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HATTPY DAYS,

THE DOLL'S TEA PARTY.
Frora and Ella are having a party for

their dolls. Flora’s doll is called Maria,
and Ella’s is Lucy. There they sit like two
little ladies with their dolls in thoir arms,
Flora says to Ella's dol], * Will you have
gome tea, Lucy ?” and Ella answers for her,
“Yes, if you please,” Thus they talk, and
have a good time.  After awhile they will
undress their dollies, and put them to
bed.

Flora has a very pretty little doll's house,
with tiny little chairs and tables in it, and
a pretty little mantelpiece. Ella has no
doll's house, for she is poor and cannot
afford one, so Flora often asks her liitle
friend over, and they play together, as yor
see them in the picture

Last Christmas Flora's big bother made
her a pretty set of furniture, with a scroll
saw, for the doll's house, but they are
nearly all broken now, for her little brother
Fred got at the house one day and broke
them. But the girls don’t mind that, for
Fred is only a baby and does not know any
better.

THE SERPENT'S APPETITE.

IT is an old Eastern fable that a certain
king once suffered the evil one to kiss him
on either shoulder. Immediately there
sprung therefrom two terpents, who, furious
with bunger, attacked the man, and strove
to eat into his brain, The now terrified
king endeavoured to tear them away and
cast them from him, when he found to his
horror that they had become part of him-
self.

Just so it is with every one who becomes
a slave to his appetite. He may yield in
what seems a very little thing at first;
oven when he finds himself attacked by
the serpent that lurks in the glass he may
fancy he can cast it off. Bat, alas! too
soon he finds that the tbirst for strong

.+ drink has become a part of himself, It

would be almost as easy to cat off his
hand, The poet Burns said that if a barrel

of rum were plac ed in vue cotter ot a roow,

and a lsaded canmm in another, pointing
toward him, ready to bo fired 1l he ap-
proached the barrel, he had no choire but
to go for the rum.

The per:son who first tempts you to take
a plass may appear very friendly., It was
not a dart that Satan aimed at tho fated
king, He only gave him a kiss, But the
serpents that sprung from it were just ss
deadly for all that.

Oh, be careful of lettinyg this serpeut of
appetite get hold of you, for it will be
miraclo of grace, indeed, if you are ever
abls ugain to shake it off.— Yuuth's Temper-
ance Banuer.

HE CARRIES THEM UP THE HILL

Soxe children had once been committing
to memory the twenty-third Psalm,—that
beautiful pralm in which David speaks of
Gad as his shepherd. After they had learned
their lesson, they went on talking about
what Jesus, the Good Shepherd, does for
his sheep and lambs.

“He guides them,” said one of the chil-
dren, “and feeds them, und drives away the
bears and lions from them.”

“ Yes"” gaid the smallest child among
them; and * HUe carrics theme up the halls”
This is true; and it shows us how great the
tenderness of Jesus is. I suppose this
dear child was thinking of that sweet pas-
sage in which the prophet Isaiah, when
speaking of Jesus, said : “He shall feed his
flock like a shepherd: He shall gather the
lambs with kis arm, and carry them in his
tosom” (lsaish x1 2).

SOME TREE-TOP BABIES IN INDIA.

“« WHEN the bough breaks the cradle will
fall,

And down will come hush-a-by baby and
,JLII

Alway in the top of a tall cocoanut tree
was a little cradle, and in it, cuddled up
close together, were five little black babies.
Onpe day the big black mother went away
for food, never thinking that anything could
hurt ber babies, so farabove the ground and
out of everybody’s rexch. Dut something
did hurt them, and the mother never saw her
babies again. The cocoanut tree was in the
garden of little Rosie’s home in Madras.
When they built the new chapel, the tree
was so near to the walls that the masons
said it must be cut down, So one morning
papa took his axe and went out to cut down
the big tree, Rosc stood on the veranda
watching him.

Afier papa had cut for a long time, the
men tied & rope round a tree, and pulled

aud pulled uatil 1t fell with such o« snaks
that it made 110 jump
No ono knew anything about the little
black tuabies and their cradle until onoe of the
Telugu women found them lying on the
ground. She bruught them to the “dora,”
ns they called Rose's papa. Ho was very
sorry that the paor Iittle babies were killed,
and I think the wuther muat have been
very sorry toe. I am sure sho loved ber
babies, oven though they wers culy five
httle black crews.— Luttle H.lpera
I BELONG TO JESUS,
I BELONG te Jesus. 1 wnust never go
In the way of sinnera, well enough I know ;
Wicked men shall be as chaff beforo the
wind ;
They may boast of joys, but sad shall be
their end,

I belong to Jesus. I must naver daro

Go where Satan spreads alturements bright
and fair,

Lest I fall a victim to the tempter's wilas,

To the wvoice of flatlery, the deceivir's
smiles.

I belong to Jesus. I must never think
I can take the wine-cup even ance to drink.
If I taste the poison I shall tuste apain,
And the deadly habit bind me like a chain.

I belong to Jesus. I must bravely flee

Every youthful folly, so I may be free,

Free to gserve the Lord with earncst heart
and hsand,

Listening to his counsel, following his com-
mand.

T belong to Jesus. I must serve him well,

For I would in heaven with him come to
dwell;

Others may the broad road choose and walk
therein,

As for my, I purpose heavenly joys to win.

CROWNING CHRIST.

A TEACHER described to her Sundsy-
acho~l class of small boys the crown of
thorng that was put on thz brow of Christ
in his mock trial. Shortly alter one of the
class was discivered twining a wreath of
rare Jowers. Being asked what he was
doing, he replied, “ Long sy0 Jesus wore a
crown of thorns, and even died for me ; and
now I am makiog bim a wreath to show
how much I love him.” The flowers we
should put in the wreath for Christ's brow
are love, faith, and obedience. He said,
“If ye love me, keep my commandments.”
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To-MORROW i3 not elustic enough in which
to press the neglected duties of to-day,



