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JdAPPY DAYS.
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FIVE-O'CLOCK TEA.

Five littlo girls,

With shoeir hair in ouarls,
And faces as olean a9 could be,
In white drosses noas,
Aud slippor-shod foot,

Sat down to a five-o'clock tea.

Thoero was “ Sugar and spice,
And everything nice ;"
Thore was sandwich and cake and ice
oroam,
And “cambric $ea” hot,
From a tiny toapot—
Al jush like o fairy-land dream.

And you would have $hought
That each maiden ought
To have been happy as happy could be—
Aud g0 they well might
Bui for a sad sight.
Thab spoiled all the hive-o'clock $ea

‘Twas dark, ugly frown,
That soitled hard down
O'er the faco of one poor little maid
And 14 stopped all the fun,
Tor how could anyone
Be happy as long as i siayed ?

But now she agrees,
Ab all five-o'clock teas,
To be a3 sruiling and gay as she's able,
Becauss a oross face,
All times oub of place,
Is even more 8o ab §he able,

THE LITTLE BOOK - KEEPER.

«0n, dear! everyone has a better time
than I do!” was the petulant exclamation
of lidtle Kalio Williams, as sho watched
from the window the passers-by in the
streeb below. “There go Jeusie Brown and
Jennie Hall to spend the evening wilth
Grace Lse,” said Katie, as she saw two
handsomely dressed girls aboub $o enter a
gate opposite. *They don's have #o sisy
a$ home to take care cf a cross baby.”

This lasb remark was called forth by $he
ecreams ¢ f paor little Willie, who had rolled
over on the floor and could not ges up with-
out help. Kate picked him up with a jerk,
tossed him some of his playthings and then
turned her attention to the window again.

“Yes, and there are Fannie and Dora ous
in the streed,” she musttered , their marama
lets them out if iy is cold. Ob, dear! and
there’sQarrieStone going to ride,all dressed
up, and Mamie Bowen ekating on tho pond.
Ob, dear! Oh, dear! averyons but me—
everyone but mo! There you cross little
thing ! here are your blocks and doys; why
don't you stop erying and play with them?”

“Katsl Kate!” said a gentle, quies voice,
and Mrs, Williams entered the room looking
repr-achfully a$ her littls daughter. “Ido
a,% wish to hear any mors complaints.
Qall Sarah o get Willie $o sleep and then
take a penoil and paper and eit by me.”

Kate hung her head guiltily as she heard
the grave tones of her mother

*Dy you know, my daughter, how papa
carns $ho =aoney #o0 give us $his pleasant

home, our food and clothos and all the
comforta wo cnjoy 7"

*“ Yos, mamma, ho is book-kooper for Mr.
Thompson.”

“As you scom j0 bo discondonted tbis
aftornoon, suppoge you ry %o bo a litblo
book-keoper.”

“That will bo nico,” said Kade, brighten-
ing, “if you will show mo how."

“Well, your papa has to sot down on
ono side of o great book what his employors
owo and on tho other what they recoivo,
tho d.tfsronce botween theso $wo is what
ho calls 4ho bulance. Now I have heard all
your complaiuts this afternoon.”

Here Kato blushed.

“You con se$ things you have to complain
abous down on your papor and call 1§ the
trouble side; on the opposite page you can
pus your blessings—all the good and pleas-
and things, then wo will strike a balance
and see which side has it. Now Legin.”

Kate got pencil and paper and wrote as
her mother dictated :

TROUBLES.

Taking care of the baby.
Could not go to rido.

Could not play ball.

Could not give my doll a ride.

BLESSINGS,

A dear litble brother.

Strong fee$, which lame Carrie Stone
has no#.

A kind father, which Fannie and Dora
have not.

A pleasant home.

A mother that loves me.

Nice things 4o eat.

Qood clothes to wear.

A nice Sabbath-¢chool.

A good teacher.

“Oh, mamma, there ien's room for any
more blessings; we shall have to balance
it now,” cried F .te, her eyes sparkling
with a new sense of richness.

* Well, in whose favcur ia the balance?’

“Why, the blessings, of course and we
didn’s pus them all down, either. The next
afternoon I have $o sbay ab home I will
think of my blessings and nob my troubles.”

“That is righy, my Kitty,” said her
mother, kissing her. *“ Now you are my
blessing. Whenever you feel that your
froubles are too hard to bear, do a listle
baok-keeping and you will ind tbe balance
to be on the blessing side. If that does
no# answer, then ask God to please help
you to be patieny snd contented. Now
run and tell Sarah to make your favourite
cakes for tea"

“Thank you, mamma, that is another
blessing " Aud Kateran cff as gay as a
lark.—The Little Sower.

TRAPS.

MgRs. Mancy was looking over a box of
scrap pictures, and seleciing some for a
hospital screen. Harold was leaning over
her shoulder, helpiog her choose the pret-
tiesh. Suddenly he exclaimed . * Oh, mam-
ws, stop ' What is that antelope hanging
ap in ¢ ab bagkes for?”

“ Yook closoly, dear, and eco if yon
caa's toll for yourself.”

“ Thore are some wolves and shey aro
trying lo god tho antolcpo. Bub [ can't aco
why 1 is bung up thoro in a basket Ish
alivo 1"

“Cordainly. Tho antolopo is fastenod
into tho basked. and tho basket is hung
upon tho onds of two bamhoo polen I8 is
n lure for tho wolves Undernoath the
antelopo & deop pit is dug, and covered
loosely wish brushwood. Tho cries of $he
antelopo atbruct tho wolves, and in their
frantio offurts $o reach i%, thoy leap upon
tho beushweod, which tumbles down, car-
rying tho wolves into tho pit with it You
sco men aro too cunning for the wolves,
and sempt them su their doath by hanging
before their oyes somothing thoy liko very
much.”

"1 guess that's the way Satan does,
mamwmas, whon he wants to got boys and
men into his piv.”

* What bait does ho use, Harold 1

" Well, mamma, you know all boys like
Christmas pudding, and so that old Satan
pus it into somebody’s head to pud wine
and brandy into Christmas plum-pudding,
80 ag to teach boys #o liko drink.”

“ Whero did you ever see such things
done, Harold 7"

*James Ray broughs some pudding o
schoo!l one day, and told me b3 mother
puts brandy und wine in somedimea; bud
I had rend of that being done in my jem-
perance papor. Old Satan can't catch me
with shat baid”

“Pon's I~4 him caich you wiith any
bait, dear. Whateover is wrong 18 a trap
of Satan's.”

REAL PRAYER

“WHaT do we mean by prayiog?”
** Asking Gud for scmething,” enid a child
1 BNSWer.

Boys and girls, do you really pray? Do
the words you address #o the Lord
come from your hearts, or only from your
lips? If you wonk a penny from father,
or a bisfuis from mother, you ask as if
you really wany it Now dc you mock
the Lord by knceling down and asking
him for things shat youv do no$ wand?
You ask him to make ycu good Do you
wand to be gond, and ure you rea'ly trying
to bo good 7 If you reallv try to be good,
God will surely he'p you
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