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L VIL) TORONTO, JULY 2, 1892, [No. 14
EHE ESCAPED because ho was so still,
'8 BALLOON. and darted into ono

E children had

pd over to the park

’ mamma the other
pnd shoe had bought
of them a pretty
nrod balloon, but
all came fo sad
i Willic was car-
288z his over his
1\silder, when sudden-
i4 rude boy pushed
st him and broke

i balloon and then
1off laughing, leav-

; ‘.poor Willic weeop-
and baby wanted
8 seo what was in hers
E’pnt a pin into it to

.88 if it was hard in
inside and the con-
oce I need not
'wou, but still Nellie
Mhers good until
gRbrs #ot home, when all
B} once she let go the
B iring and away scemp-
N #ed] the ballon to the
&ggof the ncarest tree,
hige it stayed and
Hfied at poor little
jlio, who counld not
agp it. Ithink when
ringoma takes them to

THE ESCAPED BALLOON.

of Farmer Jones' old
boots and lay there.
Sam watched him with
idle curiosity, and pre-
sently another came;
but instend of follqw-
ing his companion into
the boot, mousic num-
ber two stond warily
on the edge, and consid-
ered the consefuencos.
The boot was unknown
territory. there might
bo no danger in it,
but then again there
might. And all abonce

mousie’s nose scenfed
an encmy, and he

scampered away for
dear life, just as poes
made a spring, and
thrust her head into tho
leg of the boot, whero
the hrst one had guno
Poor littlo mousio
number one! He was
caught in a trap of hia
own making; and puss
carried him off trium-
phant to make a supprr
for (her kittens, while
Sam Hardy lsughed
and s0id to himself—
“There's o leason for

o park again sho will buy them some- ; the chimney corner, and his wife grudging . you, young man, as plain as print. Go back
: bipg that will not break so casily. That'a candle for the hired boy to read by., to your anthmetic, and keep out of danger.

<y

;lthe end of the little balloons.

-4

20 go or not to go, that is the ques-

thers was plenty of light and warmth and |

as the others did ?

Why not go down to the tavern where oven if Mrs, Jones does grudge the candle.”

. + Which he did, and through bus night

i company ani why not take a glass of beer . studies by o stingy tallow candle, ho

[ K E i gy

! % EEP OUT OF DANGER. g ; fitted himsolf for a botter place; and ho is
Sam Hardy leaned against the barn- | now a man, well-to-do, sober, and respected,

fon.” Farmer Jones kitchen was not - | door, after he had finished his day's work, , while his companions who did not keep
3 hescful place in which to spend one's'and pendered the question. A littlo n.use | out of danger have most of them gone tho

;vemings, with the old man -grumbling in f cropt across the floor, not afraid of him | broad way to ruin.
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TRY AND WILL.
SHA'N'T wnd Won't wure two little Lirothors,
Anpgry, and sullen, and gruft,
Try and Will are dear littlo ssters,
One ecarcoly can love them cnougb.

Sha'n't snd Won't looked down on their
nNo8CS,
Their faces were dismal to seo;
Try and Will aro brighter than roses
In June, and blitho as tho bee.

Sha'n't and Won't were backward and
stupid,
Littlo indeed did they know;
Try and Will learn something now daily,

And ecldom are heedless or slow.

Sha'n't anl Won't loved nothing, no, noth-
ing,
So much as to have their own way,
Try and Will give up to their elders,
And try tn please others at play.

Sha'n’t and Won’t camo to terrible trouble;
Their story is awful to tell:

Try and Will are now in the school-room,
Learning to read and to spell.
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WANTED—BOYS.

THERE are plonty of boys in the worid.
If you have any doubt on the subject,
advertice in 8 morning paper for an office-
boy at three dollars a week, and you will
soon be convincrd  Aud yct business men
find it hard to make a satisfactory seclec-
tion Taey want one who is honest, in-
dustricne, intelligont, active, and po'ite.
But, alae* such boys are rare.

RAL

Thero is nlways an opening for a boy

who hoa nll theeo good qnuht:ca. Hun-
dreds, nay thousunds of places are waiting
for them now The market is full of
worthless specimens, who cannot keep a
situation when they obtain it The world
hos need of boys of a better stamp, with
higher motive and aim. Those who really
possess the required qualifications need not
fear that thero is no room for them.

HOW THE CAT WAS GOOD TO A
BIRD.

I can tell you o strange story of a cat.
Is it true? VYes, it is true. A friend of
mine had a pet cat and a tame bird. The
namo of the cat was Fun ; and Fun wasso
fond of the bird that he would play with
it for an hour at a time.

The bird would hop ont of its cage and
fly down to the cat, and the cat would put
out its paw and give the bird a soft pat on
its head, as much as to say, " How do you
do? I am glad to see you!”

And then the bird would sit and sing to
the cat, and the cat would say, “ Mew,
mew, mow,” as if it would like to say,
“Thank you.” And then the bird would
fly o short way off, and the cat would
run to try and catch it; wnd {hen the
bird would hop off once more, and the
cat would run and jump and do all that
it could to get up to the side of the bird,
and tken the two would have a game of
play.

Ono day when these two were at high
romps, sll at once the cat made a great
spring, took the bird, and ran with it
out of the room. Did it harm the bird ?
You shall hear. It was all done in so
short a time that my friend could not stop
the cat. As quick as she could, sho got up
from her chair, and went to see what the
cat had done with the bird. But just then
what should she spy but & strange eat, that
lay hid liko a thief at one end of theroom,
So my friend drove the strange cat from
the room, and then called, “Fun, Fun,
Fun! Come here, Fun!”

And then in came the bird, hop, hop,
hop; hop, hop, hop; and our good cat
Fun came close by its side. Aund when
Fun saw that the strange cat was gone,
it put its soft paw on the bird, and gave
it o pat, as much as to say, “ There, now
you are safe, quite safe.! That straoge
ca$ is gone, now we may play and romp
again”

And tho bird sang a little song that
scemed to say, ns plain as words, “ My
good cat, my brave Fun, how I thank{
yon."

MISS DAINTY.

Isn'r that an odd name? Well, itir §
the namo of a lady, nor of a little giri, n
ovon of a doll, although folks do gave ve: §
quoer nomes to dolls, sometimes. It 1st
name of a very pretty kitten, and this ‘]
tho way she got it. 2

Loulio Sovern had no pets—that is, I
pets. Of course, sho had a doll, but o ¥
does got 8o tired of dolls, sometimes, a:
longs for something that can love her:
roturn for all her devotion lo it

Loulio lived in a country village, sor
distance from any neighbours. One mon
ing she heard a queer sound. X

“ Why, mamma,” she said, “ that soun: I
liko a kitton mowing” She ran to tt
window, and sure enough: there in ¢
front yard stood o pretty gray and whi
kitten mewing pitifully,

Loulie ran to the door, and called, “K: 1
tie, kittio, kittio!”

Now most cats who were oud in thesnc 4
would have raced into the house as soont
the door was opened, but this kitten to 3
one stop forward, then lifted her foot ar
shook the snow off from it. Then she to
another step forward and shook the ene
off from that paw. So she did with eve: §
step, until she reached the house. Assx
as she was inside the door, she cersful-
washed each pretty paw, then purred a
ran to Loulie, and rubbed her head again

her.
“Isn't she the daintiest little thing. .

exclaimed Loulie.

Puagsy had on a fine, fresh, blue nbb(‘\
tied around her neck, and she certain |
did look very dainty. Loulic always call }
the kitten Miss Dainty. No one ever car
to claim it.  Loulie thinks somolittlo gi -
must have dropped her accidentally fron i

i
1
i

P———

sleigh, and not have missed her in timo:
go back and look for her. ;

HOW GOD FORGIVES,

A LITTLE girl knelt to pray, but uf '
memory of & wrong done that day cac ,
between her soul and Christ, She h
disobsyed her father. She rose and we:
to his room. “Paps,” said she, as !
tears filled her eyes and choked her voir
“I havo come to tell you something that
did that was wrong to-day. I wants
ask you to forgive me.” ¢ My dear chilk
was the answer, “I do not want yous
tell me. Iforgive youfrecly without.” £
dried away her tears and sent her bai- .
rejoicing. As she knelt once more for b
heavenly Father's blessing, the readme j
of her earthly father to forgive her wast i
ber a type of divine forgiveness,

- G A aa

— bs W



3

HAPPY DAYS.

56

' A QUEER BOY.
duesnt like to study, it * woeakens his

eycs,”
¢ the nght sort” of book will ensure
asurprise.
t it be about Indians, pirates, or bears,
d he's lost for the day to all mundane
affairs ;
sunlight or gaslight his vision is clear.
Now isn't that queer?

thought of an orrand, he's “tired as a
hound,”

ry weary of life and “ tramping around.”

t if there’s & band, or a circus in sight,

Mo will follow it gladly from morning till
night.

e showman will capture him, some day,

1 fear.

For heis so queer.

‘B there's work in the garden, his head

nd he'll dig for a woodchuck the whole
afterncon.

“Bo you think he *plays'possum?” He

¥{ seems quite sincere;

But—isn’t he queer?

“aches to split,”
7 4nd his back is so lamne that he “can't
} digabit”
{Rut mention baseball, and he’s cured
Lq very soom,
4

PLUCK WINS.
; { ALBERT BLANK was a fine fellow in the
¥pgtitute at H——, who paid his tuition
é:f ringing the bell, and his board by work
"ghm and mornings and Saturdays, and
ught his clothes and books with what
waa able to earn during vacation. He
Yas a student, and stood well in his class;
t on the rostrum—there he failed, and
iled again. No matter how perfectly
hg committed his piece to memory, memory
p:oved faithless almost the moment he
" tpok his stand and faced the audience.
i e blushed and blundered, stammered
d stutiered, bowed and began, and began
d bowed.
-] Poor Blank ! How we pitied him ! Nct
ce, but twice, thrice, a dozen times, We
. @1 —teachers and students—pretty much
" fpade up our minds that public speaking
¥as not his forte.
% Fifteen years after I was passing a
Runday in a Western town. In the mora-
ing the landlord asked me to go and
‘Jesr their minister, a noted preacher.
ccepting the invitation, of course, I found
y':elf in a nice pew fronting the pulpit,
ip which a noble looking man soon srose

pray.
o
i

Tt e 4 e d A s S st

If the prayer was something, much

more the sermon. “ A born orator,” I said
to wyself, “n natural preacher—sympa-
thetic, direct, clear, logical,” my attention
thoroughly arrested, and eyes fixed on the
speaker. Had I gver scen him bofore ?
Surely not And yot an indescribable
something awakoned a forgotten past
Who is ho like? Of whom docs he
remind me ? Coming out I inquired his
name.

“Our minister? O thatis AlbertBlank.”

Could it bo Albert 7 I suddenly stopped
snd turned rounu. He was not far
bekind us.

“ Albert Blank, can this be you1"”
instantly called me by name.

“ How is this?” I asked; “you are the
greatest wonder of the Weat.”

“ Yes,"” he said, smiling; *“you would
sooner have thought to find me in the
pow than in the pulpit, wonld you not?”

“You are bravely over your diffidenco,”
I rojoined. “How did all this come to
pass? We nover put you down as an
orator, you know.”

“Nor am I, ho said; “but it myself
for public speaking T would. in spito of all
my failures. I used to go out in the barn
and address the spiders, exhort the spar-
rows, argue with the hens, and confound
the crickets. Pluck, you kuow, conquers
a great many difficulties. You see it has
done something for me.”

“ Everything!” I exclaimed. *“Genius,
talent, advantages, encoursgements, let
them all go by the board; but give me
pluck, and I'm certain something can be
done.”

Ho

GEORGIE'S PRAYER.

LitrLe Georgie was & boy only about
five years old. He was trying to love
Jesus and be a good boy. Georgie's fanlt
wag vhat he would get sulky and be ob-
stinate. One day Le had been duing wrong
and his mother had to punish him for it.
This made him very sulky and it tovk him
o long while to get over it. Every night,
when ho had done saying his prayers after
his mother, she used to teach him tu pray
in bhis own labnguage, to speak freely to
God and tell bim all that he wanted. So
on the evening of this day Georgie remem-
bered bow wrong he had bLeen, and he
thought he must pray about that. And
he dia it in this way. Hesaid. “O God,
bless Georgie and give him a new heart.
Don't let him be naughty again, nover,
no, never. Because you know when he is
naughty be sticks to it so. Help him to
give up easy, and mako him a good boy,
for Jeeus’ sake. Amen.”

BABIES IN CHINA

A oENTLEMAM whomado a tour thruugh
China on n bicycle tolls of somo curious
things ho etw 1n out-of-tho-way districts
which travollers do not usually visit.

Ono of theso was a compnoy of babice
picketed out in a fiold like so many goata
or calves. Each baby had a Lelt about the
waist , into this Lolt behind was tied o
string about ton feot long, tho othor ond of
which was tied to a stake. Tho stakoes were
got so fur apart that there wes no dangor
of the strings gotting tangled up as tho
babies crept or ran about.

Some of them wero creoping on all-fours,
somo of them wers making thoir first at-
tompt ot standing, by balancing against
tho stakes, while older onos were running
or playing in the grass. All seomed good-
natured and happy, and though they
gazed at the queor looking stranger and
his wheels with an expression of surprise,
they did not cry or scom iz tho least
frightened. Nobody scemed paying any
attention to the babies; but,as tho mothors
wero scen working in a rice-ficld o littlo
way off, they would of course have come
to them had thore been any need. Tho
babies had plenty of fresh air and sun-

shine, and perhaps were as well off as some
more petted ones of home,

HOW JESUS WOULD KNOW HIS
NAME.

ONE day after little Willic Newton's
mamms had taken him into her bedroom
and prayed with him, he sprung joyfully
to his feet and said : *“ Mammas, mamma, I
am 80 glad you told Jesus my name, now
he will know me when 1 get to heaven.
And when the kind angels that carry
little children tu the Savivur tako me and
lay me in bis arms, Jesus will luwk ut me
su pieased and say, Why, this is little
Willie Newtun, his mothor told me about
him, how huppy I am toses you, Wiilie |’
Won't that be nice, mamma 7"

Thia i3 the same little buy whe sad on
Sunday . " Mamma I s'puss they call this
a boly day, Lecause it's such a luving
day?”

“ Why, every day is a loving day,” said
mother. “Ilove father, and father luves
me, ar.d we buth love yun and Laby overy
day, as well as on the Sabbath day.”

“ Ahlbut you haven't time tu say s0,” ans-
wered Willie, " and father can nut tukes we
to hear the minister uad sioging on other
days, and he can nut ‘wuse we un his knee,
and tell me of gooc boys and men. O
mother, it's a loving day !”
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Lookixa OVER TIIE I'HOTOGRAPII ALUIUM,

LOOKING OVER THE PHOTOGRAPH
ALBUM.

LooKING through the album with her dear
memma,

looking for the picture of her own papa,

Pretty littlo darling sces her own face
there;

Says sha wouldn't know it ‘causo she's
got no hair.

"Twas taken when a baby, with long dress
so white,

Sitting on her mamma’s knee with papa
at her right.

And then she comes to Cousin Tom and
little Cousin Flo’,

And lots of other people that baby doesn't
know.

She sces her Auntie Lucy and her name-
sake Auntie Flo’,

But then she’d hardly know them, they
were taken long ago,

And when she'd finished looking, and the
pictures were all done,

She said that she was sorry, and wish'd
they’d just begun.

—me.

A LITTLE child who has been suffered to
come to Jesus shall lead many to the rest

POLLY'S QUEER ANSWER.,

MorLy and Polly belonged to the same
Sunday-school and to the same class.

“Do you think, children,” asked the
teacher this morning, “that God has
remembered to give us any blessings 7

“Yes'm,” said Molly.

“ Yes'm,” said Polly.

“ Well, when ho has given us so many
nice things, what ought we to do?”

“ We ought to be glad about them, and
enjoy them,” said Polly.

“ We ought to thank him,” said Molly,
giggling a littlo at Polly’s queer answer,

Let me tell you something about Molly
and Polly. When it r»ins, Polly remem-
bers how bright it was last week, and
what good times they had ; but Molly for-
gets that it has ever been clear weather.
When the sun shines, Molly thinks it is so
awfully hot,” but Polly likes to “feel
every thing grow.” Molly does not see
why she has to study such long lessons;
she wishes she could play all the time.
Polly says that working hard heforehand
makes recess all the more fun when it
comes. Molly wishes that she could have
os many playthings and parties as her
neat-dvor  neighbours, Polly says she
wouldn't change places with anybody in

whars the weary furget their tuil, sud the | the world, su wany nice things are always

heovy laden lay their burdens down.

bappening to her.

That Sunday morning when M
laughed at Polly's quoor answer,
teachor said sho thought it was a
ono, Sho said sho thought that
glad over our blessings wus ono very ni
way to be thankful.
What do you think ?

TAKING CARE.

ONE day a little boy asked his mot
to let him lead his littlo sister ouv on
groon grass. She had just bogun to
alone, and could nob step over anythi
that lay in the way. His mother told hi
he might lead out the little girl,but chaz
him not to let her fall. I found them
play, very happy in the field.

I said: “ You seem very happy, Geor;;
Is this your sistor 7"

“Yeos, sir.”

“ Can she walk alone ?”

“ Yes, sir, on smooth ground.”

“And how did she got over th
stones, which lie between this and yo
house ?”

“ Oh, sir, mother charged mo to be ca
ful that she did not fall, and so I put m
hands under her arms, and lifted her n
wheon she came to a stone, so that she ne
not hit her littlo foot against it.”

“That is right, George; and I want
tell you one thing. You sec now how
understand that beautiful text: ¢ Ho sh
give his angels charge concerning theo
snd in their hands they shall bear theon
lest at any time thou dash thy foot agai
a stone.! God charges his angels to }
and lift his people over difficulties, just
you have lifted little Annie over tho ston
Do you understand it now 2"

“Yes, sir; and I never shall forget it.”
Can one child thus take care of anothe
and connot God take carc of those w
trust him? Surely he can. Thereis n
a child who may read this story over who
he is not ready to give his holy ange
charge.

ARTHUR AND NETTIE.

WBEN Aunt Jane come to visit Arth
and Nettie's mamma she brought £
Arthur a nice red waggon and a blue why
and for Nettie a new doll withaw
head. Arthur and Nettie loved to pla
with their nice presents. Arthur
alorg with his waggon and cracked hi
whip in & lively way. 1am sorry to say
that Nettie let her dolly fall,and that it!
head was broken off. I think porhs
her mamma will be able to put a new

headon dolly.




