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A VEXED QUESTION

BY FLIA JOHNNSON KERR
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BOBBIE'S WOLF.

“What was the text to-day, DBobbie?”
asked Aunt Kate.

! deal
|

| was getting deeper into sin.

| the meaning of the words as well as she

vas restlessand hummed a tune
'.‘.h“n'
canse he * forgot.”
} ther

softly onece she was talking, be
Once he interrupted
when '.iu'-‘
dressed up like Baa!” On
the whole, even mother was afraid Bob-
bie would get little help from his lesson.

It was three o'clock on the afternoon of
that day when Bobbie sheltered himself
] ! wind in the corner of his fath
and listened to John Walker

ber to ask whe wolves,

-hf'v;-. said

from the

ers house

| while he coaxed.
“1t’s just a little way—not more than |

from here; and 1 shouldn’t

two blocks

think your mother would be afraid to|
have a big boy like veu go down there, |

with me ; and
warmer there, because it's on the
sunny side of the street. 1 don’t believe
but what if vour mother was here she
ild want vou to go, so as to get out of
this ugly east wind.”
whiie  looked ecuriously  at
r. At last he spoke :
*You're a wolf, Johnny Walker! As
true as vou live, you're a wolf!”

“ Don’t vou go callin’ me names!” said
John, his face growing red. “T am three
than you and T won't

'-!M-Vi:l.‘:\'

it's a great

Wi i

-"']m

vears  older
stand it

*But T can’t help it, you see, becaunse
it's in the Bible. Our Lord said, ‘ Be-
ware of ‘em:’ that means, ‘ Take care
that you don’t do a thing they say, "o
cause they are only makin’ b'lieve be
good.” You're makin’ b'lieve my mother
wants me to go down to Court Street,
when she told me not to go; and I know
voure a wolf, because mother told me
"bout 1t this mornin’. I'm a-goin’ in now;
I don’t like to play with wolves.”

And wise Bobbie trudged away into
the house.

1 think Bobbie understood the text
pretty well, don’t you? And, better still,
he did exactly what it said.

FORGIVENESS.

One day a minister found a yovng man
who was leading a sinful life, and was
feeling very unbappy. He had left his
home some months before, and every day
“Oh!” he

| exclaimed, “If only 1 were at home once

“1 hope you don’t expect a little chap |

like Bob to remember or understand the

text we had todav (" laughed DBobbie's
father.

“* Bexare of false prophets, which
but in

wardly they are ravening wolves,’” re-

o o

2

to vou In -?,-:-;-1 clothing,

come o

peated auntie, giving Bobbie an encourag
izx,L' nod.
“There isn't anv w

8 in Las ety

)

said Bobbie, complacen

more!  DBut my father will not receive

me; he cannot love me now; he will never |
forgive me: I have lost his love for ever.” |

The minister said, kindly, “ Bave you
ever tried him¢” “No; I dare not.”

| *“ Does your father know where you are

| now ™

| since I left home.”

“No: I have not written to him
“Then, I will write

for you.” “ It is of no use, sir,” said the

“Oh, ves, there are,” said mother, as |

she took him in her lap, and cxplainodlnml this is what it said: “ Indeed, I am | the grace of God.

Voung man.
the minister.

The letter was soon written and prayed |

over. By return mail came an answer,

| heart

“ Well, we can try,” replied |

ready to forgive my wandering son. My
ached to know where I could
tind him, and I have r:i"!w\l]_\' }-!’.l.‘.-wi
that he might be willing to return. Let
him eome back at once. [ will forgive
him all freely, and love him still.”

So we see that the father was alwayvs
ready to forgive his boy, even when the
bov was not willing to seek forgiveness.
So Ged is always ready to forgive us.

When we truly say: * 1 have sinned
and want to be f-»r;_'i\vu." we zre sure to
vou can trust yourself wholly to me and
to pardon us.

has

{HOW HE USED THE PIECES.

Many years ago there lived and worked
in Italy a great artist in mosaics. His
skill was wonderful. With bits of glass
i and stone, he could produce the most
| striking works of art: works that were
valued at thousands of pounds.

In his workshop was a poor little boy
whose business it was to clean up the
floor and tidy up ihe room after the
day’s work was done. Ile was a quiei lit-
tle fellow, and always did his work well
That was all the artist knew about him.

One day he came to his master and
asked, timidly: “ Please, master, may [
have for my own the bits of glass that vou
throw upon the floor”

“ Why, ves, boy,” said the artist. *“ The
bits are good for nothing. Do as you
please with them.”

Day after day, then, the child might
have been seen studying the broken picees
iound on the floor, layving some on one
side, and threwing others away.

He was a faithful little servant, and
so year after vear went by, and saw him
still in the workshop.

One day his master entered a store-
room little used, and in looking around
came upon a piece of work carefully hid-
den behind the rubbish. He brought it
to the light, and, to his surprise, found
it a noble work of art, nearly finished. He
gazed at it in speechless amazement.

“ What great artist can have hidden
bis work in my studio?” he cried.

At that moment the young servant en-
| tered the door.  He stopped short on seeing
bis master, and when he saw his work
in his hands, a deep flush dyed his face.

“ What is this{” cried the artist. < Tell
me, what zreat artist has hidden his mas-
| terpiece here 17

* Oh, master,” faltered the astonished
boy, “ it is only my poor work. You know
| you said I might have the broken bits
you threw away.”

The child, with an artist soul, had gath-
|ered up the fragments, and patiently

lovingly, wrought them into a wonderful
| work of art.

Do you catch the hint, little people?
| Gather up the bits of time and opportun-
ity lying all about, and patiently work
out your life mosaic—a masterpiecs, by
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