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HAPPY DAYS.

THE YOUNG ARTIST.

BEARS. b ¢ it from a hunter, who had partly

People often like to read bear storics 13 it.  The children of that family

Wize people as well as the litde oncs. Well, | ! lance around and play with the

1 b "ot \ o abont hunding AT vk it great fun todeso.  One

pRT BOiR ! you, AR0us. SUNTIRG | day bear srowled at and struck the
for bears. 1 never di it myself, for 1 ¢ &

ith his heavy paw, but it was be-
teased the bear too Jong and in

am not mnch of a sp man or hunter 1 ca

the It vs the safest g i of an annoving way. Tt made
kind of !t le, f 1] n angry, and he resolved to kill the
they are sometinies o I <ell its meat for cating. He did
for comething to « i day or two afterwards, and that
find anvthing cls irst and last time T tasted bear’:
gry, thev often art :

eat them, Dot af There i< a storv in the Bible about two
knows ho and some children. 1 think when
mnel frai

children ™ it refers to scoff-
v Yon ean read

When 1 was a voung man 1 barded .
Sunday School

with a family who kept a bear chained to 4
a post in the back vard.  The father had  Messonger.

LULIE'S TEMPTATION

BY ANNA BURNHAM BRYANT,

*So now you'se all done but a
bow-knot !

Ma'am Sally stood off and took a
look at her child. 1t was a very white
child, and a very black mammy. 1’oor
Litde Lulic badn’t any own mother
to kiss her pretty pink cheeks and curl
her yellow hair and make a doll of her
with dainty dresses.  Her mother had
gone away to heaven a year ago.

But Ma’am Sally did her loving

best to make it up to her. She hugged
and kissed her, petted and praised
her; above all, she * dressed her up ”
in the stiffest and starchest snowy
dresses, till the poor child looked as
if she were made out of paper, and
dared not sit down for fear of crump-
ling her finery.

* Yo' mother always kept yo' fine
as a fiddle,” said Ma’am Sally, “ and
I'm go'n to. Whatever yo' dear
mother would "a” liked, we's go'n w0
do—we two.”

It was a beautiful thought, and
iittle Lulie took it into her heart, and
wried to live by it.

“Can 1 go out on the playazza,
mammy ¢ she asked, after that last
bow-knot.

* Yes, you may go out; don’ yo' go
off.”

* No, ‘less my dollics wuns away,
and 1 have t fter zem.”

“ Al right,” said mammy, chuck-
ling. = I guess they can’t go far.”

But she did not know how those
dollics would behave, or the tempta-
tion that would come to Lulie.

“ 1 might dust push ‘em off!” she
said to herself.  “ Nen 1'd have to go
and get ‘em!  I'm tired of this old
plavazza!”

Just think what a nanghty plan!
She gave them two or three teenty
little shoves.  They almost went off.
All at once she spoke out, loudly and
angrily, as if somebody had spoken at her
clbow.

“Go "way, you bad Satan! You s'pose
my mother "4 like a lie girl?”

GROWING ON TIE BUSHES.

“1 wigh I could carn some money for
Sunday-school. Teacher says that's the
only kind of money we ought to give,”
<aid Clara.

“Dear me, there is plenty of money
arowing on those blackberry bushes; can’t
vou see it 7 caid her father.

(lara looked at him, then at her motker,
then at the bushes, and then laughed and
ran for a pail. “’Course,” she said;
“blackberries sell for ten cents a quart!
‘Course  the money is growing on
the bushes.™




