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HAPPY DAYS.

— PO

RESCUE THE PERISHING,
Reseur. the perishing,
('are for the dying.
Snatch them in pity from sin and the grave;
Weep 2'or the orring one,
Lift up the fallen,
Tell them of Jeaus, the mighty to snve,

Though they are shghting him,
Still he is waiting,

Waiting the pemtent child to receive.
Plead with them earnestly,
Plead with them gently ,

He will forgive if they only believe.

Down in the human heart,
Crushed by tho tempter,
Feclings lie buried that grace can restore ;
Touched by a loving henrt,
Weakened by kindness,
Chorda that were broken will vibrate ouce
more.

Rescue the perishing,
Duty demands it;
Strength for thy labour the Lord will
provide;
Back to the narrow way
Patiently win them,
Tell the poor wanderer a Saviour has died.
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LITTLE SINS.

CHARLIE was spending a winter with his
married sister.  Every one thought him a
good boy; mdeed, he himself was uite
sure he could do nothing wrong. Oue day,
as ho was passing the pantry, he saw a box
of raiing; they were the largest raisins he
had ever seen. He stepped in slyly and
took bunch after bunch, and then slipped
away, fechng like a thief, and yet thinking,
«It1s only a hittle thing.” This he did
day after day, till there was quite a hole in
the box of raisins, still, no one scemed to
notico 1. One day a visitor told the
following story at the dinner-table .

Walking through a fine park two years
before, he had seen a large sycamore tree
A wood-worm about three inches long was
forcing 1ts way undet the bark of the trunk.
“ Ah!" said the gentleman who was with
him, * in time that worm will kill the tree.”

“A hard thing to believe,” said his
friend.

“By and by you will see,” replied the
other.

Soon the wormn was found to have gotten
quite a distance under the bark. The next
summer the leaves dropped ofl’ earlier than
usual.  Something serious seemed the
matter. When the next summer came—
just two years from the time the worm
began its work—the trce was dead. The

hole made by thg worm could be seen in
the very heart of the trunk. * You wore
right,” snid the gentleman, *The treo was
ruined by the worm only threo inches long.”
If a worm could do such harm, what may
not what persons call “ littlo sins” do to a
man or woman, & boy or girl 2

Charlie felt the blood rush into his -face.
He was sure every one must know about
tiio raisiug, and that the story was told on
purpose. He did not dare luok up from his
plate.  After dinner thoy all went into the
parlour; but as no ono took special notice
of him, Charlie concluded he must have
been mistaken,  Still, he began to feel now,
ag never before, that God knew all about it.
The next time he was tempted to take from
a busket what was not his, he remembered
what the worm did to the tree. *“That is
just what sin is doing to my soul,” he
thought. He drow back in fear and ran
away as fast as possible; nor could he rest
till he had told his sister the whole story.
Then he went with a lowly, penitent heart
to his heavenly Father, asking that all his
sins might be forgiven, and that for the
suko of the Lord Jesus Christ a new spirit
might be put within him.

“LET US LLOVE ONE ANOTHER.”
1 Jonx 4. 7.

WoutLh you like to hear what Jesus
wants you to do? He loves little children
very much, and he tells them to love one
another. Now, if you are cross to the little
boys and pgirls who play with you, if you
try to get their playthings away from them
or do anything to make them feel bad, you
do not love them, and the dear Saviour who
looks down from heaven to see if you try to
please him is sorry that you are so naughty.
But if he sees you kind and pleasant to your
little playmates, he is glad.

You know he gave up his beautiful home
to come and die for you because he loved
you 8o much, and now ho wants you to love
other children and try to make them happy.
You will learn this nica little verse and do
as it says, won't you?—“Tet us love one
another.”

“ The Saviour loved us all 30 much,
He came down here to die;

And now he looks at every child
From his bright throne on high.

‘“ He wants to see me kind and good,
And showing others love;

Then T will try to do and be
What Jesus will approve.”

IN poem “ My Rule,” in Hapry DaYS of
March 20, for ‘* As long as I live, wherever

I am,” read—* wheraver I can.”

«[T IS SO COLD.”

«James, I wish you wouid fill up the
wood-hox for me,”

James drew up his shoulders with a
shiver, and moved his chair closer to the
stovo, ns ho said: O mother, [ caun't. It
is 8o cold.”

His mother left the room just then, and
did not at once notice that he did not go to
do as she had requested.

“Presoutly one of James’s playmates came
and asked him to go coasting. The little
boy said he would like to go, and would
nsk his mother.

“Why, James, it is so cold,” she said.

«Q Iaee! The wood-box isempty,” said
James, Hosoon had it filled, and after that
he went coasting.

GOD'S SPARROWS.

A CHRISTIAN woman was visiting among
the poor in London one cold winter's day.
Sha was trying to open the door of a third
gtory in a wretched-looking house, when she
heard a little voice inside say: “ Pull the
string up high.” She looked up and saw
the string. She pulled it, when it lifted the
latch and the door opened into a room
where she found two little half-naked chil-
dren all alone. They looked cold and
hungry. “Do you take care of yourselves,
little ones?” asked the woman, “No, ma’'am;
God takes care of us,” replied the elder of the
children. *You have no fire on this cold day.
Areyou very cold?” “Oh, when weare cold
we creep under the quilt, and I put my
arms around Tommy, and he pute his arms
around me, and then we say: ‘Now I lay
me down to sleep, I'll sing my Maker's
praise,” and then we get warm,” said the
little girl. “And what have you to eat,
pray 2" asked the visitor. “ When granuy
comes home she brings us something
Granny says we are God's spartows, and he
has enough for us; and so we say, ‘Our
Father, aud  daily bread’ every day. God
is our Father."—Faithful Witness,

“CAN'T RUB IT -OUT.”

«“DoN'T write there,” said a father to his
son, who was writing with a diamond on
the window : “ you can't rub it out.”

Did it ever occur to you, my child, that
you are daily writing that which you can't
rub out ?

You made a cruel speech to your mother
the other day? It wrote itself on her
loving heart, and gave her great pain. Itis
there now, and hurts her every time she
thinks of it. You can’t rub it out.

You whispered a wicked thought one day
in the ear of your playmate! it wrote itself
on his mind, and led him to do & wicked
act. It is there now; you can’t rub it out
—ZEarly Dew,




