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HAPPY DAYS.

TRYING THE ICE.

TRYING THE ICE.

These two litthe givls and their broth
er have come out to see if the pond will
bear. There, all across the tield, vou
ean their tracks right up to the
fenee, which they man 1o et over,
until they reached  the And now
the little Frother is eantionsly tryvinge i
the iee will bear his weight, and if it is
wongh his sister, no doubt,
to prevent

<o

Hot Strong o
will hold him tight enonch
an accdent,

PENNY TEL'S HIS STORY.
First 1w
where the moo!
Tate of pernies, st
‘~|| LY
Weoll
vt me an b
and then

a oreat bie house
were  turnine out
‘II»" me ‘ was

« bhorn in

e

and <him
1 didn’t st

<hinv lone . A\ man
t. and left the hank
be
he ear con

one dov. adventures

ean. First T wa

vaven o

ductor with four other dinev old pen
nie<. and the conductor took a ten cent
«lver niece from a woman with a bas- pocket

ket, and gave five of us back to her. 1 ped
{

was then the prettiest

took me home in her old purse. and
gave me lo Peter, whao lived near, o
bringing milk.

“Hello!  How brizht you are! '
take vou to Sunday Schoal  neat

week,” said Peter.

When 1 went 1o Suvdav School there
wWas
vers
n

was a row of bovs Iu.\l\i'-g as |
handed to the teacher, ard T was
proud. A man eame and nut me
big bae with some others. and when he
reached home he dumped us on i
table, and put a twenty five cent silver
piece in the bar

“NMello! coe the bricht perny,”’
“Can’t 1 have 1?7
“Yes." said his father So 1 orested
awhile in Jimmy s pocket He oyt
hand in and held me every few minntes,

sand

hi

on, Jim

s

and  then he went to walk with his
father A
Pretty soon | found 1 was pushine

throush a little  hole in Jimmy s
Whrr! In a minute I had drop-

out of Jimmmy's trousers, and was

las 1
{ brighten myseli.

The old woman g

rolling on the ground. Jimmy didn'y
see mie. 1 rolled right under a littleblue
violet. Pretty soon it began to rain,
and it rained all night. 1 knew |
wasn't as bright in the morning. but |
couldn’t help it. A little girl, going to
school, slnnl-iya'll 10 |)il'k the violet wd
then she saw me. “Oh-h-ee! here’'s a
penny!’” she zaid. She took me to the
store, and said she wanted a “‘bull’s-
eve.” 1 thought that was a queer thing
to want; but 1 was left with the store-

reeper.

Well, after that 1 went everywhere. 1
Lave lived in workmen’s pockets, and
ladies’ silver purses, and have been
handed around by butchers and bakers
and candlestick makers, and now 1 am
not pretty nor bright. One little girl
polished me up just for fun. 1 wish
more people would do that. I should
feel <o much more respectable. You see,
haven’t any hands, I cannot
But one thing I no-
ti.e, 1T pass for just as much now as
when I was voung and pretty. You see,
I am worth a penny—no more, no less,
and people don’t mind so much just
how I look. How much are you worth?
and are vou good for just as muach in
old clothes as new clothes?—The May-
flower. e

TAE COLDEST CITY IN THE
WORLD.

The coldest city in the world is Ya-
kutsk. Eastern Siberia, in the empire of
the Czar of the Russians. Tt is the
ereat commercial centre of Eastern Si-
heria and the capital of the Provinee of
Yakutsk. which, in most of its area of
one million five hundred and seventosn
thonsand and sixty-three square miles,
is a bare desert, the soil of which is
frozen to a great depth. Yakutsk con-

| cicts of abont four hundred houses of

standing apart.

Furopean structure,
wes are occupied

The intervening s

[ by winter voorts, or huts of the north-
{orn nomads. with earthen roofs,

doors
covered with hairy hides. and windows
Caravans with Chinese and Eu-
ropean coods colleet the nroduee of the
whole line of coast on the Polar Sea
betwoen the paralldls of seventy derrees
and dearees, from  the
month of the viver Lena to the farthest
point inhabited by the Cheokehees.
o vear a colportenr of the British
and Foreirn Rible Society made a tour
of eloven weeks down the Tena, which
ie three thonsand miles long. visiting
Vakntek and celling gosnels in their
e Janeunee 1o the Yakuts in the wil-
o< alone the banks.—Teslie’s Woekly.
Little Rost’s family had fast moved
te town. some miles awav from the old
and when nicht eame, and  her

of iee.

coventv-fonr

home @

father snd mother were hnev down-
anire Rosa beran to feel oo, The
beil of the ehurch rane ont, for it was

wraver  meetine  nicht. and Rosa
counted the strokes till she reached six-
teen. “Sixteen o'clock!” snid Rosa.
“Tear me, 1 was never up so late be-
fore.””—Ex.




