
Boy's Conquest.

HI~ ME~SSENQ~R.

(By Kate S. Gates.)

It was Roy's birthday, and the

table was .overed with his gifts
thougli one would have said that he
had everything that heart éould
*wish before.

'You lave had a very happy day
haven't you?' said mamma, as she
sat down by Roy's bed for their
usual good-night talk.

Roy smiled assent.
'But .I have been thinking all

day,' .continued mamma, 'of the lit
tie boys who do not have such happy
birthdays. Just think of all the
books and toys and games you have,
and then.try to imagine how it must
seem not to have any at ail.'

'Not a single one, mamma?' cried
Rloy. ' Why, there isn't any little
boy but has some, is there?'

'Yes, dear,' answered mamma, 'I
saw one yesterday, I went to see
his mother, to get lier to do some
work. The street. where they live
is narrow and, dirty,~the houses old
and shabby. .Mrs. McGowan lives

a little ropm on the fourth floor
Tliey have. only that one little room

oy, ,and there. is only one window
in it, and it was so hot and close
And, laddie, there is a little .boyjust

your age shut up in that dreary
little room,. where he cannot see
anything but the roof of another old
house.". He has some trouble with
his back, and lias -neyer walked.
lis mother is gone all day long
most of the time, and this poor little
boy hasn't any books, o'r toys, or
gaines. Aren't you sorry for him
*and wouldn't *you like to give him
some of yours?'

Now you would suppose that Roy
woul d say yes' at- once, wouldn't
you? But, dô you know, instead
lie began to wonder which -he could
spare, and, somnehow, lie could not
decide upon the ne he wanted to
give up. "He"was sorry for the lit-
tle boy, ever so soxry, but-

'Dosen't my little boy, who lias
so many things, feel willing to give
this poor, sick little boy anything?'
asked mamma, sadly.

'Why, yes, mamma, only I don't
see what. I couldn't give him any-
thing you or papa gave me, and
grandpa and grandma would feel
bad if I gave their presents away,
and I like to keep everything Auntie
and Uncle. Will gaye me, so what
canlIdo2 .

N,'Very well,' said4mamma, grave-
ly. 'You must decide for yourself.

The Model, Little Girl.
Frisky as a lambkin,

Busy as a be-
That's the kind of little girl
. People like to sece.

Modest as a violet,
As a rosebud sweet-

That's the kind of little girl
People like to mneet.

Bright as is a diamond,
Pure as any pearl-

Everyone rejoices in
Such a little girl.

Happy as a robin,
Gentle as a dove-

That's the kind of little girl
Everyone will love.

-f'Sunday 'Hour.'s

1'il strive to be honest, and do what
I can

To make the world better, when Im
a inan.'

Said grandma: 'Why wait till you're
grown? Right away

Commence your reform. Begin with
to-day;

You may never be old, nor rich, nor
yet great,

And many a blessing you'll lose
while you wait.

Strive to be and to do the best that
you can,

And life will be sweeter when you
are a nan.'

-ý'Temperance Banner.'

We sho uici understand. why you The Missionary Pig.

gaveour iftsaway andbe vry Ifj'ou'1î-feed hlm and'keep the
'gl ad to. sec that you were trying tost ryeahngn.tesrw
iake so0me- oné else hatppY. Whiat vy aou.s.hl-elth1tpi

wayour Gol den' Text last S'un- eeydy o hhsita i
wasfor:5,our. missionary money,' said

day.?'.17 papa.
'Freely, ye have -received, freely, So theby cle t.temiso-

give,' repeated IRoy, rather relue- ,or'isy'frhrtEvr
tantly.~~~~ arv pg rýisl o hr.Eey
tantlythd , sty wsmade.cen and

'liemember that; dear. God ý- te w en
wvants us to share our good gifts of -vr daZhi re igr i

knew the boys veryý well, and ate
ail kinds withý others. I. think it bis meals quite JIke a gentlemnial~~
grieves, hirn wlieh we refuse to do for a i. e dyi h ipp

so. nd 10Wgoo-nigitmy earsaid:_ 'Boys, I can seli that pig- now,
littie son!' if you want to.'

SomeowRoyfeitver unon- Very'sober faces met this, for the
fortable, and couid.not gret to sleep osfii hyla rw odo

fora 1I~ tieandth net ay t.the pig. But they knew papa was
was j ust. the samie. Hie did not eni-,wsrta hywceaoti,
joy even lis new pLaythings, for lietepiwasodanthmnyal

kept hinlng o tha poo liti :ven for books for those lonesome
boy alone in that dark, dreary roorn. WNestern Sunday-sdliools.
What if lic lad to change places The boys had said, 'Pity they can't
with, hirn? Oh, dear, that was too have Sunday-sdhool books to read!
dreadful. even to think-,of for a .1110- They.ha-ven't grot mudli else Sun-

ment!days. ''And so tliey are able to
'I guess t1 sh*oùli just :hâate. any -lie p-'--Maylower.'

horr-id, stingy littie-boy. who .-would
no give me anythinig' lie thoughit.

-C

Wey sond~b erstgand ghy out When i Ana a Mau.
ail hto eprethtietstrani voicest tr e s-

e s. W tWen I a a a yoan, lll not gorry
ures and ourGo hem oe r. a so

'Ifre I d have receied, freelor rowl at the weatler if too ot
kuewý a boy '.,-.h had lots 'I should-, <ý
thii , hed-neight rive léuaso-e aof his or cold '.

vé .Y1bÉ- . lil not pse toba&o," nor, dr inkl wîine

sick .and .ýal,'l. .was Rloy'..s- ne xt. con- o er

*clusion.-, And so, presently hie chose Ado vrtigbdli esr

tantly- day~~t thesty wla'smdrlen.n

some me of te that,'ags re .Gliked best of~e t a eep rw ail, ans usarridtliem o goodgt of k try for the oodof ôthers to
all kands paither I t t ee m

so. An d wgood-night, m esad'ByIcnelthtpgow

t lie the lttl boy to have Andbe a brave soldir, wonen I an

time çhen eo ets tired of these 
will .- ive him,>somÏ more.' 'When I arn a nian, 1'il let littie boYs

'Thank yo,-dea, said mamma, Have fun, if they do make plcùty of
with a.Very appy smile; and do you noise,
know oy was sûre that he lad il feed.tle beggars who stop at
neyer been s happy before in is my door,

h ay ?-Chris- And give of y wealth to the ailing
tith him? , da tha a td poo

dradfurl ven tothn o fra o

'"1


