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[No. 16.

THE SISTERS.

WHAT a sweet plc-
ture Anna aad Grace
make with their arms
clasped abou’ each
other. We feel and
know as we look at
them that they love
exch other dearly. 1
am glad to hear some
of my Mitle readers
exclaim: “Why
shouldn't they love
each othor very much;
how can they help i,
they are sisters 3"

I sincerely hops
that all my reeders
feel the same toward
their brothers and
sisters, and that they
will feel more and
more drawn toward
eagh other as they
grow older together;
but sad to say, some
who ware very fond
of each other when
they were children
have grown far apart
in later yeara, Ihave
Enown {nstances
where brothers and
sisters not only lived
apart as strangers, but
whose hearts were
filled with hatred toward exch other.

I wa3 told of an instance last sommer
where a lady was calling upon a friend.
The two were sitting upon the piazzs when
avother lady passed by. *“ Why, thers goes
your sister,” sald the frlend. The first 1dy
stiffened her.elf np and said, “I havs no
slster.” Think of {t; hero were two sisters,
one & widow with one cbhild, both living

THE SISTERS,

near each other in separate houses. Two |
who ought to have been sll the world to .
each other, for they had no other near
relatives, and yet they would no$ even
speak to each other. I wonder how they
can read sach words as, ‘“He that loveth
not, knoweth not God, for God is love. He .
(or she) that loveth not his brother (or
sister) wuom he hath sesn, how can he]love

God whom he hath
not seen 1

Ch! my reader, do
not withhold your
affaction, for the time
will come all too soon
when thoso near to
you will bo removed
from your sight snd
your remorsc will be
that you have net
loved enough.

DISCONTENTRED

JESSIE,
BY R A F

“] wixT to go!
Whycan't It Inever
do anything I want
to.”

Jeeslo did not mind
what she s&id, {f ahe
could oniy go to the
picaic. Bat her mother
ssid gravely : ¢ Jeasle,
is that quite true?
Do you never do
anything you want
to! While youarea
little girl, you must
trust me to decide
what Is best for you;
when you are awoman
you can decide for
yoursalf”

Jessle went pouting to her room, and
had & good cry. But sooa the clouds that
her mother had obaervel rising in tho west,
gathered overhead, and thers was a great
thunderstore. Then Jessie went down
stairs, and threw her arms around her
mother's neck, and said: “I sm sorry I was
20 nsughty. You kusw bass, mother, dear.”
—Sunday at Home.




