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HAPPY

should not do what is w;i;{ig, lot

A STRANGE CARRIACK,

A STRANGE CARRIAGE.

This is o funny carriage for a littto girl
to ride in, but tho little baby in the
picture enjoys it just as well as if it had
wheale, Thess little children livecubin the
country o long way, and do not have nice
little waggons and velocipedes like you
little childron have. Their paps and
mamma are very poor and cannob afford
to buy them for their children, so baby's
little brothers think she will take & ride
on the switch and I can tell you she does.
They will pull her up and down on the
nice green grass, while baby laughs and
enjoys it splendidly. The boys say that
bye-and-bye when they grow up big thoy
will make cnough money to buy her a
nice little cart; I guess they forget that
sho will bo a big girl when they are big

boys.

FIVE KINDS OF PENNIES.

A Boy who had a pocketful of coppers
dropped one into the missionary box,
laughing as he did so. He had no thought
in his heart about Jesus or the heathen.
Was his penny not as light as tin ?

Another boy put in a penny and looked ,

around to sec if anybody was praisiug
bim. His was the brass penny, not the
gift of a lowly heart, but of a proud
spirit.

A third boy gave o penny saying, tu

himself . “I sappose I must, because all the  the true reason, and the best reason that she had heard ot Sunday-school.

others do” That was an iron penny. It
was the gift of a cold, selfish heart.

As a fourth boy Jropped his penny intu | are bound to leave undone. 'Thuu shalt | Sunday-school lesson, autil she gob toos

' poor, 8o ignorant and so miserablo.” Thab
was a silvor penny, the gift of a heart full
of pity.

Bub thero was one scholar who gave his,
saying, “For thy sake, Lord Jesus. Ob,
that the heathen may hear of thee, the
Saviour of mankind.” That was a golden
penny, bocause ib was the gifb of faith and
love.

GOD SAYS WE MUSTN'T.

As a mother sab reading to her three
children, she came to a story of a naughty
boy, who had stolen apples and pears
from an orchard near his father's cottage.
After reading part of the story, according
to her usual practice, she made a pause to
put a few guestions.

* William,” she said, “why ought we
nob to do as this boy did? Why oughb
wo nob to steal apples and pears ? "

“0,” roplied Willinm, “ because they do
nc. belong to us.” .

asnswer bo tho samo as tho ono
have given mo—*beeause God says
mnsm’b'l ”
HOW ANSWER.
WaaT would you do if you had o
toase,
Asking youn daily such questions
thoso:
* Momma, docs God simply turn d
the light
Just whon he guesses it's time ta
night 7"
“Are flowers made oub of butbe
wings?”
“Why do the toves put their clothes
in spring, '
And when cold winter comos geb
undressed 7"
“ How does tho robin geb blood on
bmb?”
'« Will Santa Olaus answer thad letter
Zeob’s 1" !
“ Are bicycles made onb of big spi
webg 7"
“Does the man in the moon smoke w
looking aboub?
And are the blue clouds jus the smol
he puffs out? ‘
And the stars, are they just the
sparks he lets drop 2" .
“Do cate-tails grow up from—"
here I will stop
And ask you again—will you tell,
you please, R
How you would answer such questiqe
as these ?

A SUNDAY-SCHOOL KITTIR,

MiNNIES kittie wos poor and roy
and afraid of anyone. That was becas
Miss Minnie forgot to feed it, and off
lifted it roughly, and squeezed it, o

“And what do you say, Robert.”

“Y say, because if thoy canght us theyl
would be suze to put us to prison.”

“And now, Mary, it is your turn to
give a reason. Say desr, why ought we |
not_to steal apples and pears, or anythi: g
elea?” o

“ Because,” said little Mary, louking '
meekly up at her mother—* because God
says we mustn't.”

“TRight, love,” said the mother, “ that is

can be given. What God commands, we
are bound to do, and what he forbids, we

cuffed its ears. When Biddy told her s
ought not to do so0, she would say,
is my kittie, and I can do as I pleas
But one day she found out differen
At Sunday-school she heard her te:
read that all the beasts and birds wal
God’s, because he made them. She woll
home thinking about it, and said to Bid
“]I guess if she is Qod's kittie, I musk
have her looking 8o, or God might notli
it,” and then she told Biddy about wiy

After that, whenever she forgot to trelis
kittie well, Biddy would remind her of il

the box he shod a tear, and his heart said, | aut steal, are his words. If ever you are ing the cab “the Sunday-school kitiig

“Poor heathen® I um sorry they are so ; asked, by any one you know, why you  who soon got fat and smooth.




