HAPPY DAYS.

23

A MODEL OF VIRTUR
Yuusu Master Ebenezer Brown
Is quite the model of the town;
1o never made a single debt,
Nor smoked a nasty cigarette.

He never robbed an spple-tree;

No melon patches entered he:

He never went a-courtin’, though

To him the girls would tavours show.

e always early went to rest,

Aud rose at day break with a zest;
Although his appetite was good,
e ne'er in pantries stole his food.

But Master Ebenezer Brown,
Who is the model of the town
Is al-o, if the truth is told,

A baby yet—just one yenr old.

THE YOUNG GARDENER.
(See next page.)

Prruars there wus a garden plot known
as his, which, aided by a suggestion or two
from his father, he carefully cultivated.
Any futher would be proud of auch a son
as “The Young Gardener.” The faithful,
affectionate dog, gambolling by his young
master's side, seems to take in the whole
situation, and rejoices in his master’s joy.
Woe be to any one who shall dare to inter-
rupt him, or take anything off his barrow.
Look at it again, and if you see, as your
Editor sees, you will then agree to the
following :

1st. It is suggestive of healthfulness.
That boy is the picture of health. You
may be sure that he goes to bed ealy, and
gets up early. He don’t chew nor smoke
tobacco, nor use intoxicating driuks; none
of your home-made cider or wine for him,
his nose would be offended if you put
whiskey near it. He eats his share of
porridge and other wholesome food, and
drinks plenty of good milk and water, and
keeps his skin clean by the use of pleaty of
soap and water. He is none of your poor,
thin little boys the wind mustn’t blow
upon; but a real healthful little fellow:.

2ud. It is suggestive of industry. If the
contents of his barrow is a specimen of his
crop, then you may be certain that his
garden is the very opposite of what King
Solomon describes, when he says: I went
by the field of the slothful . . . and lo it
was all grown over with thorns, and uncttles
had covered the face thereof.” It had been
well digged, carefully planted, and the hoe
had not been allowed to get rusty, and
where and when he could not well use his
hoe, then ne hand-pulled the weeds. It
would be quite a delight to look on it. See

how he has filled bid barrow . ustice the
way he hay taken holl of the handles, ree
the way he steps. O jacket and vest, voll
up his shirt sleeves, and at it with a will
What pleasure to see a man or boy work
alter that fushion,  Doubtle<s he can swim
as well as the next, at the proper tine, and
with smitable companions, but he dou't
believe in all play.

3rd. It s suppestive of  cheerfulness
Some boys and girls have the unfortunate
habit of louking rather sour when they are
at work ; just as though they hated it
‘They are cross and don't half do it, unless
they are watched all the time.  Our Young
Gardener looks to be real happy.  Perhap«
he is a little proud of his crop, and as he
hastens to the door, he is thinking what his
mamma will suy when he calls her to Jook
at what his barrow contains. Or it may be
that is what he calls the minister’s portion,
and his young heart is so happy it shines
out all over his face winle he thinks of the
surprise he'll give the winister.  However
that may be, he lovks very cheerful.

Healthful, industrious, cheerful ; these,
with true religion in his heait, make hun
just such a boy as the world needs. If he
lives to manhood he'll help to make the
world the better for his abede in it; and in
the judgment of the great day, the Lord
Josus Christ will say unto him, “Well
done.”"— Easign.

A TRUE STORY.

“ ONCE upon a time,” began Daisy. “Olh!
I just love stories that begin that way!”
interrupted Dot.  “Do not iuterrupt; it
isn’t polite,” said Miss Daisy. “A little
girl didu'v mind her mamma, and went out
to swing"—*that’s we,” said Dot—“and
the swing broke, and she got a great bump
right on the back of her head” *“ Now,
Duaisy Marsh, I just U'lieve you are waking
up that story about me. I'm going.”

THE BAND OF HOPE.

A LITTLE boy in San Fiancisco was
accosted by a workman on one of the cable
roads and the folluwing dialogue ensued,
which a lady overheard, and reported to
me;

« See here, little boy, what's your name 7 *

« Johnuy,” was the reply.

“\Where do you live?”

“ Up there, on the hill.”

“Well, Johuny you run tp the grocery
yonder and get me a glass of beer, won't
you?”

“No sir!” said Johnay.

“\Why uot, are you afraid of your mamma?
I wou't tell.”

"Nogmr, P Bued of Blge byl
Jdon’t tay Leer Lor auy lady, sand the lnawe
Ittle fellaw,

Another Iittde solidier 1 the grand army
vne day went ont among lits aequantateoes
nnd  seenped l\\'chl)‘-(hh‘u tralmes b the
Band of Hope  Svairge s mother pat her
cloak over her Band o Hope bolle b
qd, * Mamna, T never vover upomy badgr
L wear wwoutside tor everytandy t s ™

LITTLYE LAMBE.

LarTL Lanb, whe npade thee ?

Daost thon know who made thee, -
Gave thee Iife, and Fade thes feed
By the streamn and o'er the mead |

uve thee cluthing of 'lr]l:h(.

Seftest elothme, waally, boncht
Gave thee such o tender voies,
Muking all the vales rejace

Littde lumb, who mle thee ¢

Dost thou know who made thee?

Little lamb, Ul tell thee .
Little lumb, ' tell thee .

He is called by thy name,

For hie calls himsel the Ll
He is meck and e 1< nald,
He became a little ehild,—

I a child and theu a lawmb;

We are called by hus name,
Little latmb, God bless thee*
Little lamb, Gud bless thee

Winnaas B
EVERY DAY A LITTLE

Every duy a little knowledge.  One fict
in a day. How small is one fact! tnldy
one! Ten years pass by. Thiee thousand
six hundred and fity facts are not a small
thing.

Every day a little self-denial. The thung
that is difficult to-duy will be an easy thing
to 2o three hundred and sixty days henee,
if each day, it shall have bren repeated.
What power of selt-mastery shall L enjoy
who, looking to God for grace, secks cvery
day to practice the grace bie prays for*

Every day a little helpfulness.  We live
for the guod of others, if our lhiving tw 1n
any sense true living It is not mn the
great deeds of philanthropy that the ouly
Llessing is found.  In “ Lttle deeds of hind
ness,” repeated every day, we find true
happiness. At home, at school, in the
street, in the neighbour's Lionse, in the play
. yround, we shall find opportunity every
day for uscfulness,

Gob mukes the very waves that threaten
to cugulf us the pathway of his rescuing
' love.



