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PANSY, clasy, and he spelled it right, at least T Lucy's ann, und purring. Lucy said that
. . . [ understood hitm so; and he went to the wax to show how glad she was that the
Worin you know what German chil- head, nbove seventeen boys and girvls, all lndies and knight had come to her custl

dren
Cull this Hlower dear and sweet /
* Little Step-mother” they name her,
And they tell her tale complete.

Here's the foremost middle petal,
That's the step-mother herself ;
And her danghters two beside her,
Just like her erch pretty clf.

See, behind, two other petals,
tin which ditlerent hues are shuwn
These are the step-daughters, always
In the background, and alone.

So, to German children, Pansy
Tells her story o'er and o'er;
And they listen, and they sing it

In a little song once more.

But 1 love our own name better,
For it sounds more heartsomely,

Sweetest Pansy, dearest Pansy,
She shall always be to me.

OIR SUNDAV-MHOOL PAPERK,
PEI Y LAR= JORPAGE FRE®.

The best, the cheapesi, the most entertaning. the most
populag,

&Liristian Guantian, weekly

Methodist Magmzane., monthly

innanlian and Magazne togerher
Mazazine, Guanlian and Onwand together

The Weslevan, Waulifax, weekly
Snnday Seloon] Ranner, monthly e, nreee wees
Uawanl, S pp, o, weekly, under S copics
Aacopes and over PR
Uleazant Houps, § por . 3to . weokls, single copics .
Laas than 3 enpies S e
LIver Al capiers e
Smbeain, fortnfchitly, Jess than 13 coples.. . .
W eopicw and upwanie f aveees
Happy Days, fortnjchily, lesa than W enpice . .
10 vopie= and upward«
Bercan Jeaf, monthls, Uit ¢ogues per mnonth .-
Qunrterly Heview Service Ry the year. 2l eents a
dozen, $2per 100, Por quiricr. § cents a dozen s
es i . . fesieriave

Adadress

OOCO0000OCmn U
SRAROLRIEYERREINEE

e
Y

WHLIAM BRIGGS.
Methodict ook and PPublishing House,
oIV Richmonad St West, and 310 3 Temperance St.,
Toxoxto.
s F Hesstis,
Meth. Book Reom,
Halifax, N.3.

C. W, CoaTrs,
3 Bleury Steeet.
Montreal. Que.

ﬂ'bljé” Snnhcam.

TORONTOQ, JULY 21, 1834,

BE HONEST CHILDREN.

I scrrose some of the little Loys who
read this will say. when they look at the
title of the picce: * That's easy enough; I
am honest; I never took anything that did
not belony to me in my life.”  Well, that
is right; but there is more in being truly
honest. perhapy, than you think. I will
tell you a story, and then you will under-
stand me.

In a country school —the school of which
L um teacher—a large class was standing
to spell.  In the lesson there wasa very
“hand word,” as the boys say.  But I put
the word to the scholar at the head, and he
mirsed itc T passed it to the next, and the
next, and so on through the cluss, till it

catne to the last scholur, the sinallest of the

older than himself, 1 then turned and
wrote the word on the black-board, so that
they might all see how it way spelled, and
learn it better. But no sooner had I writ-
ten it than the little boy at the head eried
out: “0, I didn’t sny so, Miss W.! I suid «
instead of i!” and he went hack to the
foot, of his own accord, quicker than he:
had gone to the head. Was he not an'’
honest boy ¢ I should have always thought
he spelled it right if he had not told me;
but he was too honest to take any credit
that did not belong to him. i

Let me tell you another story with a
like lesson. One summer day a school was
out at play. There were a great many
children, and the boys, some of them, had
balls to play with. The boys had not
much playground around the school-housc;
therc was only a very small yard, and all
aronnd were high brick houses. One of
the little boys threw his ball, and it went
straight through a window, breaking the
glass, and the pieces came rattling down on
the bricks. There were so many children
playing that nobody knew who broke the
window except the boy who did it. He
did not tell anyone, but he was very serry.
Directly the bell rang, and all went in.
The children had not- much more than
taken their seats, when the door was
opcned, and a lady came in with Eddie's
ball in her hand.  She lived in the house
where the window was broken. She was
very angry, and scolded so loud and fast
that the teacher could not say anything.
When at last she stopped, and the teacher X
told her that she would inquire about it, |
Just then Eddic raised up his hand; the
teacher gave him leave to speak, and he'
rose from his seat and said distinctly: “1
broke the window accidentally, and I am'’
very sorry ; but this afterncon I will bring
the money to pay for it.”

Was not that an honest boy ¢

THEIR PICNIC.

“ LET's have a picnic,” said Lucy to her
brother and sister.

“ A picnic! Why, how can we? There
isn't a single soul to invite, but just our
own selves,” said Ethel.

“And that would be stupid, yor. know,”
added Frank.

“ () well, we can pretend we are grand
ladies in the olden time, and you are a|
knight who has rescued us from a band of
robbers in a forest.  You shall be taking i
us home, and we are hungry, and yuu
find an enchanted castle, with ever so many |
good things to cat.  There are only a cat
and a dog in it. But they arc really a king
and (ueen in disguise.”

“ 8o we will,” said Ethel and Frank.

All the rest of the afternoon, the chil-
dren played together out on the green
grass, eating and drinking cakes and milk.
They did not forget to feed the cat and the
dog, who were the king and the queen of
the castle. Pussy kept rubbing against

}
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for it was very hard to have only cats and
dogs to talk to, when they were really anid
truly a king and queen.

They had a lovely time, and conclule)
that brothers and sisters can be very
happy together without any strangers t.
help thein.

ONLY A LITTLE CHILD.

I'st only a little child,
But mamma said one day,

The weakest hands may do some work,
And the youngest heart can pray.

And O, 1 am so glad
To know that this is truc,

That God hath in his harvest-ficlds
Something that I can do.

Some little corner where
My youthful hands would glean,
So I may bring my golden sheaf .
When the grain is gathered in.

I'm only a little child,
But Jesus died for me,

Lord, give me every day new grace
To work for love of thee.

ROBBIE'S RIDE.

Roume’s father was going to the city on
horseback. Robbie wanted o go very
much; but it was a long way, and futher
said he must stay at home with mother,

After his father was out of sight, Roblie
looked around until he found his stick-
horse. He didn’t look for his hat, for he
didn’t like to wear it. So, in his red dres-,
Robbie trotted off through the front gate
and along the muddy rcad. Father's
horse had gone through the mud. Robbie
could see the tracks of the hoofs; so he
would not turn aside, but splashed along
through overy mud-hole.

At last the stick-horse did not trot (uite
so fast. He fell into a walk, for Robbie
shoes were so heavy with mud that he
could hardly drag them along. Surely he
would find father soon.

At last he did sce a man on horseback :
but he was coming toward Robbie. When
he came up to the stick-horse and its tired
rider, he stopped.

“Where are you going?” he asked
Robbie.

“I am going after father, and he ha~
gone to Richmond,” said Robbie.

“Well. X wouldn’t go any further to-day,
said the man.  “ You get up here in from
of me, and we'll have a fine ride home.”

At tirst Robbie didn't want to turn back.
but the kind ne’zhbour tcok him, mnuddy
shoes. stick-hor.¢ and all, and put him on
his hosse, and they rode back to Robbie's
home. When Robbic found that his mother
had been hunting everywhere for him, he
was glad he had not gone any farther on
his long journey.—Our Little Ones.



