di, and let Mac go
%00 if he wants to, then I will tell you a

“Unce upon a time there was s little
girl who was given a wonderful little word
to use just as she pleased. There were
just three letters in the word: BUT. She
could have put them away out of sight, or
she could have hung them up in the sun
where they would bave been all bright
and shining. But, instead, she took this
little wcrd and stretched it and twisted it
until she made a wall of it, high and wide
enough to shut out all the sunshine. Then
she sat down in the shadow of the wall
and thought there was no sunshine in the
world.”

“Mother, your eyes look smily in the
corners as if your story was about me,”
said Ruth, looking puzzied.

“Well, dearie, you remember you said
you were ‘having & mice time with the
dogs, lwt—" This made me think how
that one little word can sometimes stand
in the way of our sunshine, if we will let
it. We bave happy homes, iu/ we would
like to live somewhere else.  We are going
to have a lovely walk, bu! we wish we
could go to drive.”

Just then there was a double tap at the

door, and there stood Aunt Helen

to our
. jand too

wranped in a waterproof and carrying a
basket,

“ As the little maid coulin’t come to ﬁ.le
candy, the candy had to come to her, said
asuntie, laughing.

FREDZ SERMON

This was Fred's sermon on honouring
psrents

“‘H” means to hear what they say.
Sometimes you can't hear when youn sre
real near, if you'd rather not; but you
wust slways rather.

“*0 " means obey—that’s to mind whst
you're told, as well as t» hear it

“*N"1s to hear and obey now.
say:‘ Wait & minute’ Don't think
mind pext time.” Now is the word.

“*0’ again means cnest We owe it
Enrmts. because they loved us

care of us when we we.e
little shavers, and couldnt do it onmr-
selves.

“*R° stands for right. It is right, be-
cause God says so; if it weren's, he
wouldnt have put it in the Bible”

Maybe some of you can spell better than
Fred, but we douit if you can preach as
well

Dom’t
T

THE DIFFERENCE IT MAKES

“Go away from me, Stanley' Don't
you see that I'm playing, and cant be
bothered with you?~ little Robbie said
crossly to his baby brother.

Stanley looked for s moment at Robbie ;
then a pitiful uiver took possession of his
pretty lipe. He was not csed to baving
cross words spoken to him.

* See, Robbie,” said his motker, ~
is hurt. Speak kindly to him ; he doesn't
like you to use such a cross voice.”

And what a wonderful difference it
made in the baby brother's face when
Robbie ssid softly : “I'm sorry,
Kiss me, and 1 won't speak to

Staniey did not understand the meaning
of the words ; but be did understand that
it was s kind, and not a cross, voice speak-
ing to him.

Stanley.
you like

A PRAYER FOR THE NEW YEAR

Dear Master, for this coming yoar
Just one request I bring ;

I do not pray for happiness
Cr any earthiy thing;

I do not ask to understand
The way Thou leadest me:

But this I ask : Teach me to do
The thing that pleaseth Thee.

A quiet lot in life is mine,
Mcde up of little things ;

Teach me to do as unto Thee
The duties each day bri

Faithful in that which is the least,
Desr Master, I would be,

Thus making all my daily work
The thing that pleaseth Thee.




