.

62

HAPPY DAYS.

ONCE UPON A TIME.
Now onwe upon a time, there were three
children,
And cach of them had little daisy crowns
Their mother freshly wovo for them each
morning,
And all of them wore dotled muslin
gowna,

And, onco upon a tine, the three went
rumbling
Away from home, annd the wild green-
wood ;
And, once upon a time, they met a Jambkin,
And not a wolf, like poor Red Riding
Hood;

And, once upon a time, the three fell
weeping :
« Oh, we are lost! where can our mothor
be!n
Then meckly spake the little snow-white
lambkin :
“If you will come, I'll take you home
with me.”

And, once upon a time, the lambkin trotted
Briskly away (the West was turning
gold);
And once upon a time the children followed
And entered shyly into the lambkin's
fold;

And, once upon a time, among the lambkins

The children slumbered, in their muslin

gowns,
Till morping came; and then they found
their mother,

Who wove for them anew their daisy-

crowns,
—Wide Awale,
THE OUARREL

ALFRED was ten years old, and Nelson
eight—old cnough, you would have thought,
to kaow better than to quarrel. But, I am
sorry to say, even if they did know bLetter,
they had a terrible squabble one Saturday
afternoon.

Alfred was making a kite, and Nelson,
who was watching him, would keep taking
up the thm bits of stick that Alfred had
cut ready for the kite. Alfred suid :

“Just you let those alone;” but Nelson
was 80 vexed at the way he spoke that he
handled them all the more.

Soon Alfred grew so angry he slapped
Nelson on the face, and then Nelson bit
him on the arm. They were both so angry
that they did not know what they were
doing.

Just then their mother came out and put
a stop to the squabble by sending them
each into a room by himself.

At bedtime their mother said ;

“If you are sorry for the way you be-
haved, you must ask QGod in your prayers
to forgive you.”

Nelson being the younger, kneeled down
first, and aked God so sweetly to forgive
him, and make him love his brother so
much that he could not forget to bo gentle
and kind,

This made Aifred so ashamed that he
put his face in his hands and cried.

Pilip and Edua stood by luoking very
solemn. After prayers they all felt very

happy.

DON'T LOOK AT IT.

Wt all bave temptations of some cort,
the children as well as grown-up people.
Satan ig always trying to make us do
wrong ; he is constantly whispering ovil
thoughts to us, putting temptstions in our
way, aud if he can make us look at the sin,
ho coan soon make us do it. So I say to
all, “Don’t look at it.”

Tow often Satan tempts a child to take
fruit, to take some sugar out of the bowl, or
take a biscuit from the plate when no one
is looking ! But sometimes the temptation
is to laok into a forbidden box or book, or
go to a forbiddea place. How does Satan
do it? Why he first puts the desire into
the child’s heart, and he leads him to look
at the forbidden thing; and if the child
does not look away, we are sure that by-
and-bye he will do what is wrong,

Satan trics the same way with grown-up
people. First he gets them to walk in the
way of wicked people, and when they do as
he wants, he whispers to them to stand
and see a little more of the evil, and then
by-and-bye he gets them to sit down in
the middle of it. Oh, if only they would
not look at temptation, how much safer
they would be,

I once learned a lesson from a dog we
had, My father used to put a bit of meat
or biscuit on the floor near the dog and say
« No,” and the dog knew Le must not tou:zh
it. Bul he never lnoked at the meat. No;
he scemed to feel that if he looked at it
the tewptation would be too strong; so he
always looked steadily at my fathex s face.

A gentleman was dining with us one day,
and he said: “There’s a lesson for us all,
Never look at temptation. Alvays look
away to the Master’s face.

Yes, this is the only safe way; do not
look at the teraptation. “Avoid it, pass
not by it, turn from it, and pass away. o
When the thought of doing wrong in a.y
way cumes into your heart, however sn.all
a thing it{is, you may be sure it comes from

Satan; so do not leok at it but look of
Jesus, and ask him to keep you and nj
you more than couqueror over every
tation, through him that loves yof
Children’s Treasury.

THE TEACHER'S TEARS.

“Cuaruie! What ara you thj
about ?” so spoke Willie Brown to
Hinds as they walked home from Sab
school,
® «Oh, I don’t know,” said Chatlie.
I do too, That was a mean answer. §
you really want to know what I was th
ing about "

*Yes, honour bright.”

“ Woll, it was about the teachers
just before the bell rang.”

* What did she say 1"

“ You know Will, just as well as I, }
you think she cared for us so m
Why, the tears really came into her.
when she said, ‘Boys, I talk to the'@
Saviour about each of you every day. 3
of you by name: remember I tell
how much I want you-to be Christiany
cbuld not stand that, Will. The tearsd
to my eyes, too. It is a shame for
teacher to care so much, and we not to
one bit for ourselves, Isn't it time
began to talk to Jesus 2"

“T expect it is, Charles.”

“Well, won't you begin to- mght
will 2"

“Yes; I'll try. Our teacher shall
pray alone any longer. I cannot stanig
prayers; I cannot bear her tears.”

A CHILD'S PRAYER.

Mgr. MoopY gave an illustration v
made all the ladies cry, It was 4
widowed father left with thres y&f
children, the eldest ten years of age. §
night she came to her father and :
“ Father, may I pray with the chi
befors going to bed, like mamma d
and the fatber, with choking heart,
yes. Aud in fifteen minutes the girl 4
back weeping, and said: “I prayed.g
brother and sister, just as mamma did,
when I was through, little sister, whe}
never prayed before, lifted up her
hands and said: <Ok, God, you have {
away our mammas, and I know she §
heaven, and will pray for us. Oh,.
make me good like mamma was, that I
join her there when I die.'”

Love is the grace that lives and sing
When faith and hope shall cease;
"Tis this shall strike our joyful strin

In the sweet realms of bliss.




