- Roy

3{‘ Boys Conquest
(Byr Kate S Gates)

: It Was Roy’s blrthday, and the
,;g_ , table ‘Wwas' covered with h1s ,01fts,
L .though one would have. said that he

had everythmg that healt could
oL w1sh before

.~ ‘You have had a very happy ‘day,
B haven’t you"’ said’ mamma, as she
: -sat down by Roy’s. bed for the1r
" usual ‘good-night talk.
Roy smiled assent. .
~ ‘But .I ‘have been thinking all
day, contmued mamma, ‘of ‘the lit-’

o tle boys who do not have such happy

blrthdays 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 all’

~ ‘Not a smgle one, mamma? cried
~ ‘Why, there isn’t any httle
boy but has.some, is there?

‘Yes, dear, answered mamma, ‘I
saw one yesterday, I went to see
his mother to get her to do some

' woﬂ\ The street where they live
is nzurow and dlrty, the houses old
and shabby ... Mrs, McGowan hves
in, a little room on the fourth floor.
They have,only, that.one little room,
Roy, and .there. is only one window

. in-it,.and it was:so hot and close!

- And, laddie, there is a little hoy just
 your age shut up in that dreary
little room,: where ' he cannot see
anything but the roof of another old
liouse, .- He_has some trouble with
his back, and- has"- never walked.
His mother is gone all day-long
most of the time, and this poor little
boy-hasn’t ‘any books, or toys, or
games. Aren’t you sorry for him,

-and:w ou'ldn’t'you like to give him
some of yours?:

“ Now you would suppose that Roy
W ould say yes "at*once, wouldn’t

'you" But, “do- you know; instead
he began to wonder wh1ch he could
spale, and somehow, he could not
deude upon the’ one ‘he wanted to
gwe up. ~He was sorry for the lit.
tle ‘boy, ever so sorry, but—

-Dosen’t my little boy, who has

‘ so many things, feel willing to give

this poor, sick little boy anything?
a'she'd 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, s0-what
- can I do"’

- Very, well,? sald mamma, grave
v ly “You must declde for yourself.

We should understand why you '

Uave our’ glfts away, ‘and De.very
glad to. see that you were t1y1ng to
make some-oné-else happy. What

was your Golden 'l‘ext last Sun :

day 2

T reely ye have recelved freely
give, repeated Roy, rather reluc-
tantly

‘Remember that dear
Wants us to share our good gifts of
all kinds with others.. I think it
~ grieves. him- when we refuse to do
S0,
» little son?

Somehow, Roy felt very uncom-
fortable, and could not get to sleep

for a long time, and the next day it.
He did not en-

was just the same.
joy even his new playthings, for he
Xkept thinking of that poor little
boy alone in that dark, dreary room.
What if he had to change places
with him?  Ob, dear, that was too
dreadful even to thmh of for a mo-
menfl RSERDRE S T -

‘I fruess I should Just hate .mv

GOLI,;

And now good- -night, my dear,

THE"MFSSENGER.Q.W7gj};fe"”

“The Mlsszonary Pig.”
‘If you’ll “feed him and keep the

sty very clean, chandmo- the. straw

every day, you shall’ sell that pig.
for ‘your mlssmnary ‘money,’ sa1d
papa. v~

- So tlie boys called it the mission-*

: 'arv pig, or ‘Missy,” for short. Every

day the sty was made clean, and
every day the pig grew bigger. He

‘knew the boys very well, and ate
his meals quite like a gentleman,— .~

for a pig. ‘Oneday in the fall, papa

said: ‘Boys, I can sell that pig- now, _

if you want to.’

Very sober faces met this, for the
boys found they had grown fond of
the pig. But they knew papa “was
wiser than they were about it, so
the pig was sold, and the money all
given for books for those lonesome
Western Sunday-schools. ‘

The boys had said, ‘Pity they can’t
have Sunday-school books to read !
They;haven’t got much else Sun-
days” And so they are able to

- help. —‘Mayﬂower ?

horvid, s*mtry little- boy who would - i

not give me anytlnng,’ he thou‘rht e
""'d_ﬁ by he went. and got out

=.-‘and chomest treas~
ures, and l l\ed them oyer. -
“qf T didn’t have anythmg,

sick. ‘and “all); was Roys next con-
clusmn
some. of the: thmgs he:liked best of
all, and carried’ them to mamma.  ’

<T want the’ httle boy to " have
tLese,’ he sa1d bravely,

and 1
knew a boy “ho had lots, T should*:
tth he~m1ght give ‘me some: of his,
very best- th_mas, ’spemally if: I was .

+-And so,- presently he chose O

‘and some .~

When I Am a Mau.

‘When I am -a many I’ll not Worry
¥ and scold, '

'Or frrowl at the Weather if too hot

‘or cold

: I’ll not fise tobacco, nor drmk wme

- .or beer, . .
And of everything-bad I’ll be sure
-to keep clear.
I’ll try for the good of others to
‘ plan,
And be a brave soldler, when I am
a man

time when he "ets tired of these I :

will. give him; some more’ .

‘Thanl\ you, “dear, said mamma,
W1th a:very happy smile; and do you
know Roy was' sure that he had

never been S0 - happy before in his B ‘
And give of my wealth to the a111ng

hfe ? Can you tell why ?—Chris-
tmn Work, .

The Model thtle Glr

- h risky as a lambkin,

Busy as a bee—
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 meet.

Bright as is a dlamond,
‘Pure as any pearl—
- Bveryone rejoices in
- Such a little girl.
Happy as a robm,

‘Gentle as a dove—
That’s the kind of little'girl
: - Everyone will love.

4 Sunday ‘Hour.:

‘When I am a man, I’ll let little boys

Have fun, if they do mal\e plenty of
noise, - :

T’ll feed the beggars who stop at

my. door,

~and poor ;

P11 strive to be honest, and do what
I can

To make the world better, when I’m
a man.’

Said grandmad: ‘Why wait till you’re
erown? Right away

Commence your reform. Begin with
to-day ; -

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

- ‘And many a Dlessing you’ll lose

while you wait.
Strive to be and to do the best that
you can, . '

And life will be sW eeter when you -

area man. ’

.- ‘Temperanr.e Banner)

.’.f\



