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REOEIPT FOR A HAPPY DAY.
Tako a littia dagli of cold wator,

A littia lohvon of prayor,
A lit.tlo bit of sun8hina gold,

Dissolvod in morning air.
Add to y aur moal soa iorrimont,

Add thouglit for kith and kmn,
And thon, as a primo ingrediant,

A plonty of work throw ini.
Flavour it ail with essence of love

And a littia dash Of play;
Lot a niceolad book and a glanco abave-

Complota the Weil spont day.

THE YOUNG IIOUSEWIFE.
Most g irls with any tume te sparo do

not trouble thoir hends very
much about manding thoir--
own clothes, inuchleua anyff
ona olse's; and any littie
girl who bogins by boing I
well occupiad in lier free
ýtua when she is yaung
will grow Up and become a
roally active and usoful
woman. Look at those busy
finger8 in aur pictura work-
ing away se biard, .anid

knitting a nice pair of
warm st.ockings for lier
little brotbr How he will
troasure them when the
cold weather cores on, and
how glad ho must be ta
have so kind and thouglit-
ful a aister.

faction of having rcndcred a service ta
anothor always bringa happinoas.

A fow dayq after, h1r. Joncs cama ta the
fichool and spokia ta Mlr. 3rui cibout the
matter; for little Sam lîad told bis fathor
and mother ail about it. -Sam was a timnid
boy, but ha could nat boar ta sc John
Tubbs kopt in for no fauît, whilo the othar
boys wora nt play.

IWhat," said the master, Iland lias John
Tlubbs borne ail the blaino without saying
a word ? Corna haro, John."

leWhat's3 the inattar naw? said John
ta huisoîf. IlSornothing aise, I supposa.
Woll, nover mind, so that poar lîttla Sain
Jones lias gat out of his littîn ,,rape."

IlNaw, boye," said Mr. Brui, I"hora's John
Tubbs. Look at hlm." And tha boys did

A SCHUOL-BOY'S
STORY.

.loiu Tubbs was one day
doing his suras whou littie
Sam Jones pusbod against
hlm, and down wont the
siate wvlth a horrid clatter.
"Tako cara of the piecos,"

said the baya, laughing.
But Mr. Brui, tho mýaster,
thouglit it no laughing mat-
ter, and, believing it to be
John Tubbs' fault, told hlm
that hoe should pay for the
elate, and have bis play
stopped for a wcek.

John said nothing. Ho R ON 10UEIE
did not wish ta get ]ittlo E ON HUEJE
Sam luto trouble, so ho bore
the blame quietly John's illother was bl ouk at hiî w> a criutinal, and Juhn luoked
no means pleased at having t0 pay for the vory îmîuc li ke a criiminal, and be.îan to
slie, as she ývas a poor w0man, and hud tblnk that lie must bu a bad sort of fellow
te provide for several othor little Tubbses to be called up in this wvay by bis niaster.
basido John. Thon Mr. Brill, the master, tld the boys

«,I tell yau what it is, John," aaid ,bc,1 ail about the brokon siate, that John did
"you mnust learn ta bc mare careful. I not break it, but bore aail the blame te save
wilî not gIve yau any milk for your break- Sam Jo is from trouble, and lad gone
fast ail tte wook, and by this I shall savo without bis milk and play without a

rnnyfor the q1ate, whiich it 1i, right you murmur. The goid sclioolmaster said that
shudpay for." such conduct was above ail praîso: and

Poor John ste his bread with water, when ho was done ipeaking, the boys
instead of milk; but somcbow lie was not'burât out iutoa t cheer. Sncb a loud
unhappy, for lie fait that he had doua a, hurrah, it made the adhool waliz ring again.
kindnosa La littie Samn Jones, and the saLis- 'Thon tht;y took John on their tihuulders,

and carried him in triumph around the
play-ground.

And what did John say ta ail thia?1 Ho
only said, "TPhora, that'll do. If you don't
mind, you'll tbrow a follow down."

ONLY A LITTLE CHILU.

i'n only a little child,
But mamma said, ana day,

The weakeat liandi may do soma work,
And tho youngeat heurt can pray.

And O, I arn s0 glad
To know that this iG true,

That Gad hath in bis harveat-fields
Sornothing that I can do.

Soa littia corner whore
My youthful bands would glean,

Sa I may bring mny golden shoaf
When the grain is gathered in.

Fra only a little child,
But Josua died for me.

Lord, give me overy day new graco
To work for love of thee.

À BIBLE IN A LOG CABIN.

It was a dark and storrny nignt. The
inissionary8s lorse was tircd, and ho waa
wet and weary. For sorne tima lie hiad
looked in vain for a cheering light in the
lonely Woods. At length ho saw a faint
glimmor through the trees. But when lie
had fastonod his hongo, and gone inta the
cabin, ho thought ho had nover seen s0
wretched a place-cold and dirty, and
almost without furnituro. In the corner
of the raorn was a ragged bed, on which
lay a little girl. The mlssionary saw that
the littia girl's face was pale, and lier
bands thin. She wau iîl and a great auf-
forer. She smilcd with a smile that
showed peace was in lier boaut, whilo lier
body was suiforing with diseaso. From
under lier pillow poeped a littlc book. It
was the Newv Testament. Sorna agent from
the Bible Society had dropped it in that
desolate place. The mîssionary asked the
littie girl-

Can you read?"
"Yes, sir."
Can yau understand it"

"A great deal of it, sir. I seo there
how Josus came iute the world ta savo
sinners. Ho aaid, 'Suifer littie children
te carne unto nme, and forbid tlîem not, for
of àuch la theC kingdom of God.' And
when 1 think of that I arn happy. And
in the dark night when I lie liere, and
cannot sloop for pain, I think of my Sav-
jour and hoaven, and ho seoms ta be say-

,.g Suifer that little child te comne up ta
me, and forbid lier not. I arn soon going
te be with hlm for ever.'

Thus that gif t brouglit peace to the
bourt of the poor littie gir-that peace
whlch Josus prarnised ta his disciples
wlion lie &iid, 'Poace I leave with you,
nîly peace I give untu you, not as the
world givetb, Îve I unto you."


