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HAPPY DAYS.

the others kind too. At any rate, you wiil
be far happier than if you yiclded to the
impulse te quarrel.  Perhaps your example
wiil work through the whole family, just as
leaven works through the dough when
bread is being made. The experiment is
worth trying.
And that you may not fail, you need the
that Gaod unl.\‘ mngi\‘«-. Ask him
for that s*rength every day : yes ask him
for it whenever the temptation comes to be
disobliging or quarrelsome or anloving

wUR SDAY-SCHOOL PAPERS.
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TORONTO, JULY 1. 1%e5.

LITTLE WHATLL-YOU-GIVE.

He was a little boy namad Emest. He
had big brown eyes and cuwly hair and

i ‘lb in his cheeks.

Now this little boy with the curls and
the big brown eyes had a very serious fanlt.
He always said, “ Whatll you give'”
whenever he was asked to do errands.

His father and his mother were troulled
His father did not like to have his bittle
boy form such a bad habit. He thought
awhile, and then one night be told wother
a way to cure Ernest of his fault.

The next morning mother heard Emest
<ay, “If T go an’ get you some flowers,
what'll you give me '

“1 don't know, dear.
wish 7" said grandmother.

* Have you fi’ cents, grandmother 77

“No, dear”

* Have you any pennies

Just then mother camwe into the room
and said : “Grandwotber, I'm looking for
Ernest. Can you tellm: where he is °7

“ I'se right here, mother * 7 evied Ernest

“Oh, no! you are not Emest.  Your
name is What'll-you-give ™

Every time after that when the little

|

What do you

to the telephone and told father that little
Wh lt”-.\'-)l ive had come to see them.
When father heard that message, he forgot
tot.  Ernest when he went out to visit
Lis g . omts

At lust, father came home one day after
he had mother's messaze and said, © It isn't
p-»ui‘:!v that our little Ernest and What'll-
.\‘nll-:'l\'.- are the same |-|_\‘ =

“1 don't like to think that,” said mother.
“ 1 would mueh rather have our Ernest.”

“And I've missed my little Ernest so
much on my long drives” said father

The little bov's cheeks grew very red,
and the curly head drooped.

“1 fink I'se Emest. nor, mother”

That was almost the last time that
mother had to telephone to father that
little “‘hn"i!r_\‘- ar-give lid come.

WHO FOUND THE HAT ¢

“IN sew that rip in the crown to-
morrow.” said Jessie Hamilton, as she seized
her big sunhat and rushed off to try the
new swing that Robert, the gardener, had
put up in the great oak at the foot of the
garden. Soon she was squealing with
delight as her head touched the green
leaves, and the wind caught her hat and
whirled it to the ground, and along the
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Next day all the little people of the
neighborhood were going berry-picking in
the great raspherry pateh six miles away.

“ Mother. where do you ‘spos: my big hat
is,” called Jessie. excitedly, as the waggeon
thai was to carry them aill to the berry-
pateh drove up, and although mother and
all the household, even to Robert, searched
wildly, no broad-lrimmed hat, with its gsay
blue scar§ was to be seen, and Jessic had
to go with a sailor hat of her bruther's

After all it was Robert who found the
missing hat, as he went to cut the long
srass in the comner, near the swing. But
he was not the first to find it. for, when he
camc on it. through the top of the crown
peeped a furry white head, with black
tipped ears, and three froliccome kittens
were rolling over and over on its brim,
er Snow-white sat prondly on

while mot

wuard.
Bt when four kittens set out to have a

morning's play with their little mistress’s

'

sunhat. 1t is an unlucky thing if there are
any loose stitehes in it

The day after the berry-picking. Jessic
and her mother had a quiet talk, as Jessie
siowly and carcfully sewed round and
round the erown of her hat

“1 gumess it's true mother, about that
stitch 1 time.  If 1'd fixed my hat when
vou told me, it wouldn't have taken me the
whoele morning to de it, and 1 would not

Har

ndeed, “ 1 woulint have made vou
all over that you had a carcless little girl —

A LITTLE GENTLEMAN.

Carled up in a big chair, Teddy hal
actually been still for five whole minutes.

“ Mamma,” he said at last, “is my papa 2
gentleman 7
“Of course he is, Teddy. Why do you
ask "

© Well, is Jimmy Miller's papa a gentle-
man '~ he went on without answering.

= | ilnlr- S0, .luling"

“ Bat he doesn’t wear nice clothes, and
carry a cane, and he digs people’s fen-
for them,” persisted Teddy, * Allen
Hay said that gentlemen always had gool
clothes and clean hands, and raised their
hats to ladies”

Mamma felt like smiling at Allen’s idea
of a gentleman, but she said, “ A gentleman
may do those things, and should if he is
able, but they do not make the gentleman.
A true gentleman is gentle and thoughtful
for the weaker ones, honest and pure-
hearted, even if he wears mags, and I hope
my little son will always be one.”

Sounds of hammering at the side of the
hoase brought to the window half
an hour later, and she smiled to see her boy
doing his best to rail a board to the play-
house.

“ What are you doing, Teddy ¢~

Teddy looked rather ashamed as he
answered, “just trying to fix Elsie’s play-
house. I took Lhisbu-wloﬂ'ymtd::."n
it wonld be fun to throw things in, and
scare her.  Bat | guess it wouldn't be much
fan. and Elsie couldn't fix it herself.”

“You're beginning to be a gentleman, |
see”  And Teddy went on with his ham.
mering. “Say ! Teddy,” called a boy at
the gate, “come and see these Indians
selling baskets, we'll have some fun with
them.”

Down went the hammer, and off dashed
Teddy, but before he reached the gate he
\Iﬂvp'hl short.

“1 haven't time Allen, and besides, |
don't think Indisns like being teased ; |
wouldn't, if T was one. Come and help
me fix Elsic’s play-house.”

He Jdidn't think that mamma heard him,
tat he felt very happy when she said
“ Some !H';hlr can be gdl“ﬂ'ﬂl. even with
dirty hands and one shoe uniaced, 1 see™

COME TO JESUS

“ Mamma, our teacher told us at Sun-
day-school that we must come to Jesus
if we want him to save us; but how
can | eome to him when | cannot se
him ™

“Did you ask me to get you a drink

lof water last might /" asked mother
have had wy nos: all sunbarned wearing |
ns httle hat, and besides,” and |
Jessie’s voice sounded very much ashamed, | ¥ 0 would hear me, and get it for me~

“Yes. mamma” “Did you see me when
vor asked me’” “No; but 1 knew that

aid the little girl.  ~ Well, that is just

| the way to eome to Jesus.  We cannot

but mother, after this, 1 traiy will try to|sec ‘him, bat we know he is near us
remember about * the stiteh in time, in [and hears every word, and will give us
boy said, = W: atll you give,” mother went | more things than a sunhat.”

what we need.”
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