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. HOW LONG IT
. TAKES,

“0, I'm so Bun-

§ 1" cried lit:tle
oanny, running
into the house from
play. “Give me
some bread and
butter, quick!”

“The bread is
baking,so you must
be patient,” said
bis mother.

Johuny waited
two minutes, and
then asked if it was
done.

“No,” exclaimed
the mother, “not
yet‘”

“Tt seems a long
while to make a
glice of bread,” said
Johnny impatient-
ly.

“Perhaps  you
don't know how
long it does take,”
said his mother.

“How long does
it take?” asked
the little boy.

“The losf was
begun inthesprin;i;
it was doing all
summer; it could
not be finished till
the autumn.”

“Why?” hecried,
drawing & lon
breath. 8

“ Because God is
never in a hurry,”
said mother, “The
farmer dropped the
seeds in the ground
in April, but the
farmer could not
msake them grow.
All the men in the
world could not

make a grain of wheat; much less could
all the men in the world make a stalk of :
wheat grow. An ingenious man could
make something that looked like wheat. .
Indeed, you often sec young ladies’ bon-
nets trimmed with sprays of wheat made
by milliners, and at first sight you can
hardly toll the difference.”

A WATERFOWL. (SEE NEXT PAGE)

nor the corn to
grow ; but ho drops
it into the ground
and covers it up—
that is his part—
and then leavcs it
{0 God. Qod takes
caro of it. It isho
who sets Mother
Earth nourishing it
with warm juices,
He sends the rain,
he makes the sun
shine, ho makes it
spring up—firstthe
tender shoot, then
the blades—and it
takes May and
June and July and
August, with all
their fair and foul
weather, to set up
the stalks, throw
cut the leaves, and
ripen tho car. If
little  boys are
starving the corn
grows no faster.
God does not hurry
his work, but ho
does all thinga
well,”

By thie time
Johnny had lost all
his impatiencs; he
was  thinking:
“ Well,” he said at
last, “thut's why
we pray to God,
‘Give us this day
our daily bread.
Befere now 1
theughtit was you,
mother, thit gave
us our daily Lread;
and now I see it
was God We
should not have &
slice if it werc ot
for God, wou'd

" Pat them in the ground and sce,” said , we, mother ?"—Chil{ v/ H - ..c.

Johnny.

“That would certainly decide. Thet

make-believe wheat would lie as stil as Kindness to dJumb animals is s creditatlo

. bits of iron. The 1.4l grain would soun cxdression in any buy. He who i3 kindtv

make a stir, bueau.e the real seeds have 8 brute Juay be relied un, as a rule, for
life within them, »nd only God gives lifc. kindness toward his boy ur girl com.

| The farmer, thep, makes neither the wheat | panions.



