HAPPY DAYS

TIME ENOUGH.

TIME ENOUGIL
Twer little squirrels out in the <un:
One gathered nuts, the other had none:
“ Time enough vet.” his constant refrain,
“ Summer is only just on the wane.”

Listen, wmy child, while § tell you his fate:

He roused him at last. but he ronsed him
too late.

Down fell the snow from the pitiless cloud,

Aud gave little squirrel a spothess white
shroud.

Twe little boyvs in a <hool-room were
pl:lﬂ’d.

Ope always |--rfn'l_ the other disgraced :

“ Time enough vet for fearning,” he said:

“1'I climb by and by from the foot 1o
the head.™

Listen, my darling: their lowcks  have
turned grey:

One as a governor is sitting to day:

The other, a parper, looks out at the door

Of the almshouse, and idles his days as of

vore.

Twe kinds of people we meet every day:
Onpe is at work. the other at play:
Living uacared for. dying unknown,

The business hive hath ever a drone.

Tell me. my child, if the squirrels have
tanght
The lessm |
thought ;
Anewer mee this, and my st
Which of the two wonld ves

jong to jmpart to your
B I 3

ry is done:
Iwe. little ome ?

A CHILIPS PRAYELR
Francis was the four-vear-old son of a
Methenlist pastor, whe, at the time of this
incident, was supplying a mission in this

eity. A church enterprise had been
<tarted and lots secured. These lots,
uaturally, had figured largely in the

family councils, and bad thus become an

olijeet of great interest to the child.  One

night, having finished the prayer taught
im by his parents, the lad improvised as
follows: = Help little brother to be good
to we. and help me to be kind 1o him, and
wot pinch him: bless mamma and give her
strength, lots of strength: don’t et her be
afraid to ride in a buggy: give her
strength, so she can tend to little brother.
Bless the church and bless the churea lot.
Bless the man that tends to the church and
locks the doors. Don't let it thunder so
lond. Don’t let it rain a great storm; just
little sprinklings; not any big rain at all.
Don’t let the weeds grow so big: we lose

our lall. O Savienr. vou save us all, bless
u= every dayv, and bles< the meeting, and
Mess the churel Jot. Amen.”  The little
W s sinee passed into the leantiful
here the wils of

Iy such as
o always bebold the face of the

A QUICK TEMPER.

What did 1 hear you say, Theodoret
That you had a quick temper, but were
soon over it; and that it was only a word
and a blow with you scmeti. 1es, but you
were always sorry as soon as it was over{

Ab, my boy, I'm afraid that was the
way with Cain. People almost seem to
pride themselves on having quick tempers,
as though they were not things to be
ashamed of, and fought against, and
prayed over with tears. God’s Word does
not take your view of it, for it says
expressly that = he that is slow to anger
is better than the mighty ;™ that “ better
is he that ruleth his own spirit than he
that taketh a city:” and * anger resteth
in the bosom of fools”

A man who carries a quick temper aboat
with him is much like 2 man who rides a
lwrse which has the trick of running
You would not eare 1o own a run-
away horse, would yon ¢

When you feel the fierce spirit rising,
do not speak until you ean speak ealmly,
whatever may be the proveeation. Words
des Jots of mischief. Resolve, as God helps
vou, that you will imitate our Saviour,
who was always mentle, and when he was
reviled, reviled not again,

away,

THE BEST-LOORING BOY.

1 know a litle fellow
Whose face is fair to sex,

But still there’s nothing pleasant
About that face o me;

For he's rude and cross and selfish,
If he cannot have his way,

And he's always making trouble,
I've heard his mother say.

I know a little fellow
Whose face is plain to sce;

DBut that we never think of,
So kind and brave is be.

He earries sunshine with hip, .
And everybody’s glad

To hear the cheery whistle

Of the pleasant little lad.

You see, it's not the features
That others judge us by,
But what we do, I tell you,
And that you can’t deny.
The plainest face has beauty
If its owner’s kind and true;
And that’s the kind of beauty,
My girl and boy, for you.




