1C

HAPPY DAYS

THE LETTERS.
Three little gir'ies are busy to-day!
- care for frolic and |-l.|'\.
a is over the sea,
*just as hamesick as he can be
For a sight of his -nrlu« so far away
Whe are lnhgllq_' teo weleome him h'nm‘
some day
Se they coaxed wmamma for sume paper
and ink,
And some wice new pens, and they're try
ing te think
Of everything loving and nice to write
Which will make papa feel happy and
bright.
But with all the news they may put in
each Jetter
Nothing they write will please him better
Than the words which come from their
hearts, you know.
= Cuine home. papa, for we want Vo sl

“ Why, what is this#” asked grlnup.L

* A peae h tree: a little thing, indeed, Imt

will make a large tree some d; ay.”

“Why, how dJdid it
claimed Fred.

“ 1 don’t keow,” <aid
haven't had a pe
day last vear grandua bronght home a
fine me; but 1 never had a chance to try
it, for it -lu.nq- ared myste nun~|\~—\\ln
Fred, what is the matter 2” he sndde 'ul\
exclaimed : for Fred lovked strangely eon
fused, and was blnshing warmly. while his
heart thumped away st a great rate. Then
ke confessed that he had taken the peach,
and was forgiven.

His wrongdoing eame from coveting the
peach when he first saw i

come  here ! ex

hoin the Louse since one

GOD WILL TAKE CARE OF ME.
One day a little girl was standing by a
wind dunng a heavy tlmmk-r—el-mn
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THAT ROSY PEACIHL

That peach did kek <o niee, s round.
<o rvey and ripe.  Grandma had bronglt
it home for grandpa.  Fred Perkins stoo ]
baking at a1z e walked toward it: he
tonched 3t then be smelled it: and

alas?  he bt it: then he ate it ail. e
threw the stone ont of the open w indow,
aned it fell at the fost of an eve roereen
hedge: it Fred was ve rv anhappv: he
wished he had not tonched that peach.
Next year, at vacation time, Fred went
again to visit Jus grawiparents,

“ Fred,” said :ranv!'-a.
marden and sev how thines have
s You were here”

Soon they came to the evergreen heder,

“ovme into the
orown

Her Aunt Annie was very much afraid of
the llgbtnmg, and told her to oome away,
lest it might strike her. But Katy an-
swered, “ It is God whe mnh-: it thunder,
and he will take care of me.”

HARRY'S WISH.

There was once 2 little Trish boy named
Harry whose keart was set upon being a
missionary when he should beeowe a man.
He had heard the missionaries whe some
times stopped at his father’s house tell the
stories of their life among the heathen.
and though there were stories of freat
<uffering and loneliness. no donla. vet thev
were full of the Jov of theme whe earrs
the name of Jesus and the Holy Bille to
these whe have never heard or seen them.
Ent the heavenly Father knew that there
was a betier way.  He took Harry to him
slf: we do not know why, bt the Lond
never makes a mistake.

Before ”;:I‘l’_\ died he asked his father

wonld like to have there, that thev lmghl
speak for him when he was awav.
te-day, litthe grave in a quiet
ecemetery in Ireland, auy one
Harry's wish.
wonld eall mone
ilarry wanted 1o do, | «or make it muoeh
greater.  Here vou may read larey's
wich, and perhaps among all who read it

";Wer a

than  ene to'-the work

cre will remember and say some day. |
* Here am 1: send me.”
=1 want to le a missionary: but if T

die before 1 ean be. 1 wonld like my wish |
written on my tombstone,
bearing of it, may go instead of me.
II:-rr_\ o

A little girl, somewhat noted for her
quaint and original sayings, said the other
day at the bhreakfast-table that “ che had

cough pipe.”

grancipa. <11

tor write upon his tombstone the words he |

A FAIR GAME.

“ Let’s play basebal).” said
* Al the g boys play that.”

* We will,” answered the sweet,
| voice of Frankie's little sister Millie.

1 will be the batter,” <aid Frankie.

* Yes.” agreed Millie.

“You can be pi!"lu'r." Frankie.
So he took for himself a tennis racket and
ve to his sister the ball.
= Now who'll e mmpire ¢
little Ty,

Frankie.

prsitive

asked the
* There are only two of us.”

© What's umpire ¢ asked Millie.

“ Why, someluniy to wateh us and see
that we play fair.”

“Oh!™ said Millie.

The two gazed round them on all sides,
hoping to see sume little playmate coming,
but all they saw was iMillie’s doll, Clari-
bel, tumbled down in a heap on the grass
and Frankie's donkey that went on wheels.
The little boy began to frown.

“ There is Claribel,” suggested Millie.
cas \'lu- will watch us.”

“ She can’t sit up,’
“Just look at her now.’

-»b jected Frankie.

Millie looked. Then she said, “She
could if she leaned against your
donkey.”

“1 wish we had somebody else,” said
Frankie. as he waited while his sister ar-
ranged the doll.

“0, she will watch us,” answered
Millie. * Claribed is 2 gl girl. Why,
she will wateh us every minute.”

The children had leen left alone with
grandmother that morning, and grand-
mother was busy —ton Imsy to attend to

them. “Run right out in the yard,”
grandmather had said. “ and be good chil-
dren.”

Perhaps  Frankie remembered  what

grandmother had said, for the ugly feeling
inside that was making a froom on his
face went away, and be took up his tennis-
racket bat. Millie picked up the ball and

| threw it while Frankie n\uug the bat. He

did not hit the ball, but Millie smiled

.-.uwlh en the doll and asked, “ Wasn't

may n‘:nll -
Perhaps God knew that it e time she threw the bail.
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that fair, Claribel £ She asked this every

At last Frankie said: <1 don’t lelieve
that's the way, Millie. I didu't hear
Consin Pen say anything “bont asking the

umpire all the time. He just said tine
umpire watched and ulu-n vou didn’t s

| 1.ur von heard abont it

that some one, l Miilie,

got a |-|m- ..f bread head-first down her | when they were quite tired.

“1 just asked ber <o she wonldn't @+
! lomesonse sitting there <o still,” apologizel
“Of conrse, if “tisn’t right 1'l}
Mazle <he’ll not get lone

i not ask her.

some.

“Of conrse she'll not,”  answered
Frankie. “Isn't <he right by my
do Ilk"\ "'

“1 gmess we playved fair.” said Millie,

“ Claribel

; didn’t ay anvthing.”
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