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Even wugh men are softened by

Jave read that a litdle boywus
by the nobes of a bird.

IHE SICK CHILD.

an spple tree closs at hand.
TFire bow looked ab it for a moment, and sa.vod t’no_bu-d

then, obeying¥{the
promptings of his
baser part. ho pickod
up » stone that lay
ot hiy feet, nnd was
preparing to throw
it, stendying himself
carefully to take a
good aim., Thelittle
armn  was reached
backward without
frighteningthe bird,
and it was withiu
an ace of destrue-
tion, when lo! its
tiny throat swelled,
and it shook ouba
flood of sweet notea.

Slowly the boy's
arm dropped to his
gide, and the stone
fell to the ground
again, nnd when the
littla warbler had
finished its merry
pipiag it flew away
unharmed.

A gentleman, who
had been watching
the Ind, then cawme
to him and asked
him “ Why didn't
you stone tho bird,
1y Loy? You mighﬁ
have killed him
snd carried him
heme.”

The Lttle folluw
luuked op, wuh a
face of hulf shame
ard half sorrow. &s
be answesed,

\ The boy was playing in the gaxdcn,,conldn't ‘cos he sung s0."
veef, gentle words of a ohild, Jnst when a little bird perched on the boughof , And civii wourds may sumetimoa save

you drom’ dapnage, joot as its sweel song
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CHERRY-TIME

CogruiIEs aro ripe]l Chernes are npo -
And tho robins gay

Busy in tho troo-tops,
All the heppy doy;

Feasting on the juicy fruit,
Carrying tho best

To the baby birds at home,
In the downy nesk.

Cherries aro ripo | Cherries are ripo 1
Joll; days are those

For tho merry frolickers
Underneath tho trees.

Thore’s cuough for ono and all,
Nover, nover fear!

Don't you think that cherry-timo's
The best of all the yenar?
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HAPPY DAYS,

TORONTO, JULY 30, 1892

BOYS AND MOTHERS.

Or all the love affairs in the world,
none can surpass the true love of the big
Loy for his mother. It is a pure love and
noble, honourable in the hightest degrea to
both 1 do not mean merely a dutiful
affection ; I mean a love which makes a
boy gallant and courteous to his motner,
saying to overybody plainly that he is
fuirly in love with her. Next to tho love
of n husband nothing Fo crowns a woman’s
life with honour as this second love, this
dovotion of her son to her ;and I never yet
knew a boy “turn out” bad who began
by falling in love with his mother. Any
man may fall in love with & fresh-faced
girl, and the man who is gallant with the
girl may cruelly neglect the worn and

weary wifo. But the boy who is a lover
to his mother in her middle age, is a truo
knight who willlove his wifo as much in the
sere loaved autumn as be did in the daisied

| spring time.

A WISE CONCLUSION.

ONE summer evening, after Harry and
hie sistor Helen had been put to bed, a
sovora thunder storm came up. Their
cribs stood side by sido; and their mother,
in tho next room, heard thom ag they satb
up ia bed and talked, in iow voices, about
the thunder and lightning., They told each
othor their fears. They were afraid
the lightning would strike them. They
wondored whether they would be killed
right off, aud whether the house would be
burned up. They trembled afresh at each
poal. Bub tired nature could nob hold out
as long as the storm. Harry became very
slespy, and at last, with renewed cheerful-
ness in his voios, he said, as he laid his
head on th: pillow, “Well, I'm going to
trust in God.” Litéle Helen sat a minute
longer thinking it over, and then laid ber
own litile head down, saying, “ Well 1
think X will too.” And they both went to
sleep without mora

words,

GONE!!

YEs, Baby Rob is gone! We can never
Jook into his honest blue eyes again in
this world. Never again ghall we hear
his merry laugh or his petulant cry. The
little toddling feet will never more follow
us abouat the house. The busy little hauds
will not seek to detain us more.

Rob is gone

Sometimes we have thought and said
that he was a bother. We have wished
that he would keep still a minute! We
have wondered why he couldn't bLe
satisfied with his pretty playthings, but
maust drop all to mix himself up with our
things.

But what would we not give for our
bothering boy to-day! How patient we
would be with his wany whims! How
willingly we would tell “ tories,” and sing
his favourite rhymcs over and over again.
And what & joy it would be to pick up his
toys, and tidy up the room, so sadly put
to confusion by our little rogue.

What lesion shall we learn from dear
Rob’s sudden flight ? -

For it is & lesson for you, Nellie, and
VWillie, and Bass, as woll as for us older
ones.

Shall it not teach an added lesson of
love and patience?

These little ones will not be with us

——— __..‘.ﬂ
slways. Any day the death-angel m
como to eall youngest or oldost, And
what pain there will be in our hoarts
wo have to look back upon impatient, cli
loving words and ways! Littls childr®
“love one ancther " all tho more, that ¢!
day is coming when the dear voice w?{
be hushod, and we do nob know bub it x(
be to-day | m(r
L

WHY HR GAVE UP THE BUSINmﬂ

“] HEAR that Smith has sold oul
saloon,” said one of a couple of middle-ap *
men, who sab sipping their beer and e
ing o bit of cheese in & Smithfield Sl:}

saloon the other night.
“Yes,"” responded the other,
slowly, ‘
“What was the reason? I thonght &
wos just coining money there.” Mg
The other nibbled a cracker abstrac
for a moment, and then he said: “Ii
rather a funny story. Smith, you kn
lives on Mount Washington, right nef
me, whero he has an excellent wife, a niM
home, and threa as pretty children as ew
played outdoora. All boys, you know,
oldest mok ovar ning, and all about ¢-
game gize. Smith is a pretty respectal:
gort of a citizen, never drinks or gambl:
and thinks the world of his family. P
“Well, he went home one afternoM
last week, and found hir #ife out shoppi:\’i
or somothing of that «ort. He wenbe -
through the house into the back-yar®
and there, under an apple-tres, were U
little fellows playing. They had a hondX
and some bottles and tumblers, and wel®
playing ‘keep saloon’ He noticed thM
were drinking something out of a p:f‘z
and they acbed tipsy. The youngest, Wi
was behind the bar, bad & towel tirP
around hig waist, and was setting
drinks protty free, Smith walked ov
and looked into the pail. It was b
and $wo of the boys wero so drunk th™
they stoggered. A neighbour's ’boy,”
couple of years older, lay asleep behir
the tree. .
¢ We's playing s'ioon, paps, an’ I vodh
a-sellin’ it juet like you,' said the Jitt
fellow. Smith poured out the beer, canid®
the drunken boy home, and then took 1Y
own boys in and ptt themto bed.” Whe
bis wifs came back she found him cryir®
like a child. He camo bagk down tow'™
that night, and sold ont his business, as
says he will never sell or drink anoth B
drop of liquor. His wife told mine abu
ib, and she broke out orying while a b
told it.” This is & true story, but &™
pame was not Smith. &
]

i

ra
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LITTLE LOUISE.
pY HELEN L CHURCHILL.

A « Mamma, papa, dood-morning I say.
o, T wag naughty yestorday
I'" tell you why" (with a poritive

s 2} dood Dod,

¥ho bolps little children, went away

o o dreat long visit yesterday ;

Byt now he's tome again, and so

gise will be dood to-day you know.”

ar little one, in whose innocent heart

he :

e & A OHILD'S FAITH.

1bls _?;N a town of Holland there onco lived a
pgor widow. One night her chbildren

ked her in vain to give them bread,
: #i she had none, . '

§fow that he was good; so, with her
flo ones around her, ghe earnestly
plyed to him for'food. On rising from
by knoss, her eldest child, s boy about
LS years of sage, said softly, “Dear
wather, wo are told in the Holy Book that
Wla supplied his prophet with food brought
m})& the ravens,” "Yes my en,” the
- ther answered ; “ but that was a very
ngg time ago.” “ But, mother, what God
done once may he notdo again? I
go and anclose the door to let the
#ds fly in .
Z;;fhen dear little Dirk, in simple faith,
w the door wida open, so that the
t of the Jamp fell on the path ontside.
wSon afterward the burgomaster passed
% and noticing the light, paused, and
king it vexry strange, he entered the
milage, and inquired why they left the
yor open abnight. . The widow replied,
orBiling, “ My little Dirk did it, sir, thay
op ¥&yens might fly.in, to bring bread.to my
i DO0gry children.” “Indeed!” cried the
W'mommr. “then, here's & raven, my
¢ P9y Come to wy home, and you shall
3% wherq bread may soon be had.”

|

| and sent him back with fuud that ﬂllod‘

his humble home with joy. After supper
little Dirk went to tho open door, and
| locking up, he said: “ Many thanks, good
Lord,” then shut it fast again, for though
no birds had como, he know that God had
heard hig mother's prayor, and sent this
timely help.

THE GRAVE-BED.

ArTHCTR and Ethel came into the house
with some late blossoms in their hands.

* Seo, mamma, this is all we can find in
our flower-bed,” said Arthar.

“ Where do all the flowers go, mamma 2"
asked blue-eyed Ethel.

“They all lie down and rest,” said
mamma.  “ God takes care of them overy
one."

* Samo a8 the little birds 7" asked Ethel.

" Yes, and same a8 the littlo children.
The flowers are not afraid to lie down in
their little grave-ted, nur need a child be,
God puts the flowers and the birds and the
children to sleep when he is ready, and he
takes lovely care of tbem all” Then
mamms made a little verse for Arthur and
Ethel to leam:

God each little life doth keop,
When we wake and when we sleep,
He will hold us here or there,
Safely in his loving care.

SARAH'S COMFORT.

“THERE'S one thing for which I am
truly glad,” she said to the cat, as she lifted
her by tha fore paws and rocked her back
and forth in the library. *“ Nobody wante
you, my dear old cat. They aregiving away
their things and selling them,and making
money with them fur the missionaries,
but nobedy will buy my cat. Flora has
wold every one of her chickeus, and Trudie
Burns won't eat a single egg, because she
wants ta sell them for missionary
money, and her brother Tom eells all hus
strawberries, and it seems as if thero
wasn't anything to keep and have a good
time with, only my dearcat. Idon't know
how I am going to make missionary
money, I must find some way, hut I'm
just as glad as I can be that there is
nothing thet can possibly be doune with
you, only jusb to play with you.”

Alas for Saruh! The very noxt
day ,ehg went with mamma to call on
Mrs. Col. Bates, and while she sat and
waited for Mrs. Bates to come, who

<ho old colons! himself, and what should

be the first words he said bud theo
tremendoue oncs ! —

I declare I would givo five dollars fur
aguod mouser: Such timoe as weo have
with mice around these proemises ' *

Thore was not in all tho town a botter
mouser than Tabby, and Sarah knew it.
Aud five whole dollars! It made her
hoart beat fast, and the tocars camo into
her oyea. It took her two days to decide
tho matter, during which timo sho had
so little appetite and mopod around
80 sadly that her mother fearod sho was
coming down with the moaslea One
iorning Sarah knew, by the way her
hoart beat whilo she was dressing, that
sho had decided. Tabby was to be put
into the willow bosket and taken to
Colonel Bates by hor sad little sslf. She
hurried now, sho wanted no chanco to
change her mind. Swifsly hor little feot
flow over tho ground, and she was at the
colunel’s just as that gentleman was go-
ing through the hall on his way & break-
fast. He openod ths door for her him-
self.

“If you please, sir,” said littlo Sarah,
holding up the busket aud speaking very
fast, “I hove brought Tabby; sho 18 a
good mouser, and I know the missionnrics
ought to have the five dollars; but I love
her vory much, and would you please
hurry and give it to me, so I won't hear
her mew again ?”

“ What! what! what!"” said Colonel
Bates. * What have we here? Who are
you, little oue ? and what am I to give
you?”

“The five dollars, if you please you
said you would you knew, for a good
mouser, and Tabby is the best onc that
ever was, my wammn says 80 And
the misgionaries, you know, mnced the
money , the heathen people do, and T
musta't be sel“sh and keep Tabby Will
you please bo very good to her?” and a
great tear. hot from little Sarah’s blue
ayes, splashed on the colonel's band,

He stood dazed for o moment then
he took out his pocket-book- “Ss I
promised five dollars for a mouser, did 17
Who told you?”

“Nobody did, sir - I heard you say it
the othor day wheo you talked with a

man.

“Jost s0,my tongue always was get-
ting meinto scrapes Well, here goes!
Culonel Botes is a man whu keeps his
word. Here's five dollars, and if it

Wt . Q| choald cume puffog into the Lack parluag,, Juean't du the Lunthen gund, it onght wo,
a;qmckly Ted the boy to Lis owa. F..de,|.where a mon wos waiting to see him, but, for your sake."-- The Missionury World.
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A Tir-mie roRr sux Oxan,

WHY MINNIE COULD NOT SLEEP.

SHE sat up in bed. The curtain was
drawn up and she saw the moon, and it
looked as if it was Jaughing at her.

“You necdn't look at me, moon,” she
said, “ you don’t know about it; you can't
geo in tho daytime; besides, I am going to
sleap.”

She lay down and tried to go to sloep.

Hor clock on the mantel went “ tick-tock,,

tick-tock.” She generally liked to bear it,
bub to-night it sounded just as if it snid,
«J know, I kno'7, I know” *“¥ou don't
know, cither,” said Minnie, opening her
eyes wide. “You weren’t there, you old
thing! You were up stairs.”

Her loud voico awoke the parrot. He
took his head from under his wing, and
cried out “ Polly did*”

“That's a wicked story, you naughty
bird ! " gaid Mipnie. “You were in grand-
ma's room, 80 now'!” Then Minnie tried
to go to sleep again. Sho lay dowr and
connted white sheep, just as grandma said
sho did when she couldn’t sleep. But there
was & big tamp in her throat. “Oh, I
wish I hadn't]”

Pretty soon there came a very soft pat-
tor of four little feet, and her pussie
jumped apon the bed, kissed Minnie's
cheek, then began to pur-r-r-r. It was
very queer but that, too, sounded as if
pussy said, “I kuoow, I know, I know.”
“Yes you do kvow, kitty,” said Minnie;
and then she threw her arms around
kitty's nock and cried bitterly, “And—
I —guoss — I — want — to — see — my—
mamms }”

Mamma opened her arms when she saw
the little weeping gir! coming, and then
Minoie told hor miscrable story .

“I was awful naughty, mamma, but I

did want the custard pie so bad, and so I
ate it up, 'most a whole pio, and then, I—
I—oh! I don't want to tell, but s’pect I
must, I shut kitty in the pantry to make
you think she did it But I'm truly
sorry, mamma.” Then mamma told Min-
nie she had known all about it, but she
be brave enough to tell her all about ib,
herself.

“But, mamma,” she asked, “how did
you know it wasn't kitty 2"

“Because kitty would nover have laft
aspoon in the pie,” replied mamma, smiling.

PERSEVERANCE.

A LITTLE gir], being given a task in
needlework by her mother,.took a chair
out under a shady tree in the yard and
prepored to finish it. Tho surroundings
out there were very pleasant.  The birds
gapg merrily as they flew from limb to
limb; the air was mild and balmy; and
ovorvthing looked cheerful and bright;
yot she was unhappy and discontented.
Ste did not want to work ; and while the
taskk was not hard, she imagined it wes,
and thought she was tired before she be-
gon it.  So, instead of beginning at once
and getting it done soon, she let her work
he idly in her lap.

Then her gaze fell on a little busy ant
which was trying to drag along a crumb
of bread very much larger than iiself, bat
it come to a twig which it found hard to
crawl over with itsburden. Tbe ant tried
to pull it over tho twig, and after getting
it up a little tumbled oft Next it tried
to push the crumb over, and the burden
tumbled over onit. The insect could have
ensily gone aronnd the twig, but it did

dragging aud tumbling in the same
woy, Finally, it got over, and p
on its way,

This seb tho litjlo girl to thinking,
sho wonderoed what made the ant do
bad done, Somothing said it was
soveranos, and the birds seemod to w
over and over again, * Perseverance,”
sho picked up the sowing, and was
prised to find how soon it was fini
Often afterwards, whon tempted
negloct or put off some duty, the li
girl thought of the ant, and whispering
horself * Persoverance,” soon pud
tempter to flight.

ONE LENNY.

“ONE!” and the penny dsopped into
bank,
The very first penny of all.
1 shall soon be rich,” little Johnnie
“ And my bank will be much too s
For all the pennies that I shsll save.
Indeed it will be too small !

« A penny is not very much to save.
How it rattles around alone!

It seems to say, ¢ Plcase take me out
In a deep and hollow tone.

When I think of all the things I want,
I wish that I could, I own.

“ T really believe, if the bank was tipped
I conld shake that penny out. ,
Why, suro enough} Well if I made han
I should know what I was about ;
And, whenever a boy put a penny in,
¢ would stay without & doubt.

*“ Well, I might as well go and bay that
Or the marbles, or let me gee !

I just love taffy. Ob, dear, oh, dear!
1 wish this penny was three!

Bubit isn't and may as well go back

And wait for two more, you ses.”

“AS BIG AS WE ARE”

ONz day the teacher of tha infant ¢
asked them this question: “ How
mus$ you be to give your heart to Jos
Must you beas bigas I am? All ¢t
think so will raise the hand.”

Quito & number thought they must
as big as their teacher. :
“Well, all who do not think so wi
raise the hand.” '
A good many hands were raised in
gponse to the invitation. E
“ Well, Ligzie, how big do you think
mus? be to give our hoarts to Jesus 7"
« Just as big as we are! " answered

not seem to think of this, and went on

litblelgirl,




