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HAPPY DAYS,

FRPYY)

—— .

HOW GRACIE EARNED HER
PENNIES.
Some duys T wiped the dishes,
I did it very nice;
Katie said she'd hire me,
And let ino set iy price.

One day I hemined n"towel,
One day I kept quite still,

Once I carried mamma’s toast,
The time that she was ill.

I get 80 many pennies
My sister says that she
Belioves I have been shaking
The fairies’ “ Penny tree.”

But she is wrong, for every one
I carned tho best I could,

By working hard, and most of them
I got for being good.

-~
OUR SUNDAY-SOHOOL PAPERS.
Tho bast, tho cheapoat, tho moet entertaining, tho most
popular, Y

oarly

8Sub'n
Christlan uardian, WoeKk)y...ccvvurevreenenroreocnes $1
Meothollst Magnzine and Roview, £3 pp., monthly, n

Chrwil‘:n’(?uudlan and Methodist Magazine and
WIOW - evveransenseenacoseneennsesasssnsonas
Magazine and Rerlew, Guardian and Onward to-
OLhAr . eiiee sierinntiaiienacosiatenrnnrocananas

The \Goﬂenn. Hallfax, woekly . .
Sunday-echool Bannor, 65 pp., 8vo.,, monthly..
Onward, 8 rp.. ito.,, wocekly, under 5 copics

S coplosaAnd over.c.veeiie ciiiiiinieiaresenenes
Ploasant Hours, ¢ pp,, {to., weekly, singlo coploa.. ..

Leoss than ¢ soploe.. - . iiiesesensseenes

OVEL 20 COPIOS. «.eneonr « oiieonusrarass sene
Sunbeam, fortnightly, loss than 10 coplos.. .

10 copies and u?wnmu ...................
"l\pp{ Days, fortnightly, Joss than 10 coplos ...

0 coplos and upwarde
Dow Drops, weekly (2 cents per quarter)...
Horoan Senfor Quarterly (quarterly). .
Horoan Loaf, MONthIf. . - ceveeeseacnronmecacacaiacaanas
Horoan Intermodiate Quarterly fqunrtorl;;)-
Quarterly Roviow Service. By tho year,2icents &

dozons $2 per 100, Per quurter, G cents a

dozen; 50conta per 100

TNR ABOVE PRICES INCLUDE YOSTAGE.

Addross— WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Mothodist Book and I’ublb\hl% Houso,
29 to 83 Richmoud St. West, and 30 to 36 Temperanro St.,

Toronto.

©
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C. . Coarxs, 8. F. HURSTIS,
2176 St. Catherino Street.  Wesleyan Book Room, .
Montroal, Que. Halifex, N.S.

Happy Days.
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NELLIE'S TEMPTATION,
BY PANSY.

“ What little girl is this?” the teacher
asked, and she looked kindly at the child
who wore a faded dress too small for her
and a queer hat trimmed with faded
ribbons,

“ Nellie Potter knows her,” said one of
the scholara,

“I don’t either!” said Nellie, and she
drew hor pretty dress away and looked
ashamed and cross.

“Why, Nellie Potter! I saw you play-
ing with her last Saturday.”

“ What of that 7" said Nellie, her cheeks
very red. “Itell youl don’t know any-
thing about her.”

“ Nover mind,” said the teacher, “she is
a little now scholar, and we are glad to
see her, we willall bo very kind to her
and make her want to come ngain.”

So the childien gathered about her and
were very kind, all but Nellie Potter, whe
kept to ono side and looked unhappy. Nou
wonder! Puor, foolish, naughty Nellic
had told what was not true,

The now little girl was the daughter of
their washerwoman, who lived down on
Lane Sticet ; only tho Saturday heforoe she
had been at Nellie's homn with her mother
ond had played with Nellie for an hour.
But becauso she can s to Sunday-school in
u faded dress and a (ueer bonnet, Nellic
was ashamed to say that she knew her,

It was not strange that, as the lesson
went on, she began to cry so hard that she
could not hear what the teacher said, for
the lesson was about Peter, how he said
that he did not know Jesus.

“Y wag just like that naughty Peter,”
sho told her mother, sobbing bitterly.
Then mother turned the leaves of the
Bible and found where it told how sorry
Poter was, and how Jesus forgave him, and
and Nellie promised that she would never,
never be so mean again.

A GRASS POULTICE.

When Willie kicked his little sister his
mother told him she would punish him.
He forgot or did not care. So he kicked
her again., His mother called him in the
house.

“Didn’t mother say that she would
punish you if you kicked your sister

“Yes, mother,” Willie answered.

“Well, go into the dining-room and
wait till mother comes.”

Then his mother went out into the yard.
There she pulled an apronful of grass,
She camo into the house with the big
bundle. She found her little boy erying.
He was very much scared. She told him
what a naughty foot he had. She said
she must put a poultice on it. So she put
tho grass on Willie's foot and tied it up in
an apron. She made him lic down on the
lounge. Poor Willie! He cried and he
sobbed and he moaned. A gentleman
came in just then.

“ Why, what's the matter with Willie?”
he asked.

“ Oh, he has a naughty foot,” his mother
said. “It will kick %is sister. I bhave put
on it a grass poultice.”

“Ob,” the gentleman said, and he under-
stood it all, and Willic was so ashamed
that he didn't 'aok up.

GOOD USE FOR MARBLES.

There was once a very poor little chim-
ney-sweep in London who longed to learn
toread. But how could he? He saw no
way.

One morning he was going to his work
and passed a numnber of boys who had
hung their books on a feace, ard were
playing. Our little sweep began to look
at the books. *Ie couldn’t understand
anything, but how he wished he could!
Presently one of the boys came up, and in
a very unpleasant tone asked what he was
abont. But the poor child did not get

l angry , ho put his hand in his pocket, and

touk out a marble, and said, “See here, I'll
give you this if you will let mo look at the
bouks, I won't burt them.”

When the boys had done playing, und
camo to get their books, he asked one of
them to read a little to him. He did, and
then a Lright thought came into the little
sweep's head.

* Seo here,” said he, “ tell me thn letters
Ill give you a marlle for overy one.”

Tho boy was pleased, and began ; but in
a day or two he came, saying he couldn't
teach him any more; tho black fingers
soiled the books, and his parents had for-
bidden it.

The poor chimney-sweep turned sadly -

away. How disappointed he felt. Butas
he went down the strect he passed a grave-
yard, and saw the letters on the tomb-
stones. “I canlearn there,” saidhe. * My
sooty fingers won't stain these; or if they
do, the rain will wash them clean.”

Again he went to the school-boy, and
asked him to come to the grave-yard and
teach him; and there he learned the
alphabet. By this time the boys had be-
come interested in their little scholar.
'They took him to Sunday-school,and soon
he could read the Bible. And as he read
he learned to love it. He became a Chris-
tian boy, and lived to be a useful, faithful
Christian man.

Did he not put his marbles to very good
use ?

&

SNOWBALL AND THE HEN.

Something was the matter with Snow-
ball, the mother cat. She cried round the
kitchen door so loudly that Bridgat thought
she must be hungry and set ou. a saucer of
cream.

Snow would not touch it. .

“I hope nothing's been after hurting yer
babies, or sure Master Willie's heart will be
broken entirely,” said the cook.

Snowball was still crying when Willie
came home, and he ran out to the waggon
house to seo if her kittens were there.

A barrel in a corner was Snow’s home.
Willie reached down his fat little hand.
Something flew up and pecked him
sharply.

Peter was in the harness room. “ Why,
what's the matter 2" he asked.

“ A hen has gone and caten Snowball's
kittens, and now she wants to eat me!”

Peter reached down and brought up
Mrs. Hen.

“Here's your kittens,” he said; “the
hen wanted to raise them for you.”

—— e -

AN EVENING PRAYER.

I thank thee, Lord, that all this day
Thou hast my footsteps led ;

O, keep me through the night T pray,
In this my small white bed.

And when the day begins to dawn,
And birds and children wake,

O, keep me ever at thy side,

T ask for Jesus' sake,
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" Ht
.\nl.] h
Anc

Youe
The
But w
0o-

Tt

i The
‘ about
¢ them.-

Titl
{ thorot

G
D.
Tl
T

0N DG 5810
ERAEE30

19,
11,
12,

e an -



