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inw your mouth, dear,” mother
then,

“ Oh, wother,” 2ried Gracie,  there's a
hole come where wy tooth was. Why-ce!
did the appie pull it, mother ¢’

But mother only laughed, and then
Gracie laughed wo.

said
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THE LARCH TREE.
A FAIRY TALE.—uY il. M. L.
Onee there grew a beantiful maple-tree
i the centre of a large park.  All sumnmer
it had stood there covered with green
leaves. Many people had stopped to rest
beneath its shade.

But when autumu cawe a change took
place. The leaves began o turn red and
yellow.  Then the people said, “ How
leantiful the maple is! In ail the park
there is not a tree whose leaves are so
pretty and bright!”  The maple was so
pleased to hear herself praised that she
began to flutter her leaves and toss her
head in a very proud, vain manner.

She snread out bher boughs se far that
a little arch close Ly was almost hidden
from sigh*. But the maple said, “ 1t does
not matter if it du hide the larch, for no
one cares 1o look at him, he is such a plain
little tree. Iis leaves do not tarm red and
vellow, ke mine!”

The larch heard the unkind words of
the maple, lut did not say anything.
fle only rustded his sufl little leaves and
sighed.

The good faivy of the park passed by
just then and said, “ Why do you sigh,
little larch Do you feel unhappy #° The
larch replied, “ 1 onlv <ighed lecanse the

maple 1s so much more beautiful than I,
and seews 1o please every one”

The good fairy felt sorry for the poor
little larch, for he did look plain and small
by the bright maple. She touched him
with her wand and said:

“ Tree, tree, be cheerful for me,
Aund vou for ever green shall be.”

The littie larch smiled brigotly and
rustled his leaves contentedly.

In a few days the bright maple leaves
turned brown and fell to the earth, and left
the branches bare.  The beauty of the
maple was gone.

Then the snow came, and in all the
park there was but one bright, cheerful
spot. There the little larch bravely stood,
his leaves as green as when they first came
out. And all through the cold winter he
cheered the people who passed.

So they said, “ Let us call the larch an
‘evergreen!”” And to this day the larch
keeps green all the year round!

FATHER KNOWS.

Harry was standing near, and as his
father opened a box and took some pack-
ages out, he laid them on the little boy’s
arm.

As parcel after parcei was piled up, a
little friend of Harrv’s who was beside
him said, “ Harry, don’t you think you’ve
got as much as you can bear ¢’

* Never mind,” answered Harry, hap-
pily, “ father knows how much I can
carry.”  Brave, trustful little fellow!
There was no danger, he felt, that his
father would lay too heavy a load on him.
It is such a spirit of loving trust in him
that God desires all his children to possess.

EVERY DAY.
Growing every day in awe,
For God’s name is holy ;
Learning every day to love
With a love more lowly.

LILLTAN'S SNOWBALL PARTY.

“ The boys are having such fun! |
want to go out and play mmowball, too,”
whined five-vear-old Lillian, as she sat at
the window watehing her brothers, Harold

and Frank, who were having a sham fight |

in the yard

“ It s too cold for my litde girlie to
play out of doors.  How would you like a
snowball party in the house?” inquired
mamina.

“In the repeated Lillian.
“ Wiy, it weuld wet everything all over,
and, besides, who conld 1T have at my
party ¢

“Oh, T will invite the guests,” said

mamma, Toaoking very mysterions.

house!"’

* Will yeu ask the boys to bring in the
snow ¢

Mamma laughed. ** No, | am going to
make some,” and Lillian watched her
curiously as she went t the closet and
brought out some sheets of white tissue
paper. She clipped it into tiny shreds,
and then began rolling the: into balls,
which resembled those the boys were mak-
ing in the yard.

“Oh, 1 see,” said Lillian, dancing
about her mother in great glee. “ Now
who is coming to my party ¢’

Her mother went out, and soon returned
with old Glossy’s two white kittens.

* Is that all ” laughed Lillian, but her
mother wout cut again and came in with
Frisk and Far, Gyp’s funny little puppies.

Lillian tossed the smowballs to each in
their turn, and they all entered into the
spirit of the fun, as much as the little girl
herself. = When the boys came into the
kitchen presently to warm their hands, she
tuvited them into the sitting-room to see
how she could play snowballing in a warm
room.

IN THE MULBERRY TREE.
BY FRANK L. STANTON.
There’s a little boy lives in the mulberry
tree—
In the very tip-top, tip-top;
And his mother is holding her apron, for
he
May drop when the mulberries d~op—-
Drop—drop—
From the very tip-top!
Drop when the mulberries drop!

Wiy dees he live in the top o the tree ?
That's what the boys want to know—
Such a dear little, queer littie fellow as he,
Way up where the mulberries grow!
Drop—drop—
From the very tip-top!
O, won't he come down when the mul-
berries drop!

Once kie was home with his mother and all,
As zood as the boys ever be,
But he couldn’t just wait for the berries
to fﬂ“.
So the wind blew him into the tree!
"I‘ql'b— .’rup— -
From the very tlp-top!
O, won't hie come down when the mul-
berries drop!

And the birds imilt o nest, and they hid
him away,
And that's why he stavs in the tree;
And Bis mother is holding her apron all
dav,
And a very sad mother is che!
Drop—drop—
From the very tip-top!
0, won’t he come down when the mul-
herries drop!
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