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THE CAT'S ENPLANATION.

You ask the rasan hitde frends,
Why cats don't wash their faces
Before they cnt as children do
In all good Christian plaees.
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Well, s cars ago, a famous cat
The pang of hunger feeling,

1l chanced to cateh a tine youny mouse,
Who snid, ns he ceased squenling :

Al comtee] folics their faces waush,
Liefore they think of catimg!”
And wishing to be thought well bred,
Puss heeded his entreating

But when she raised her paws to wash,
Chance for escape affording,

T'he sly young mouse then said good-bye,
Without respect to wording.

A feline council met that day
And passed in solemn meeling,
A law forbidding any cat
To wash till after eating.

—r =

01 R SUNDAYSMHOOL PAPERN,
FEROY FAIC- POSTAGK PREK,

The best, the choapest. the most entertaining, the most
popular,

Christian Guandian, weokgy
Methodist Magnzme monthly
tiuantian amd Magaziaw togerher L eee eas
Az, Gaarstian and Qneand together
‘I'he \\‘u:hl«.m. Hadifix, weekly veeee
Sunduy < hoo) Ianer, monchly ..
Onwani, ‘Fr . fo, weekly, niter fecoples ..
Scarpice asd over .
Pleasant Honww, §ppe, Lo, weekly, sliglo oqnes.. ..
Lo~ than M e ues . Ve aesees

oocccc-—nulag
P I I U O NOY DR

ther deupaes

Sunboan, furtsustitiy dess than 10 coples
10 ¢ aples and wganaeds

Happs v - ot ghtly . des< than 16 copies
1 eopies and apawar

Bemsan Lasgf, seaithls LR eugnes per month ..

Qn rturhy l‘:c View Scrvice By tho year 2 eents a
dorep s 2 per oo, Per quarter. b eetitg a dozen s
per o . . ©o deves sesesesae 0

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methadist lh‘ﬂ.\' and Pab'lzhing Houec,
211033 Richimond 3¢, West, and 3) to 38 Temiperance St .
Torosto.

3K Huestes,
Mcth. Book IReom,
Halifax, N.S.

S -1 X-]

Addre-w

C. W, Comns,
3 Bleory Street,
Montrea), Qse.

 HAPPY DAYS. _

TORONTO, AUGUST 25, 15%4.

HOW BUYS AND GIRLS MAY
SUCCEED.
BY D. WISE.

Is Miss Mary discournged because she
mitkes so little progress with her music or
her composition ¢ Is Master George in
despair because he finds it diflicult to solve
Ids problems in algebra, or to connnit his
recitation to memory * 1If so, let me assure
butl Mary and Geurge that they may sue-
ceed if they will take for their motto this
short sentence, “Be in carnest and you
are sure to sueceed !

A vary uncouth minioter, whum very
few people cared to hear, and who was

very desirutis of bieing a suceessful speaker,
asked o teacher of clucution one day what |
he must do to become such.  The teacher
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practice by striving with all his might to
conquer his nwkwardness, to be graceful
in munner and correet in speech. It was
hard work at first, but he kept on trying,
and succeceded at last in becoming one of
the most popular speakers in the land.

Thus you see that our motto is a sure
guide to success. Let Mary, George, and
all the dishcartened readers of Huppy
Days tey it, not by a short-lived spurt,
but by steady, cvery-day, patient endeav-
our to make their very best eflorts to do
whatever is given thewm to do ‘as well as
they can. The result will be that their
difhiculties will soon vanish away, and
they will pluck that success which is the
fruit of ull truly carncst work.

LOST SPECIMENS.

Tur man who said jestingly that the
chief use of going to school anﬁ college was
to got stories to tell for the rest of one’s
life was not without a certain foundation
for his words; since no anecdotes are more
constantly repeated than those which
belong to this part of life.

Geaduates who loft the Boston Latin
School half a dozen years ago, for instance,
arc always pleased to tell what happeéned
to u preceptor there who had awakened
much interest in natural history among his
pupils by the use of the microscope. He
was in the habit of bringing specimens to
school, and one morning an assistant found
him grovelling about the floor, an empty
box in his hand and an expression of the
deepest consternation on his face.

“Oh, I've done the most dreadful thing!”
he exclaimed. “I've dropped my box and
spilled all my specimens.”

“Can’t you pick them up?” asked the
other.

“Oh no,” replied the nuturalist, with a
groan. “I haven't made out to catch a
single one.”

“What were they 7" asked the assistant,
obligingly stooping down to assist in the
search.

“Forty live fleas,” was the sturtling
unswer.

The assistant sprang up like a flash.

“Don’t you think,” he said, laughing,
“that the pupils may be trusted to pick up
the whole forty, if you give them time
enough ?"—Youth's Companion.

HOW TALL?

Lir1aN GRAY lived in a very beautiful
house. Around the house wasa large lawn,
with lovely flowers, fine trees,and all sorts
of shrubs.  There was a great conservatory
too, where flowers grew and blossomed all
winter. An old Scotch gardener took care
of the flowers. He was very a good and
kind old man, who loved children, and
ehildren always loved him.  Lilian used
to like to slip away from her nurse some-
times, and talk with Macdonald.

One day she went into the conservatory
to find him. Hec had a foot rule in his
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' gave him the above mo%o. He put it into

hand, with which he was measuring stakes
for the rose arbour.

*Oh, Macdonald, mecasure me!”
manded Lilian,

“And where's my little lnssie’s golden
key 1" asked the old man, smiling at her.
“Oh, please. I forgot,” added Lilian.

“ Surely ! the weans forgut casily. So I
am to measure ye, amn I? Well, stand up
there. So! Shall I tell ye how tall ye are.
or how wee 7"

“ What do you mean? I am not big, like
you, but I am some tall. Tell me how much
1t is, plenge.”

“Your body is four feet two inches tall.
You're well grown, lassie.  But your soul
is that tine and big too, or-is it wee and
wizened 2

“ What funny questions you do ask, Mac-
donald. How can 1 tell how big iy soul
is!”

“ By the thoughts of your heart, lassie.
If they are good, and pure, and bonny,
your sonl is grand ; but if you're cross and
proud, and think too mueh of your fine
clothes, and if you're selfish and disobe-
dient, your soul grows wee and dwarfed
and withered.” -

Lilian stood still for a moment, with a
very red face,

“I guess it's prcuty small, Macdonald ;
but Il try to make it grow.” .

“ God bless ye, lassie. I believe ye will,”
said the old gardener, laying his hand
gently on the child’s head.

COMPOSITION ON HEAVEN.

TuE following is a composition on ‘e
Christian heaven, or Heavenly Temple, as
the Chinesc call it, written by a Chinese
girl of fourteen years of age, who is attend-
ing a mission-school in China.

“The heavenly temple is extremely
brilliant, extremely holy; it is an illumi-
nated city. It isalso the heavenly Father's
house; there there are many, many angels
and former days’ prophets, always singing
and praising God. I1f we walk holily in
this world, follow the Lord Jesus' exam-
ple, do our duty in serving God, obey Jesus’
commands then afterward the Lord will
acknowledge us to be his children, and in
heaven we receive happiness without end.
There is no sorrow, also no tears, no hatred,
but peace and love only, always with ten
thousand angels praising God. Telling
this happiness I can’t finish it.”
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A MOSQUITO WITH A LANTERN.

MANY are the stories told on the Irish,
illustrative of their wit. It is said that
two onee put up at a hotel where they
werce mnuch annoyed by mosquitos. A ring
of the bell brought a servant, who told
them to put out the light and go-to bed.
Once in bed Patrick peeped from under
the cover, and seeing a flash now and then
from a lightning bug, said to his comrade,
“ Qh, Mike, it is no use! There is wan of
them skaters a-hunting us with a lantern.”




