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; PARABLE OF
Be1: « LEAVEN.
B AXOTHEL parable
nipake he unto them:
B 'hé kingdom of
Risgwen is like unto
texwen which a woman
ook; and hid in three
Mtacasures of meal, till
Brhe whole was leav-

I KISS THAT
BABY.

. ,."T? a soldier far
iway from home, there
§ 1o more touching
nght than tbat of a
*; in its mother's
; ' While on their
. to Qettysburg,
54 ps were march-

=

!)y night through
vﬂlage, over whose
Bl beways hung lighted
: ;ﬁnﬁema, while young
JB.iz14 shed tears as they
(‘nﬁéhed the brothers
) other women march
E pndpo possible death.
n\ sceno of the march
§ & thus described by
" ‘Ju author of “Bullet
: ln&‘ “ShelL.”
B pping for a mo-
B efit at the gate of a
l&ﬂlmg, I noticed a
E r«mﬁg mother leaning
Fiver it with a chubby
d in her arms.
; ;bdve the woman's

B v

PARABLE OF LEAVEN,

her child. *“I beg
pardon, but may I kiss
that baby of yours?
I've got one just hke
him at home, at least
he waswhenl last seen
lum, two years ago.”
T. e mother, a sym-
pathetic tear rolling
down her blooming
cheek, alently held
out the child, Jim
pressed his unshaven
face to its innocent
smiling lips for a mo-
ment.and then walked
on, saying :
*God bless youn,
ma’am for that'”
Poor Jim Manners®
He never saw his boy
~qain in life. A bullet
laid himn low the next
day, as we made our
first charge.
AREYOUR HANDS
CLEAN?
“JonN, you can't
come to the table with
such dirty hands aa
those' Go and wash
them right away '”
Mamma isright not
to let John, or Nell, or
George come to the
ta'le with dirty handa
Aud this puts me 1n
mind that God says
that only those who
have clcin hands and
pure hearts can enter
heaven. Thereare two

ﬁ&'bé fallmg full upon her face. The child, “I beg your pardon, ma'am,” said Jim kinds f dirty hands. One kind you get
@ ek crowing with delight at the strange, Manners, one of my men, as he dropped the when you play in the mud  The other

geant, a3 1t watched the armed host pass | butt of his musket on ths ground, and pe- red | kind you get whea you strike or steal
wistfully into the fece of the mother and , Say. my little friend, are your hands clean ?
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HAPPY DAYXYS.

——,

JESUS MY SAVIOUR
AxDp I a little straying lamb,
May come to Jesus as I am,

Though goodness I have noune,
May now be folded on his breast;
As birds within the parent nest,

And be his little one.

And he“can do all this for me,
Because he died on Calvary

For children's sins to aton:;
And having washed their sinsaway,
Te now rejoices day by day

To cleanso the little one.
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BAPPY DAYS.
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NOT LONELY.

A Goop minister of the gospel was visit-
ing among the poor one winter’s day in a
large city in Scotland, Heclimbed up into a
garret at the top of a very high house. He
had been told that there was a poor old
woman there, that nobody seemed to know
about. He went on climbing until he found
his way into that garret room. As he
entered the room he looked around; there
awvag & bed, and a chair, and a table with a
candle burning dimly on it, a very little fire
on the hearth, and an old woman sitting by
it, with a large Testament on her lap. The
minister asked her what she was doing
thero. She said she was reading :

“Dou't you feel lonely here 2™
+ “Na, na,” was ber reply.

*What do you do here all these long
winter nights 7"

“QObh,” ghe said, X just sit here, w1’ my
light and wi' my New Testament on my
knee, talking wi" Jesus.”

he asked.

FINDING TIME

“SIxTY scconds make one minute, sixty
minutes make one hour, twenty-four hours
mako one day,” studied Johnnie. “T'wenty-
four hours make one day, seven days—"

“Third class in arithmetic,” called the
teacher, and Jobnnie's mouth puckered
into a whistle—almost an audible one,
This was his class, and. he bad just begun
studying the lesson. Of course ho failed.

Miss Atwood looked grave—cross, Johnnie
called it. )

“The third imperfect lesson this week!
What's the matter.”

“Couldn’t find time for it,” pouted the
boy. )

“Very well. You may seurch for time
after school. The loat must be found.”

It was nearly dark when he reached
home.

“Run right out and shut up the chickens,
and chop the kindlings for morning,” his
mother said.

* All right.,” But John was spipning his
top, and befors he had finished he forgot all
about the chores.

“Evarything done?” asked mamma, as
he was going to bed.

“Q I forgot! And then, you see, it was
so late when I got home I couldnt find
time.”—By Julia A. Tirrdl

TEMPERANCE.
HARRY'S ARITHMETIC.

Harry WiLsoN had just got a new arith-
metic, and was delighted with its figures
and study. He had been in mental arith-
metic for some time, but now he had a book
and a slate of his own, everything for him
seemed to turn into sums and calculations.

He was sitting by the table working ata
sum in division, when he heard his father
speaking to his mother, saying :

¢ Johnston got beastly drunk at the club
last night, and disgraced himself abominably,
He dravk ten glasses of wine, and it went
to his head; and he acted so foolishly we

were all disgusted with bim; and finally he |

was so drunk that he had to be taken home
in a carriage.”

Harry, full of his arithmetic, caught the
gound of the word ten, and thea looking up,
said

“Ten! and how many did you drink,
father?”

“Qnly one, my son,” said the father,
looking down with a smile to his little boy,
of whom he was very fond.

“Then, father, was you one-tenth drunk?”

Tr a man is polite and honest hs is well- | said Harry, reflectively, thinking, perhaps,

bred, I don’t care whether he has any an-
cestors or not

\

more of his figures than of anything else.
“Tarry 1" ssid his mother sternly, “what

do you meant” DBut Hamy who »
thoroughly absorbed in his calculatio:
went on talking to himself

“Why, yes; if ten glasses make a m
all drunk, then one glass will make h
one-tenth drunk; and if one is beas
drunk, then the other must bo one-tex
beastly drunk, and—"

«There, .here,” said his father, biting L
lips to hide the smile that would come,
guess that is arithmetic enough for to-nigh

But as Harry went on with his suws b
remarks started a train of thoughtfulne
in the mind of the father, who said -
himself:

“If Johnston had not taken the first glu
he would not have gone on to ten; and,:
the whole, it is safe for myself, and best,

an example to my sons that I never agy

take the first glass, lest I, or they should;
on to the ten,”

d
And from that day the father becawme

total abstainer from all intoxicating drint

«HE'S SO OBLICING.”

1 can'r make out how it is that Bill Pns
always gets such good places, said Han
Underwood, the basket-maker's son, ton
other lad, as they sat cutting rushes by tt
brook side.

Aund Harry was not the only one wt
thought thus, for “Bill Pratt’s luck " was tt
surprise of many like himself. Bill wasce
tainly no pattern of cleverness, of beauty,
strength, he could not do more than othe
..ot so much as some, nor could he do s
=all as many ; but for all that, it was qui
true that he always had good places, go
wages, and a good character. When he l¢
one master to go to another, it was general

said, “I would not part with him if I con ¢

help it, he. is a good boy,and so obliging.”

This was the secret of his beiog so mut
liked, and his “good luck"—he was “
obliging.”

SAY IT TO MY CHRIST.

Brettorge, was lying on a sick-bed, Sau
annoyed her very much by calling up s
her past sins. He would point her mu
to these, and then whisper, “ How can yo

hope to be saved after such a sinful life?” -

At last ghe said to him:

“Reason not with me. I komow I u
a weak, sinful person, If thou hast anythi
tosay, say it to my Christ, he is my advocat
my strength, my righteousness. Say it s
to him.”

This is the meaning of the words, © Wb

Oxct when a good woman, Catham:

a0 uA P > PR PR -Se 0 'R A OC O

shall lay any thiog to the charge of Goi

elect? . . . 1t is Christ that died."



v |

HAPPY DAYS.

87

HOW TO MAKE UP.

" Tyo little poople who couldn't agres

Were having a tiff, and “werc mad as
could be;"

They looked at each other in silence awhile,

Til o suddon glad thought made one of
them a:nile,

Said she, “ Say, you ain't very mad, are you,
Bessie ?’

«Well—no—" suid the other, “nor you, are

‘ you, Jessio 1"
“[hion let us mako up,” little Jessie suggested.

Dt «Well—you be the ome to begin,” Bess
b requested.

But that didn’t suit. So the tifl' lingered
I e,

L' While the small-sized disputants were claim-

it

ing their will.

& When—what do you think brought at last

ne
int

!

¢ % sunny weather?
qust thi;: they agreed to begin both to-
gether.

e v 040 el @iy

FRANK'S “NEIGHBOUR/"
FRANK is 8 boy with a large heart. He
n gwes away his balls and kites and tops, and
says cheerfully, “ Never mind ; I don’t care

an
o about it.”
¢ Frank's grandma once gave Frank three
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shillings to spend as he pleased. For some
time he was very busy and thoughtful.
'I'hen he came home one day from school
and said, “ Mother, I know a boy that's ill
almost all the time, and T know a place at
tbe sea-shore where he can stay two weeks
for nothing, if he can only get there, but his
folks are awfal poor,and cant get the money
to send him. Hadn't I better give him my
hohday money 2"  Of course Mrs. Morris
'zas willing ; and so poor Tommy Smith had
a.‘fort.mght at the sea-shore, which did him
" great good, because a kind-bearted boy
loved his neighbour as himself,

“' l

&

THE LITTLE DOG-DRIVER.

-1 Ay going to tell you a very little
sﬁory about a very little dog. It was a
brown-and-whlte ng Charles spaniel. One
day asI was passing along the street, I saw
hun sitting on the back of a small brown-
and-whlte pony, as good-looking as himself.
The pony was attached to a cart, standing
before the door of & house. The master
came out and jumped into the cart, and
when be had taken the reias, doggie said,
“Bow-'vow-wow " to his friend the pony,
nnd away they all went, When the puny
. -lapsed into a lazy trot, the dog's * bow-wow-

Swow,” soon quickened hisspeed. He seamed

wh %0 take all his frisky ways and his litle sharp
tod “bow-wowa in a good-natared way. I could

v.}e their master was proud of them both.

a
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MAKING THE BEST OF IT.

“MusTN'T go now, dears, 1it's too hot.”
That 13 what mother said when Carrie and
Sue wanted to 4o down the stroot and play
with Mabel.

Now, what do you believe these little girls
did? They frowned and pouted and looked,
oh, 80 cross! And Carrie said, “ Why-y-y?"
just like a littlo enarling dcg, and Sue said,
“Dee me! deec me!” and tried to look just
a3 cross as Carrie did.

Dear mamma amiled brightly as ever, and
said, * Tho east porch is shady and cool, and
you can play there until the sun goes down.”

A little later Robert, their big brother,
came out and found them sitting there
looking very cross and unhappy.

*“Why, what's the matter?” he said.
“Have you broken your dolls or has your
rocking-horse run away 7"

“No, just hot!" said Carrie, and “ Tust
hot!"” said Sue.

“QOb, ig that all! Why, this is not s0 bad!
Of course it would not be nice to be out in
this sun, but we're pretty well off. Here,
sit down by me, you little thunder-clouds,
and look ¢t this book I am reading.”

Of course the “little thunder-clouds”
coaldn’t help letting a little sunlight
come into their faces as they sat down
to look at the pictures. It was a book
about India, and Robert told them how in
the hot season all work has to be done very
early before the sun is high, The schools
are opened at six o'clock. The punkaks, or
great fans, are kept swinging all day and all
night, and the doors and windows have mats
over them, which are kept wet all the time.
Even then the little children of the mission-
aries grow pale and sick from the great
heat.

Dear, kind Robert told them many more
stories about the pictures they looked at.
At last, when mother came to tho door and
said, “Now, dear ones, you may go to
Mabel's if you walk on the shady side of
the street,” they were both surprised. They
sprang up and kissed the dear, patient
mother, and said, “Oh, mamma dear, we
are so glad we don’t live in the punkah
country!” And Carrie said, “I believe
even you could not be patient with us
there. If we are as cross as this in ouz conntry
when the sun is a little hot, how dreadful
we wonld be in India!”

Then they both ran away as huppy as
birds. Mother looked after them smiling,
and Robert forgot that he had ever called
them thunder-clouds.

“ Taey that trust i. the Lord shall be as
Mount Zion.” l

JESUS INVITES US,

JEaLs anvites Littlo children to coma to
Jum, Yon remembes the beautifol invita
tion, * Suffer littlo children o como unto
me, and forbid them not. for of such 1
the kingdom of Gud.  Henlse says, * Those
that seek o early shall find me®

It will bo easier for you to bo a Christinn
now than it will bo when you get to boa
man or a woman. Jesussaysto you to-day,
“Come unto wme.”  Won't you tell him,
“ I will come just now,” and not only say
it, but do it ?

o -

THE BABY.

No shoes to hide her tiny toes,
No stockings on her feet;

Her supple ankles whito as snowa
Of early blossoins sweaet.

Her simple dress of purest whito,
Her doubloe, dimpled chin;

Her rosy lips and bonny mouth,
With not one tooth between.

Her ecyes, so like her mother's eyes,
Two gentle, liquid things;

Her face i3 like an angel's face—
Wae're glad she has no wings.

i w—— ..

WIHAT ONE LITTLE BOY THOUGHT
OF 1T.

A GENTLEMAN once met a little follow
seven years of age on his way to school,
Stopping him for a moment, he said-

“Well, my little boy, what do you intend
to be when you grow up?” He had asked
this question a great many times before,
and some boys told him they meant to be
farmers, some merchants, some ministers.
But what do you think was the auswer of
this little boy? Better than all of them.
“I mean to be ¢ man,” hesaid. It matters
very little whether he be a farmer ora mer-
chant or a minister, if he be a true man he
must be a good man.

“You remind me,” says Mr. Short, “of
tho answer which a little fellow once gave
to a gentleman.”

WIAT IIF. WAS GOOD FOR.

What are you good for?”
man to a little boy.

“Good to make & man of,” was the prompt,
appropriate, and significant reply.

A bnght boy that, Mr. Short. We have
known some boys who thought it manly %o
smoke the stumps of old cigars, or to swear,
or to be drunk. But though some men do
these things, there is nothing manly 1n them,
they are bad habits, all of them, and hoys
ought to set the meu a beatter example.

said a gentle-
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BABY'S TOILFT.
My Rosy, my po-y,
My little Blue Eyes,
The bright sun 18 shining
Way up in the skies

My neat one, my sweet one
Is just ont of bed,

With golden curls dancing
All over her head.

This way, and that way,
I'll brush them, just so,

Aud make nll the frizzes
Stand up in a row.

I wounder, and wonder,
While thinking it o'er,

If ever there's been
Such a baby before ?

GEORGE BENNET, THE BOAT
MAKER.

Gronor BESYFT was only a wee little
boy when he first began to make what he
called little hoats  Some of them were
ouly chips, which he sailed in a basin of
water. As he grew older he added sails and
rigging  And a very proud httle boy was
he when he climbed ap to the cop of the
rain-water barrel and sent a real little sail-
boat across its surface by blowing its sails
full of wind. When he was a good deal
oider he made a handsome little boat to sail
on the pond. Sister and litle brother and
some friends came down to see it Jaunched,
aud all declared her trial trip to be a grand
success.

Many a day after that they did bave fine

‘mother’s room, busily thinking.

spert watching her eail Sometimnes sister
put her doll an the hittle slap, and tied a
«<trir gz around her fast to the mast to keep
her frow falling, and then they would say
she was garng on a sea-vovage., [ think, if
he only could, Georue would have hiked to
have gotten inat amsell,  He had a friend
who had a big sail-boat in which he used
sometmes to go, when the water was very
smooth and calm,  He liked to sit rudder
1o hand, and watch the sails rounded out by
the wind, as hus boat glided gently along
aver the sparkling water

.-

WHEN THE DARK COMES.

A LuTLE i sat at twilight, in her sick
All day
she had been full of fun and noise, and had
many times worried her poor tired mother.

“Ma.” said the lhttle girl, “ what do you
suppose makes me get over iny mischief and
begin to act pood just about this time every
night 2"

“I do net know, dear.
tell?2”

“Well, 1 guess it's because when the dark
comes, You know I am a little afraid of
that.  And then, ma, I begin to think of all
the naughty things I've done to grieve you,
and that, perhaps, you might die before morn-
ing; and so I begin to act good.”

“«Ob,” thought I, “how many of us wait
till ' the dark comes,” in the form of sick-
ness, or sorrow, or trouble ¢f some kind, be-
fure we begin to ‘act good'' How much
Letter to be good while we are enjoying life’s
bright sunshinei and then ‘ when the dark
cores,” a8 it will in & measure to all, we
shall be ready to meet it without fear.”

Can you not

—_— e ———— —

A LITTLE SWEEI"S PRAYER.

ONE Sabbath a little boy of ten years of
age came into a Sunday-scaool clags. He
led a very uncomfortable life as a chimney-
sweep in the service of a hard master. The
teacher was talking about prayer, and
turning to this little fellow, asked him:

*And you, my friend, do you ever pray?”
“Oh, yes, sir.”  “Aud when do you do it?
You go out very early in the morning, do
vou not?” “Yes, sir, and we are only
half awake when we leave the house. I
think about God, brt can ot say that I
pray then.’ *“When, then?” “You see,
sir, our master orders us to mount the
chimney quickly, but dees not forbid us to
rest a little when we are at the top Then
I sit on the top of the chimney and pray.”
“And what do you say?’ *“Ah sir,very
little' I know no grand words with which

to speak to God. Most frequently I only
repeat a short verse.” *“ What is that?”
“God be merciful to me a sinner.”

DOINJ THINGS WELL

“ Turur,” said Haery, throwing down
shoe-brush, “that'll do. My shoes donf
look very bright, but wmatter—wh
cares?”

“ Whatever 18 worth doing ab all is wo
doing well,” said his fether, who had heand$y
the boy's carcless speech. r

Harry blushed, while his fatber codjgl
tinued “ My boy, your shoes look wretcii
edly. Pick up the brush and make theg
shine.  When you havo finished come iaig
tke house.”

As soon as Harry appeared with his wellj
polished shoes, his father said: “ I have &
little story to teil you. Ionce kuew a pooks
boy whose mother taught him the prove
which T repeated to you a few minutes a
This boy went out to service in a geutl

no

His employer was pleased, an y
He did his worlf

sremed.
took him into his shop.

went quickly and was soon back in
place. So he advanced from step to stef
uatil he became clerk, and then a partnii
in the business. He is now a rich ma§
and aoxious that his son Harry shoul$
practise the rule that made him prosper.”

“\Why, papa, were you a poor boy once
asked Harry.

“ Yes, my =on, so poor that I had to bla
boots and wait at table, and do any servi
that was required of me. By doing litt
things well [ was soon trusted with o
important ones.”

. - —

ROOM FOR JESUS.

A CHILLY night, and stars are white
cold as marble. In hou e and inn there
no room f r a Baby born a: Bethlehen
only a chance to lie in a stable-man
Would you have taken the child-Messis
in? 118 not too late. When you give t
some selfish love you make room in yo
heart for Jesus. When you say, “I wi
serve him better, and, helping self less, he
others mors,” then you make room for hi
He would rather go to your heurt than go
a palace.

A TEXT.

« MOTHER,” said a little girl on comi
home from the Sunday-school, “ I want
ask you something.”

“Well, dear, what is it ?”

“ Do you know which is my best text!

« Tell me, my dear,” replied the moths

“ Well, mother, you know that I am ju
geven years old, and my little text has jo
seven words in it, and this is it, ¢ Jt is tim
to seek tbhe Lord.’” (Hosea x. 12))



