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WAITING T0 GROW.

LiTTLE whito crocuses, just waking up,
Violet, daisy and sweet buttercup,
Under the leaves, and the ice, and the
sNow,
Waiting to grow.

Think what a host of queer little soeds,—
Flowors and mosses and ferns and weeds,
Under the leaves, and the ice, and the
s1OW,
Waiting to grow.

Think of the roots getting ready to sprout,
Reaching their slender brown tingors about,
Waiting to grow.

Nothing so small or hidden so well,
That God cannot find it and presently tell
His sun where to shine and his rain where
to go,
Helping them grow.
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“ BEHOLD WHAT MANNER OF
LOVEY”

A MoTHER in Chicago was arrested for
intoxication, and arraigned before the
judge. *Seven dollars and sixty cents is
the fine,” said the judge sternly. But the
woman had not a cent. Her seven-year-
old boy said to his tiny sister:

“Come on, we've got to git that money
or mam'll hov to go to gaol.  Jest wait, Mr.
Jedge, and we'll get it!”

The children hurried out of the court-
roow, and guing frum sture to store, soli-
cited contributions to “keep mam from
going to gaol,” the boy bravely promising
to return the money as soon as he coul
ocarn it.

Soon he camo back, and laying a handful
of change on the magistrate's desk, ex-
claimed:
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HAPPY DAYS.
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“Thero's two dollars, Mr. Jedge, and I
can't git no more now I ain't as big os
mam, and I cun't do ny much work; but it
you'll just let me go to jnil 'stead o' her,
I'll stay longer to muke up for it.”

The bystanders wiped their eyes, and o
policeman exclaimea :

“Your mother shan't yo to gaol, my lad,
if I havo to pay the fine myself.”

“I wiil remit the fine.” ~aid the judge.
The mother, clasping her boy, sank upon
her knees and solemnly promised that she
would lead a better life and be worthy
of such a son. )

The love of this boy for his mother helps
us to faintly comprekend the wonderful
love of Himn * who his own self,” in a sense
we can never know, “bare our sins in his
own body on the tree” (1 Pet. 2. 24), and
of whom it is written, in words we cannot
comprehend, “ The Lord hath made the in-
iquity of us all to meet on him.”
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LOVING BACK.

Lurtie Alice was playing with her doll
while her mother was writing. When her
mother lad finished the writing, she told
Alice that she might come and sit on her
lap, and Alice said:

“I'm so glad! I wanted to love you so
much, mamma.”

“Did you, darling?” and she clusped
her tenderly. “Iam very glad that my
little girl loves me so, but I fancy that you
were not very lonely while I was writing;
you and Dolly scemed to be having a happy
time together.”

“Yes, mamman, we were; but atter . while
1 got tired of loving her.”

“And why?”

“Ob, just because she never loves me
back.”

“ And is that why you love me?”

“That is one why, mamma; but not the
first one, nor the best.”

“ And what is the first and the best 2

“Why, mamma, don't you guess ? It's
because you loved me when I was too little
tolove you back; that's why I love you
s0.

That was a very good reason, and even
mamma herself could not have given a
better one.  That is one reason, also, why
we should love the dear Lord: because he
first !oved us, and died to redecmn us from
our sins.

A RAINY DAY,

“On, dear! raining agasin; there is
nothing a fellow can do to have any enjoy-
ment on a rainy day.”

Grandma, sitting by the widow, her
knitting in band, looked up, a smile of
amusement on her gracious face. “ What
about all your nice games and books,
Edgar 2" she said.

“I'm tired of them. I wanted to ride
on my wheol and fish in the pond,” and
the eyes, usually so mirthful, filled with
tears,

Grandma laid her knitting aside; the
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matter was assuming a most serious azpect
if Edgar was moved to tears.

* Edgar, dear,” she said, “if you can-
not spend the day in gratifying your own
wishes, suppose you do something to make
some onc else happy 7"

“ Why, grandma, what 7" the child ex-
exclaimed with an interested look.

“ Well, there are many things possible
for oven a child to do to lighten the cares
of others. For instance, baby had a rest-
less night; couldn’'t you make mother
happy by trying to amuse her ?"”

“ Oh, Grandma, there’s no fun in that.”

“ No fun, perhaps, but a joy, deep and
lasting, born of the consciousness of hav.
ing done one's duty. Just try to spend
the day unselfishly, dear ; make sunshine
within even if there is gloom without, and
see if you do not find that the hours have
been well spent.”

Edgar was a boy who when he had made
a decision was resolute in carrying it out.
So, 8 few momeats later, wher mamma
entered the room with baby Ruth in her
orms, he said pleasantly, *“Let me have
her, mother; you know she likes to be
with me.”

The tired expression faded from moth-
er’s face. “ Why dear,” she said, "I ex-

ected you would be too disappointed to
Eo of much use to-day.”

Baby Ruth was happy; she put her
arms around his neck and pressed her rosy
cheeks against his. “ Nice brother, kind
brother,” she lisped.

So the hours sped by. Edgar, with
grandma’s help, prepared a pretty book
of pictures for a little crippled boy in the
hospital ward. Thun he dried the dinner
dishes for mamma, and afterward, covered
with his mackintosi, went out to post a
letter for grandma. In the afternoon the
baby awoke from a refreshing nap and
laughed with delight when she found
Edgar beside her ready to amuse her.
He piled high the blocks, and shouted with
baby sister when they tumbled over. He
sang two of bhis kindergarten songs for
her, going through the motions, to the
enjoyment of grandma and mamma as
well as Ruth.

“ What a short day this has been, grand-
ma,” he said.

“Yet the rain is not over, Edgar,” was
the smiling answer. “Indeed, my dear
child, you will find that the days are
short and happy if you start ont deter-
mined to {ill the hours with loving words
and deeds.”

B T S S,

WHO IS LOVE?

BessiE and sue were going to have lunch,
With only one paer for the two;

So mother had said, “ Remember my dears,
Let love divide this for you.”

“I wozédor who Love i3 7" said dear little
ue,
I wonder why mother said so ?
0! now I remember, I'm sure it must be,

For * God is Love, Bessie, you know.”




