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THE BOY THAT LAUGHS.
BY GEORGE COOPER.

I Rxow a funny little boy—
The happleat over born;

His faco {1 liko a beam of joy,
Although bis clothes ave torn.

1 saw him tumble on his nose,
And walted for a groan ;

Buathew he laughed! Do you suppose
e struck his fanny bone?

Thero i3 sunshine fn each word he spesks ;
His laugh Is something grand;

Its ripples overrun his cheeks,
Like waves on snowy sand,

He laughs the moment he awakes,
And tiil the day Is dono;

The school-room for a joke he takes—
His lesons are but fun,

No matter how the day may go,
Yon canno’ make him cry;

He's worth a dozen boys I know.
Who pout, and mope, and eigh,

OrR KRCNDAY-SCHOOL PAPERS,
IER YEAR—POSTAGK FREE.
The best, tho cheapost, tho mast entertalning, tho mosd
popular.

Christian Goandian, weekly  ooiiciiiciiiiinencans 8§ 00
Methadfst Magazine, monthly.. .. c.covvsrcienncanse 200
Guandian and Magazine 1ogether cooeecieventiccinaee 3%
Tho Wesloyan, Hulltiy, weekly....coiieceraiicensnns 15
Sunday scheol Banner, monthy . 0G0
Quartcrly Review Serviee. By tho year, 24 centan
dozen s £ per 1, Per quarter, § cents adozen; 0
rJ L L s seses taes caas
Hox#m & Schoul, 8 pp 1o, {nrlm;,ml).sln;.lo comos 0 30
less than 2o coples .. [ ?J
MerNaojues . o e [ I ]
Pleasant Jlonrs. laued to alternate with Yoo
ard Sehool,  Same slze and price.
Derean Leates, 10 capiesper montht Looeeiii oo 550
*lnnln\nn fortnightly, lews thon 20 coples 015
h ||l("llhll upwards . oees. 012
Hate+ Bava farrnluhity less than ’Oooplcs 015
-V u; TS AN UPWATDS oL ooieaseeeries o1
Adaress = WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Methadist Ttonk & Pubhishing House,
2103 Richmoud > Wt and 8 to 36 ‘Temperance St.,
Toroxto.

S. F. HURETIR,
Meth. Book Room,
Halifax, N.S.

C. W, COATESR,
Blicury Street,
Montreal, Que.

Lhc %nnhwm.

TOBONTO, NOVEMBER 30, 859.

TAKING A WALK,

Dorrz and Davie went to take Dorothea
out for a walk. Dottle carrled the little
blue silk parasol that grandms had given
her last summer, and Davle bad Brother
Frol's cave. They eaw the minister coming,
and they wero so iuterested looking at him,
they did not potlce kow Dorothea’s feat
dragged cn tho ground. When the minister
csmo up to them, hs eald: “As I pasted
your houso, I hoard your mother say she
was looking for yon."

“We will go right home,” sald Davle,

while Dottle picked Dorothea up in her
arms 8o they could walk faster, *That is
right ; always honour your mother’s wishes,”
the miniater sald.

“Y wonder what he meant?” eald Dottle,
“Weo will ask mamma,” said Daviee, When
they did 8o, mamma said, “Honour meanaa
great deal, It {8 to obey becausa weo love
to obey, and to do all that we can to mske
others love them too. God says that obild-
ren should honour their parents, and God
always tells us the bzst thing to do.”
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THAT KISS OF MY MOTHER,

GEORGE BROWK wanted to go somewhere,
snd his mother was not willing. He trled
to argue the matter, When that would not
do, instead of saying, “I should really like
to go. but if you cannot give your consent,
dear mother, I will $ry 40 be content to stay,”
he spoke roughly, and went off slamming the
door bebind him. Too many boys do so.
George was fourtesn, and with his fourteen
yoars' experience with one of the best of mo-
thers, one would have thought better of him,
“But he wasonlya boy. What oan you ex-
pect of boys?" 8o say some people,

Stop! hearmore. Thatnight George found
thorns in his plllow, He could not fix it in
any way to go to aleep on, He turned and
tossed and he shook and patted it; but nota
wink of sleep for him. The thoms kept
pricking, They were the anpry words he
opoke to his mother, “My dear mother,
who deserves nothing but kindness and love
and obadience from me,” he gaid to himself,
“ I never do enough for her: yet how have
I behaved ? her oldest boy! How tenderly
she nursed me through that fever!”

Thess unhappy thoughts quite overcame
him, He wonld ask her to forgive him in the
morning, But ssppose something should
happen before morning? He would ask her
now, to-night, thls moment, Qeorge crept
out of bed, and went softly to his mother's
rcom,

“ [aorge,” ehe sald, “Is that you ? ave you
sick1” For mothers, you know, seem to
sleep with one eye and ear open, especlally
when the fathers are away, as George's father
was,

“ Dear mother,” he said, kneeling at her
badslde, “ I could not sleep for thinklug of
my rude words toyon, Forzlve m3, mother,
wy dear mother!and may God help me
nover to bebave go again 1”

She clasped the penitent boy in her arms
and kissed his warm chook. George is a big
man now, but he says that was the sweatest
momect of his life. His strong, heslthy,
impetuous nature became tempered by a

gentleness of splrlt. It softened its rough-
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neas, swoetened his towper, and helped him
on to a true end noble Cbristian manhood.

Boys are sometimes ashamed to act out
their best foelings. O, if they only knew
what a loss it 1s to shem not to do so!

A CAREFUL LITTLE MOTHER.

BeRtiA doesn't know that she is learn-
Ing lessona every day. She is too little to
go to achool. But let me tell you some-
thing about her, and then you too will think
she bas learned some good lessons,

One dey Alice came to ses Bertha and
brought her doll. When they had played
s little while, Alico sald, * My doll is bigger
and prettier than yomurs.” :

Bertha's face grew very red, but she
answered quite gently as sts hugged her
own cear doll to her kind lttle heari:
“ Yes, I guess she 1s, but my Dollie is real
good ; she bardly ever cries.”

When Alice had gone, it was nearly time
to holp mamma set the #able for tes, Ber-
tha undressed her doll and set her little
shoes cirefully togsther on the floor. She
folded Dollle’s clothes, and had rocked her
to eleep and put her in her cradle before
mamma’s voice called, “ Come, little daugh.
m!"

Now, perhaps you can tell what lessons
Bertha has learned.
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WAS HE RIGHT?

OXOE & 1ady asked a little boy who made
him, He answered: “ God made me so big,
and I grew the resh” As he said this, he
messured with his hands as long as he was
when he was a wee baby.

How many of our little ones think -he
spoke fruly? Do you think he would ever
have grown at all, if God had not made him
grow ! No, no, dear children, It i3 God
who makes you grow, and who even keeps
you alive, You could nof grow, or do any-
thing elee of yourself, without him. Qught
you not to be very thankfal to him every
day you live ?

I once heard of a little boy who- phnted
himself to grow. That is the way God
razkay flowers and treea to grow; but he has
a better way for boys ard girls, "They cuan
grow as they go about. Did you ever stop
to think that God bad made everything just
the best way that it could be made? .
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LitTLE Susle coming home from her firat
attendance at church, was met with the
playful remonstrance from her mother,
“They tell me you went to sleep, Sucle,
how did that happen?” ¢ All the mens
did,” said the ohild, in answer,




