HAPPY DAYS.
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AH, PETER!
BY S D
Prrer! Why do you stand out $here ?
Don'd you know it is raining hard?

Perhups you think that basket keops it off
you. But it does not. The rain beats
right:v‘ through it, and your shirt will be
analred,

Is comes on & slant and will wet your
trousers $00. And it does not help things
ad all for you to pub your hands in your
pockets, Petor, and look as if you did not
care if you are web.

What's tho trouble 7

Just this. Poter'’s mamma told him to
go to the orchard for some apples. Peter
liked to go. He liked $o pick up the red
and yollow fruit lying under the trees.
He liked t0 watch for a squirrel which
romedimes came peeping about Dut just

as he was half way there it began to rain,

and_mamma called him back.

« It won't rain hard,” he said.

« Yog, it will. Come back, Peter.”

Thon Peler god out of sight of bis
mamma and sulked.

“1 den't want to go in,” he said to him-
self “1'll wais till ib stops. The baskes
will keep mo dry.”

But the rain did not stop. It poured
down harder and harder. At last he went
back to tho housp as wet as a litsle rab.

“I think you'll have fo pay for this,”
said mamma, as she put dry clothes on
him.

Anud she was right. Haven's you noticed
that we always have to pay in some way
for wrongdoing? VFor three days Peter
was 1n bed, with a sore throat and head-
acho und fever. He had plenty of timo to
think about it.

SkarcH thy friend for his virtues ; thy-
gelf for shy faults.

THE BEST NUTS.

CNE morning Harold called for
Charlie, bhis friend, on his way t>
tho kindergarten. And they stopped
at what Harold called the bot pea-
nut mans to epend Harold's nickel,
which had beon given him becaunse
that for a wholo woek he had not

+ missed his lessons.

“I think peanuti arc the bead
nate in the world,” said (harlic
ng thoy walked on, oating.

“ Buttornuts aro good too, said
Harold, “and walnms.” Bat [ tell
you what, Charlie, when I was at
grandmp's farm, lar* -ommer, and
whoen wo were playing all day, and
cameo in $ired, and hot, and thirsty,
grandms made us wash our faces
and 8it down for & while, and then
would bring oué a glass of milk
and a plate of doughnuts, and
doughnuts are the very besh of all.”

“That's s0,” said Oharlie, “special-
ly if she gave you a great big
plateful, hot.”

“She always-did,” said Harold.

“ And she never seemed %0 mind how many
of them we ato, and always asked if they
were good, or if wo had enongh; and
there isn's & shell #0 'em, and shey're just
08 big and fat and gond!”

“Just like a grandma themselves," said
Charlie.

ASKING.

“@Gov i8 alweys ad home, isn'd he
narsic 7 ” questioned a curly-headed child
one nighd, after the last kiss had been
given.

“ Of courase he is,” said nurse, astonished
ok the question.

“ Ob, how nice! Always at homs if we
knock at the door ; always thero if we go
to look ; always ready to give us anything.
Thank you, dear God.” And the child
tarned to sleep, glad in her thoughts of
the gread heavenly Father's love. She was
one of Carist's “little ones,” and had just
been asking for his care and bles .ng. Do
you like to think of God’'s nearness; of
his readiness to answer prayer ; and of his
willingaess to save?

“Papn likes us to ask him for what we
wand,” is & common enough saying amorg
children. Do you know that your heavenly
Father likes to be asked ?  Although his
hands are full of gifts, and his heart over-
flows with love, yet “He waits to be
gracious,” and likes to hear the * voice of
our cry.” When you were a tiny baby,
your mother waited so anxiously until yoa
were old enough to tell her all you
wanted ; she folt such joy when your lithle
feoct ran to look for her, on your return
from & long walk; she loved to hear you
tap at her door early in the morning, and
to open 1b, and see your fresh face lifted up
for a morning kiss.

God loves you to “ ask,” to * seek” him,
to “knock.” The little broken prayers you
ligp, the tiny, trembling knock at heaven's

gato, tho ocho ¢f childish feod in hig sanc.
taary are so sweob, g0 prosious $o him. ‘

God loves you Treat him jush s on2 bg.
lioving it Trus him Take bold of his
promises, and just give God credit for
meaning overy ono « f them.

CHARLIE'S CONOLUSION —AN IN.
CIDENT OF REAL LIFE

BY MRS, M. BLLA CORNELL

“I wist you would tell mo, mamms,”
Said four-yoar-old Charlie, one day,
* What makes grandpa’s beard and mous-
tache, '
And the hair on his head, so gray.’

I answered with smile aud with sigh,

" When grandpa wss younger, his bair
Was glossy and brown a8 your own,

His face bore no $races of caro;

“Bu# now he is gray-haired and old,
Grows older each day and less strong;
The gray on his head is a sign
That he may not live very long.”

The child said no more ad $he time,
Bus turned, and with loitering feet
Hoe atepped to the window and gazed
With sthoughifulness oud on the street

Then suddenly atartled us all
By uttering loudly $his cry—
“Come, quickly ! ccme, see an 0ld horse
Thad surely will very soon die.

“If people with gray on their heads
On earsh will not much longer stay,

Then surely that horse will soon di,
For see, he is all over gray!”

GIVE YOUR VERY OWN

Wza feel best if we give to the Lord
somedhing of our own, something that it
has cost us on effort to get.

* Papas, please leb me have an apple tree
this season,” said a little girl.

“ Why, my daughter?”

“So that I can call it my very own and
uge the fruit as I wish.”

“ Bub how do you want to useit?”

“Y want to pick up the fruis and sell it
and make missionary money, which will
then be truly of my own getting.”

It would be well for boys and girls to
have a chicken, a sheep, & wres, & piteh of
ground, or something of the kind, the in-
come of which they every year could use
for church work.

To find life full of good oppordunity in
the little kinduesses—daily, unrecorded
acte—and to2 fulfil these in love, is an im-
portant paré of $he truas blessedness of hife
that goos far toward writing it on our
hearts shat “each day is the best day,of
the year”



