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A POUTING GIRL.

My mother says a girl she knows

Whose face with love and kindness glows,
Who earries sunshine where she goes—

A darling little knman rose.

Another girl she knows well, too,
Who frets at all she has to do;
With sulky face she scowls
at you,

While anger clouds her eves
of blue.

And all the time "tis plain
to see,

rom mother’s laughing
face, that she

fcans one of those
girls for me—

vow which, 1 wonder, san

it he?

two

VAS ETTA A GENER-
OUS GIRL?

I said to Etta, who is
y cldest daughter, “ Etta,
aar, 1 want you to help
e sew an hour before yom
o out to trundle your hoop

“T don’t want T
ant to join Fanny and
ennie and Nellv.  We are
ving to have a niee time.”
v "]iiH ﬂ']']iﬂl.

“No, you must s¢w. an
ur first,” 1 said firmly.
Then with much frown
¢ and pouting my child
“ew her hoop inte a cor-
r, and taking her needle
d her work, sewed in
lense for an hour. Was
at a mice way, think you, for Etta to treat
r mother who had done so much for
r! 1 hope, my dear children,
mptly and cheerfully do what mother
s, for vou can never repay the debt of
¢ you owe.

to.

von

A LITTLE RED GLOVE.

twins were almost ready for church,
bad on their white pique dresses, |

| starched as stiff as anything, and their red
sashes; white pique bonnets with red
ribbon strings and red slippers. I don’t
see what else little girls could expect to
wear to church!

But Aunt Sue had sent them each a cute
pair of little red gloves from Richmond.
and this was the first chance they had had

NAUGHTY ETTA.

to wear themi.  Thev were f: )
'!u\ were so cCager i« ir

rs into them.
Here, Rose,

wlores

honev,” said 1t

1 narse, * von

1 10 T™mn ©

lese while T laoks for P

these are mine, Mam

Posy.  “See. they are marked
side, ‘ Posy.” ™

“ Al right, den, chile, T ain’t carin’ who

dey "i"ge to, jest so T finds t'odder one.”

" eried

m the in-

=

T T—

But one little red glove was gone! It
was not in the burean drawer, and it was
uot in mother’s glove-box, and it wasn't
anvwhere.

*“ Look in the slop-bewl], mamma,” sug-
gested Rosy, the trars trembling on her
brown lashes. Rosy had had several =ad
experiences of finding things in the siep-
,bowl that ought not to have
been there. But the rel
glove was not in the slop-
bUWI.

Posy had hers on and
buttoned tightly acroas her
fat wrists, and she thought
they  were the prettiest
things in the warld.

The church bell began to
rin«_x hvn no g]n\'ﬂ mnh] be
found. Toor Resy! The
tears  rolled down her
cheeks, keeping time to
the dingdong of the
bell. But what was
PPosv doing?

With a very sober face
Posy was tugging at her
pretty gloves until at last
they came off, turned inside

out.

“There,” <he ecried,
“ now we won't either of us
wear them. Come on,
loey.”

Away flow the elonde
from Rosv’s face. and away
twinkled the little feet over
the The

day was warm, the sermon

fields to ehurch.

and our little maids

ind nap in the mid
but the best sermon
me was the sight
‘ v chuthy  bir
hands, prettier Jhan all the
gloves in Paris, hacanse they were holding
fast to the Golden R

-~

Franees indiz
lmg search for her

cle place where it
Now I'm going to
possibly be,
This she
fucoess.

do ‘-\'i!b‘

procecded 1o great
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HAPPY DAXS.

If Jack =
and Jill )

“re

That yeurs 15 quite

®, COc\shng Cnats! my nerves you thedl
Gls in your hox ysu bounce and fly!

Gind they may feel constrained to say

p‘ ant in
whele world =0
serving  of man’s

yeu there is none

sands.  In our ehi
of trees than people
do in some other
parts of the world.”

= Oh, ‘\‘l-r." said
Ellie; * 1 remem-
ber  reading  the
Lible, a iittle while
ago, in Devteron-
omy 22. 19, where
it says * the tree of

You N meet them

prese n.!ly.

o Sudden way. i

STAR TIME.
BY FRANK M. SWEET.
“Tis star time! "tis star time
And time to go 1o bed ;
Late ches are ~|'11-'\‘ eyes,
And tire the little head.

Far, far the |il|) feet

Have wandered throngzh the day,
Chasing the buttertlics

And learning games to play.

Muech, mucl, the little cNes
Diseovered on the road,
Waitching the men at work,

And riding on the

“tis star time,
And time to go to hed:
Now 'l sonth the pillow

Bencath the sleepy head.

Star time!

UNCLE TALKS.
WONDEEFUL TREE OF MADAGASCAR,

trevs on three sides of the
of eherrvtrees in the

ar

a Tew
< poble, towering maples in
half-dozen
t b fore the door, and i:.l‘.l‘“-l_\ T
the

with a froit trees,

2
and
whese  widespre
« seat for the bovs in <um

= in spring

AUV More

e

1 must
ot uneder the
when

“Inar old tree!™ said the

ws

other

Jodin, after imsiwet 1. the
i “ It seems

1 thew 1= ddevt
' 2 friend to w
“The

much i

venng will miss it very

mamma, sadlv,

said Uncle Johw “ There is

‘ Ted. who had bee

{ Humbelde”

| which he ealls the cow-tree.

LEN

the field is a man's
life,” but 1 never eould make ont just what
it meant.”

“ It means,” replicd unele, * that the
trees are necessary to his comfort and, in
some parts of onr earth, to his very ex-
istenee.  There are trees in some countries
that seem to supply almost everything that
man needs for his subsistence.”

“ Tell us of them, uncle, please,” eried
an cager listener, © Are
i am-]v-trm-e like ours?”

, my bev; they bear something

| that may not be quite so toothsome, but it

is much more precious than a sweet apple.

itinned Unele John, “men-
tions a tree he saw in South Ameriea, and
It is a tree
<o ealled beeause it takes the plaee

| in supplying the people with miik

“ How funny to think of wooden eows
that sive real good, sweet milk!” cried

* Yes.” continued the traveller, © these
They have
laree, wood roots, and the leaves are dry
and leathery.  For several months of the
ain falls to moister: the leaves and
look dry and dead: but when
the trunk is pierced, a sweet and nonrish
. The et /

¢ natives sav, 1= gt

trees grow ont of the rocks.

vear no
the |

e branches |

. o o
e i s ttme

'
! mrse,

real wmilk,
* asked Tom, ineredulonsly.
i travellers say.

* taste agree-

* There is surely ne
world,”

her plant like it

in the said in wondering
TS,

“Wrong, my boy. There are others,
bt they dom’t give milk. There’s a re-

suarkable tree in the island of Madagascar,

affection as a tree; |

Lhat exacts jess care i
and trouble at lLis |

mate we think less |

called,  the - Traveller's Tree” The
branches don't grow out of the trunk, but
<pring out in a line, like the spokes of u
wheel.  Fach braneh grows at the end o
Lig, broad leaf, which spreads out like »
tan.  Under the branches a dew collects
in the evening in a myriad of drops that
form little streams which run down the
tower <ide of the branches. At the base of
the braneh is a euplike hollow, where the
dew sathers, and thirsty travellers have
something  between  the
branehes and hold a enp or jar under. and
it is specdily filled with sweet refreshing
water.”

 Another ilinstration of how our Hea
venly Fether provides for his creatures in
all places,” remarked mamma from the
~ofa.

* Yes: all troes are useful in some way
or other,” responded unele, but there arc
~ome whose cevery leaf, branch and fibre
are valuable in various ways. The cocon
nut i one of these; its fruit yields oil, =
<ugary milk and solid food, while from its
vind or shell are made spoons, cups, bowls,
and even tables. The bark of the tree is
wade into twine, cloth and mais; the
tender voung buds ave eaten, and the sap
makes capital sugar.  The tough, icathery
leaves are used for sails for boats, for sacks,
for baskets, and thateh for cottages.”

“ Well I exclaimed the deeply interested
aroup, * surcly no other tree can be so
useful.”

“ Ah, but the bamboo in China is cven
more so,” was the smiling reply. “Ii
grows about cighty feet in height, and has
neither blossom nor frait.  Its leaves are
<hort and slender. but many of its canes
are thicker than your papa’s arm. The
Limeest stems are nsed for pillars of build-
ings and for rafters and planks, and its
leaves aze woven as thatehing for the roof.
The fibre makes mats for the floor. In
many Chinese honses the bamboo is made
inte bedsteads, tables and ehairs, and work

tnrn it into wmbrellas, hats, bas-
les, pipes, bows
airs.  The finer
minte twine, and and the shay
1 for stufling pillows.  Its
leaves make s al cloak for wet days,
and the ehopsticks, which vou have seen
ad of knife and fork.
But tha:
ender shoots are boiled
and caten and the pulp is transformed into
paper, and the pith into pickles and sweet
Poats, floats, sails, eable, rigging.
fishing-rods and  fishing-baskets are all
made from the same tree.  Chinese farm
cre have it in the form of earts, wheelbar
rows, plonghs, wheels and feneces.  In faet,
I might go on for an hour telling you about
this remarkable tree which is everywhere
need i the Celestials, Tt is the most nseful
plant on the g‘n‘r,"

just 1o

upes. brooms, shoe-

and-arrows, and scdan

Chinamen vse inst
made ont of its stems,

meats,
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HAPPY DAYS.

NOBODY.
BY ANNA F. BURNHAM.
'.-A-bud_\ Loke it! It eracked ils-lf,

vas elear awav on the topmost shelf.
|—p'raps the Kittycat know=!" 1

.\';l_\~ poor ]Elﬂr .\‘1'1!_
With his e
\« the heart

= a8 red
damask rose.

“ Nobody lost it! T carefully

Put my eap just where it onght to be.
N tisn't ahind the door.)
And went and hi'l,
Why of conrse it did,

For Yve hunted an hour or more.”

“ Nobody tore it!  Yon know things will
Tear if you're sitting just stock-stone still!
| was just jumping over the fence—
There’s some spikes on top,
And you have to drop
Before you half commence.”

Nobodv!  Wicked Sir Nobody!
Playing =uch tricks on my children three!
If T bt set eves on you,
You should find what you've lost !
Jut that, to my cost,
I never am like to do!

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
WORDS AND WORKS OF JESUS AS RECORDED.
IN THE GOSPELS.

LessoN X.— SEPTEMBER 2.
BARTIMEUS AND ZACCHEUS.

ake 18, 25-19. 10.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Mem. verses, 42, 45,

The Sen of man is come to seek and save
that which was lost.—Luke 19, 10,

LESSON STORY.

Let us learn the names and the stories
of these two noted New Testament charac-
ters, Bartimens and Zaccheus.

Bartimens was a poor blind man. It
was his eustom to sit by the roadside and
lwe. One day he heard nnusual numbers
passing and asked why it was. He was
old that they were following Jesus.  As
coom as he knew this, he called out = Jesus,
thou Son of David, have merey on me.”
Then Jesus asked him what he would
have. The poor blind man said, “ O
Lord, restore m) He had faith
that Jesus could do it, so he reecived his
sight. .

Another example of faith is that of
Zacchens. When he knew that Jesus was
coming he elimbed up into a tree, for he
was short and was afraid he eonld not see.
When Jesus saw bim He knew he had
faith. He told him to hurry down, for
He wished to be his guest.  Tmagine the

jov of this man, who knew he was a sin-
ner, at the thought of having the Savieur

from sin stav in his home,

LESSON ¢
Whe wa<  Barmn
r.
Where did he =1 ¢
S0 What did by
pas=ing
. Wi
S0 Wha
of havid, |

. Why?

9. What
* Come down: 1 mns
'1!'!:!_\'.

10, Wi

Salvation.

Lissox X1L.—%:
JESUS EN ERS JERUSALEM.

Mart, 210 1-17.

'TEMBER V.

Memory verses, 9-11.
GO DEN TEXT.

DBlessed is he that cometh in the name of

the Lord.—Matt. 21, 9,
LESSON sTORY.

I wonder if Happy Days readers know
what Palm Sunday means. 1t is kept by
soe ]nu‘,-l-- in anemor [ the vi;h\' when
Jerusal

happy

lx'r.' Y ‘Lu"l\.
children

It was
a lhumble

ad palin branches s :'-l-r' him.
a triumphal entry, alth i

wav. There was no roy: ach or body-

enard of soldiers.  Nevertheless

viour rode as King and was

by the r
\

ng
Jesns entered Jen
went to the”
« i.: ngers a
ket
blind and the lame
healed them.
QUESTIONS For
1. Why do «
¢t Asthe
Jerusalem in trinmph.
2. On what
3. What did
palin branches &
1. Why wer
wed Jesus 3
5 Where did
Temy
G, W
these whe were selling
7. Why did he de
Lonse of Godl.

' \\""i'l “
hold hard 1o
irnst in the lig
over 'I:I\\hr'l.

A CHILD'S PRAYER.

wi Allks

MARY THE HINDU CHRISTIAN.
When Mary was a e oirl e

Jd Drahman

fsix years
s ¢leven =k had to
her eruel old husband as
er happy childish days
ver.  She was shut up
with throe other wives

without books or tovs

iy came to the
t teack this
I'he old man said

wh myv cow.”

c A missk

asked if

:onths he was astonished
ALl tois time

us and how

her hus

ols any more.

1y heard that he

v, and sent

he had died
Land she eonld

it down in a dark
Testament and
nent she could

her with

v and tore
1 But still
rd said, “

Ler out

Christian in a

« 18 SInging

am o

. Ste loves her

nd she bwes to
is oo

JUR———————
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28 HAPPY DAYS.

TTEAVFLLEGS S TREED OF MADAGASCAR.

THE FAR COUNTRY. There are delicate whispers and flitding

Yon stand at the hill, little mirl, 1
And Lol

At the ne

With the

And youn want to be running still, litth In that esnmtry of Over There.

e brim o

izht. laughing pleasures fleet,
ing bt sorrow’s wrong, little

airl.
To the conntry of Over There. et no one can tell you the way, little
girl,
at land =0 dear and fair;
in the sunset pools of light,
< in the starry clonds at night,
vour heart ean stray, little girl,
To the conntry of Over There.

airl, ONE MAN'S WORK.
In the conntry of Over There. Scme seventy vears ago a Harrow boy
of noble birth was standing not far from
There are strains of a sweeter song, little | the school gates when he saw with indig-
nation the horrible levity with which some
* drunken men were eonducting a funeral.

mirl,
Than hearts of this land can bear;

Then and there that generous boy dedi-
cated himself to defend through life tle
cause of the oppressed, to pity the sorrov-
ful sighing of the prisoners, and to sce
that those in need and neec -~iY.\' had riglt
done them.

To this high service he felt himself 19
be anointed as by the hands of invisible
consceration : and nobly was his vow fu.-
filled.  He saved the little chimney-sweeps
from the brutalities to which they wer:
subjected.  He mitigated or cancelled the
horrors of factories and mines. He
founded ragged schools. He helped the
poor costermongers. He went about, hke
the knights of old, redressing human
wrongs. To few men has it been given to
achieve more for the amelioration of the
human race.

¢ passed, as all the truest and bravest
men pass, throngh hurricanes of calumny.
and feit the heartsickness of hope deferred
amid painful isolation. Never was there
a more remarkable and beantiful sight
than that of his funeral in Westminster
Abbey.  “For departed kings there are
appointed honore, and the wealthy have
their gorgeous obsequies. It was his noble
lot to clothe a mnation in spontaneous
monrning, and to sink into the grave amid
the benedictions of the poor.”

His name was Anthony Ashley, Earl of
Shaftesbury. His statue stands by the
western gate of the great abbey, chiselled
ir marble not whiter than his life, and the
two mighty mnnn_:)'nab]t‘s carved upon it,

“ Love, serve,”
are the best epitome to the best. work of
the young man in the church.

THE FAITH OF CHILDHOOD.

A little girl of six years old was playing
on the verandah of a summer Yotel the
other day, and a lady sitting near said to
her:

“Do yon remember Jessie, with whem
you used to play ¢”

“Yes, we were in the same weader
(reader).  Jessie has gone up to live in
heaven with Jesne™

= There are four of Jessie’s family there

a littie sister and two little brothers—
Jessie and Florenee, Harry and Arthur.”

“ How niee!” said the little girl simply
and with an air of conviction. It was to
her as if the four little ones had gone away
together to a very pleasant place, to be very
happy, as indeed they had.

The faith of childhood aceepts literally
the promises of the Saviour. If we could
all become as little children!

A three-year-old discovered the neigh-
bor’s hens in her vard, scratching. In an
indignant tone she reported to her mother
that Mr. Smith’s hens were “ wiping their
feet on our grass.”




