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HAPPY DAYS.

FINDING FAULT.
The winds refused 1o blow
*No use,” said they, “to try,
From north or south or east or west,
These folks 1o satisfy.
The porth wind 1s *
The west wind, * bold and ronghs o7
The east 3« © chilly]
The south * not cold enongh.” ™

too cold :°

they complain

And so the windmills stopped,
And ships lay idiy by ;

The sun beat down from morn 1l nigle
Pecause no cloud eould fiy

The poople sighed for wind.
“ Blow hot or eold,” said lhl'}‘.

“ From north or south or east or west,
"Twill be the wisest way.”
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| marks in it by doing ugly things.

ven are not done. God has given
von a book to write. 1 hope it is a long
one, full of beautiful stories.™

* What is the name of my book 77 he
asked, c‘ulnillg closer to her,

“Jts name is ‘Charlie’s Life’ You
can write only one page a day, and you |
must be very eareful not to make any black |
When

vou pout and ery, that smears your page : |

\\h”t-. =

|

' and when you help mother, and keep a |

| that makes a nice, fair page, with pretty
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bappy ans-

{ ** Heaven.”
head.

! she was sure
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CHARLIE'S LIFE.

“ Mather,” said little Charlie, * Wil !
Harnin savs that bis mother  writes
books ¢ ]

“Idoes she 27 said the mother.  Then |

she went on sewing, and forga Charle,
whe was trving to stand on his head.
“ Mother, *
it very hard to write a bk ¢7
“1 don’t know, I'm sure.”
mother.

“1'm gving o write a
emall man in petticoats
Just then the doorde
IN < et hie T WenRt 1o v
she came back, her hittle
on her footstool, bmsily writing:
wrote with a slate peneil it didn™ Jdo

harm.,
“ Now, mother,”
dene with my book.™
* No,” said his mother, thinking a

sapd s
book.”

sand thas

I rang. and Cher
a ealler. Y

bov was sit

initl as fw

said ’-.‘l-':i".

little

said Charlie, presently, = i< |

bright face, and don’t quarrel with Reddy,
pictures on it.”

“ And when will 1 be done writing that
book 77 asked Charlie.

“When Gaod that your book i<
long enough,” answered his mother, * he
will send an aneel to shut its covers, and
put a clasp on it until the great day, when
all our life books are opened and read.”

Charlie =at very still for a while, and
then said softly : “ Dear little Luey fin-
ished writing her book when they put her
in the white ecasket, and laid the white
roses over her.”

“Yes,” said his mother : “her life
book was just a little hymn of praise to
Its pages were clean and white,
with no stains on them.”

Charlie locked up, and saw (wo tear-
drops fall on his mother’s work ; but they
were bright tears, and a bright smile came
with them.

siws

God.

WHAT IS THE SWEETEST WORD ?

A little girl lay ill with fever. One
evening she asked the nurse which was the
sweetest word in the world, and the answer
was * Mother.” The child seemed unsatis-
feed, o the nurse said “ Home,” and then
But the little one shook her
Then the nurse thoug'it of a name
the child wonld think the
sweetest, and the little face did brighten
and seemed to hald a bit of heaven at the
sonnd of the name of Jesus, and she said:
“Yes, 1 am glad | kuow Jesus: he loves
little children.”  Still <she had an unsatis

field, questioming  look, and the nurse
asked: * Dear, what do yon think is the
sweetest word 7 ] think.” she answered,
“that * whesoever ™ is the Very sweetest
vord: for don’t you see that 1akes them |
{all in—maother, howe, heaven, Jesus, and |
Pall 77 Then eame 2 aquiver of the lips and !

{ a2 tender shadow over the faee as she said:

* I know kots of folks have no moher, bat
Jde=ns will be a mother to them.
* whaso

Verql S,

O! T am se =iad to know about

| ever.” i

!\ LITTLE BLACK BOY AXND A BIG

E VIR

‘T'm |

CHIEF.

Africa, every Christian
something for the
and teach others of Jesus. They

In Ugandz, in
1€ 1-\;-“41--! to c!ﬂ
Master,

| are sent from village to village to ecarry

the :_-.--l Ii-!i"gﬂ. A hitle lll'.\' once went

i what cam»

to the chief’s house, but he refused to let
him eome inside of the fence; so the boy
stood ontside and called through the fenee
that he was like one who had good medi-
cine for the sick, but the sick would not
tzke it.

The chief called out,
am quite well.”

* That is just what T thought about my-
lf onee,” said the |-o_\‘, “hut I was not
only sick, but dead, and worse than dead:

“ T am not siek: 1

| for I was so bad I was spoiling all around

me.”

The chief became interested in the de-
termined little fellow who would not go
away, and invited him to come in and eat
with him, and ended by buving a beok
and promising to learn to read.

And the last we heard of that old chief
he was getting ready to be baptized. How
elad that boy will be when he sees him
join the army of the Lord.

ALFRED'S PRAYER.

“ Mamma,” said Alfred one night as he
was going to bed, “1 prayed that God
wonld keep us children from quarrelling :
but he has not answered that as yet, for
cister Daisy and I quarrelled dreadfully
to-day.”

“ Ah, my son, vou will have to help the
Lord to answer that.”

*“ Help the Lord, mamma ? Can’t he do
evervthing 17

“ He won’t make yon good against your
will.  If you choose to be a naughty boy.
God will be sorry for youn ; and
Satan tempts you to quarrel, if you turn
right t¢ God for strength to resist him,
and then fight like a good little soldier to
keep down the nanghty temper, then God
will give you vietory. DBut he wor't do
the work for _\'u\L"

“ 0, 1T dide’t understand,” said the lit-
tle bov.

“Yes, my dear,” continued mamma,
* von have something to do voursel{, when
you pray such a praver, to help God to
answer it. You must watch and pray and
fight agaiust temptation: and if you do

! this, vou will be able by and by to come

and tell e that God has answered all vour
'-r'l}t rs. —l\ un' “ (.‘n’l'

What God may hereafter require of
you, vou must not give vourself the least
trouble alwut.  Evervthing he gives von
to do von must do as well as vou can, and
that is the best possible preparation for
what he may want you to do mnext. If
people wonld do what they have to, they
wonld alwavs find themselves readv for
next.—Selected.

Children, remember that yon can do a
great deal more toward making home
I Aappy l-v uI--\ ing your fathers and mothers
in all llnng:.
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