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HAPPY DAYS.

very often done? what would yvou say
then ¥’

““Is that true, Aunt Helen *7

“It certainly is, my boy. 1 think
vou will find it quite safe to  believe
just what the Bible says ; and when

you come to something that yvou do
not understand, instead of sayving,

‘That can’t be true,” say. “1 don’t know
enough yet to understand that.” 7

“Don’t forget the most important
part of the story,” called out grand
mother from her chair in the Library.

“1 know what it is,”” said Nanme ;
“srandmother told me. The man had
more than his body cured ;| Jesus cured
his heart.”

“Yes,”” said Aunt Helen, “we  must

not forget that ‘the Son of man hath
power on carth to forgive sins.” 7

AH, PETER!

Peter ! Why do von stand out there?
Don't you know 1t is raining hard 7
Perhaps you think_that basket keeps it
off ¥ But it not.  The rain
beats right through it, and vour <hirt
will be soaked.

It comes on a slant and will wet your
trousers And it does ot help
things at all for vou to put vour hands
in your kets, Peter, and look as o
gou did not care i von are wet

What s the trouble ?

Just this. Peter’s mamma
o vo to the orchard for some
Peter liked to vo. He hiked 1o pick op
the red and vellow frait lving under the
trees.  He liked to wateh for a squirrel
which sometimes came peeping about
But et as he was halfway these it be

does

told him
H1 !'l"“

ean to rain, and mamma called him
hack

“I oweon't yam hand.” he sad

“Yes, it will, Come back, Peter”

Then Peter got out of sight of his
anamma and sulked

“1 deom’t want to gorin.”” he said to
dimself. U wait Gl it stops The

basket will keep me dry”

But the rzin did not stop. It poured
down harder and harder. At last he
went back to the house as wet as a lit-

1 think you'll have to pay for this,”
tle rat.
said mamma, as she put dry clothes on
him.

And she was right. Haven't you no-

ticed that we always have to pay in
tome way for wrongdoing * For three

duys  Peter was in bed, with a sore
throat and headache and fever. He had
plenty of time to think about it.

Young folks like @ change. Even
where change is not an improvement it
may Never take a step
backward for the sake of chan -, but
try a step forward.

A PIE AND A LIE.

By Adelaide Davis Reynolds.

Mother had made a custard
pie and set it on the kitchen
table to cool while she went up-
stairs to make the beds.

Priscilla was playing with her
two kittens on the porch. but
the smell of the fragrant cus
tard soon lured her in. The l)ie
had a big golden-brown bubble
near the centre, and Priscilla
touched this cautiously with one
fat little forefinger. It broke
and she put the crisp fragments
into her mouth. A moment
later ali the spicy, golden sur-
face of the pie was gone, and a
sober and thoughtiul little gir
sat in her rocking-chair by the
window.
When mother came downstairs
the first thing she said was:
“Why, who has pecled my pie ?
Was it you, Priscilla ¥

“No, maam,” replied Pris
cilla faintly, without looking

up.

“Who was it, then ¥ persisted mo-
ther : “vou've been right here and
ourht to know.”

The kittens had jumped into  Pris
cilla’s lap and lay there purring loudly
and was rubbing its white nos
against her hand. She turned her
away from them as she answered, with
evident diffienlty : My kitties did it.”
mo

and  then <aid firmly : 1 <hall
fathes drown the Kkitties to

Il not keep cats that can’t be
ed in the kitchen.”

Priscilla said nothing, By-and-by she
went slowly out of doors, the Kkittens
following jovounsly.  She wandered un
easilv about the yard for a long time

one

Mother lookad at her gravely a
ment

She felt very mizerable.

At last father came home to supper,
but Priscilla did not eat anvihing.

\fter supper mothe il to father:
“Now | vant von to drown those kit
tens. They ate the top off of a custard
pie today. so Priscilla sa Put them
into this bagr and sink it in the middie
of the pond.”

So father put tne bright eved kittens
into the bag and started for the door.

But Priscilla was there before him
She stood with her back against it an

her little feet firmly braced. Yo
mustn’t kill iy kitties!” she cried
“they didn’t touch the pie! I tolk

a lie ! 1 did it myseli ! and she burs:
into loud sobs.

Father let the kittens go and feit th,
room.

Priscilla could not help being  ver,
much ashamed and sorry for what sh
had done. She kissed her mother ove:
and over again and assured her tha:
she would never, never tell another lie.
and  she went 10 sleep at last. hapj,
and thankful, with the kittens tucked
safely beneath her arm.

Priscilla did not always after this
keep quite out of mischief, but she did
learn to look bravely up into hes
mother’s face when she had done wrony
and say, ‘I did it, mother.”

NANCY'S NIGHTMARE.
1 am the doll that Nancy broke !

Hadn’t been her's a week.

One littie squeeze, and 1 sweetly spoke ;

Rosy and fair was my cheek
Now my head lies in a corner far,

My body lies here in the other ;

And if this is what human children are,

I never will live with another !

1 am the book that Nancy read

For fifteen minutes together ;

Now 1 am standing here on my head,

While she’s gone to  look at the
weather.
My leaves are crushed in the cruellest
way ;

There’s jam on my opening page ;

And 1 will not live with Miss Nancy
Gay,

Though 1 shouldn’t be read for an
age !
I am the frock that Nancy wore

Last night at her birthday feast.

I am the frock that Nancy tore

In seventeen places at least.

My buttons are scattering far and rear,

My trimming is torn to rags;

And if I were Miss Nancy’s mother
dear,

I'd dress her in calico bags !
We are the words that Nancy said

When these things were brought to

her view.
All of us ought to be painted red.

And some of us are not true.

We splutter and mutter and snarl and
\""‘h

We smoulder and smoke and blaze :
And if she'd not meet with some sad

mishap,

Miss Nancy must mend her ways.

We do not have to commit open sin
in order to displease God. We are told
in the Bible that he rvegardeth  our
thoughts as well as our actions. “The
thouchts of the wicked are an abomin
ation mto the Lord,” also, “lLet th
unrighteous forsake his thoughts.” Non
i« it safe to harbor evil thoughts. for

‘A« he thinketh in his heart, o is he.”
good

Let vour thoughts be of things
and beantiful.




