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different from the handsome church she
went to wher: she was at home, where the
dim light stole in softly through beautiful
stained-glass windows, and the footsteps
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tening to the singing. and way down in
her heart she hoped she could sit up near
the minister and sing just as sweetly as
that choir at home did, when she was grown
up.  Every Sunday wher she went to
church she would imagine how she would
feel to be singing in the choir, and she
would wonder how long it would be befo. ¢
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Toe The first Sunday Dorothy was in the
country she went to church with Cousirn
Anna.  Cousin Anna sang in the choir,
— | so0 she took Dorothy up in the gallery with
her where all the singers sat. It almost
took ber breath awav. To really sit up
with the choir! And when they got up
to sing Cousin Anna gave her a book and
helped her down from ber chair and put
her arm round her.

R They sang a hynin she knew, “ Nearer.
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WHAT DOES IT MEAN?

“Father, what does it mean to be a
drunkard ¥ Maggie Gray said you were a

ing an immense | drunkard, and her father said so, too?”
ved and respected Had a bombshell exploded at the feet of
act of living the | Mr. Weston, he could not have been more
surprised.  He stood mute, and one might
heard a pin drop, so silent were they
al But Kate, nothing daunted, after
waiting what she considered a proper

the

length of time, reveated th question ; ard
it was answered, “ A man who drink-
liquor, and makes a beu-t of himself.”

*“ Is that what you do, father ¢ ™

“ It is what 1 have dom sometimes,” |
replicd in a choked voice.

“ It’s bad, air’t it?”

“Yes, child, the very worst thing a man
can d'): »
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Only one word in reply to thi=—*“Yes.”
“Theu I shouldu’t think you'd do so
any more; cause mother's good, and |
don’t like 0 wear old shoes a bit! You
won’t be a drunkard any more, will vout”
said Katie, and she looked uy. to her fa
so confidingly that he carit ber in his

arms and hid his face o1 her sh
“ Say, father, vou won’
“ No, darliag, | wen't:
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. will you? ™~

and raising his
right hand he promised never to drink
another drop of intoxicating lignor. “God
helping,” he added reverently. “Bless you.
my darling, you have saved me! ™

sobs and

Then there were tears and

broken cjaculations,

11 for very joy, while
It made no differ-
Katie whether her shoes were old

supper was forgotten.
ence
or new; but when a few days after, she
became the pessessor of some long boots
with red laces and tassels, she had a better
appreciation of the change which had
taken place.

THE USE OF A GENTLE

Often a civil answer will save
from rudeness and insult.  Even rough
men are softened by a few sweet, gentle
words of a child, just as I have read that
a little boy was softened by the notes of a
bird. The boy was playing in the garden,
when a lctle bird perched on the bough
of an apple tree close at hand. The boy
looked at it for a moment : and then, obey-
ing the promptings of his baser part, he
picked up a stone that lay at his feet. and
was preparing to throw i1, steadying him-
self carefully to take s good aim. The
little arm was reached backward without
frightening the bird, and it was within a
moment of destruction, when lo! its tny
throat swelled, and it shook out a flood of
sweet notes. Slowly the boy’s arm dropped
to his side, and the stone feli to the ground
again; and when the little warbler had
finished its merry piping, it flew away un
harmed.

A gentleman who had been watching
the lad then came tc him, and asked him -
“ Why didn’t you stone the bird, my hoy ?
You might have killed him, and carried
him home.”

The little fellow looked up with a face
of half shame and half sorrow as Le an-

ANSWER.

you

swered: “ I couldn’t, *cos he sung so.”

THE BL

The stars of th

No image of

The eyvelids of
sun,

No dawning

| hear the bird:
And list to o

I kndw by th
spring,

But darkness

I know summe
When leaves
And winter br
my broy

But darkness

I tell by the to
The mother
Her step often

child,
I feel her in

 ve, whose ey
Thank God w
Give pity and
born,
Whose years

LESS
SECO

SIX MONTIHS WIT

Lessc

WA

Luke 12. 85-48.
GC

Blessed are t
Lord when he o
-—Luke 12. 37.
QUESTION

What is a pa

a spiritual mear
say about the Lo
s parable spake

13. 34). What
about? Why w
journey ¢ Ihd

he would return
servant do? W
pect to see? W
good servants?
who you know a
be a faithful se
D
Read the
Luke 1
Read abe
Luke 1
Learn w
Luke 1
Thur. Tearn the

Mon.

Tues.

Wed.

1




