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“MAMMA’S LITTLE
COMFORT.”
I kxow a hittle girlie
With loving eyes su blue,
And lips just made for

They were manly buys,
aoven and cight year Wbl
They hald a very plewsant
ride and were about boaving
the park, when Ray cried

smiliag, out, “Inow I wish I could
And heart that's kind and take some dandelions to
true. baby Lulu'”

She wears no dainty dresses,
No jewels does she own
But the greatest of all treas-
ures
1s her litile self alone.

It was not easy for Mr.
Ravmond to refuse hisname-
sake auy request, and with-
out a moment’s thought he
said, handing the reins to
thelittle boy, “I'liget sowe,” -
and sprang from the car-
riage,

Now, what do you think
that naughty horse, Fehx,
did?  Te just pricked up
his ears and started oft on
aquick trot. Mr. Raymond’s
back was turned, and he
did not know what had hap-
pened.  Faster and faster
went Felix, and two pairs
of little hands grasped the

Her name is *“ Mother’s
Comfort,”
For all the live-long day
Her buey little fingers
Help mother’s cares away,
The sunshine loves to glisten
Ang hide in her soft hair,
And dimples chase each
other
Ahout her cheek so fair.

Oh, this darling little gitlie,
With the diamonds in hes

eyes, reins, but not a word did
Makes in motber's heart a the boys speak. Teople
sunshine looked in wonder tu see such
Brighter far than floods small boysdriving so spirited
the skies. a horse, Arvuud @ mobu-
Rut the name that suits her ment went the carriage in
better, fine style, and then Felia
And makes her glad eyes saw the open avenue before
shine, him, and sped away hopiug
Is the name of “Mother's to have a line run.
Comfort"'—-

By this time men were
running toward the horse,
b 1t the men didn't stop humn.
It was the brave little boys

This little treasure mine.

Isap toalittlegirl * What

a large forchead you have MaMuA’s L1zt CoMront. whodidit. They justguided
.got! It is just like your . him oun the green grass,
| father’s. You could drive a pony-carriage THE RUNAWAY. right in front of some men who seized him
!mund it.” Her little brother said: *Yes,. IT was a warm, bright morning in May, ' by tha head, and all was over when the

mamma, but on papa’s yow can see the -Mr. Raymond invited his little friends, Ray ' paliceman camo running up.  And all the
marks of_the wheels,” | aud Roy Leslie, tg ride with him jn the park: | timg those little boys J'ad pat spoken g



loud word, They. didn't get frightencd and-
shout “ Whoa!" and. so frighten. the horse.
The‘y'juat. kept still, and thought whit wus
best to do; and did-it.  Thioy had presence:
Of- mind,
A CALL FOR YOU.
Hazxk the voice of Jesus calling,
“Who will'go-and work to-day?
Fields are white, aud harvests waiting,
‘Who will bear the sheaves .away- 1"
Loud and long the Master calleth,
Rich reward he ofl¢rs free;
Who will answer, gladly saying,
“ Here.am I, send me, send me”

Let none hear you idly saying,

“ Thero is nothing 1 can do,”
While the souls of men are dying.
And the Master calls for you:
Take the task he gives you gladly;
Let his work your pleasure ‘be;
Answer quickly when he calleth,
“ Here am I, send me, send me.”

OUR AUNDAY.SCHOOL PAPERS.
PER YEAR—FONTAGS YRAL,
‘The bost, the cheapest, the most entertalning, tho most popular.

Christlan Guardian, week!ly. oo oiivioneinenn. N 89200
Methodist Magazine, 96 pp., monthly, Blustrated

Mcthodist Magazine and livarlian toguther.. .
Thiio Wesleyan, Halitax, weekly ...... ...,
Sumiay-School Banner, 32 pjn Svo, monthly,
flercan Leat Quartetly, 16 pp. 8vo..... ..., veeseeas
Quarterly Revlew Servica. My thoyenr, 2ic, & dozen; 82

corwen
2BBEY

per 100: per quarter, Oc. a dozen i Loe per 100,

Home antd 8chnol, 8 pp. 410, fortuightly, single coples.... 0 37
Less than 20 COPIEs. . civrueriranesncccnsnssosnsennns 025
Over 20 cOPlef. oo vvievrereiiosvasesrsocrsenacscaes 022

Pleaant Hour, 8 ppu éto, fortnightly, single coplics 03
Jessthan 20coplem... . ooiiiil - ceeer o0 - e 025
Over 20 0OPles. o, ovene o vnciirnnssannen .02

Sunbean, fortnlghtly, 1ess (han 20 coples.... . 015
21 coples and npwands., ... . . , o

Happy Dayn, fortnightly, less than 20 roples 015
‘5\)’ copics and upwards.... lieeeiiieenn 012

Derean lcat, monthly, 100 coples per nonth .. 50

Address s WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mcthodist ook & P'ublishing House,
73 & 51 Kiug St. Fast, Toronto.
C. W Coarrs, S. F. Huesns,
8 Bloury Street, Wenleyan Dock Room,
Mont lslllax, N. &

~ HEPPY DAYS.

TORONTO, OCTOBER 2, 1886.

JESUS NEVER SPOKE SO.

HERE is & lesson that should bs firmly
stamped upon every heart.

“O Annie! I have got a splinter in my
thumb, and it pains me very much. Please,
sister, pick it out.”

“Just go away, child,” answered Annie,
“Don't interrupt me when I'm so busy sew-
ing. Iam in a hurry, and have no time to
attend to it.”

Tears filled the child’s eyes as she looked
up into her sister’s face, and said, “Jesus
never spoke so ; he always had time.”

Ab, how true this is! aud what a lesson
for us all to learn in the few words uttered
by this littls git]! Jesus is always kind
and full of love, He has time to attend to

HAPPY DAYS.

to him, llis ear is ever-open to hear your
‘wenkest prayer; and he will love to Kéep
you, and keep-yow securely, under his wings
of love. Then go-to Jesus. He is. your.
best friend.—Children at Work.

—_ et wp——— . .

WHAT DOES IT MEAN?

drunkard?  Maggio Gray said yon were
& drunkard, and her father said so too}” .
Had a bombshell exploded at. the feet of

surprised. He stood mute, and one might
have heard a pin drop, so silent were they
all.  But Kate; uothing daunted, after
waiting what.she considered a proper length

Tof time, repeated the question; and it was’

answered, “ A man who drinks liquor, and
‘makes. a-beast of himself.”

“Ig that what you do, father?

“It is what I have done sometimes,” he
replied in a choked voice,

“It's bad, ain’t 1t?”

“ Yes, child, the very worst thing a man
can do!”

“ And that's what makes mother cry when
there don't anything burt her; and that's
why I have to wear such dreadful old
shoes 2"

Only one word in reply to this—* Yes.”

“Then I shouldn’t think you'd do so
any more; cause mother's good, and I don't
like to wear old shoes a bit! You won't be
a drunkard any wore, will you?" said
Katie, and she looked up to her father, so
confidingly, that he caught her in his arms
and hid his face on her shoulder;

“ Say, father, you won't, will you?"

“XNo, darling, I won’t;" and raising his
right hand he promised ncver to drink
another drop of intoxicating liquor. “ God
helying,” he added reverently. * Bless you,
my darling ; you have saved me!”

Then there were tears and sobs and
broken ejaculations, all for very joy, while
supper was forgotten, Itmade no difference
to Kutie whether her shoes were old or
new; but when a few days after, she became
the possessor of some long boots with red
laces and tassels, she bad a better appre-
ciation of the change which had taken
place.

Since then ghe has often received beauti-
ful gifts; and always she remembers with
grateful heart that her father is not a
drunkard—Adnon,

A MISSIONARY in Jamaica once asked a
little negro in a missionary school, “ Who
are the meek ¢ The little child answered,

“ Th:ise who give soft answers to vough
questions,

the wants of the smnllest child: who comes’|

“Fatuer, what does it mean to be a.

Mr. Weston, ho.could not !.ave beeu more:

CAN A CHILD HAVE FAITH?
Yis, a-child .can have fuith, There is
not.one of our readers 80 young-us not to be

.able to believe on the lord: Jesus Christ,
‘and be saved.

Every orie knows how to beligve in a
fatlier or motker, in an older. brother or
gister.  Childien -naturally believe. We

‘say to-all the boys and girls that God their
‘heavenly Father asks thein to believe him
‘in the same way as they believe their
parents, When they promise anjthing, no
‘matter what, their children.expéct them to
‘keep their promise. So when God promises

anything, the smallest child may expect

-him tokeep- his promise. Aud certainly he
will do it. God uever disappoints those

who put their trust in him. The earlier
children can be taught to remember their
Creator, tho better for them.

We once knew a most excellent young
man at college.  One day in talking upon

religious matters, we asked him when he

became a Christian, His reply was: “ Ever

since I can remember I have loved God,
and loved the Lord Jesus Christ.”

So it will be seen that children from
their earliest years may be Christians.
They can have all the fuith that is required
of them. As they live in this world, and
by degrees learn how to live and act, so by
degrees they come to know more aiid more
about religious matters. At first their
faith may be small, but, like the mustard
seed, it will grow and expand until it fills
all their life—Parish Visitor.

————— —

SEE WHAT “I'LL. TR {” WILL DO.

* CHILDXESN, thuse of you wiio will bring
new scholars to school shall be rewarded
with some nice books,” said the superin-
tendentof a little Sunday-school i Kentucky
to his scholars one fine Sunday morning.

“1 can’t get any new scholurs,” said
several of the cluldren to themselves.

“XI'l) try what I can do,” said one little
boy. He went home to his father, and said,

“Father, will you go to Sunday-school

-with me?”

“I can’t read, my son,” said the father,
with a'look of shame.
“Qur teachers will teach you, dear father,”

gaid he, in a respectful and affectionate

maumner.

“Well, T'll go,” said the father.

He went. He learned to read. He be-
came & Christian, Then he felt so much
interested' in the Sunday-school cause that
he engaged himself as a Sunday-school col-
porteur, and in four years that man had
established four hundred Sunday-schools,
into which thirty-five thousand children had
been gathered. Only think of all this
amount of good resulting from the one effort
of that little boy, whea he said, “T'll try.”
Gogd paid him again more than a hundred-
fold.

How many of our young repders will g0
and do likewise ?
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FOUR LITTLE RABBITS

As T snt under a beechen tree

Four little rablats peeped out at me;

Their eyes were brown and their conts were
pray—

They were going to have a game of play ;

They peeped from under the bracken green,

The prettiest rabbits that ever were seeu.

So Isat quite still, and they shyly advauced,

And they leaped, and frolicked, and frisked,
and danced ;

They pricked up their ears, and they ran a
race,

And then they stopped and looked in my
face.

Y bad in my pocicet some crusts of bread,

And I thought perhaps the buunies would
like to be fed ;

So softly I placed the bread on the ground,

And the rabbits came nibbling rouud.

They looked at me sideways, much as to say,

«Many thanks for the tieat we are baving
to-day ;

We seldom get bread, and we trust forour
food

To the grass in the fields aud the herbs in
the wood.”

Then away they all scampered bagk into
the forn

LE itABBLYD,

Before 1 had time what their names were
to learn;

Su I named them wyself, Puss, Trot, Bess,
and Bun,

There weie never four 1abbits more brimful

of fun;

Aud 1 said, as 1 watched them, “ Could auy
oue do

Any harm to such innocent creatures as
you?

You have just as much right your lives to
enjoy

In the warmth and the sunshine as girl or
as boy ;

And T hope all the children who pass by
this way

Will treat you as kindly as 1've doue to-
day.”

—_— ———————

A LIITLE MOURNER.

A vomnoN lovking doy dead 1o a gutteras

a 1pulsive object. Past such a one people
were hurrying one day, when a liwtle boy,
thinly clad, and hobbling on a crutct,
I called : * Here, Bowseri” und then, taking
in the situation, dropped s cruteh, und
Iknecliug by the dead doy, cried as if his
heart was broken: « O, Bowser, is you dead,
"and can't go home with mg7” It took but

'

;\ moment s change  the expresaan oy
aces from one of contempt to that ot jaty
"and sympahy The oy was but a paer
-l\mif; Lut Le kneeled by the ade o* his oo
loved enrthly fiead, anl ho was dead
Merchants and well dressed Tulies stoppol
with kind wonds and expresatons fin the
Jetle momner. Oue gentloman, apprect.
Cuting the griel of the boy, ¢ iled an expre ss.
man, and told him to tuke the oy and tas
ead pet to lis home, or to s plee
_where hie could by Turied as the Yy might
“Hiveet, and call upon bim for s pay - The
hwrving of @ dog is not auch bt the
“anddivg up of the wounda in the heart of
Dthat poor Loy on his crateh was an act
worthy o recond,.—Zuler-thean

COURAGE TO DO RIGHT,

s ONE day thice boys naude up their nnnd
Lo pley trunnt. They weuld go to the
l

|

l

|
|
1
'
{

wouds and rob binds’ aests 1esteard of gong
o schuol  Un their way, Tommy Gieen,
who went to the same school, saw them,

* Where are yua guing 7 he asked.

“ Nune of your business,” snid one ot the
Loys,

“ We're poing to the wooils to have semo
fun, aud you had bLetter come alonyg wath
us,” said another.

“1t is wrong to stay away from school
without leave, aud I cannot do it,” answered
Tommy,

The boys did not like Tommy to tell
them they were doing wrong; Lesides, they

were afraid he would tell the tescher on
It,hcm, and they felt angry with him.

“Dou’t you tell on us,” snid one.

“If he does, I'll beat him,” said another.

“He's afmid to tell, fur he knows we'll
give it to him,” said a third,

“1 am not afraid of what any of you can
do to me,” said Tummy, “and I shall try to
do right whatever comes; ™ and he watked
off to school.

Dear children, always have coumge to do
right.  If you really try to-do your duty,
aud ask God to help you, he will stand by
you; and then no one can make you airmid
o du tight, or persuude you to do wrong.

THE WASTED PIN.

A uitTLe girl picked up a pin, which she
threw in the fire  Half an. hour Jater «
lady’s carringe came totake her w ride. Shy
was all ready, ouly she wanted a pin—ouly
one pin—to pin her shawl.  She raced here
and there for 1t, and seaiched the carpet, und
tried everywhere to find one, until the lady
got tired of waiting and drove away. And
so she lost her nde in the park by simply
wasting o pin,

The proverb says, “Yaste'nat, want uot,"”
and Jesus said, “ Let nothing bo log,”
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LITTLE SOLDIERS,
HY EBEN E. RFNFOLD,
3. brave little soldiers,
To battle for right;
Before and behiml you
The foe is in gight.

Beware of the pitfalls
In paths yet untrod;
Be true to your manhood,
And so to your God.

You need for your weapons
A heart that is pure,

A will that is ready
To do and endure,

The enemy's crafly,
In league with all sin,
But the brave little soldier
The battle will win,
THE WORK THAT HAD TO BE TAKEN
OUT.

Oxe Saturday morning, not long ago, |
was talking with a teacher in our sewing-
school about the work of little Bertha, a
blue-¢yed, fair-haired child, who could not
learn to hem her aprion neatly. The clumsy
little fingers were toughened by the cold
weather and by the serubbing and washing
which Bertha, though ounly ten years old,
did “to help mother,” and so they were not
apt to catch the secret of setting tiny stitches
in an even row. Again and again we Jmd
.0 send Bertha's apron back to her to be
ripped out.  The patient little woman, with-
out a murmur, counsented to take out her
irregular stitches, though other girls around
her trivmphantly finished their garments
and carried them home, She believed her
teacher’s assuiance that she would learn how
after a while, aud that then she would Le
able to make up for her slowness now,

I felt very sorry for her. Yoor child! I
remembered what hard work it had been for
me, when a little child, to learn to sew,
taught by the geutlest of mothers, in the
pleasantest of howes. I felt in full sympathy
with little German Bertha, Svmething of
my fechng 1 eapressed v her teadhier, a
dear matronly woman, whose only little
daughter 18 safe in the upper fold.

“U,” she suid, * when Bertha has to np
her work out I feel as sunty for Ler as yon
do, and I always do a little bit for her when
she brings 1t to me to begin again.  Indeed,
though she 18 kept back now, 1 mean that
she shall not lose at all, but be kept quite as
well oft as the others when school is closed
for the season.”

Thinking of Bertha and her sewing, and
per land tepsher, them womes 0 me a

sweet glimmering of the method our dear
Lord may be pursuing with us,
is clumsy and full of faults. Our best is
very imperfeet,  Often  what
wronght upon with the greatest diligence
mnst be taken st at the far end of the day,
when the Master’s eyc lopks at it; but then,
does IHe not often do a little for us to help
us along? When wo submit patiently. to His
will, and apparently our plaus are defeated,
our toils are m vain,.and: our cfforts cometo
nothing, may we not take to.our hearts as a

it not one of our rights as'God's children to

ba sure that we are workers with Him in

our labours, sharers with Him in the ex-

perience He sends us, bearing nothing all

alone? Ahb, yes, Jesus: Christ is kinder to

ug than Mis. G, was to little Bertha.—Z%e
outl's World,

TOMMIE'S SORROW.

Tomymix bad been disobedient, and to
hide it told his mother a lie. He felt very
badly about ii afterwards, and could not
play. When supper time came, he did not
eat much, and his mother fearing that he
wig sick, asked him if anything hurt him,
and petted him some. To have his mother
whom he had disobeyed and told a lie to,
so loving and kind, made him feel worse
than ever, and at last he broke down and
told his mother the truth,

“What shall T do?” he sobbed.
don’t want to be so bad any more.”

“If you really feel sorry for having done

wrong, and try not to do so again, Jesus
will forgive and help you to be a better
boy.” He did ask Jesus to forgive and
help him, and tried to do right, and he
never told a lie, or disobeyed again.
Dear children, Jesus will help those who
do s he bids them. If you truly ropent of
your sins, he will forgive you, and make
y -u strong to do the right.

uI

THE SICK MOTHER.
BY EDWARD CARSWELL.

Tut. Lildren never knew how much they
needed mamma, nor how much she did for
them, how much she loved them, nor how
much they loved Zer, uctil she was taken
sick—shut up in her room and not even the
children allowed to see her, How louely
they were! DPapa was kind, but he did not
know how to put on their shoes and stock-
ings right ; and the servant-girl was always
in such a hurry and was so cross. And
papa forgot or didn's know how to say,
“Now I lay me down to sleep,” when he

put them to bed; and whep they bumped

Our work.

wo have.

dear consolation the trustful hope that He |
will build for us better than we know? Is

their heads he didn't know how to kiss
the placeto mako it well. Dut now they
are happy again; mamma is sitting up for
the first time since her sickness. I’apa has
"lml.‘ped her to her easy chuir, and the chil-
dren are.permitted to see lier again and kiss
her once more. And wouldn’t you, my little
reader, have been happy in such a case?
Then the next time you are cross or do not
want to do what mother wants you to, or
when you think you know best, just think
‘how it would ba with you if she were sick
and ask yourself, “ What would I do with-
out momma?”

“«TEMPERANCE PLEDGE.”
Wiaeneas, I honestly do think
There springs from alcoholic drink

Nothing to make mar better;
But rather that it tends to curse
His health and happiness and purse,

And woes around him scaiter.

I therefore in this pledge agree:
That independent I will be
Of Aleohol’s dominion;
And will, moreover, if I can,
Strive to persuade my fellow-man
To be of my opinion.

TWO KINDS OF BEARS.

A GENTLEMAN was making inquiries in
Russia about the method of catching bears
in that country. He was told that a pit was
dug and covered with turf, leaves, etc., and
some food placed on top. The bear easily
fell into the snare,

“But,” his informant added, “If four or
five happen to get in together, they all get
out.”

“How is that ?”” asked the gentleman,

“They form a ladder by stepping on each
other's shoulders, and thus make their
cgeape.”’

“But how does the bottom one get out 2"

“Ah ! these bears, though not possessiug
a mind and soul such as God has given us,
feel gratitude, and they won't forget the one
who has procured their liberty. Scampering
off, they fetch the branch of a tree, which
they let down to their brother, enabling him
to join them.”

Sensible bears—and a great deal better
than human bears we hear about, who never
help anybody but themselves.

A YoUXG princess was orce put in prison
by some wicked people who wanted her
crown and throne, While there, she wrote,
with a diamond, on the window: “XKeep
me pure, make others great” Was not
that a beautiful prayer? There is nothing
59 good as a pure, Jgying heart.




