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RACHEL AT THE

WELL.

In our lesson for
September 16 weread
sbout Jesus at Ja-
cobs well.  In our
picture we sce the
well long centuries
Lefore the time of
Jesus.  We can see
the hecuvy stones of
which the well is
built, th:e canels not
far away. the group
of young women
bringing their pitch-
ers to the well and
the pretty young
‘woipan, Rachel, who
is there already. She
linds a weary strang-
wer at the well. He
lus come on a long
journcy and is hot
and tired. Rachel
lets down her pitcher
and draws up the
water for him to
drink. For this kind
act she was repaid,
for the man was
Jacob, who after-
wards became her
husband. But how
much happier must
that Samaritan wo-
wan have been, who
s0 many years after,
drew water from the
well and gave adrink
to the tired Stranger,
who was Jesus Christ
her Saviour.

GET ME AN UM-
BRELLA.

Rosik loved dearly to water L:r flowers.
Every evening just after tea she went out
with her little watering-pot and .prinkled
her paasies, and prii wtuses, and endytuft,
and all the other Leauties in hes flower

bed

RACH¥L AT THE WELL,

A few cvenings after her Led had Leen
planted, she started out as usual with, her
watering-put, —although the shy was very
dark, and the thunder rolled in_the di.
tance, and the rain was fast cuining. Surc

cnough, she had hardly reached the tlower

gurden §:before gthe
great drops began to
fall.

Rosie lifted her
head and  called
* Mamma® mammn’’

Her wmother was
closing  the second
story windows, and
she answered, * What
is it, Rosie * Hurry
in. or you will get
wet.

“Gict we an  um-
brella, pleaso,” called
Roste, without stir-
ring.

“What for/ Run
in quickly,”answered
mumma, “and jou
will not need it”

“But I want tu
water my (lower,
and 1 will get all
wet, answered Rosie

“Oh, you funny
child *” suid mamiun,
luughing. = Don’t you
see the rain is water-
ing them 7 Come in,
quickly.  yoau are
sonking wet already.”

THE LASTOF T11E
SEASON.

ALL summer Bor-
tha found debighit an
,;at,hcnn;;lquumLﬁ uf
Wiad tlomers of cvery
hue and coulvur,  Be-
fure winter will en-
tireiy  cluse up the
bright faces which
smile in the wood-
land, she once more
comes home Jaden

with the last bou-
quet of the season Farewel! to the daisie
fall rosey, and? gollenrod O} winter i

_near, we hope’aga’™ to mect in themerny

sprinyg time after a {ony day’s rest und s
neath the autuinn leaves whick are nuw

_preparing our winter bed.



