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CHILDEREN'S OFFERING

] o wonld bring onr treasure -

to make them like your pretty block house; she grew up
Fhis carcless wav of ! sweet and good becanse she was km'l 1o
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MARY'S BUSY DAY,

Aud these <hall Is: the treasinres Oh dear! Oh

ar ! sand Mary, <1

We «fler to our King, | have so much to do for Hildrith's
sl the gifts that even e new dress mn e finished, and Fluff

posorest child may bring. MES. PISSY'S |']\“' EDIENT
CHILD.
It is not only bovs and girls that have to

mind : there are animals, 10,

i=t have her bells sewn on a new ribbon
for tomorrow is my birthday.”

Mary’s mother had told her that on the
fourth day of October, she would be tive
vears old, and had promised her a party.
You mav be sure she was l-h‘;lsul_ and

OUR SUNDAY-SOCHOOL Al ns,

: » 1o
by their fathers and mothers. The fol-
lowing little story tells of a kitten who

The beest, 1

Wa. mave her mother not a little trouble: seting iha-climbed u» o8 hair,
e . - - every evening she climbed up on a chair,
L “ 1 ecalled the kitten,” savs the writer, y . y

and, with father’s blue pencil. marked one
more day off the calendar, until there was
only one lefil

She had gone out into the shade of the
garden that morning to finish her sewing,
and when she had bathed Hildrith (for
she was a china baby—net wax), <he put
on her thimble and kept on sayiag,
“Small  stitches—small  stitches —small
stitehes,” as she hemmed the new dress.

Bt Fluff must have her fun, and while
her little mistress was busy stitehing, the
mischievous kitten was also busy tangling
the spool of thread.

* Fluff, what do yon mean by d’laying
me on this important merning? Are vou

*who sprang from her ba<ket, where she
had been lying with her mother. and fol
lowed me into the next room.  The e
lowed, growling warningly, and,
her up by the neck, replaced her in the
basket. Again I called her. and again she
came at my call. This time the mother.
growling still more threateningly. followed

us again; but this time she seized the kit
nrtesty) ten by the tail instead of by the neck, evi
e dently as a punishment, and ,...Il.. her
rnu"hl\ along, the kitten mewing help
lessly. For a third time 1 called. and onee
more she came to me; but thic time the
+% Tosmperance St | mother was silent. She came, took up the

cente et Lo
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kitten, drageed her off, and then began te
-“ rhi "lll.'q;: " bt her a 1in ar I. vﬂlll in :“ ; l. e n-‘hn""\'l of it el
Jevan Mhedk Neam, wite her ags and 3 order to -
Mow Halifax. N.< £ Fluff seemed to understand. for she

wcure her obedience.  This method was

snecessful. and the next time I ealled it crept -]_\“_\' over and l.’l.\' down with «ne

‘)app‘z Ea?s. was in vain." —Animal Life. s

wd and the other pecping.
n .\l.:r) ran back to t} honse

nd

| RN B RT . brought an empiy spool for the kint to

TORONTO. FERRUARY 24, 1906 _ I-lj“-l.\. RIGHT. play with—end they were oll oo busy and
— | “ My dear little girl, vou must not be so - - o2 25

. » v happy that day that Mary said it was

tient: 1 leard von throwing Moecks,

very n-':lr’\' as nice as the ;--nr'\ '].n
Do vyou not think it i< the busy children
whe are the ¢ 1 de

EXVGGERATION,
d a |-5-~--- of ll-'ii.l “'

e .
I heddd oy s

rubder. It i< very

triced and tried to

1 untal 1t 1< manv times as o B build a s with v blocks, and when
talde. We manet e o onr 1 have ’ bl Joks so THINE IS THE POWEL.
spwaki India ruld '. T retty, ' <. and T just ean’t Merton was strugeling over a idition
andd whe  wi ake i1.” sum which w not right. lHis
Wl = hind fe was smi so was his face, with

o it in-
“ Put
said mother,
ut vour eves. Now,

this morning ¥

rls " runnine * Was there any

| ! “1 Kknow.

! " T i d show me

Iw ‘ ra salr . mother I

- nlg ' | ped off wother’s knee. eleaned his

' - . I ate, brushed aws s lears, and in a

litthe mwore than what is <trietly . s sweet, | few minntes produec sum trlmnph

arder 1o sel! hic gonde. T neet alas coane | dear:™ <aid he started right | autly. saving, * ﬂ.m. vou, God, thine is
persens whe like to tell ctaries, and whe { when she was a little girl. She, t, was I the power.™




