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HAPPY DAYS. -

and she was so happy that,
more marks than I did,

, 100.”
“ My dear,” said her mother, “ you have
the apostl®'s injunetion ; you have
with those that wept,

and rejoiced
with these that rejoieed.” g

OUR SUNDAY-SCHOOL PAPERS.

The bost, the cheapest, the most entortalning. the mot

- popilar. - Noarly

*aby

Magnsin wed o T
ne and Heview, 96 pp., monthly,

an and Methodis: Magazine an |

and Roview, Guardian and Onwand 10 2

Halifax, weekiy :

. By

Eﬁt Banver, 5 pp. . monthly
ward, § & weekly, under i copios

& aver 5 g
Pleasant fowrn, § pp. 40, woekiy, single copies .. 4 3
Lo coples %
Over 0 e o
Bunheam. fort tly. loss than 10 coples [
10 coples. or
Days, fort . Joss than 10 coplos on
ooples upwards ow
wonkly (2 cents p r guarter) or,
Quarterly (quarterly). . 050
n Leaf. thly. 005
'Ilun:z o Quarterly '.Iuﬂlﬂg‘\ ‘.
Quarterly Roview Service. Hy the year, 24 conts o
e n Per quarter, 6 conis &

."lf 100,
THE ABOVE PRICES INCLUDE FOSTAGE.
Addres WILLIAM BRIGGS,

it Tiook and Publishing House,
91033 Tehmond B Worte nad 0 0 38 Tomperanse 8t.,
Toronto.

C. W, Coares, & F "v.".:k
. O Street. Wi Book Room,
n‘l St. Cathorine ’ osleyan N,‘:

~ thappy Days.

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 13, 1904,

A CHILD'S FAITH.

In a town.of Holland there once lived
a poor widow. One night her children
asked her in vain to give them bread, for
she had none. -

The poor woman loved the Lord, and
knew that he was good; so, with her lit-
tle ones around her, she most earnestly
prayed to him for food. On rising from.

her knees her eldest child, a boy about ten |-

years of age, said softly, ““ Dear mother,
we are told in the Holy Book that God
supplied his prophet with food bronght by
the ravens.” “Yes, my son,” the mother
answered, “ but that was a very long time
ago.”  “ But, mother, what God has dene
onee he may do again? 1 will go and un-
close the door to let the birds fly in.”
Then dear little Dirk, in simple faith,
threw the door wide open, so that the
light of the lamp fell on the path outside.
Soon afterward the burgomuw-uul
, and noticing the' light, paused, and
inking it very strange he entered the
cottage, and inquired why they left the
r open at night. The widow replied,
smiling, ‘:‘ryﬂlinlo Dirk did it, sir, that
ravens might fly in to bring bread to m
children.”  “ Indeed,” crti'sd the burgoyf
master, “then here's a raven, my boy.
Come to my home, n'a:rm shall see where
" 8o he quickly

led the boy to his own house, and then
sent him back with food that filled his
humble home with joy. After supper
little Dirk went to the open door, and
looking wp, he said : “ Many thanks, good
Lord,” then shut it fast again ; for though
no birds had come, he knew that God had
heard his motber’s prayer, and sent this
timely help.

THE TRUE STORY OF A CAT.

Miss Lewis has a very smart eat.  She
has also a pet canary, and Puss always
watches her feed the bird, give him his
bath, and hang the cage on its hook by the
window,

One day Puss eame trotting up to his
mistress in another part of the house, with
something in his mouth, She supposed it
was & mouse, of course, but what was her
horror to find that it was her dear little
birdie |

“0, you naughty Puss I’ she began, but
ag'she took it from him, expecting to find
it dead, to her great surprise she found
that Puss had carried the bird so carefully
and tenderly that there wasn’t eveu a
feather turned !

It seems the bottom of the cage, not be-

fallen
it, and

acat ! If it had been a dog no one would
have thought so much of it, of course.
Some people say cats haven't any iutel-
ligenee or affection, and that all they care
for is to keep warm and get plenty to eat ;
s0 now, whenever you hear anybody run-
ning down poor Puss, and saying she is
not smart, just tell them this little story.

“IT ISN'T FEDDERS.”
BY AGNES MITOMELL.

One morning little Lulu was playing on
her mother’s bed. She was having a fine
frolic all by herself. Standing upon the
bed as stiff and strai tulahﬂ
she would play that she fainted away, and
that some kind friend caught her “dust
in time.” Then she would fall back, and
illows would stretch out their
loving white arms to her, and down she
would go “ dust as e-a-sy.”

Soon her mother came in, and seeing
a pair of little feet mixed np among her
snowy ruffles, pulled the fainting ye
lady out.

“Get right off the bed, Lula
said she, as she left the room. But the
tle girl was by no means tired of the
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“just one more faint,” then
another followed. :
“Oh, it's dust splendid !

) if
hadu’t have come,” she said. %

R

and so she kept right on. She would h

\
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she threw herself down, as lhe.lud done
twenty times before, but, alas, instead of
falling on the soft pillows she struck on
the foot-board and nearly fainted “ for
true,” for shoawent down with a hard
bump, and hurt herself badly. She began
to ery, and her mother hurried in to seo
what was the matter.

“Oh, mamma,” she said woefully,
“ ufter "on says stop it isn’t fedders any
more !”

Boys and girls, isn't it generally the
case that when you go on doing things that
you are told to stop doing, it “isn’t
feathers any more 1” 5

The best way is to stop at once. The
Bible says that they who do wrong “ shall
be taken in their own naughtiness.”—
The Water Laly.

THE NAUGHTY MOON.

There, pale little moon in the morning
light,

You look so wan, you look so white |

Is it because you are up too soon,

Poor little pale and tired-out moon 1

But no, that cannot be the case,
For night’s the time to show your face,
And now it is morning, and half-past
eight.
A, bad little moon, you are up too late !
1 —Jewels.

HOW HABITS GROW.
“When I was a little boy,” remarked




