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HAPPY DAYS,.

BAD WORDS.

Husmu! hush | my lad! Pray don't repeat

The bad words spoken in the street~—
Wrong and unfit for you’;

Perchanco the lad those words who said,

*Mid crimo and darkness born and bred,
Their xieaning little know.

But you so much more highly blessed,
Of Christian home and friends possessed,
And Scripture knowledge, too—
To take God's holy name in vain,
Or utter any wards profane,
Is surely guilt in you.

Then, O 1y boy, let every word

In future, f-om your lip that's heard,
Some worthy thought express;

Then, a3 to heaven those sounds ascend,

May God, the Father, Judge, and Friend,
Hear, and spprove, and bless.
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OUR BUNDAY.8(HOOL PFAPERS,
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Tho best, the chieapest, the most eotertalning, the most populas.

Chrlstlan Quantian, weekly...ouvetcecressssasreccciacres $2 00

Sethiodint Magazine, 90 pp., monthly, ustrated. . ...... 200

Methodlst Magazine and Uuardlan w(.,elher .............. 8 50

Tho Wesleyan, llalitax, weekly. . .18

Suuday-School Banner, 82 pp. 8\0 monthly 0 60

lercan leat Qnannh 16 pp. 8 .. 000

Quartetly Review Service. By uno\(nr oc. a domn : 32

porl00; !:" quarter, e a dozen ; S0c. per 100,
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MINA'S CHOICE.

MixA was reading the Beatitudes to her
mother one day, as they are found in the
fitth chapter of St Matthew’s Gospel
After sho had finished, her mother said,
“ Mina, if you could have but one of these
blessed tempers mentioned by our Lord,
which would you choose ?”

« Y would choose to be pure in heart,”
replied Mina, after thinking several minutes.

“But why choose this before all the other
blessings 7" agked her mother.

“Because,” said Mina, “if I had a pure
heart I should nave all the other graces too.”

Wise little Mina! No learned doctor of
divinity could have made a better choice, or
defended it with a better reason. * Blessed
are the pure in heart, for they shall see
Qod.”

down to sleep,” ho said,“O Lord, I want

HOW WILLIE'S PRAYER WAS AN.
SWERED.

AFTER Willie had said, * Now I lay me

you to rub the bad woyds I said to-day out
of your book; and all the wicked words
popa has said in his life, and make him go
to church with me and memma.”

The ground was covered with snow when
Willie got up next morning, and he could
hardly wait to pull on his long-legged boots
before going out.

“What are you sitting there crying for?”
he asked, seeing Jimmie Sanders on the
next door-riep.

“Guess you'd cry if you had been turned
out doors in a snow storm,” answered Ned
Harwood, who stood near.

“My! was he turned cut in the night?"

“Yes, and his mamma and the baby.”

“ What for?”

“'Cause nis father was drunk; and all
their money has gone into your father's
saloon to buy liquor to drink.”

When Willie went into the house his
father said, “ Here is the new knifo you
wanted.”

The little hand was quickly put out to
take it, then dropped behind him, while
great tears rolled down his cheek.

“Don’t you like it 2" his papa askad.

“Yus; aud I want it awfully bad—but—
I can’t take it !”

“Why not ? I bought ib for you.”

“’Cause it's Jimmie's money that bought
it, and he's turned out doors, and hain't gou
nothing to eat and no clothes, His father
has gold all his money to you, and hain’t
got nothing; and Jimmie's feeb are right
out on the snow; and his mamma and their
little baby was drove out too!” and Willie
cried harder than ever.

Mr, Sherman wiped a tear from his eyes,
a3 bo left the room.

In a few minutes Mrs Sherman saw
Willie crossing the street with something in
his arms ; when he came into the honse, she
asked, *“ What did you carry out, Willie?”

“My new clothes,” he answered. * “I
wanted Jimmie to have them, and my boots
wo.li

“ What will you do for clothes 7"

“Wear my old ones; they are better'n
hls »

“You shouldn't glve away your things
without asking me,” his mamma said.

That night Mr. Sherman shut up the
ssloon, saying, “ Boys, there’ll be. no more
liguor sold here!”

The next Sunday Willie’s pepa sat with
bim in church, and the little fellow knew

TEE SAND FORT.

Tue children at the sca-shore
Were playing on the sand;

“ Let's make a fort,” cried Bortie,
“ Broad and high and grand.” *

“ I'll bring the sand,” said Edna,
« Bertie'll pack it tight ;"

And little May stood gazing
To sce if all went right. .

They heard the wild waves roaring, ¢
Breaking on the shors;
The tide they never heeded,
Rising more and more.
They were so busy building,

Of course they would forget, A
But quick enough they scampered
When their teet were wet.

We'll run and get dry stackings, \
And come again,” they said; ..

« We'll havs our castle builded |
Before we go to bed.”

They were so sure, the children;
But when with setting suu
Back to the spot they hastened, I

Behold ! their fort was gone.

For oh, my dears, the water A1
Had washed it all away!

Sand-houses never tarry !
Longer than a day.

Since all our earthly pleasures s u
Are houses built of sand, wol

We'll seek for something better— ’ boa

Something that will stand. éog
«THQU GOD SEEST ME" 4y

ONE day a lady came home from shoppin;i
Her little boy did not run to meet her an] I
throw his arms around her neck, a3 he wa
in the babit of doing to show how glad b g
was to have her come home again, Instes “}B
of this, he seemed to be afraid to look hitin
moth-r ix the face, and kept out of her ws n‘el
as much as he could all day, His mothe i no
thought it very stracge, and wendered whiy nex
was the matter. :the
At the close of the Jay she found out t}.‘by
reason. When she was about to undretom
to go to bed, he said, “ Mother, can God sem_L
through the crack in the closet-door? .
«Yes,” said his mother. ‘8yi
« And can he sec when it is all daf
there?” sec
«Yes,” she said; “he can see us at dmu
times and in all places &K
“Then God saw me,” 2aid the little fellmon
«and I may a3 well tell you all about xf.o
When you were gone out I got into ¢
closet and ate up the cake. I am som‘
very sorry. Please forgive me;" and L*“
laid his head on his mother’s shoulder

that his prayer had been answered,

cried bitterly.
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