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LITTLE

WILLIE.

Lirrte Willie was one of a
very happy family of children
who lived with their parents in
the neighbourhood of Bristol.
The house in which they resided was pleasantly situated
in the midst of a large garden,
full of fruit trees and gay
flower

beds,

over

AR

which

the

4

bright butterfly and busy bee
might often be seen.
Amidst the trees of this garden was a fine old apple tree,
bearing bright rosy apples;
and in the season, the children

were accustomed to fill their
pinafores, or tiny baskets, with
the numbers that fell from its
branches. On such occasions
they were rewarded with one,
or more, but otherwise they
were strictly forbidden to eat
of the fallen fruit.
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It so happened one afternoon, that little Willie, being
tired and heated with play, left
his

brothers

and

sisters,

and

hastening to the old apple tree,
threw himself down to rest
beneath its refreshing shade,
and as he lay upon the soft
grass, many pleasant thoughts
came into his mind, At first
he looked up at the bright sky,
and as he watched the clouds
fleeting by, he wondered at
their beauty, and at the wisdom
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of that great God, by whose
power all things were created.
And then he remembered those
pretty liines—
**There is beyond the sky,
A Heaven of joy and love,
And holy children when they die,
Go to that world above.”

“T wonder if I
enough to go to
thought Willie; “I
been punished a
time, and

am good
Heaven,”
have not
very long

nurse told me,

last

night, that | was a very good
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boy. I do not think I shall
ever be naughty again.”
Such were Willie’s thoughts,
and any little boy or girl can
tell, that he was quite wrong
in supposing that he should
never be naughty again, and
that all such self-righteous
thoughts were put into his
heart by Satan. He quite for- got the texts, “ Let him that
thinketh he standeth, take heed
lest he fall;” and that Christ
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has said, ‘‘ Without me ye can
do nothing.”
Some little time after these
pleasant thoughts of himself,
Willie began to feel very
thirsty, and nothing could be
more natural than for him to
wish for one of the rosy apples
which hung so temptingly
above his head.
“T wish I had one,” he
said;

“I

would blow

wish

the

wind

one down—only
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one,—I am sure

mama

would

give me leave to eat it.” But
Willie’s wishes were vain—and
the silly child then tried to
shake the great tree, but his
puny strength could do nothing; so tired and_ heated
with his exertions, he again
flung himself down upon the
soft grass.
His pleasant thoughts were
all gone, and instead of them
a covetous

desire

to possess,

was yielding to a wish to steal
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the tempting fruit,—and he
lay thinking of, and devising
means to accomplish this object. Nor was it long before
he remembered a light ladder at no great distance, and
after a little hesitation he
fetched it, and having placed
it at the foot of the tree, he

clambered up, and in a few
minutes was hid in the thick
branches.
It was the first time that he
had

ever

been

in a tree,

but
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the novelty of his situation
delighted him, and _ having
found a strong branch upon
which

he

seated

himself,

he

commenced eating the rosy
apples. One followed another,
and while his thoughts were
wholly occupied in gratifying
his appetite, he heard the voice
of the gardener beneath him
exclaiming— Well to be sure!
how very careless of me to
leave

then

this

ladder

placing

it

here,”

upon

and

his
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shoulder, he carried it to the

tool house, and locked it away.
You may suppose that Willie
was in a sad fright, when the
only means he had of getting
down from the tree was removed, and he sat pale and
trembling, longing, yet fearing
to call after the retreating
figure of the gardener; but he

dreaded the punishment he
was certain of meeting, so remained silent.
And did no thoughts of God
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enter into his heart? Once and
only once Willie caught a view
of the clear blue sky, but he
quickly turned away his head,
for he knew that he was sinning against that high and
holy God, whose anger he now
began to fear. Stupified and
silent, the little boy remained,
seated in the thick branches of
the rosy apple tree, until the
day began to close, and dark
clouds gathered over the face
of the fair blue sky.
He
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watched his brothers
and
sisters obey the call of their
nurse and hasten into the
house,—he watched the pale
stars appear, and the dark
night-clouds grow darker still,
and Willie grew yet more
frightened and uneasy, as a
strong wind arose which shook
the branches of the old tree so
that he could scarcely keep his
hold.
The birds had sought their
nests, the sheep their folds, and

15

the flowers had closed their
bright eyes, but Willie was
still

the

in

tree;

cold

and

trembling he now clung to the
branches, after many fruitless
attempts to get down. After a
time he heard the voice of his
nurse calling “ Master Willie !
where are you?” but he dared
not answer; so after calling and
looking in vain, she went into
the

house

shut.
Who

and

the

door

was

may describe the feel-
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ings of the unhappy child ; he
knew that this was the hour
for tea, and he could picture
to himself his brothers and
sisters seated round a cheerful

fire, and free from the heavy
consciousness of guilt with
which he was overpowered; his
heart swelled within him at
these reflections, and he burst

into tears. And then he tried
to pray, but all the words he
could utter were only broken
entreaties for mercy, yet the
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more

he

more

his

repeated these, the

mind

seemed

re-

lieved.

As the evening wore on, he
saw lights in various parts of
the house, and he fancied they
were seeking him, and not long
after he heard his mother’s
voice calling upon his name,
as, shading a light, she came
He
forth into the garden.
_ could see that her face was red
with weeping, and it was very
painful to watch her searching
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every where, and hear her calling tenderly upon the name
of her disobedient

child,

but

shame prevented his revealing
himself, although he could not
help sobbing violently.
At last, tired with her fruitless search,

his

mama

turned

to go in, but stood for a moment at the entrance of the
house, and once again cried,
* Willie! my child, where are
you / come to your mother.”
At these words every other
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thought vanished from Willie’s
heart, but the strong desire of
joining his mother, so hastily
slipping from the branches he
jumped to the ground, and fell
bruised and bleeding at the
foot of the tree. Only one ery
escaped him, but that reached
a mother’s

ear, and ina mo-

ment she was by the side of
her senseless child. To convey him to the house and send
for medical aid was her first
care, for Willie was sadly in-
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jured, and when able to speak,
his words showed that his mind
was wandering.
Many long weeks passed
away, and Willie was still a
sufferer; pale, thin and weak,
with one arm in a sling. This
was his bodily punishment for

having yielded to temptation;
and while his narrow escape
from a sudden and fearful death
filled his mind with terror, his

remorse for sin and bitter repentance, led him to love God
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more, and to feel more of deep
thankfulness for His mercy.
But I must not omit a conversation which took place between Willie and his mama
sometime after this sad accident.

He was sitting up in a large
easy chair by a bright fire, with
a little table before him, covered

with playthings ; but Willie’s
thoughts were not occupied in
his toys, and pushing the table
aside, he laid his little thin
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hand on his mama’s arm to
gain her attention.
_
She turned round and saw
that his eyes were filled with
tears, and his lips quivering,
while he tried in vain to speak.
At last he said :—
“Mama! I do not think I
shall ever be saved.”
“Why not, my child; and
what has put so sad a thought
into your mind ?”
“ Because I feel how difficult it is to be good; and I
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always notice that directly I
begin to think myself able to
resist sin, then, I am sure to fall

into it.

That day, mama, when

I was so wicked, I felt quite
good only just before, and I
had such happy thoughts of
God and of Heaven, that I be-

lieved I should never commit
any more sin, and yet I yielded
on the first temptation.”
“And can you not find a
reason for this, Willie ?”’

‘“ No, mama, I cannot, unless
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it was that I did not resist the
first temptation to do wrong.”
‘Well, then, I must tell you.

In the first place your thinking
yourself ‘ good,’ as you term
it, was a temptation of Satan.
How could you, a poor sinful
child, weak and imperfect in
your best actions—how could
you be led to think that ‘in
you dwelleth one good thing.’
Let us suppose, for the sake of

example, that your little sister
in her first efforts to walk, were
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to push aside my helping hand,
and refuse every assistance,
what would be the consequence ?”
“Oh mama!”

said Willie,

smiling, “‘ she would never be
so foolish, why she would go
tumbling about in all directions,
and even if she did walk at all,

what a weak tottering journey
it would be; but there is no
fear of that, for she well knows

that if she leaves your side
some harm is sure to happen.”
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“* Exactly so, my dear child,

and this is just what I want you
to feel towards your Saviour.
‘Trust to Him at all times, never

quit His side, never leave His
guiding hand, never think
yourself strong enough to walk
without His aid through the
tangled paths of life. If you
do, you must be prepared for
‘many falls,’ and even if you
should succeed in walking at
all, it will indeed be a ‘ weak

and tottering journey’

here,
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and fatal to your
hereafter.”

happiness

** Dearest mama,” exclaimed

Willie, “‘ how very plain you
have made me feel my dependance upon my Saviour.
I
hope I may never forget your
words, but try and keep very
close to Christ always.”
Much more followed ere this
conversation

was

concluded,

but it is sufficient to state that
Willie did not forget to depend
on Christ, and by the grace of
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God

his walk

in life, both in

youth and manhood, gave evidence of a strength not his own.
Will my little readers try and
remember the following text,
should they ever be tempted
as Willie was:—
*‘ Blessed is the man that
endureth temptation; for when
he is tried, he shall receive the

crown of life which the Lord
hath promised to them that
love Him.”

(James i, 12.)

CONSCIENCE.
When a foolish thought within,
Tries to take us in a snare,
Conscience tells us, “ It is sin,”
And entreats us to beware.

If in something we transgress,
And are tempted to deny,
Conscience says, ‘‘ Your faults confess ;
Do not dare to tell a lie.”
In the morning when we rise,

And would fain omit to pray,
‘Man!

consider !"’ conscience cries,

* Should not God be sought to-day.”
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When, within his holy walls,
Far abroad our thoughts we send,
Conscience often loudly calls,
And entreats us to attend,
When our angry passions rise,

Tempting to revenge an ill,
** Now, subdue it,” conscience cries;

“Do command your temper still.”’
Thus, without our will or choice,

This good monitor within,
With a secret gentle voice,
Warns us to beware of sin,

But if we should disregard,
While this friendly voice would call,
Conscience soon will grow so hard
That it will not speak at all!
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