HAPPY DAYS.

ELIJAH.
Eruan at prond Ahab's court
No longer may abide,
But refuge in the desert seeks,
At lonely Cherith's side.

But though we wander far from men,
The mighty God is nigh,

And even there our prayers can hear,
An-l there our wants supply.

And so the faithful prophet found
1n his loue desert home,

For lo, with ample bread and flesh,
The ravens daily come.

“ Give us this day vur daily bread,”
Is no vain fruitless prayer,

And, if we trust, we shall be fed,
However poor we are.

“IS GOD HERE?”

A YoUxG man, Lester M———, a graduate
of a military school, had been extremely
profane, and thought little of the watter.
After his marriage to & high-minded, lovely
wife, the habit appeared to him in a different
light, and he made spasmodic efforts to con-
quer it. But not uuntil a {ew months ago
did he becbme victor, when the growing
evil was set before bim by & little iveident
in its real and shocking sinfulness.

One Sunday morniug stauding before the
mirror shaviug, the razor slipped, iuflicting
a shght wound. True to his fixed hatit, hs
ejaculated the single word “ God ™ aud was
not a httle amazed and chagrined to see re-
flected in the mirror the pretty picture of
Ius little three-year-old daughier, as laying
her doll hastily down, she sprung frow
her seat to the floor, exclainng, as she
looked eagerly aud expectautly about the
room, “ Is Dod here 2"

Pale and ashamed, and at a los<fora bet
tor answer, he stmply sad © Why ¢ to the
eager hittle questioner.

“’Cause 1 thought ha was when 1 heard
you speak to lum™ Then, noticing the
sober look on s fuce and the tear< of
shamo 1 his eyes as ho puzed down mto
the mnocent, radiant face, she patted lim
lovingly on the haud, exclsiming, assuningly |
* Call hrw agam, papa, aud 1 dess he'il surely
come.

Oh, how every sylluble of the child's trust-
ing words cut to hus heart!  The still small
voice was heard at lust, thoush it svunded
now in lus ears hike a voice of thunder,
His mund was tempest-tussed, waves of
bumthation and contrition swept through
his soul,  Catebing the wondertal child wp
in lus anms, he koelt down, aad for the st
time 10 lus hite implored of Gold furgiveness
for the past offences and guidance for all
future life, thavking him in fervent spivit
that he had not surely come before in answer
to some of his awful blasphemies. Sarely,
*a little child shall lead thew.”—Christian

Advocale.

————— PO e

IS THERE ANY MOTHER THERE?

A LITTLE girl once followed the workwmen
from her father’s grounds where they went
home to their dinuer, because she was fond
of a kind old man who was one of them,
When he looked from his door he saw her
sitting on & log waiting for him, and invited
her to go into the cottage. She looked in,
saw the strange faces around the table, and
hesitated. When he urged her, she raised
her sweet little fuce and inquired—

“Is there any mother in there?”

“VYes, my dear, there is a mother in here,”
he unswered,

“QOb, then, I'll go in; for I'm not afraid
if there's a mother there.”

Her child experience had told her she
could place coufidence in a mother's sym-
pathies. A home may be small and mean,
but if it is the shrine of 2 mothet’s love, it
is & bappier place than a palace would be
without this blessed presence.

TEMPERANCE TALK.

Do you kuow why Jeunie Ray does not
come to Sunday-school, ‘and why her
muming does not go' to church? It is be-
cause Mrs. Ray cannot clothe herself and
Jeunie suitably for Sunday-school or church.
Once Mrs. Ray had all the money aud food

and cluthing she needed. Now she often:

has not encugh for lier table, aud in winter
her house is cold. Once she lived iu plenty;
aow, though she works herd, she is poor.
And why is all this? It is hecause Mrs,

Ruy's husband hns become o drunkard.
He does not work now as he once did.
When he does work, he spends o3t of hiy
money for diiuk, and brings howme but little
for Mrs. Ry und Jennie.

“ How gaad it would be,” Mrs. Ray often
says, *if there were no saloong” T quite
agree with her. If there were no drinking-
places, the young mea would not leara to
drink, and then there would be no drunk-
ards. Then mothers and children would
not live in poverty, and there would be
plenty and comfurt in every home. Thsre
are always sad bearts in the drunkard’s
hume. If there were no salocns and no
drunkards, there would be glsdness aud joy
in every home. I want all the boys and }
girls to becowme strong temperance friends.
They must never touch or taste any kind
of Liquurs, aod help all they can to put
down the salvons and all places where
drink is sold.
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TAKE CARE.

Li17TLE children, you must seek
Rather to be good than wise;

For the thoughts you do not speak
Shine out in your cheeks and eyes,

If you think that you can be
Cross or cruel, and look fair,
Let me tell you how to see
You are quite mistaken there.

Go and stand before the glass,
And some ugly thought contrive,
And my word will come to pass
Just ag sure a3 you're alive !

What you have and what you lack,
All the same as what you wear,
You will see reflected back;
So, my little folks, take care.

Aund not only in the glass

Will your secrets cuine to view;
All beholders, as they pass,

Will perceive and kuow themw, too.

Out of sight, my boys and girls,
Every root of beauty starts ;

So think less about your curls,
More about your minds and hearts.

Cherish what is good, and drive
Ewil thoughts and feelings far,
For as sure as you're alive,

You will show for what you are,
~—ALICE CARY.

THE mother had cut her litlle daughter's
hair to make “ bangs.” Surveving her owan
work, she said, * Bessie, yesterday you
looked 2s if yo1 had no sepse; to-day you |
look as if your mother had none.” _




