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00 SWEET FOR
§ ANYTHING”

DoN'T you quite re-
gnize this peculiar ex-
keesion, little filends ?
i% comse you do, for
26 it daily on the lips
Fmost of you—girls
%ny rete?  Butnow,
st observe how ab-

y, utterly silly it
Mnds! In the first
iace the thirgs you
sially vse the phrase

i nce of the “sweet”

fay be a good, inter-
ghing little puppy, but
3 mapifestly not
ty, still less “sweet”

X use trying to gather
% idea about it. Don’t
piltivate this senseless
y of speaking, chil-
rn; it will cling to
u and make you the

’?iecb of disagreeable comment, if not an
Bject of ridicule, in society in later years.

«T00 SWEET FOR ANYTHING.”

A GOOD REPUTATION TO HAVE,

A youxa man had volunteered, and was
. expecting daily to be ordered to the seat of
BOxE purs life will do more toward the | war. One day his mother gave him
janversion of the world than any number  unpaid bill with money, and asked him

A LT boy once walked thirty-two
an | miles to get a Bible; he wanted one ke
to | conld call his own. Would you take €5

shesaid : “Did you pay
that bill 2"

* Yes," he answered

In a few days the
bill was sent in a second
time.

« 1 thought,” sho eaid
to her scn, " {hat you
paid this.”

«1 really dunt re-
member, mcther, jeu
know lve had su very
many things on my
mind.

“ Bot yuu ea.l §ou
did.”

« Well,” he answered,
«if I said I did, 1
did.” ,

He went away, and
his mother tock the bill
herself to the store
Trte youp: mwau had
been known 1o the
town a!ll his hfe and
what o ivien was held
of him this w1l show.

«1 am «uite sure,”
she said, “that my son
paid this some days
ago, he has been very
busy since, and has
quite forgotten about
it, but he told me that
day he had, and says
if he seid then that he
bad, he is quite sure ho
did.”

« Well,” said theman,
I forget aboutit; but

if ne ever said he did, he did”

!;701“1368 on “Evidences on Christianity." | pay it, When he rehu-ned home at njght’ much trouble as that?

]
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HAPPY DAYS.

THE DARK.

WHERE do the littlo chickens run
When thoy are made afraid ?
Out of the light, out of the sun,
Into tho dark—the shade.
Under the mothar'sdowny wing,
They fear nor care for anything.

Where do the little violets crecp
‘When comes the time of snow ?

Into tho dark to rest and sleep
And wait for spring; they go

Under the ground where storms can't reach,

And God takes tenderest care of each..

Are you airaid, dear giri or boy,
Afraid of the dark of death?
Josus will raise you full of joy
To the world of light, he saith;
And vrhere the little violets sleep,
Youx body safe the Lord will keep.

apostle are true, I would be sorry to have
them put under a bushel, or tucked away in
tho garret with the old trumpery. I think
Christianity, as taught to-day, lacks just
this ono thing to mako it what the world
needs; and Iam tho biggest sinner of all
I am ashamed that I bave so little foith.
But now I charge you to tell mo what you
will do with the text. Some will say,
“Explain it away. Skip overit. It does
not apply to us” Ob, yes. It applies to
somo people who are dead, but to us it is
nothing, The Bible must not carry it along
as old lumber,.to-the end of time, Rivers
of ink will be wasted in printing this dead
lettor. This is the way some talk,

It the promise is not now true to wy, why
do we have it in the Bible? I ask these
questions because I want to know. If it is
true, I want to be up to it, Tf the divine
battery is charged, and only needs the

OUR SUNDAY.SCHOOL PAPERS.
PER YEAR—POSTAGE FREE.

touch of faith to bring down the power,
then I want to know it.—W. 0. Cushing.

“ How, auntio ? "
“A lesson of gratitude. I have &
dozons of times to myself this week, ‘Hy

I thanked the Qiver for this—and this. |
and this 7' till I have como to the conct
sion that I am a great deal more ungratet: .

then I supposed I was!”

GRACIE'S DISCGVERY.

A rrTLE girl who always cried
When mamma combed her hair,

Aud washed her dimpled face and hand: -

To make her sweet and fair,
‘Was whining dreadfully one day;
But mamma worked away,
And told all sorts of curious things
To keep the frowns at bay.

She said the tangled, snarly. curls
Were wilted little vines;

And comb and water freshened them,
And made them glow and shine;

The rosy cheeks, and violet eyes,

IO S

Tho best, tho cheapest, tho most entertalning, tho most NIP'S THANKS And lily brow were soiled
bt popular, ) With road-side dust, and nesded showen
Sthedie Seguins, mondhiz== - 1UnZim " 6| A TRUE story about @ dog? Istist|  To keop from being spoiled,
rdian o QO (14410 o 3 ] .
Tha WV cz::lccft:m x’g\gumxm ‘,’ff’csl ...... 1i what you want, children ? o
n nti . .
Qunr(c’rly l?gvlcwng(c);rlcg By the year, 2{ centan “ Yes} suntie; we like true ones ever so A few days after clouds came up, ‘
dozcn $2 per 100.  Per quarter, 6 cents o dozeng om mnch the best." An a min came pattering down i
Home's School. 8 i 4to, Tortnightis, sngie coples, § 3 ' . . ! !
"{')1:,3 muc:?%o{,’f’c PSS A A O 025 “Well, then, what do you think hap- | And acattered blessings everywhere, -+
mm:!..gcx‘;ou;.-..,Qi.;g;,zj’i'13'5;;5;;5;5‘:;1&' Tioto pened to me last week ? I was visiting a] - In forest, field and town; i
an 100, Uil Z0 and price. » . .
Tloroan Tohves, 100 0OMI e por M. e vessremm ~ 5 | friend of mine, and we had some aftermoon| The drooping flowers showed brighter tint 3
Sunbean, fortnibhtl). less than X) coOpits ovvaeecees < 015 - . 5
0 COPICS AN UPWAIIS 1o vern. .. eoerersnsanes - 012 tea in the drawing-room. My friend had a The grass a desper green 3
Hn):{; n)a.torln ghtly, less than 20 cOPICB eeeees - 015 4
coplos And UPWORS . uvvveeeleeresesossaaraes = o1z {few crumbs on her dress, and got up to| And every thing looked fresh and glad, '
Address— WILLIAM BRIGGS, throw them info the fire.
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“On the hearthrug Nip reposed lazily,
and ashis mistress passed him he looked
up at her and wagged his tail. We suppose

one of the crumbs fell into his eye; but at

HAPPY DAYS

TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 14, 1883.

TRUE, OR NOT TRUEL.

“ AND the prayer of faith shall save the
sick, end the Lord shall raige him up.”

What a beautiful promige this would be,
if it were true! You say you are aston-
ished to hear me talk that way. Who is
there that doubts the promises of God?
But I ask, who is there now really does
believe the promise I have quoted? To

thousands who profess to be the followers

of Christ it remains a dead letter. If the
Bible was written by holy men of old who
spake as they were moved by the Holy
Ghost, then it is the Word of God. Back
of each promise is God’s eternal power and
holiness, What then about this promise I
have quoted—this promise concerning the
prayer of faith? If these words of the

any rate, in another moment he began rub-
bing it with his paw till T thought his poor
eye would be scratched out.”

“ What did you do, auntie ?” asked some
ons,

.“I knelt down by him, and asked him to
let me. see what it was, Nip geemed to
understand, for he lay quite still--in fact,
almost like a dead dog, and allowed me to
‘examine his cye, and even:-to remova the
crumb- with the corner 6f my handkerchief,
« Bit the end of my story is the part that
pleases me.

“ When the crumb was out, and Nip
really found himself relieved,.he followed
me-about-everywhere, and when I got up; |
he got up, making - much of me all the time,
“ At last ho settled himself down at my
feet, and laid his..nose confidingly on my
ghoe.”

“ What a nice old dog!” said some one.
“Yes~—and all the week he has taught
me & lesson.”

Where'er the rain had been,

The rain-drops trembled on the trees,
Angd sparkled in the sun;

The birds sang loud and joyously,
Because the rain was done;

And then to mamma, in surprise,
Came wondering little Grace:

* 0 mamma, mamms, come and see !
The world has washed its facat”

JDLE KATE
Lrrrie Xaty sits on the log, under the

“K"ﬁ.ﬁ @;ﬁi\ﬁs‘h‘.&@.“i&xammn —S - 2

try to learn to sew. Remember that

shadow of the great tree, dre&mmg Al
httle Katy, you had better find.something;
t6 do. Don't sit' with your hands folded in:
y6ur lsp in that way; it would be better to
find semething to do to help mamma, or

« Satan finds some mischief still:
For idle hands to do.”

.&-’.'.fs'ss’axm.]fs;.mmﬁw

1t is all very pleasant sitting there, and: 3
imsgining all sorts of nice things, but it m.é
very selfish, to say the least; run and do}
something forsomebody, and see how much|’

happier you will feel,

Al
3

i.
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THE BOY WHO SKATES.
y i BY GEORGE COOTER.

3 lfAVE you ever heard of Bobby Batas,
I Whose only joy in lifo was skates?
£ éll summer with a wistful eye,
Ha'd gaze upon his skates and sigh ;
But when Jack Frost came down one night,
fnd glazed the ponds, with wild delight
JInfatuated Bobby Bates
ut off his cares, put on his skates,

[

: 'If,Io skated with excessive zeal,
‘Cut figure eight with tou and heel ;
Ho glided here, he circled there,
He balanced with one skate in air;
He ekated up and down the hall,
Ho tried to skate upon the wall—
In short, this little Bobby Bates
IiInd only one idea—skates!

And 80 it happened, when one night,
The moon was shining, frosty, bright,
. JA goblin peeped in through the ypane,
And cried, “ Ho, ho get up again!
T'm for a frolic to the Pole;
DPon’t lie there, sleeping, like a mole,
_The ice i3 splendid, Robby Butes;
Come out, and don't forgst your skates!”

They skated to the Arctic Ses;

‘They skated to the Zuyder-Zeo;

JUp Monut Blanc to the very top,

‘Then down again, They didn't stop
Pntil they'd scaled the Matterhorn,
‘When in his bed he woke next mom,

4 Ha, ha! he, he!” laughed Bobby Bates,
~#1t’s nice to go to bed on ckates !”

BANTAM FUSS AND SHOW.

You can make all the show that is ne-
-gegsary, provided you have something in yon
;n the way of a manly or womanly mind
~and heart that is fit to make a show with,
Yhen I lived in the country I was very
“fond of chickens, and took care to get quite
‘g variety of choice kinds—leghorns, bral-
= .
mas, and cther kinds whose names are
familiar to poultry-dealers—and among
z}lem all was one little bantam. It mever
.yas more than half a chicken—youn weunld
‘have had to put it on a cricket before it
Would have stood as high as the rest—and
“éven when it grew up it was nothing but &
bantam ; in fact, it did not grow up much
i5—even when it was two years old you could
*:almost have put it into the little egg-shell
‘dhat it first hatched oub of. And yet that
fittle bantam would make more fuss and
parade about scratching, about flapping its
wings, and about crowing, than all the
4brahmes and cochinsg in the whole hen-
£yard pui tcgether,

So you seo that what wo are thinking
sbout is not your trying to make a greater
flourish than other boys and giris; flonrish
is cheap. Did you over happen to havo
among your playthings a little drum? Do
you know why it is so easy to got so much
noise from a little dram? Because it is
hollow—nothing inside of it. Big drums
are made on the same principle. What we
waant, then, is not the show and flourish and
noige, but woe wanb that by the time you
get to be old enough to do much of anything
there shoufd be great quantities of manly
or womanly stuff in you that shall make
you able to do it well and handsomely,
You cannot do something if you have
nothing to do it with. Only God can make
something out of nothing; you cannct.

Those third-rate big brothers of his conld
club together and put little Joseph in a pit;
but in the long run he beat the whole of
them, and governed the whole great country
ot Egypt, while they were watching cows,
shearing sheep, and tending asses in miser-
able little Goshen, And that was not be-
cause Joseph was “lucky,” but becauss,
whonever a chance came, he had already
gotten & good “ready” inside, so that he
counld taka hold of the chance and make the
most of it.

My little friend, if you are going to do a
good thing in the world, and stand up head
and shoulders above the meaningless crowd
around you, you have got to work for it.
There is no luck about it. If you want to
be lazy and just drift along; be taken care
of ; lean on your father and mother while
they live, and then lean on the money they
leave behind when they die ; one of & crowd,
a sheep among the sheep—why, then, I sup-
pose you will, But if this i3 your style,
may the Lord pity you'!

You cannot be & grand man when you
are forty or fifty unless you begin to be a
grand little man when you are a youngster,
If, like Joseph, you are able to do some-
thing large for the world when you get
grown up, it will be because, like Joseph,
you began to yet the stuff together while
you were growing up. If your father goes
about to build him a large brick house, you
know he will have to get together a great
many little bricks befcre he can build it.
So if you are going to do a great, noble
work, you will have to be a greag, noble man
or woman in order to do it; and such great-
ness and nobleness have to be built out of &
great many littles, just as your father’s
houss has to be built out of a great many

woras and great deeds can no more be done
by a man that, irom his youth up has been

lazy and shiftleas and vulgar, than the
Brooklyn DBridge could have been bujt cut
of a skein of yarn and & hal{-dozen prunds
of ten-pcuny uails,—Dr. 1\ I Par’liurs:.

HELPING MAMMA

TukRe was most everything to do that
day, Helen's mother thought. If she had
only known the day before, it noedn’t have
been so.  But how could she tell beforchand
that baby would be sick and company
como? It all happoned just the samo,
however, as if she had known, and sho had
a headache besides.

Little Helen's eyes wero very sharp, and
she knew that while her mother talked with
her guests and smiled, that something was
the matter,

Presently a pair of chubby urms crept up
around the mother’s neck, and Helen
whigpered softly :

“1 wants to help you, dear mother.”

“Bless your little hesrt!” said the
mother, turning and kissing the rosy cheek,
close to hers, *“ you help me every day.”

“ But I want to help you more, ‘cause I
guess your head aches,” said Helen, putting
up her cheek for another kiss,

“Yeg, dear, it does; and if you want to
help mamma most, you may go outinto the
yard and make a whole lot of sand cakes.
I guess the baby's sister will bke that,
don't you? Take good care of her, any way,
and don't let her trouble the mother.”

“Now, you mean me, I know,” said
Helen. “I'm all the sister baby has;” and
she looked as if she half wanted to pout.
But she thought better of it; for there was
a fine pile of sand in the yard that she was
very fond of.

Long before tea time there was a grand
array of various kinds of cakes ready for
whoever wanted them; and when bed-time
came the mother told Helen that *she had
been the best little helper that ever weas.”

STICK TO ONF THING.

EVERY young man, after ne has chosen
his vocation, should stick toit. Don't leave
it becaunse hard blows are to be struck, or
disagreeable work performed. Those who
have worked their way up to wealth and
usefulness do not belong to the shiftless and
unstable class, but may be reckoned among
such as took off their coats, rolled up their
sleeves, and conquered their prejudices
against labor, and manfully bore the heat
and burden of the day.

A CnrISTIAN i3 just one who does what
the Lord Jesus tells him. Neitber more nor

kless than that makes one a Christian,
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A LITTLE BOY'S TROUBLE.

I tnoucnT when I learned my letters
That all my troubles vvere done,
But I find myself much mistaken—
They only have just begun.

Learning to read was awful,
But not like learning to write;
1'd be sorry to have to tell it,
But my copybook is a sight !

The ink gets over my fingers;
The pen cuts 2ll sorts of shines,
And won't do at all as I bid it;
The letters won't stay on the lines,
But go up and down and all over,
As though they were dancing a jig—
They are there in all shapes and sizes,
Medium, little and big,

A LADDER WITH TWENTY-FOUR
ROUNDS.

FOR BOYS.

A Brrmisu duke, walking in his garden
one day, saw a Latin copy of a great work
on mabhematicy lying on the grass, and,
thinking it had been brought from his
library, called some one to carry it back.

* It belongs to me, sir,” said the garden-
er’s son, stepping up.

t

|
t

ans-vered the Jad, “One dovs
not need to know anjything
wore than tho twenty-fourt let-
ters in order to leain cverything
tlse ono wishes,” DBut the
gentleman wanted Lv knowmore
about it, “After I learned to
read,” said the boy, ‘ the ma-
sons came to work on your
house. I noticed the achi-
tect uso a rule and cumpass,
and make a great many caleu-
Jations, I a hel what was the
~weaning and u:e of that, and
tuey told me there was a science
called arithmetic. T bought an
arithmotic, and studied it
through. They then told me
there was another science called
geometry., I bought the books,
and learned geometry. Then
I heard of better bcoks about
the two sciences in Latin, I bought a dic-
tionary and learned Latin. I heard there
were still better ones in French, I got a
dictionary and lesrned F¥remch. It seems
to me we may learn everything when we
know the twenty-four letters of the alpha-
bet.”

They are, in fect, the ladder to every
science. But how many boys are content
to waste their time at the first two or three
rounds, without plack or perseverance to
climb higher! Up, up, up, if you want to
know more, and see more clearly, and take
a high post of usefulness in tk: woxld. And
if you are a poor boy, and need a little
fnendly encouragemen to help you on, be
sure, if you have a will 7 climb, you will
find the way, just as the gardener’s son
found a helper afterwards in the then Duke
of Argyll, under whose patronsge he pur-
sued his studies, and became a distinguished
mathematician,  Stone’s “ Mathematical
Dictionary "—for Stone was this young
gardener’s name—was a celebrated book
published in London many years ago.

«MY MOTHER KNOWS BEST.”

A paRTY of little girls stood talking be-
neath my window. Some nice plan was on

“Yours!” cried the duke. “Do youfoot; they were going into the woods, and

understand geometry and Latin 3"

“ I know & little of them,” answered the
lad, modestly.

The duke, Liaving a taste for the sciences,
began to talk with the young student, and
was astonished at the clearness and intelli-
gonce of his answers,

« But how came you to know so much [
asked the duke.

“ Qne of the servants taught me to read,”

!
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meant to make oak-leaf trimming and pick
berries, Ob, it was a fine time they meant
to have!

“ Now,” said they to one of their number,
“Ellen, you run home and ask mother if
you may go. Tell her we are all going,and
you must.” Ellen, with her white cape
bonnet, skipped across the way, and went
into the house opposite. She was gone

some time, The little girls kept looking [And she never was,

up to the windows very impatiently. A
length the door opened, and Ellen camung
down the steps. K
She did not seem in a hurry to jein ke
compauions, and thcy cried out: * You gof
leave! jou aro going, aro you?” Ellen
shook her head, and said that her motherf
could not let her go. “Oh" cricd the
children, “it istco bad! Not go? Tt is
teally unkind in your mother. Why,
would n.ake Ler let you.” :
“My mother knuws best,” was Kilen'y
answer. And it wes a beautiful one. g
There are & great many times whey
mothers do not see fit to give their childrer
leave to go snywhere and do what they wish;
and how often they are rebelliousand sul
in consequence of it! But the true way iy
a cheerful complisnce with your mother’s
decision, Trust her, and smooth down yout
ruflled feelings by the sweet and dutiful
thought, “ My mother knows best.” It wi
save you many tears and much sorrow, I
is the gratitude you owe her, who bas done
and suffered so much for you, and thy
obedience you owe her in the Loxd,

1T HURT HER. r

CARRIE had done something very wrong
She knew it was wrong, and yet shel
did it :
She had taken a ten-cent pieco from the
corner of grandpa's buresu, The ten-cen
piece did nct make her happy. It felt
beavy in her pocket, and it scemed to bumjg
her band when she held it, Stolen money,
never makes people happy.
Finally, she put the dime under the cor-3§
ner of the rug, and left it there. :
«.Did anybody see a dime on my bureau?:
asked grandpa. “I put it there so that
should not forget to pay mamma for. the
postage-stamps.” fi
Mamms happened to see Carrie just then}
and her face was very red.
“Do you know about-it, Carrie 2”
#“N-0-0-m—1 mean — N-0-0-m;” saidl
Carrie, I think I know where it is.” 1t -
“@o and get it,” said mamma, lookmg )
very sober. ‘
‘When Carrie took the-money from nnd:
the rug, they knew she had putit there, :
“Tell grandpa all about it, little- gu'lxe,\
said grandpa, very kindly. .
Carrie held the dime in her haund, and
told how she had taken i#,
“But I don’t want it. It hurt me and
hurt me, and it's horrid! and it makee i

mamma 5017y "— ‘
« And God sorry,” said mamme, in a- low ‘

fone,
« Yes, I know—ob, take it backl Thlefs

are mxzzebul and I'll never be one agam.



