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‘THE SWEETES MOTHER.”
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Chubby bhands, of course were
(’x;--.grn-;tt handle—can you as '
tugged av
«ling, oh, rong !
Little Carl was
! To himself a i

* Soane time 1711 i«
Though I ti
And I'll work
And give
For,” and
Feeling, oh,
“ 1 hare got the sweetest
You ean find in all the |

mild big b
r AI)] :i“. mo "'..

le Carl stopped singing,
and grand !

so strong

OTR SUNDAY-SCHOOL PAFERS

Tor nila
S F. Hoesmis
Wedderan Hook Hoom,
Halifax. N.s

C.W_Coares,
B176 St. Catherine Siteel.
Montreal Que.

Sunbcam.

Y61

TORONTYO, FEBRU ey

AR

FOLLOWING JESUS IN THE DARK

said

lead you upst
So DBessie

wiher's and

wother said: *
wWere voui, v «a

ing up,

“0 no, ma
couldn’t be, ‘ hole |
hand.” |

suid her mother,
of death; for Jesus iz

"!.r!:.“ * yon

fraid

need not e
holdi t hand to vou, and yvou have |
it vour own in his and he will
l‘. A"
1 y old of his hand,
I d everv day, and

elp you. He i
that they necd not 1
ollow him anywhere

he'll me upstairs t
" said Bessie. “1
»; would you, mamma ¥

taxe

Won 't

DYING MOTHER'S BEST
GIFT.

A little boy about five years of age
entered the room where his mother lay on
her death-bed. For awhile he stood silent
d sad length the mother said
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“1 DON'T CARE”

“1 am sorry to see my son give way
anger,” said a patient mother.
“1 don’t care,” replied the passions

child. B But

* You will become an ignorant man J
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teacher a little later.

“ 1 don’t care,” he muttered under &
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friend warningly.
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