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HAPPY DAYS.

HARVEST-TIME.

Long in the strange, dark underworld,
The little waiting seeds lav enrled:
Then, fed by sun and rain and dew,
They felt their life stir—and they grew.

And now the golden harvest day
Fulfils the hope of March and May
The joy forecast in snmmmer’s prime
Blesses the happy harvest-time,

O Thou, whose sunshine brings to Lirth
All the fair things of Thy fair earth,
Sow in our waiting hearts the secds
That have their fruit in noble deeds!
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HE 1S LLOOKING

“Hello, littie
matter !

The rough-locking waggoner
his voice In !]u"kilu:. for the ehild 1n tin
road was erving.

“ y ¥
l am ]c!‘: .

sobbed the child.

“Js he a lng man vith a long white
heard?™

“Yes: that's my father,”

“It's all l’iglll. then, boveanse hie is lo &k
ing for you. Keep right almg, and i
vou den’t find him he'il find vou™

And the child dricd lis tears, an/!
sprang into the mad azam, for if has
father was loking for lam, of ewmirs: he
conld not fail 1o Iw in Jus arms again
after awhile.

Dear boy, Jear girl, if yon are trving
to comne to Christ, and the wav seems

stranger,

3
s ftened

I can’t find my father,”

dark, and the path steep and diffenlt, take | frizhtened lovs had run home ecreaming |

courage, lle is looking for you, too, and

if vou only persevere von are sure to meet
2 LS .

voiee saving, © Come unto Me.”

A CHANCE FOR COURAGE.
BY PANSY.

“This 1< a verse for hoys”
‘li!f-'r. as he r "‘:lfl'l it in a lond strong
“ e and of a
There isn’t anything in 1t for
strong, and they
They are afraid

Voo, strong g--ml
conrage.”
oirls.
haven't g any eourage,
of the silliest things!

and even a mouse.

'”u-_\' can't be

Moses” place: 1 know all about him.

His sister Jessie said not a word. She
was nearly two vears older than Archie,
but he alwavs treated her as though she
were yvounger, and often told her she was
“nothing bat a girl!”

On the way home from school that
afterncon Archie fell in with bad com-
pany.  Two bovs decided to eross the
creek on the log. instead of going a little
farther and ecrossing by the bridge. They
~oaxed Archie to do the same, but his
mother had told him never to cross the
log, and he shook his head.

“You're afraid'™ shouted the boys.
“ Oh, oh! Archie is a little "fraid cat! he's
afraid to cross the log!™ They danced
round him, clapping their hands and
shouting, “fraid cat! "fraid cat!” until
Archie lost his temper.

“T'm not, either!™ he shouted. “I'm
wot afraid of anything: T wonld just as
soon step on the log as not!™

“Oh, no.” said his sister Jessie, eatch-
ing hold of his sleeve. “Don’t go.
Archic! vou know what mother said.”

“Oh, oh!™ mimicked the boys, “ Don’t
zo, little sissy ! vie vourself to your sister’s
apron and let her lead you home! ™

“let me alone!™ said Archie, shaking
himself lowse.  “Girls are afraid of every-
thing. I'm guing across the log.”

i Away he ran.
{ his foot slipped and down he fell.
{ lovs sereamed and ran away as fast as
{ they conld. The ereck was wide and decp
'enough  just there to reach almost to
{ Archie’s head.  He tried to serambie up,
but the stones were slippery, and if it had
not been for his brave little sister he might
have been drowned.
She  laid  down

her lag
Cmiinutes more had her arms round Archie
road to the shore. They met half the
village as  they trudged  home,
“Jdoshma”™ with his wet and  trembling

hand clasped elose in his sister’s.  The

{ that Archie was drowned!
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Worms and vn“\.f
l’” Il(' J“Sllll;l: he |

was a scldier, and was going to take | heard that it is this way :
' 1| when the mothers want to get rid of the
wish my name was Joshua,” and Archie | babies while \\'orkmg,. they have all sorts
marched across the floor with his head up, | of queer ways of doing. One'tra\'e!ler
looking as much like a soldier as he eould. | 2w a mother wrap her baby up in a kind
| of bundle, only its head out, and tuck it

| 83 lll -'l‘ﬁ!il‘.

“Weren't you seared,” Archie asked

i dn the way, and to bear his gracions | his sister that evening, “ when you stepped

right into the water? You are so afraid
of water.”

“1 didn’t think anything abont it”
“1 was thinking of vou, and
I knew | must get to yon right away.”

“ It takes true courage, my boy,” said
his father, “to say “No’ at the right
tizwe, and to forget self at the right time

{ and think of others.”

RUSSTIAN BABIES.
Well, wow it is very funny, but I have
In Russia,

sway on a shelf.

Another had her baby hung from the
wall on a peg, while a third baby was
slung over one of the rafters by a strong
cord. Every now and then it was drawn
up and down by means of a loop over the
mother’s foot. This was done to quiet it.

The traveller got a look at this baby. It
was as dirty as a pig in a pen.

“ Why do you not wash it ¥ he asked
the mother.

“Wash it " she ecried.
baby 7 Why, you'd kill it !”

How many of you would like to be a
Russian baby ! Didn’t I hear zome of
those boys say they would like it ? T fear
I did. Oh, shameful !

“Wash a

ELSIE'S ONE PINK.

Greee and Elsie cach had a flower gar-
den, which they watched every day for
blossoms. * Next door lived Mrs. Graham,
an old lady, who could not see the lovely
summer flowers because she was too sick
to get out of bed, and both Grace and Elsie
were very sorry for her.

One momning Elsie found a Jovely pink
in blossom in her garden, and three had
come out in Grace’s.

Elsie said: “ Let us take them to poor
Mrs. Graham.”

“ No, indeed,” said Grace ;: “ I should
be ashamed to take four pinks. Let’s wait
till we have a lot.™

But Elsie said: “I'll take mine this
morning. | think that she will like even

| vne when she knows that it i all I have.”

Mrs. Graham did like Elsie’s one pink

| very much.  She was very glad indeed to

f book et Ot
O yaRs, ' = . .

| * | ing she eonld smell a pink, and the spiev
serambled down the bank, and in a few | g o g

She said that she had been wish-

odour of this ene made her feel ever so

! . : | much better,
and was helping him walk the slippery |

brave |

So it happened thet Flsie’s one pink
m"]i“l jov to sone cne because she made
zood use of it, aith it was one
little flower; but wh?l‘:-g:’;m mo:lziti-c
for other pinks to blossom in her garden,
the first three faded, and so they never
belped any oue,




