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formed his mouth into a yous, Vesuvius
working on full time: “that's tho way ttey
core pigs.”

v8moke on, thep,” qulckly replied the
old lady; “There's some bope for you
yet!”
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WEEDS,

T1on1s and sights of woeds are growlogi
All tho garden, ‘most, needs honlng;

In the corn the grass js thick,

And the burdocks grow sc quick.

First, you know, they’re big and tall,

1f you let them start &t alk

That's the way, my little man,

Dig the weeds up while you can;
After them with hoe and rake,

So good plants their plece may teke,
Surly thoughts are weeds, you know;
Kill them quick, so love can grow,
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WHAT WE MUST THANK GOD FOR,

I AM sure, my dear little people, that
you and I have more that we ought to
thask God for than we can possibly think
about. I will tell you a true story that,
n ay-be, will help us to remember some of
the tbings,

Once a number ¢f minfaters were to meet
at a certaln plece in the country, To get
there, they rcde on horacback over a very
rough road among the mountains; sod
somedimes by deep and dangerous cliffs,
when they came together, one man sald:
“X tave a great dral to bless the Lord for.
My horse stumbled ard we came very pesr
fallilng down the mountain aide. But the
Lord kept ue, o that we vere not hurt, I
thank and bless the Lord for it.”

Then another msn swid: “I have more
to thank the Lord for than thas ' So they
all thought to hear of a still more narrow
osoype; and thoy arked h'm what it was,
He eaid: “The Lori did not let my horse
oven stumblo.”

I am afraid, dear ¢bild-ap, we sometimos
don't think about {t when the Xord keeps
us from accldents, or tarm of any kind.
Lot us rememt er this man, snd what he had
to be thank ul for.

The Apcstie Paul tells us that wo ought
“in overything to give thanks"”
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FEEKRY AND THE ECHO.
BY ALIOR W,

BERRY was a very sweet little boy, who
lived with }s parents in one of the beauti-
ful wooded valleys of Tenuessee. He had
no lttle brether or afster, and there were no
other children living near him, so he had to
play by himself when mamma was busy,

One day Berry was in the wocds playing
he was " Jack the Glant-killer,” and as he
grasped his imsginary golden hen he gave a
merry, ringing laugh, He had hardly
finished his laugh when he hoard it re-
peated, as he thought, by some one close te
him, He locked all rcurd, but could see
no one,

*Hello 1" he called,

“Hello {" came the arswer,

“Who are ycu!” called Berry.

Berry was getting angry row, for he
thought some one was makirg fun of him,
and you know little boys never like to be
made fun £,

“Y hate you !” he sald vebemently.

“] hate you!"” came the answer jrst as
vehemently,

Berry clinched his little hands and
stamped his foot as he cried, “I1l whip
youl®

“I'll whip you!” sald the other volce,
with (xactly the same c¢xpression as his
own,

Of course Berry counld no$ whip a person
whom hs conld not see, 50 he ran into the
house to tell mamma that thers was a
naughty little boy in the woods who sald he
hated him and would whip Mm, Mammea
st once saw the secret,

“Now, darling,” ste eald, as she kissed
tho flushed, angry fac of her little boy,
“go back sgain Into the woods, and call ount
to the li‘tle boy that you love him.”

So Berry ran beck, and stood in the very
same place where e had been standing
bofore, and called out very lomd, bui with
the angry ring all gome out of his voloe,

“1 love youl”

.

Tmmodiatel; came the reply, “I love
joui"

Now, I euppose most of my little readers
have already discovered the secret tbat so
£t zzled Berry. But bave ycu also dlscovered
another secret, which I want you to draw
from this ircldent{ Don't you see how
nicely this s'ory cf the Echo illustrates that
beautiful verse which Jesus has given you
as a guide through life !—“ As ye sow ye
shall reap” Don't you know that when
Berry gave forth words of hate and anger
he rccelved the same agaln, increased a
hundred-fold in strength ard volume, as it
ceme back to him from its contact with the
surrounding hills and treea! But when his
words and tones weie thoss of love, then
love was returned to him again, increazed a
hundred-fold.

Let all the little boys and girls who read
this remember that as Berry’s volce and
tones influenced the echo which was rs.|
turned to him, 20 to a greater or less extent
will your acts, your words, your walk in
life {nfluence the bearlug of the world
toward yourself, You are just starting In
life, and you know nst whether the sowing.
time will be long or short, Then, let each
little boy and each little girl kneel down
every morning and a.k God to make that
da; 's sowlng one of love ; for “as ye sow ye
shall reap.”

&
&

BOY LOST!

C waara ead cry! Every mother-heart
trembled &s it rung out upon the séill air,

It was the boy's body that we feared was
lost. Thoughts of the river, - f the rallrosd
croesing, of the prowling gypsles in the
nelghborhood, all rushed into our minds,

And whep, after s day cf heavy gloom,
the news spread through the town that the
boy was safe, what joy there was!

Then we thought of the boys that are
getting loet oll the time, and no one seems
to mind! The crowd thaé you see at the
otreet corners ; the boys who saunter along
p fing clgarettes; the little fellows who
are learning to swear and to fight, and to
speek vile werds; the toys who thick it is
many to treat mother with disrespect—O
what an army of such boys {s coming on!

Boy loat ! Yes, the world is losing boys
who ought to be growing into good men.
God is losing the strong, true boy-hearts
that he vau.s 80 much,

And the boys are loalng—everytling!

But there is saother army—the fearless,
truthful, obedient band, who mean to do
right, come what may.

Stick to this army, boys!




