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HAPPY DAYS.

BEAUTIFUL THINGS.

Deautiful faces are those that wear—
It matters little if dark or fair—
Whole-souled hone<ty printed there.

Beautiful eyes are those that show,
Like erystal panes where hearth-fires glow.
Beautiful thoughts that burn below.

Beautiful lips are those whose words
Leap from the heart like songs of birds,
Yet whose utterance prudence girds.

Beautiful bands are those that do
Work that is earnest and brave and true
Moment by moment the long duy through.

Beautiful lives are those that bless—
Silent rivers of happiness,
Whose hidden fouatains bLut few may
guess.
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The mother was astonishod. She mp'
| posed, of course, that the child had wished |
| for something specially for herself. A/
| short time before, in the child’s presenve, |
! the mother had Leen asking her husbaad |
| % go 1o chureh with her that evening, and
| he had slightly demurred. Lying on the |
{ couch in the uext room, the father heard !
the conversation about the wishbone, lndl
| was as much surprised at the wish his!
| child had made as the mother was.
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able to return, he found his boy so weak
that he could hardly speak. Yet it was a
proud father and a kappy boy that met
that day on the rocky ledge of Saddleback,
for the boy had dove his duty and the
father knew that his son could always be
trusted, even in the midst of storm and
danger.

OVERCOME EVIL WiTil GOOD.
A horse was standing quite still on a
very busy street. His master was nearly
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BREAKING A WISHBONE.

“Will you break this wishbone with
me, mamma & said the little girl, as she
held up the well- dried bone of the fowl left
froma the dinnes the day before.

Mamma broke the bone with her Jlittle
daughter, after they had both made their
wishes in silence.  The little girl got the
wish,

“What was your wish, dear?” aske!
mamma.

“1 don’t like to tell,” replied the littl-
one.
“ As Jong as vou have the wish, it doe:
not matter if you tell i1, dear™

With some hesitaney. the child said: “ 1
wished that papa would go 10 church with
you tonight™

beside himself. Every new driver or
motorman who came in sight called, “ Get
out of the way there!” He was in a
hurry, %00, to get the load of stone to the
end of its journey. Ab, the load of stone
was all the trouble! It was very heavy.

*oor Bones, ali given out, had stopped to

and hard words had made him not much
care whether he went again or not.  Just
how lng be would have stood, quietly
kecping all these busy people at a stand-
still, nobody knows, for presently a little
girl came to everybody’s help.  “ Please
let me try to make him go.” she said tim-
idly to the cross driver. She only
the herse on the head, and called him
“Poor fellow!” “ Niee old horse!” and
zave him a handful of grase, and an apple
she was sating, and walked a few step=
coaxing him, when, sure enough, on again

rest a minute, and then his master’s blows |

the old horse moved.

TRUE BRAVERY.

In the beat of passion Kobert had done
soracthing that he was ashamed of an:
sorry for after the excitement had passe:
away. 1 wish | hadu’t let my empe.
get away with my good semse,” he said;
“ but it’s done, and what's done can’t te
undone.”

** But isu’t there a way 10 overcome the

“ How ¢ asked Robert.
“ By owning to one's blame in the
matter,” answered the voice.  “ Confess-

in fault. “I'm wrong; forgive me,” is &
hard thing to say. But the more he
thought the matter over the more he felt
that he ought to say just that. -
right thing to do,” he told bimself; “ if |

wha*'s righl, and don't do it, I'm a

threw it in. lle‘h;’mpd it, they pulled,
and soon Johunie was once more enjoyisz
freedom.

He had learned a lesson.

“ .
patted | boys learn it. Keep ont of tight places.

.\ndpoplaeeisnti@tu:hdhﬁt.
Chewing tobaceo, drinking beer, reading
bad booke, using bad
in any of these, and you cannot get out.
nor can your best friend pull you out
Christ alone ean belp vou.




