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HAPPY DAYS.

WHAT HAVE T DONE?
BY RENA M. HURD,

Tk silent shadows fall,
The night has come again,
What have I done to-day
To help my fellow-men 1

Have I improved the time,
Each moment lived with care,
And evil overcome
By constant, earnest prayer ?

Tond, help me to review
With honest heart the dny,

And see where 1 huve erred,
Or fnltered by the way.

I look to thee for grace,

For help and strength I pray
To-wmorrew to improva

Where I have failed to-day.
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HOW PUSSY CAN SING.

Puss doesn’t look as if she enjoyed it
very much—does she? She can sing in
her own way well enongh, but I don’t be-
lieve she can ever learn to sing by note.
Did you ever listen to Puss sing ? I think
it is when she goes “Pur-r-r-r-r-r-r-r" with
such a funny, low, little sound, that only a
cat can make—at least, I can't make it—
can you? She seems very happy when she
purs; but now she protests against singing
in little-girl-fashion, when God only taught
her to do so n cat-fashion. X think Mabel
might as well stop trying, for puss’ teeth
look pretty sharp, and I have no doubt
her claws are, too, Hence, Mabel may be
bitten, as well as scratched, if she is not
very careful.

GEORGE'S MARBLES,

Gronrce's mother gave himn some money
to buy marbles, but she told him he must
not play * for keeps,” because it was wroug ;
it was as bad as & man playing for another
man’s money and getting it all. A few
days after this, when George came in from
school, his mother noticed that his prckets
were much bulgad out,

“ What makes your pockets stick cut so,
George 1" she askag.

“ Marbles,” he replied, and huug his head
with & guilty look.

“Where did you get so many
not, buy them all, did you ?”

“No, ma'am—" He stopped short and
was siill several minutes; then he said, “ 1
have been playing for keeps, mamma. All
the boys do, and—and-—it is such fun; but
I wish 1 hadn’t, for they feel so heavy, and
—and—kind of burn in my pocket.”

“That is because you know you have
done wrong and have not got them borre*'v,
I am sorry, I did not think you would
disobey me.”

George left the room, and was gone some
time. When he came back his pockets
were flat, and he held up his empty palms,

“See, mamma!” he cried ; “I've buried
them 'way down deep in the earth, so they
will not make me or any other boy sin any
more. I asked God to forgive me when I
was in the garden; and youn will too, won’t
youl”

Georgo's mother kissed him and forgave
him, and then thought, “ Am I always so
careful to put temptation out of sight ? *

THIRTEEN DOLLARS.

MRs. GreeN had given a birthday party
to the eldest of her three daughters; and
when the dinver was over the pastor, who
had been invited to be present and make
a speech to the children, asked them, one
by one, if they loved the Saviour, and, if
80, how much.

%he question went round. One said, “I
love himn a great deal;” another, “I love
him with all my heart.” Little Emily, the
youngest of all, and not four years old,
could not wait for the question to come to
her, but, speaking up in a sharp, quick
voice, said, “Yes, I does love him; 1 love
him thirteen dollars!®

Mrs. Green and all tha children broke
out in a hearty laugh at Emily, partly be-
cause she spoke in such a tone of voice, and
partly because she said thirteen dollars.
After thinking and talking over the matter
a little while, it was agreed that Emily's
answer was very good—as good as any, and
a little better than many. She didn’t
imitate the older children, but spoke from
her own heart,

Thirteen was all she could count, and she

Yoa did

knew of no higher number; and she loved.

him that much,

Jrsus Resroning Sigur.

JESUS AND THE BLIND MAN.

Tuk blind iaan that we read about in the
lesson for July 4 lived when Jesug was in
tha world. He had been born blind, and
so had never been able to work, and was
very poor. He had tc beg for money to
buy his clothing and food.” He sit by one
of the gates of the temple aud begged of
the people who went into the temple to
praise God. Everybody knew that blind
beggar who sat at the gate of the temple,
because he had been there every vay for
many years, Ope Sabbath day, whon
Jesus was going into the temple, he noticed
the blind beggar. He must have stopped
and looked at him, for the friends who
were with Jesus saw that he was very much
interested in the man, and they began to
ask “Jesus why the man had been born
blind 2 Do you think that Jesus gave the
blind begaar some money? Perhaps not,
but he gave him something better. He
gave him sight. He cured the man’s blind-
ness! Let us read from the Bible how he
did it:

“When he had thus spokeu, he spat on
the ground, and made clay of tke spittle,
and he anointed the eyes of the blind man
with clay,

« And said unto him, go, wash in the pool
of Siloam, (which iy by iuterpretation, Sent.)
He went his way, therefore, and washed, and
came seeing,

“To sec what the people thought read
again from the Bible what they said:

“The neigbbours, therefore, and they
which before bhad seen him, that he was
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blind, ¢aid, Is not this he that sat and
begged ?

“Some said, This is he: others said, He
is like him: but he said, I am he.”

Then the wonderful thing which Jesus
had done was told to the Pharisees, who

was the Son of God. They found fault
with Jesus because he had cured the man
on the Sabbath day. Then they went and
called the father and mother of the man
who had been blind, and asked them how
their son had been cured. The parents
said, He is old enough to speak for himself;
ask bim. Then the Pharisees went to the
man who had been cured, and tried to make
him think that Jesus was 2 bad man. But
this was his answer in part: “If this man
were not from God, he could do nothing.”

There is still more of this wonderful story
to tell. It was not long before Jesus met
the man he had cured, and he found him
still blind, not blind in his eyes, but blind
in his heart; for when Jesus asked hiw,
“ Dost thou believe on the Son of God?"”
the man answered, “ Who is he, Lord, that 1
might believe on him?”  Jesus answered,
* I am he.
The man then worshipped Jesus, and his
heart was filled with light and joy, and he
could say in the words of the GoLDEN TEXT:
“Qne thing I know, that whereas I was
blind, now I see.”

It is he that talketh with thee.” |

A TRUE STORY.

JENNIE had never had & dell.  This seems
very strange w us, for every little girl we
know has onme, even if it is very shabby.
Jennie lived a long way from New York—

'awny out West, She went to Sunday-

hated Jesus and would not believe that he:school and was in the infant class. She

heard one Sunday that some young girls 1n
New York were going to send a box of
Christmas presents to the infant class to
which she belonged; and how she hoped
there would be a dolly for her! She
thought she would love it so dearly, no
matter how small and homely it was.

At last the box arrived, and the children
met to receive their presents. As Jeunie
looked at the different packages she could
hardly sit still. Her bundle was handed
to her. It was wrapped in soft white
paper. Jennie felt Jisappointed, for she
thought, “It’s too big to be a doll.” So,
with & little sigh, she opened the white
paper, and there lay a rosy, smiling doll,
beautifully dressed, looking up at Jennie
with eyes as blue us her own. You can
imagine how that dolly was hugged and
kissed, and how carefully she was put to
bed, for Jennie knew how tired she must
feel after her long journey.

Jennie could hardly sleep that night, she
was so hanpy at having a doll of her very
own, and, besides, she had to choose a
name for her, which was a very serious

watter It touk her some time to vk wp
her mtnd, 1€ yoau ever see n hittle el
mwmed Jennie with a doll ealled V olet,
you must ask her to tell you more about at,
—Christian Intellvgon op,

PETER PUT OFF.

T myow adittle boy whote real pame we
will say is Peter Parsuns, but the boys eall
him DPeter Put-off, because he had such n
way of putling off both buaness and
pleasure,

He can learn his lesson well it he ia
alwost alwaya at the bottom of las laas,
beeanse he had put off learning s task
from one huur to another until he iy tao
late. e can walk or run as fast as any
boy in town, but if he is sent on an virand,
the errand never gets dene in seasen, be.
cause hie puts off starting from one wowment
to another, and for the same reacon he is
late at school, becanse he cna never be
made to sce that it i3 drawing near nine
o'clock.

If letters are given him to post they
never get in time for the wmail ; and if he
is to gn away on the boat er trmin the
whole famvrly has to exert itself to hurry
Peter out of the house, lest he defer start-
ing till the hour ix past,

He delays in his play as in his work.
He puts off reading the library bouk until
it is time to send it back , he waits to join
the zsame until it is too late; and generally
comes up a little belind hand for every-
thing from Monday mormug until Saturday
night, and then beging the uew week by
being too late fur Church aud Sunday-
school. Peter is quite conscious ol his
own faults, and meaus to relorm some time,
but he puts off' the date of the reformation
so constant]y that munhood and old age
will prubably overtake this hoy, and sull

find him only worthy the name of Peter
Put-off.— Littlr Snwrer.

HOW TU PRAY.

A LITTLE boy in Jamaica called on a mis-
sionary, and stated that he had been very
1], and often wished the mumster had been
present to pray with him,

“ But, Thomas,” said the missionary, “ 1
hope you prayed yourself.”

“ Oh, yes, sir,”

“ Well, but how did yon pray 1"

“ Well, sir, 1 begued.”

A child of six years o a Sand. y-schoul
said, “ \When we kneel down in the schuul-
room to pray, it seems as if my heart talked
to God.”

A little girl about four yecars of age being
asked, * Why do you pray to Gud¢ "™ Be-
cause | know he hears e, and I love to
pray to him.”

“ But how do you know he hears you 7"

Putting her hand to her heart, ehe said,
“] know hedoes, because there 1s something
here tells me go0,"—Cumberland Pres.
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LOVE AND CHARITY,

OxLy a drop in the bucket,
But every drop will tell;

The hucket will soon be empty,
Without tho drops in the well.

Only o poor little penny,
It was all T had to give;

But a3 pennies muke the dollars,
It 1ny help some cause to live.

A few little bits of ribbon
And sume toys—they were not new,
But they mado the sick child happy,
Which has made me happy too.

Only some ontgrown garments—
They were all I had to spare—
But they'd help to clothe the needy,

And the poor are everywhere,

A word now and then of comfort,
That costs me nothing to say,
But the poor old man died happy ;
And it helped him on his way.

God Joveth the cheerful giver,
Though the gift be poor and sinall

What doth he think of his children
Wien they never give at all ?

o

WHAT AN ANGEL WHISPERED
TO SUSIE
BY BESSIE PEGG MACLAUGHLIN

IT was a lovely garden. Hyacinths,
purple and pink and white, bloomed there
in the éarly spring-time; and later there
were ranks of stately tulips decked in
scarlet and gold; ard yet later masses of
wonderful glowing crimson and creamy
tinted roses.

Often and often in the early morning a
sweet, kindly face looked down into the
faces of the flowers.

It was the face of a dear, cldetly lady
who loved them; and sometinses she turned
from them to speak to two little girls at
her side whom she loved yet more. The
little girls called her “ Grandma” -

At Christsas the angels came for grand-
ma.

She had been so lovely and pleasant in
her life that those she left behind wero very
lonely without her.

It was lonely at church in the pew where
she had sat for so many years, It was
lonely in the library where her large chair
stood empty; but no place was quite so
lonely as the beautiful garden she had loved
sc¢ much.

When the spring-time came agaip, the
hyaciuths, and sweet peas, aud tulips all

seemed to inquire for their absent friend,
and sometinmes there were tears falling on
them,

Oue day in June, when the roses were in
their glory, sweet and glowing, the two
little girls nud their mother walked in the
mrden.

“O, mamun!” said Susie, with wistful,
serious eyes, * Don't you wish grandma had
some of these roles 7"

“Darling, where grandma is there are
more heautiful floweis than these.”

Susie looked quietly for a moment into
the heart of a snowy rose, then up to her
mother’s face, and said, “ Mamma, I 8'pose
God is beautifuler than roses.”

Surely “ he has hid these things from the
wise and prudent and revealed them unto
babes”  Somwe people are many years in
learning that God the Giver is more beauti-
ful than health or money or fame or human
love, and yet he is willing to dwell in the
heart of any little child,

- ce-d @om - -

A BEAUTIFUI. FATHER.

“TgLL your mother you've been very
good boys to-day,” said a school-teacher to
two little new scholars,

“0,"” replied Tomwmy, “we basn't any
mother 1”

“Who takes care of you 7" she asked.

“Father does. We've got a beautiful
father. You ought to see him !

“Who takes all the care of you when he
is at work 2"

“ He takes all the care before he goes off
in the morning and after he comes back at
night. He's a house painter, but there
isw’t any work this winter, so he's doing
labourin’ till spring comes. He leaves us a
warm breakfast when he goes off, and we
have bread und milk for dinner, and a good
supper when he comes home, when he tells
us stories, and plays on the fife, ind cuts
out beautiful things for us with his jack-
knife. You ,ught to see our father aud our
home, they are both so beautiful.”

Before long the teacher did see that home
aud that father. The room was a poor
attic, graced with cheap pictures, autumn
leaves, and other little trifles that cost
nothing. The father, who wag at the time
preparing the evening meal for his mother-
less boys, was, at first glance, only a rough,
begrinted labourer; but before the stranger
has been in the place ten minutes the
room became & palace and the man a
magician.

His children had no idea they were poor,
nor were they so with such a hero as this
to fight their battics for them. This man,

whose graceful spirit lighted up the other-

wise dark life of his children, was preaching
to all about him more effectually than was
many a man in sacardotal robes ina costly
temple.  He wns a man of patience and
submission to God's will, showing how to
make home happy under the most un-
favomable circumstances, He was rearing
his Loys to put their shoulders to the
burdens of life; rather than becowse burdens
to otkers in the days that aro coming.

He was, as the children had said, “a
beautiful father ” in the highest sense of the

word.— L'z,

MOTHER'S LITTLE HELPER

Mavya said, “ I've so much to do this
morning I'm almost wild, and nobody in
the world to help me.”

“T'll help you, mamma,” said her eight-
year-old Laura.

“You? What can you do, child 2’ an-
swered mamma, so tired that she. forgot to
thank the dear little daughter for her offer.
“You go out and play, aud that'll be one
out of the way, and may be I'll get along.”

“I won’t trouble you, mamma., Let me
do something—mend stockings. Shall I?
I can do it nicely, I know.”

She took stockings, cotton, and scissors,
and soon was busy at work mending stock-
ings, and singing gayly.

Dear little Laura! She did much good
that morning. It helped her poor, tived
mother out of her flurry to hear the little
girl singing so sweetly. And when mamma
saw how busy she was, she said, “The dear
child! She does help me, that’s sure.”

-

«“HATE EVIL”

Dr. Arvorp, of Rugby, that great and
good lover of boys, used to say, “ Commeénd
me to boys who love God and hate the
devil”

The devil is the boy’s worst enemy. He
keeps a sharp lookout for the boys. He
knows if he can get them he shall have the
men. And so he lies in wait for them.
There is nothing too mean for him to do
that he may win them.

Aund then, when he gets them into
trouble, he always sneaks away and leaves
them! Not a bit of help or comfort does
he give them.

“What did you do it for;” he whispers.
“You might have-knowa better!”

Now the boy who kas found out who and
what the devil is ought to hate him. It's
his duty., e can't afford not to hate this
enemy of all that is good and true with his
whole heart.

Hate the devil and fight him, boys, but be
sure aud use the Lord’s weapous!




