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}THE CHILD AND THL YEAR.
(Y CELIA THAXTER

8a1D the child to the youthful year,.

* What hast thou 1n storo for me,
O giver of beautiful grifts; what cheer,
What joy dost thou bring with theo?”

“ h’iy seasons four shall bring
heir troasures—the winter s snows,
The autumn's storo, and the tlowers of
ring,
Aud the summer's perfoct rose.

“ All these, and more, shall be thinoe,
Doar child—but the last and best
I‘blysolf must earn by a strife divine,
f;thou wouldst bo truly blest.

“Wouldst know this last, best gift ?
"Tis a conscience clear and bright,

A poace of mind which the soul ean lift
To an infinite delight.

“Truth, patience, courage and love]
If thou unto me canst bring,

I will set thee nll earth’s ills above,
O child, and crown thes a king ("
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HAPPY DAYS.

TORONTO, DECEMBER 3, 1892

NAUGHBTY LITTLE RUNAWAY.

BERTIE was naughty. He would run
away whenever his nurse turned her back
for o moment. He tricd to be good, but
ho wasalways wanting * to see something,”
and he always fcrgot to ask if he might,
or clse “ there wasn't time to ask,” and so
he made a great Jeal of trouble, and
frightened his mother and nurse a great
muny times

Ounce Bertio slipped away and was gone
all duy long, Fapa scarched all through
the town fur bim, mumma mado herself ill
crywg ULecause Lo was lost, and cook
spoiled all the bread and cakes guing to
tho kitchen dour su uften to lovk fur him
and forgetting the things in tho oven.
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HAPPY DAYS.

Whero was Bertio?  Ho bad followed a
tin peddler’s cart to Farmer Greon's, and
the good farmer had harnessed up and
brought him home in the ovening.

Bertic seamed sorry, but that did not
curo him of running away.

At last papa thought of & way to keep
Bortio from slipping away from nurso

As eoon a3 Bertio was dressed n the
morning he was tied by a cord to his nurse.
Wherevor nurse went Bertie had to go,
and he couldn’t run away, no matter what
he saw. It was hard on nurse, but it was
o guccess.
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WHAT SHE SAW.

Tog Germous have a short story about
a littlo girl nomed Jeannetts, who once
wenb out to seo & grand reviow. She found
a good place from which to see the soldiers
pass. She noticed a poor old woman in
the crowd trying very hard to get where
she could soe,

Jeannetto said to herself: “I should
like to see the soldiers march, but it isn't
kind in me to stay in this nics seat, and
leb that old woman stay where she can't
see anything. I ought to honour old age,
and I will.” So she called the old woman,
end placing her in the nice seat, fell back
among the crowd.  There she had to {ip-
toe and peep and dodgs about to catch a
glimpse of the splendid scene, which she
might havo scon fully sad eusily if shehad
kopt ber place. Some of the people said she
was o gilly girl, and laughed at her; bub
Jeannette was rewarded in her heart for
her kindness to old age.

A few moments later a man, covered
with lace, elbowed his way through the
crowd, and said to her, “ Little girl, will
you come to her Ladyship?” she could
not imagine who her Ladyship was, but
gsho followed the man through the crowd
to some raised seats. A lady meb her at
the top of the stairs, and said, “ My dear
child, I saw you yield your geat to the old
woman. You acted nobly. Now, sit down
here by me, you can see everything here.”
Thas Jeannette was rswarded a second
time for honouring old age.

CAPTAIN FRANK.

LrrrLe Frank wanted very much to go
out driving with mammas, but she had said
“Nou,” and there was not the least use in
teasing, Whep Mamma Ray said “No,”
she meant it.

Little Frank was so disappointed that
ho forgot, and asked “ Why 7"

“Irank,” said mamms, don't you know
you are a little soldier, and I am your
captain 7 Soldiers never ask their captains
why they give their orders; they simply
obey Usually the captains bave the best
of reasons for their orders, bub even if they
make mistakes, the soldiers must obey.
Once, in o great war, six hundred men
wele Jtdered to charge right in thoe face of
canuvns.  The goldiers know it was a mis-
take, Lut they charged just the same, and

nearly overy man was killed. A poet
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wrute a grand poem about them, of
“Tho Chargo of tho Light Brigade.”

Moamma read thoe poem to him befw
she went out, sand Frank liked it 80 o
ho learned parb of it while mamma
dressing. W

When sho ¢camo homo she heard syg
noiso in the nursery sho ron uptoseow,
waa tho matter. Yrank was sitting onr
stuwp of his hobby-horse, whippingity' |
shouting, while only three of his w
soldiors were whole.

“Why, Frank,” she said, “what
you been doing to your horse and soldiy

“It's ‘The Charge of the Light Brighs
mamma. I am captain, and I o
them ‘into the valley of death.'”

“ Very well, captain, you must be e
martialled.”

“ What is that 7"

*“You must be tried for needlessly
recklessly exposing your soldiers'

Captains have duties as well as sold,
and have no right to make such mm;z
k,
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PBFrank hod a long time to thin
mawms made him sit still for an hour,
last he asked: “ Mammas, are there
captains that never make mistakes 7"
“Yes, on~,” snswered mamma. “f
need never be afraid to obey him. )
Jesus, the Oaptain of our salvation.”
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EDDIES

“\WWABBITS”

EpDIE is very fond of hearing sto
adventure and bunting, and often
what he will do when he'saman. Hil,
o dog which is not much larger thans™
bub very fierce, aud a gun. The §}
name is C': p, and the gun is a w
one. One night he snoggled up o
sofa beside Ray and asked him ¢o tell;
a story. 'To tease him a bit Ray to]d?f
one. “Once there was a littlo boy,
name was Eddie, and he was a real
boy. He bad & brave dog named
and a pretty red gun. So he went!
hunting. Aad what do you thinkif
shot two great big rabbits! He was|
greab hurry to show them to his mdy
and did not stop to go home by the &
way—Dby the road; he started across
Pond, where the ice was so thin that
would break it. Of course he fell i}’
Gyp pulled him out. Wasn’t he a Ly
dog?"” [

“Did I lose the wabbits, Way 2"
rupted Eddie, :

“Yes; a big pickerel carried thems!
There! what do you think of that e’!
Master Ed.?” asked Ray. F

Eddie lookud at him very soberly
sometime, thinking the story over iy
beginning to end. Then a sutisfiedig
stolo across his rosy faze, and he(y
cagerly: “Did I do dat? It's ygood,
I wanted mawma to see the wab%it.s.
me snother, Way.”

4
A urrrie girl wanted more buk.
toast, but was told that she'd had ex
ond that more would make Ler
“Well,” said§she, “give me anuzzer ;%
sud send,for_the doctor.” b
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