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- “{FIELD MICE.

WHAT cunning little
bright-eyed fellows these
aze, How wide awake they

What a curious
nﬁﬁ}}hey have made, On
one such “wee timorous,
cowaring beastie” Robbie
Pums wrote one of lis
iswgotest songs which,
|whe, you grow older, I
“hopesyou will all read,

! 3

 Armrt———

S
' THE LITTLE COM-
L % FORTER.

Poor grandma was sick
§ and lonely and poor, and
‘.thia'jmorning she geemed
% sad. She had dropped
§ thespoon with which she
wagstiring her bread, and
g sat fowu in the chair as
she could not do
“T'm a

8 Preddie caught the

‘wotds. He was used to
gﬁ@%na’s ways, and felt
g sorry i for her; but what
fcan g:little boy do in such
Bs cado? Treldie was an
M orphisn ; both his parents
N bad died in one year, and
B shest e came to be grand-
P i dittle boy. He wasa
geosd; ; affectionate child,
jaad Fhe often called him
Bhe Hitle comforter, And

B tevgliled spirit.

aimby

R .

a‘hx‘fb?ld him about the Holy Comforter . sweetly in her face, said, “Dear
¥ _ﬁ‘Jesns sends to hig sorrowing chil- | yesterdsy you had two comforters—the | Presently they overtook a tired-looking man,
“and who always brings peace to the  great one and the little one: where have

2 ﬁ;ﬁi&m morning, when grandma sat down , followed the words.
wigh#uch a heavy sigh and those sad words,

?ﬁ;ng to her m.de: m&a IOOking up so for that [

“Yes, I'm here; and
theother great, good Com-
forter you told me abou’,
doesn’t he abide randma?
and you said that meant
‘to stay all the time’
didn't you 7" and then
Freddio repeated the verso
he had learned from zrand
ma's Rible only yesterday
“And he shall give you
another Comfurter, that ho
may abide with you for-
ever.”

“Freddie, I forget,” sad
grandma. “ Thank you,dear
Juld, fur putung me w
mind. You are nght, I
am on.t  mioftiess any
longer, aui the sadness
seemed to gu vut of her
voice, and she smled
again,

Little children, do you
know how much you can
help your parcnts and
friends when they are in
trouble? Be cbedient and
gentle, kind and cheerful,
and ,when they aresad say
a bnght, sweet, loving
word. You can do them
a great Jdeal of gool Try
t be little comforters, all
of you.—-.hmz Euma

1T IS A PITY.
A LITTLE boy was riding
along with his father, and
grandma, there was an empty seat behind them,

Fixsup Micz,

| walking, *“Father,” said theh})loy, "1t b?;i a

» ; ity to have an empty seat while soraebody
they gone?” and a pleasant little laugh lgeey;is i S thep A "har:}fi}f 3‘1 the ? o
. man to ride. It is a pity, ren, to keep
“You aro here, my darling, Thank God !t.hmga ou canuot uso? tvzhen somebody else
|.needs them,
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LOVE LIVES,

THERR'S & 3woet little maiden whoso fortuno
I know:
Sho has only hopo for a dower,
And yot she wins love from the birds of
tho air,
And cherishes one little flower.

And a happier maiden is not to be found,
Than Mary, the gentle and true;
Her riches nro stores of the heart, which
vill last
To bless her the whole of life through.

And when she must pass to the heavenly
home
The treasures zhe gatherod below
Will be garnered, and kept in the store-
house above,
Whero all sweet affections must grow.,
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HAPPY DAYS.

TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 17, 1887,

THE RECITATION.

I ueArD of a Sunday-school concert at
which a little child of eight was going to
recite, Her mother had taught her, and
when the night came, the littlo thing wes
trembling so she could scarcely speak.
She commenced, “Jesus said,” and com-
pletely broke down. Again she tried it:
“ Jesus said, suffer,” but she stopped once
more, A third attempt was made by her,
“Suffer little children—and don't stop
them, anybody, for he wants them all to
come,”—and that is the truth. There is
pot a child of any age that he does pot
want; and if you but bring them in the
arms of your faith, and ask the Son of God
to bless them, and train them in the know-
ledge of God, and teach them as you walk
your way, as you lic dowa at night, as you
rise up in the morning, they will be blessed.

A QUAINT LITTLE SERMON.

Mnr HARvry was riding slowly along the
dusty road, looking in all directions for a
stream, or oven a house, where ho might
refresh his tired, thirsty horse with a good
draught of water. While Yo was thinking
and wondering, ho turned an abrupt bend
in the road, and saw before him a comfort-
able farm-houso , and, at .ne samo time, a
boy, ten or twelve years old, came out into
the road with a swall pail, and steod directly
before him.

“What do you wish, my boy?" said
Mzr. Harvey, stopping his horse.

“Would your horse like a drink, sir?”
said the boy respectfully.

“Indeed he would, and I was wondering
whore I could obtain it.”

Mr. Harvey thought little of it, sup-
posing, of course, the boy earned a few
pennics in this manner; and thercfore he
offered him a bit of silver, and was aston-
ished to see him refuso it.

“I would like you to take it,” he aaid,
looking earnestly at the child, and observ-
ing for the first time that he limped slightly,

“Indeed, sir, I don't want it. It is little
enough I can do for myself or any one. I
am lame, and my back is bad, sir; and
mother says no matter how small a favour
may geem, if it is all we are capable of,
God loves it 8s much as he does a very
large favour. And thig-is the most I can
do for obhers, You see, sir, the distance
from Painesville is eight miles to this spot,
ard I happen to know thera is no stream
crossing the road in that distance; and so,
sir, almost every one passing here from
that place is sure to have a thirsty hoxse,”

Mr. Harvey looked down into the gray
eyes that were kindling aud glowing with
the thought of doing good to others, and a
moisture gathered in his own, as, a moment
later, he jogged off, pondering deeply upon
the quaint little sermon that had been
delivered go innocently and unexpectedly. | &
—Youtk’s Evangelist,

A FRIEND IN NEED.

RATTLETY-BANG! rattlety-bang—down the
screet clattered an old tin can ticd to the
tail of a poor, friendless, and frightened dog !
A crewd of boys followed at the runaway's
heels, with cries and shouts, increasing alike
his terror and his speed, until, at last, he had
out-distanced his pursuers, but not, alas!
that horrible, noisy thing that clattered and
rattled at his heels.

Thoroughly tired, and quite as thoronghly
terrified, the poor dog looked to right and
left ashe ran for help or shelter. At length

o

he spied, at the corner of a cross-street;
far away, a large, friendly-looking, Ne
foundland dog. With piteous cries and, ")
imploring look, the exhausted dog drag; °
himself and hig noisy appendage to . T
Nowfoundland, and looked to him for b, Tt
Nor was his appeal unheeded, for ¢ I
Newfoundland seemed to appreciate ;
position and at once showed himsel to
o generous dog. A patient gnawing at:
string finally released the can; and tt..
lifting it in the ai:, the Nowfoundland fl: "]
it from him with a triumphant toss of ;
head, while the other dog joyously boun!
up from his crouching position—thany «
to bo rid of his troublesome burden wt
his human tormentors had inflicted u;
him.~—St. Nichelus.

e ———t

MACAULAY AND BOOKS.

IN one of Lord Macaulay’s letters t; ¥
pet little nieco he tells her that she v
find that books are ¥ better than all ¢ o«
tarts and cakes and toys and playsy
sights in the world, If anybody we ,
make me the greatest king ever lived, »
palaces and gardens and fine dinmers,:
wine and coaches and beautiful clet
and hundreds of servants, on condition ¢
I would not read books, I would not k.
king. I would rather be a poor man it
garret with plenty of beoks than a h
who did not love reading.”

)ll

D

[

“I AM COMING." o
A urTLE girl who was playing near{al
edge of a precipice suddenly felt the groz -
give way beneath her feet, and beforesla
had time to spring back to & place ki
safety had slipped over the brow of s
abyss, With the instinct of despair, « of
that love of life implanted in us all,tR
snatched at the grass and tall weeds witt &
her reach. Her little fingers dug deepit'b:
the ground, and stayed her downw
course, There she hung, suspended in{bi
air. Moments seamed oges, intil she he'fl
a voice, which sounded very far off sajls
in a firm, encouraging tone, “ I am comi;!h'
keep looking up!”  Instinctively ¢
obeyed , she never glanced downward,cB
clung faster to her only chance of saffte
Agamn the voice—this time nearer—s;c
hopefully: “1 am coming; keep loo‘v'P
up!” In another moment two st
hands had seized her own in a firm cls
and she felt herself drawn gently @
coutiously upward. Then she was lifi
mto great, loving arms, and closed her e‘E
upon her father's breast,—Chrastian g

Work,

e
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IlhR NAME.
BY ANNA F. BURTON,

1 wphy Josted ! Could you find me, please 1
i I’oor little frightened baby !
' ¥ PHe wind had tossed her golden flecce,

+ THo stones had scratched her dimpled knees
t 4 Iytooped and lifted her with ense,
34 -Aund softly whispered, “ May be.”

“Tell me yout nawe, my little maid,
T can't find you without it."”
u in nawe is * Shiney-eyes,’ " she said,
“Yes, but your last name?” She shook her
head ;
_ #Up to my house oy never said

w}_ ‘A single word about it."”

%, «But, dear,” I said, “ what is your name?”

* Why, didn't you hear me told you?
Dz;lst ‘Shiney-eyes.”” A bright thought came:
es, when you're good, but when they blame
st Yy, little one; is it just the same

) ¥ When mamma has to scold you?i”

]: ; “l'fy mamma never scolds,” she moans,
: A little blush ensuing,
L . ’Cept when I've been a-frowing stones,
@d then she says (the culprit owns),
> ‘\ﬁehuabel Sapphira Jobes,

-,1110;‘; What has you been a-doing 7' "
bk A SUMMER SHOWER.
:‘; ¥ ARe you going berrying, Ruth? Oh,

plaase take Polly with you.”

Ruth thought it would be easier to go
wxuhout her little sister, but she was used
to' thmkmg of others, so she said, ““Come

art aloﬁg, then, little girlie.”

groz It was a grand frolic for Polly. She
re s laughed aloud when she saw the berries
ace h&ﬁgmg on the bushes, and felt as proud as
of & queen when she had filled her little bit
ir, £ of & basket. Shae brought it to empty into
A, :Bn%hs large one, and Ruth said, “ You are
witt & rﬁeat help, Polly: I think I must always
2p irbrig you with me.”

mw After a while the sun grew very hot. The
mxbm}s stopped singing and the pretty wild
s ha ﬁOWers were drooping on their stems. But
saylater a cloud came over the sun, and they
omL'hsurd a peal of thunder.

ly € olly was frightened, and began to cry.
xd, c\B Ruth smiled as she led her to the shel-
ba{gter of some thick branches.

_s;g' ":I wish I were at home,” whispered
oo‘*’POny

st fWhy, dear?”
L cle “al‘hen I should be in the house with
ly g‘memma, and I shouldn't be afraid.”
p Lty Xou are out here with God, little one.
er gBo i is with you just the same as if you wers
an akhbme, and will surely take care of you.

_Hs&xolds the thunder and lightning ir his

-, /-,-ie.,.»-ﬁ prepieve,

@ oy

hand, and they cannot moave without his

will,”

They watched the falling diups until the
short summer shower was cver. The sun
came out again, and Polly cried, “ Oh see,
Ruth! the hushes are all cuvered with
diamonds.”

How they sparkled and shone' The hirds
ret up a lively twitter, and tho dear littlo
flowers lifted up their heads and seomed to
smile, Polly said, “They look as if they
wanted to say * Thenk yow." Ruth, do you
think 7Towers know how to feel thankful
for the nice rain1”

“I cannot tell, dear. But wo do. Wae
know how good the Lord i3 in sending us
rain and sunshino and everything elso we
nred. So we ought never to forget to be
thankful.”

IS THAT MINE?

As I passed a beautiful house on Ashland
avenue the other day, I heard a little two-
year-old, who was taking a walk with her
father, turn to him and ask, “ Is that mine,
papa?"” She meant the house, which some
way impressed her, as it did me, by its
remarkable beauty, ss being a desirable
possession. Her father answered her:
“Yes, little daughter; it is yours to look
at, but not to live in" It struck me as
being & very beautiful answer. The child
seemed to be perfectly satisfied and happy
with it, as she would not have baen had
she been answered in a simple negative,
Why not make the little ones all rich in
the same way? Give them to understand
that the most wonderful things in the

universe are theirs, as the sun and stars
and clouds, the wind and the rain; and
teach them how wonderful they are, by
calling attention to them and helping them
to understand. Teach them that all their
eyes can sece, or their ears hear, belongs by
right to them. Make them rich in things
that may always be theirs. Let them know
that they are heirs to the common heritage
that is ever a blessing, piacing the possessor
beyond the reach of poverty.— Uaity.

“I TRIED TO BEAT, ANY WAY.”

OxE of the beautiful days we had Juring
the last month, as X turned a curner in our
yuiet village, I came upon a group of 9oys.
They were arranging a foot-race between
two five-year-old boys. Oune, who bore the
came of Willie, was a slight little fellow,
all muscle and no fat, while the other was
a solid litt'a round-faced child, and bore
the name ot Ray. Not that he was any-
thing like a ray of sunlight; still, that was
the uame his mother gave him, and so we

u\ll him, Ray and leho wero pxttod for
a race to the noxt strect-corner, ahd at a
signal from the starter Willio aprung as
though ho hung on wires, whilo Ray moved
off liko a log rolling uphill, Of course,
Willie was’at tho'corner by tho time*Ray
had got his fat body one-half the distanco;
hut atill Ray kept on, and nover stopped
until he had touched tho corner ho had
started for; and then, after the cheers and
shouting had ceased so he could bo hoard,
he called out, "I tried to beat any way.”
And he walked manifully away.

I had watched the race, and aftor hearing
Ray's cheering words I said to myself,
** Hero is a lesson for me: I tried to beat,
any way.'"” Many times wa never ly.
And if we do try, and fail, we too ofton sit
down and cry, faint-hearted and discouraged.
Such pluck as Ray pusseaced, governed by
a principle of nyht, is the kind all boys, as
well ag all mon, should possess to mako lifo
a success.—Uhristian at Work,

- -

A LITTLE GIRL'S SERMOQON,

A vruy little pirl, whoso father is a
minister, had been sorely tempted to play
at the water-pail, which stood upon a low
bench within her reach. It was thought
best not to rewova it, but to make it a
“treo of *“2 knowledge of good and evil."”
More *han ouce her chubby fingers had
been “snapped” by way of correction. At
two years old she went with grandma to
church, where her deportment was very
serious. On returning, some ono said:
“ Well, so you have been to church.”
“Yes," * And did you henr papa preach?”
“Yes.” “And whatdid ho say 7" “ Q=
he p'each, an’ he p'each—an ‘he tell ‘e
peoples 'ey mus' be—good chillons—an'—
not play in ‘e water-pasl /"

The conscientious baby is now a mature
Christian, teaching & great many other
children *“ not to play in the water-pail.”

FALSE SHAME

Do not be ashame, my lad, if you have
s patch on your elbow. It is no mark of
disgrace. It speaks well for your indus-
trious mother, For our part, we would
rather 8ee a dozen patches on your -lothes
than to have do a had or mean action, or
to hear a profine or vulgar word proceed
from your lips. No good boy will shun
you or think less of you because you do
not dress as well as he does, and if any one
laugh at your appearance, never mind it.
Go right on doing your duty. Fear God
rather than man ; love him early, serve him
faithfully, and there shall be laid up for
you in heaven treasures that fade not away.
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STREET IN JERUSALEM,

Tuesk pictures show the strange kind of
streots they have in Jerusalem. Sec how
natrow they are, and how strangely arched
and walled in, In most eastern cities the
streets are like these, partly to keep out the
sun and heat, and partly to save space.

A LOVELY MAMMA.

“ WoN'T you come and see my mamma ?
I's got a lovely mammal!”

The speaker was a fair little maiden, and
the lady so charmingly invited was her naw
Sunday-school teacher, whom she had just
overtaken on the street.

“A lovely mammal!”
iingered.

‘We had never seen the mamma so sweetly
praised: we did not know whether or not
ghe would seem beautiful to the eyes of
strangers ; but we did know that she was
gentle and lady-like in manner; that she
wore pretty house-dresses and dainty ruilles
and laces, aud sometimes a flower in her
hair; that she had a never-failing supply
of sweet old stories and quaint old nursery-
songs; and had a gift for dressing dollies,
and tying sashes and shoulder-knots,

We were cortain that she had a merry,
tender way of coaxing the tangles out of
flaxen ringlets, and of Lissing the hurt out
of braised little fingers, and because of all
this, she reigned the undisputed ueen of
her child’s loving heart,

Happy and blessed are the children who
can say, “ I've got a lovely mamma !”

The thought

THE “THY-WILL-BE-DONE” SPIRIT.

Stsiz wanted to join a picnic. She
wanted to go very much indeed, Her
mother knew it. She was sorry not to let
her go, but there were jo0d reasons for
refusing. Susie asked her mother, and she
said : “No, Susie, you cannot go.”

Mrs, Barnes expected to see a sorrowful
disappointment in her daughter’s face, in-
atead of which ehe bounded away, singing
merrily as she went.

“I was afraid of seeing you grievously
disappuinted,” said her mother, much re
lioved at her daughter’s balaviour

“ 1 have got the ' Thy-will ".e-dune * spirit
«n my heart, deat mother,” said the .Lild
sweetly,

DFCISION

“I ¢aN'1 decide,” says the rain-drop as it
comes down, * whether I will fall on the
meadow, ut in the garden among the Quwers,
or out uvn the wide veean. I can't make up
my mind."

“T can't decide,” says the streamlet as it
rushes out of the mountain, *whether 1
will flow toward the great river yonder, or
whether 1 will go streight down the valley
and into the sea’at once.”

“There is plenty of time for me,” says a
young girl as she comes away from the
Bible-class on Sunday afternoon. “ Teacher
wants us to decide at once, but surely there
is no hurry. I must think about it soms
day, I know, but not now; I can't decide.”

But the rain-drop comes on, and so does
the streamlet; while they are hesitating
they are coming on, on, somewhore.
Presently it is too late to choose. They
would not decide in time, and now it is no
use deciding. They have gone too far;
they cannot change their course now,

Take care, young people ! take care, boys
and girls! Your life is just like that falling
rain-drop, just like that rushing stream,
You do not decide the way your life shall
go, but all the time it is going, Is it going
toward heaven? Have you thought? Will
you not decide at once which way it shall
go? If you do not choose now, the time
may soon come when you carnot ckoose,

DURING THE FAMINE.

Osck during o famine a rich man per-

benevolent man said to her:
was not an accident ; I had the silver bl
in the smallest loaf to reward thee, iy
good child. Ever remain as peace-lovil
and satisfied.” :

STREET IN JERUSALEN.,

time had a loaf which was scarcely half
large as the others, But when she reach
home and her mother broke the bread, t,j
fell out a number of new silver pia

The mother was frightened, and said : “T.

the money back at once, for it certai

got into the bread by accident.”

Franziska did as she was bid; but @@
“ No, no

He who would rather have a smallerl

than quarre: about a greater will aly
bring a blessing to the home, even tho
no gold is baked in the bread.

ON THE OTHER SIDE,
A napry home suddenly became sad,_

mitied the puorest childien of the uty tolight grew dark, for the joy of the whe
come to his house, and said to them. house—baby—was dead. In the evenf

* There stands a crate full of Lread. Each

of you may take a loaf frum it, and you ; mother.
dering, as little oues are when such gi

may come every day until God sends better
times.”

The children at once surrounded the
basket, striving and quarreling over the
bread, because each desired to obtain the
finest, and finally went off without even a
word of thanks,

Only Franziska, a clean but poorly clad
little girl, remained standing at a distauce,

S

the chbildren gathered round their
They were all sorrowful and wx§

comes, |
“ Mother,” said one, “you took care§
baby when she was here, and you cawifll

her in your arms all the time she was i}
but who tuok her on the other side?" }

“On the other side of what, dear chi]d
“ On the other side of death, Who tof
buby on the uther side? She was so 11

then took the smallest of the loaves left in | she could not go alone.”

the basket, kissed her hand gratefully to
the m: .., and went guietly and becumingly
home.

On the next day the children were
equally ill-mannered, and anzmka this

Then answered the mother: « Jesus
her there—he who took little clnldren ;
his arms and blessed them.” Angd she g
them the story of Jes: s, and of his lovs§§
little ones, -



