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HAPPY DAYS.
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aping d { ey R 1 « bears his shell,
We are merry « New La | r \\ . " k digs his eell,
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Joyful at our play oal rea 1 « e and | 1l est is hung;
¢ h E f u . his | Wh ! hite lilies blow,
Glad to help « ittle f nger ) freshest berries grow,
Every way I'll just smell of i e said to his \! ¢ g ngdyut trails its vine,
I'rying to be googhs I self; | before he h nthe | V . grape’s elusters shine
Is our nest pia plate, the little voice w nl sounded | Of f 4‘ k wasp's einning way,
. P 4 2 note of warning, hastily stepping | Ma f walls of clay,
What we d Sher back, he clasped his@ands behind him, | Ar ral plans
Helps us to b ¥ ving: * No; I'll just look at the whole | Of g et artigans!
o DR, 1WAy for £ of them till mamma jeogpes I escl y books and tasks,
Wepshall conq VIonK But looking at thé tempting eakes only | Na all he asks;
) made him more anxious to taste them. | Iland ind with her he walks,
All are old enough to r “1 must not look any longer,” he declared ; | /K o with her he talks,
If they have the wil d z away, he sat down on a little | I el of her joy
and, turning away, he sat nona t Joy,
Growing wiser day | 4 stool with his back to the temptation, and | Blessings on the barefoot bay !
We our part may | o bhe fac Lok corsia til his
re he sat facing a dark corner until hi
o | mother came home. O for f~ stal dainties spread -
OUR SUNDAY-SCHOOL PAPERS “ Are you watching a mouse, Leo?” | Like my bowlof milk and bread,
The best, the cheapest, the rpost entertalniug, the most asked mamma, catching a glimpse of ithe ' Pewter spx xnd bow] of wood,
popular | little figure sitting so straight on the un- | On the door-stone, gray and rude!
Ohristian Guardian, weekly { : comfortable stool in the corher. O'er me, like a regal tent,
l'”“’l’l‘\l:l - i e TR “ No,” answered Leo, hesitating. “I| Cloudy-ribled, the sunset bent, L 4
Christian ardian and Methodist

Magasine and
2

Hevie
Magasine and Review, Guardian and Onward 1o

ther

The Wesloyan, Halifax, weekly
Canadian Epworth
Munday school Ha 6 pp
Onward, § pp.,

5 coplos
Ploasant Hours, « pp

)

or,

1 over
o, we
hew

Kly, s

Over ®
Runbeam. fo
10 cop e
Happy Days. Torin ehily, less than 10
10 copies and upwards
Dew Drops, weekly
Berean Renjor Quarterly (quarterly
Beroan Loaf, monthly
Reroan Inte inte q-.-n.m
Quarterly Review Ser Py t
dosen ; 83 per
dosen ; 50 cepta per 100,

n\\

he

THE ABOVE PRIORS INCLUI

Addross
Methodist Book and Publishi
2 to 33 Richmond St. West, and 3
Toronio.
Wesl

C,. W, Coarss
2178 M. Cathe e Ntreel
Montreal. Que

o
, weokly under box

quarte

wthly
plen.

ugle coples

Joun |Lu 1ecopies

copies

£ FOSTAGE

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

ng House

nperance St.,

F. Huwsris

Halitax, N.8

Book Room,

TORONTO, JULY ¥
-

HOW
Leo had a slight eold,

roup in his he
to keep
oon
Nannie, 14
v friend to

\‘umu‘}.

crous ~y|)\||i\ o

LEO CONQI

him out

luncheon ;
irthday,

an
mamma

little girl
ibrary

surprise her

playing in the
hortly before n
the

wl ma
with the

off

dining-room,
wmd k-w-p kitty
table, while
for a basket of nice,

she

fresh

The first thing that Leo's

‘s older sister,

ran down to the

EREDJ

il rainy

d,
baked

it

Leo had

I

after

bappp Davs.

and the hint of
arse cough decided mamma

of school ths

was to bring

was

A gen

f donghnuts willy which to |

on
but |

ma ealled him to
request that he
the

prettily-laid

peaches.
bright

eye:

groeery

|

and look
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was looking at the doughnu

Purple-cuptained, ringed with gold,
Looped in many a wipd-swung fold

go | turned my back upon them. \un While for musie pifie the play
know that verse, mamma, about turning | Of the pied frogf's orchestra;
away."” | And, to light the noisy choir,
Yes ™ replied mamma, ge ntly lu_\ll\l‘ Lit the fly hiy lamp of fire
her hand on Leo’s sunny hair, and then | 1 was mongfeh ; pomp and joy
he repeated: * Avoid it, pass not bys¥, [ Waited on the barefoot boy !
turn from it, and pass away.’ ‘
Ihat is it,” said Leo, “and that is | C'heerilv. then, my little man,
vhat 1 am doing.” | Live and laugh wyhood can!
I'hgugh the flinty slopes be hard
11 BAREFOOT BOY Stubblespe .H\:l the new-mown sward
) Every morn shall lead thee through
BY J. G. WHITTIER Fresh baptisms of the dew;
: Every evening from thy feet
Blessings on thee; little man, . : v
Barefoot boy, with\cheek of tan ! phall the cool wind kiss the heat,

With thy turned-up pantaloons,

And thy merry whistled tunes;

With thy red lip, redder still

Kissed by strawberries on the hill;
With the sumshine on thy face,
I'hrough thy torn brim’s jaunty grace;
From my heart I give thee joy,—

I was once a barefoot boy! *

Prince thou art,—the grown-up man
Ouly is republican.

Let the million-dollared ride!
Barefoot, trudging
I'iou hast more than he ean buy
In the reach of ear and eye,

at his side

Outward sunshine, inws ard joy;

Blessings on thee, barefoot I-‘\
O for
Sleep that wakes in laughing l]l\
Health that mocks the doetor’s tules,
Knowledge never learned of schools,
Of the wild bee's mnrnm chase,
Of the wild-flower’s time and pla
Flight of fowl and l)‘lll‘lllhlt'

hoyhood’s painless play

All to 1 these feet must hide
In the prison cells of pride,

Lose the freedom of the sod,
Like a colt’s for wogk be shod,
Made tread the mills of toil,

K p and down in ceaseless moil:
Mappy if their lnu'k be found
Never on forbidden ground ;
Happy if they sink not in
Quick
\L!

and treacherous sands of sin,
that thow couldst know thy joy,
, barefoot boy !

| It
| ernor-General of India:
| slay thy daughters

was said: “These are the fh
commandments of John Lawrence, G
Thou shalt *
; thou shalt not In

[ thy widows, ‘and thou shalt not
(alive) thy*fpers.”
There are no fortresses that - will §
rrender to hard work.
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HAPPY DAYS

LA‘TI.F. HELPERS

We are little Christians,
I'o Jesus we belong ;
We ourselves -are very weak,

But he is very strong

We are little soldiers,

For Jesus we will fight;

Against our grealest enewmy
We'll battle for the right

We are little helpers,
Therefore help must we,

And in all our helping,
Must glorify thee.

We ‘are little Christians,
Soldiers, helpers, too;

You may come and help as well,
There is much to do.

¥

LESSON NOTES.

 J
THIRD QUARTER.

SUDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT, FROM
SOLOMON TO ELIJAH.

Lzssox VI1.—Aveusr 7.

GOD TAKING CARE OF ELIJAN.

EKings 17. 1-16. Memorize verses 13, 14.
] GOLDEN TEXT.
He careth for you.—1 Peter 5. 7.
THE LESSON STORY.
We said in our last lesson that God was
wt to send a great pfophet to Lsrael.
hen the kingdom of Gogl within us fails
Beause of our self-love ‘and self-will, God
nds some word to us by one of his saints,
through the Bible, or through some
ent that makes us humble enough to
ten to his Holy Spirit. So when lsrael
s in trouble because of its self-willed
ngs, the Lord had eqgupassion 'on the
»ple and sent them a prophet to teaéh
pm.  Ahab was leading the people back
» heathenism, and so God sent Elijah,
Tishbite, out of Gilead to say to Ahab
t there should be no rain and no dew
years except at the word of the Lord.
it the Lord provided for his servant
ijah. H¢ sent him where the brook
herith flowed down from the hills to the
t of the Jordan. There he lived and
ank from the brook, and the Lord sent
ens to feed him. They brought him
rad and flesh in the morning and the
ne food in the evening. After a while
» brook dried up, for there was no rain
fill its springs. Then the Lord sent
i to Zarephath, in Zidon, among idol-
rs. When he came to the city he saw
widow woman, of whom the Lord had
d him, gathering sticks, and he asked
r for a drink. As she went to bring

4 Kifigs 18. 1-16

als She told |

im that she had but a

handful of meal in a barrel, and a little
in a cruse, and she was going o pre
pare it for her little boy and herself, that

they might eat it and die

but Elijah told
her &

make him a cake of it

should not

first, and her
her oil fail
until the Lord sent rain upon the earth
And all this came true,
word

meal wasle nor

for it was God's
QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST

Whom did God send to
Elijah.

To whom did he
Ahab.

What was it! That there should not be
dew nor rain for years

Where was Elijah then sent!
brook.

How was he fed!
with food.

Where was -he sent
failed? To Zarephath

Whom did he meet {
ing sticks.

What did he ask for !

What had shet A
little oil.

What did Elijah promise hert
should not fail.

Did she trust himt Yes; and had
enough for him and for her son and her
self.

How long did it last ¢
Was over,

take a message! To

To a
God sent ravens

when the brook

A widow gather
Water and bfead.
little meal apd a

I'hat it

I'ill the famine

Lesson VI Avayst

FLIJAN

11

OBADIAH AND

Memorize verses 15-16

GOLDEN TEXT
I thy servant fear the L«
youth.—1 Kings' 18. 12

I'HE LESSON STORY

rd from my

The great fanrime had lasted until the
third year, for no grain could grow with
out water, Ahab was very angry, for he
believed that Elijah had brought on the
drought that caused the famine. He had
sought him in every kingdom, but the
Lord hid him. At last the Lord told him
go to Ahab, for rain was coming
Elijah went, and met the governor of the
king's house on the way. He had bwen
sent with half the king's horses and mules
to find water for them, and Ahab had
taken the other half himself another way
Obadiah, the governor, was a good man
who served the Lord, and when Jezebel
had sent to kill all the Lord’s
prophets, he had hid two companies of
them, fifty in each, in caves, and had sent
them bread and water to keep them alive.
When he saw Elijah he was afraid, and
fell on his face, saying, “ Art thou that
my lord Elijah? And Elijah said, “I
am: go, tell thy lord, Behold, Elijah is

to

men

he asked her to bring him & bit of bread§! here.” Obadiah begged that he might not

help lsrael? |

w sel I S w Lovd

I . Ahab

would

turn upon Obadiah a A But

Elijah said, * A e Lord of s liveth,

before wh | stand, | surely show

myself o hum wday.” So Obadiah went
and told his master

QUESTIONS FOR TUE Y¢
How long did the great drought last!

I'hree years.
Who suffers i
and beast.

a drought !  Both man

Whom did the king blamet  Ehjah

What did the Lord tell Elijaht To go
to Ahab.
What did he tell him to say t That he

would send rain

Whom did
governor of the king's house

Where was he going (
the king's horses.

Why did he not want w0 do as Elijah
said! He was afraid of the king

What had Obadiah Saved a
hundred proj

Howt By hiding them in caves and
feeditg them. ,

Elijal vel | Obadiah,

I'o tind water for

done |

ols from the king

What did Elijah promise him{ That
he would surely see the king
Whom did Obadiah trustt The God
{ Elijah
BERTHA'S FAUL1

“ Mamma, please give me something to

do,” said Bertha, one morning | want
to be busy.”
Mamma said, “ Yes, Bertha, you are

big enough now to

chickens all yourself, and you may do

the
1,

and water

night and morning.”
Bertha jumped up and down
will be such fun,

I'hat
she said.

“ 1t is not just for fun you are to do it,”
said mamma, * and remember, dear, lvean
not tell you each time. You must' ®mem
ber it all yourself.”

“1 will,” promised Bertha,
go now the first thing

For a week the chickens

watered, and then, one

and 1 will

were well fed,

sad time, Bertha

forgot! It was a very hot day, indeed,
and there were some new little bits of
chicks that needed food and water very
much. Poor little things, to be starved

all day and all night in their Littl
In the n

yrning some of the weakest ones
were dead. Mamma found them, How
sorry Bertha was!

“You are not faithful,” said mamma

I trusted you, but you were not fit to be
trusted.”

Jertha took her big bowl, and with a
sober face went out to feed the chickens
that were too fat and too old to be starved

in one day. She gave them three times as
much as the ded, but this did not

make the little dead ones alive again,




HAPPY DAYS.

A BOY'S SUGGE

People talk about the beauty
Of the lad that never smoke
And never plays a game of cards,

And always minds his folks

What a manly-looking fellow

He will make in manhood’s years!
With a healthy eonstitution

And a heart that has no fears

I'his kind of talk is good enough
For any one to teach
If folks would only bring to

To * practise what they prea

mind

I've had the deacon lectun
On thing t
White with the
Another pinch of snuff

And then he'd tell me solom
With a face a ng again
I'o remember while at pla
I'hat the bovs will make the ma

Now to those who're always talking
With an everlasting nois
1'd say, to make us good or bad

"Tis the men that make the boys

If the people round about us
Set examples good enongh,
Bovs who now are elosely watehing

Will not drink nor chew nor snuff

KITE-FLY I\x.
Wil von go

me ?” said Tom to Fred Walton one day

after school on a bright summer day with

amd fly vour kite with

just enough wind to make them soar to
the blue sky; but Fred said no, he didn’t
want to, and so staved at home, while Tom
and a lot of other bovs went off to the
open field. Fred could hear their voices
and peals of laughter, and wished he had
gone, too. So he took up his kite and

KITE-FLYING.

|

\

marched off to the other boys, who were
After they were
through flying their kites, Fred said that
he had such a good time that he would not
have missed it for anything, and next time
l'ein asked him to go he would do as he
was asked. Think twice before you speak.

glad to see him coming.

I'NE BLACK SHEEP.

It was such a poor, forlorn little thing
that Farmer Green was going to kill it out
of pity, but the children begged hard for
it

“It’s only a black sheep it will be if it

es at all.  Sure, its own mother won’t

we a thing to do with it, and you'll find
it a deal of trouble You'd better let me
kndek it on the head,” he said.

But Master Tom set up sneh a seream
ing and kicking that the farmer called
out

“ Whist, now, me boy, here's your little
sheep, and it's a bad sort, T fear, you'll
find him.’

I'he little sheep that its own mother
wonldn't own was, in truth, a troublesome

pet. At first it was almost impossible to |*

teach it to _take the warm milk Milly
offered it; but after it had once learned to
drink, it semed to be always hungry.
How it did grow! and how mischievous
It followed Tom and Milly every
where; into the down
<tairs, out of the gate, and to church, too,

t was!
house, upstairs
if he was not locked up.

One day he followed Tom into the
school-room, and in a playful mood began
to butt him down. As fast as Tom got up,
down he went again. At last Tom grew
angry, and seized his slate to defend him-
self, but the sheep thrust his head through
his slate, knocked over a chair and Tom
Milly laughed until she could
scarcely stand, but she did not dare stir
for fear the black sheep would turn upon
her.

together,

father, who drove the sheep out of

house.  He was soon sent to the pas

vith the other sheep. he was too
and strong to e lh\qgs“w ren’s playmats

MOTHER'S SUNSHINE,

Something was™ the matter with
mother, and Ray felt very badly about
He had never seen her cry like that
fore, and he did not know what to
of it. It was storming very hard.
haps she wanted to go out and
Ray always cried when it stormed
hard for him to go out on his new
red sled. Yes, it thust be the weal
because he knew she wasn’t sick, and
hadn't hurt herself.
“ Mamma, deat,” he said, going wj
her, “ is you eryin’ 'cause the naughty
won't shine? Never mind, mamma
I's your little sunshine.”
His mother did not answer,
“Jg'nt I your sunshine! say,
dear. Please don't ery any more,
up your face, or Ray will ery, too,”
“Yos, yes!” answered his mother,
“ Then smile up your face, and say
your sunshine,” insisted Ray, with a
as sunny as a May morning on his
f"('f‘
“Yes, darling, you are mother’s
shine; the winds may blow and the
may beat against me, but as long as
spares me my little boy my life will
full of sunshine.”
Ray hung around mother all day,
every time she looked sad he said
“1s I your sunshine; mamma dear”

WHAT
Nora was a little girl in a large
She was always quiet
good, but her teacher did not know
much of the lessons she remembered,
day she found out in a pleasant way,
Nora told her.
After the school had closed one Si
morning, the little girl waited and
shyly, but very earnestly: * Ever
you told us that when mamma said
shanld do anything we must go straight
do it, and not wait or say ‘ Why ¥ or
thing like that, I've always done it”
“1'm very, very glad that you
and that you have told me,” said
teacher ; it makes me so happy I and
kissed the rosy, upturned face.
No wonder it made her happy. It
the greatest comfort possible to know
the lessons were not lost, but earried
and lived out even ever so little,
The very first thing for a scholar i
do as Nora did, and remember and
what is taught on Sunday. After thal
would do no harm if more scholars
lowed Nora’s example and told the
about it.

NORA DID.

school class.

The noise brought up the children's

®. e






