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MINNA'S WHAT-
SOEVER" }y
Tur prize was to
be a lovely littls
ved Testament with
gilt clasps, Miss
Lucy bai promised
to give it to the one
of the infant class
who should learn
the Sermon on the
Mbnunt the best,

“J think I can get
it,” sald Minna to
herself; “I know
Charlie is quicker
than I am about
learning, but then
he is a very care-
lees littls boy; he'll
forget to study the
verces, and I won't
remiod him."”

Sa the days went
by Both children
learned the first two
chapters, and said
them over to mam-
ma; then Charlie,
who was, as Minna
had said, a careless
hittle boy, got in‘er-
ested ia his rabbit-
traps and forgot
atout the Sermon
on the Mount and
the htle red Tes-
tament,whileMinna
kept on studying.
She had gotten asfar
asthe twellth verse:
“Therefreallthings
whatsoeveryewould
that men should do
to you, do ye even
s0 to thﬁmo"z;:‘a R~

“If you had for-
gotten about the

Tur

Ngwsnovy,

[No. 17

prize,” whispered
Consc'ence, “You
woulil like Charlie
to romind you.”

Minna hesitated a
whi'e, and then said
with a aigh, “* Yes, 1
‘spect that's my
*whatsoever ;’” and
a little later you
might have seen her
hearing Charlic say
his chapter.

When the infant
class met at Miss
Lucy's to try for the
prize, (" arlic won
it: he had by far
the best memery of
them all.

*“ But please, Miag
Lucy,” he said as te
saw the teacher tak
up her pen, * write
Charlic and Minna
Brent in it, ‘cause if
my sister hadn't re-
minded ma I would
nsver have grt that
fast charter lerned
in time."

“ AL " <a’d Moes
Lucy, ¢ I ses some
f my little people
have got this le.u-
tiful sermon by
heart as w.ll as Ly
memory.,”

And then under
peath the two names
she wrote inred ink,
just the colrur of
the backa: * What-
soever ye would
that men should do
to you, do Jys even
80 to them."
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THE FAIRY ARTIST.
O 10FRE 15 & hitte artist
Wha paints i the cold night hours
ietures | £ wee wee ghuldien,
Of wondroua trees and fowars,

Picturea « f srow-whr*e monntains
Touching the snow.wiite ¢ky;
P’ ctures of distan® cceans
Where pigmy +hips sal by,

Iictures of ru-hing rivers
By fairy brid ea spanned;

Bita of besut.tul fardecapes
. l}-iwl from oin-a 4

THe moon 13 the Lanp he piinta by,
His canvas the viad c-pane;
Hi: brush is a froz -nsnow thike,
Jack Frast the art*'s yome
< O [l ) s,
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SENDING LOVE,

Tur Sunday S ol Adrocate tells us that
the little Inaian cirle in some of the north-
ern t1ibies «f Anierica have a pretty custom.

Wien a litle frond dies the clildren
et suares and catch birds,

A litie girl, holding the pretty bird
tenderiy in her hand, will talk to it in this
way : * Oh, little bird, cur dear laughicg
cyes has goue away at the call of the great
spirit.  She can no louger see our faces or
hvar vur voices. Wo are sad and louely
without her, and we want you to fly away
and tedl her that we love her aud our hear!a
are :ad tecauss she has gome. Go, dear
litlo bird, and tear our message to Jaugh-
ing eyev” And then they set the bird
fres, und it flies away.

friemls are still with us, while they can
look into our eyes and hear our wurds of
Jeve, lot us syeak then freely. Some day
mnther, pister, beother,—2all will be goue
bevond our reach. Le: us apaak thetend-r,
though' ful, loving w.rd whilo we muy.
s 0 G o0 G -
HE WASN'T DRIVING,
A ratuer and his little son were riding
along a familiar rosd with a gentle horse
To gratify the child the father placed the
reins in his hiand, but at the same time, nn-
coen, rtadrel his own hLold on them. As
thiy rode on they saw ayproaching them,

8¥ a territic speed, a runaway team. The
dar gcr was great and imminent,  But the
father cuided his horse :o that a collis’un

! R
| wag avoided, ani the danger escaped.

When all was over the litt'e son lo.ked
to his father, and with choked utterance
taid, I thousht 1 was driving. but I
wasn't was I papa?”

S> often do s the child of God, when
some peril has bzen escaped, or deliverancn
Las baen vouchsafed in ways unforeseen and
unthought of, 1 ave ote wsion to sy, “ Father,
I thought I was driving, L.t I wasn't.”

THE DYING SOLDIER.

“ Pur mo down,” said a wounded soldier
in the Ciimea to his comrades, who were
carrying Lim; © put me dovn; do not take
the trouble to carry me any farther. I am
dyirg”

They put him down and returned to the
fizld. A few minutes la‘er an cllicer saw
tle man weltering in his own bload, and
said to him, “ Can I do anything for you t”

¢ Nothing, tbank you.”

-« Shall T get you a lit'la water?” sig
the kind-bearted officer.

“ No, thank you; I am dyipg.”

“Ts there nothing I can do for you?
Shall T write to your frierds 7"

“1 have no friends that yon can write
to, but there is one thing for which I would
be much obliged. In my knapsack you will
find & Testament; will you open it at the
fourteenth chapter of John ? and near the
«nd of the chapter you will find a verse that
begins with ‘peace’ Will you real it?”

The flicer did ss r.quested and fonnd
the words, “Peace [ leave with you, my
peaca I give uato you; not as the werld
giveth, give I unto you. Let not your
heart be troubled, neither lst it be af.a’'d’

* Thank you, sir,” said the dying man
“I have that peace; I aw guing to that
Saviour; God i3 with me; I want 10
more.”

It 1s vaiy sweet to send love, but it js |
even swesler L0 yive it. While our dear

Thess were his last words, aud his spirit
ascen led to be with him he 1ove ). —S/,

S

LITTLE ANXNIE'S OBJECT-LESSON

‘Tis only go>d children
Whorn the apgels eill fair,

“T wistt God had made ne protty,” e
little Annie Spurke, wha lonked o dolefnl
that Aunt Muarie recolved to help tho child,
it she could.

That night, when Annie cams howme from
tchon), her aunt saii: “I am going to wive
you a new doll, mv dear. I have two in
my room, aud you may choose one for your
own"

Annie tripped up staits gaily to seck hor
new treawmre, She found the two dolls
ujon the sofs. Tno one that firat claimel
ber at‘ention was exquisitaly dreased in
¢ilk anl velvat; dainty laze wis about her
ncek aud wrists; upoa her feat wera pret'y
shees, and on her head a lovely has,

B.fure Annie had «xumined the dolls
closely, she thought this one would be her
choice for whea she first glanced at the
other she only noticed the dress, wh'ch was
of the plainest calics, with no ornament of
any kivd; but when she ¢xamined mare
carefully, she found that tha doll with the
homely drcss was a beautiful marble doll
with real golden hair, eyes that would open
and shu*, dainty Ditlo fect on which ske
could s*and alone, arms with jain's which
adxitted maay different positions—in short,
the doll wa3 a marvel of baanty, while ths
other, which was of rough wood, hal no
grace or loveliness aside frm its dress,

“0! I choose Miss Uilic) Dress,” said
Aanie, at once taking possassion of her new
{reasure.

“Bat,"” said Aunt Marie, “look at this
beautiful silk dress and velvet cloak and
the hat.”

“ Tue cloak and drass ave pretty, [ kuow,”
responded Anuie; “but those thisgs cont
make the do!l.”

“Ncither,” said Aunt Marie, “do rosy
cheeks, bnght eres, and soft hair mike the
little girl; and if a child hss a cross and
selfish spirit, no matter how fair are the
form and face that clothe it, God and the
augals and the pe.p'e aroaad her will 1ok
upon her with tut little pleasure; but if
she has a sweet and loving spirit, it will
shine through the horailiest features, and
muny will delight in her. A beautiful
spirit, no matter how uncomely the body in
which it is dressed, will as surely be prized
as your doll is prizad, in spite of her fad.d
calico.”

Aunie was an apt pupil, and never forgot
Auat Marie’s c.mforting lesson, but ever
after sought for the bait baauty, which is
never denied to the earnest seeker—beauty

"of heart. —Erery (ither Sunday.
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A MUTHERS DIARY.

MouxiNg ! Baby on the thwer,
Making lor t o fender,

Sunlight ceems to wake it gnei 2z
Bdby “ena bendor

All the sp.ols upt an' gone,
Ch -irs drawn into tile,

Harpess strings all drawn asross,
Ought to make one swile,

Apma clean, curis smioth, eges bina,
(H)w thaw chrea, will iwaile,

For L rehere think—lon't you—
Baby “i3 a swindie "

Non' X tanded sitkea s
Getting in blue vres,

Apraa that will not kap cean
If a baky trios®

One blue shoe nutiad and one
Underneath the tahle,

Chairs gone mad, and tlicks and toys,
Well as they aie able;

3ihy in a hich chair, ton,

C-ying for his dinper.

Spoon in mouth, I think—don't you—
Baby ¢ is a sinner ¢”

Night! Caa‘rs all set bick axin,
Blocks and spools iz order;
Ouxe b'ue shoe beneath the mat
Tells of a marauier;
Apron f.ldei on a clarr,
I'laid dress toin and weinzled,
Two pink fee: kick d pretty bare,
Little fat kuees crinkled;
In his crib, and covquered, tos,
By sleep, blessed evanzel.
Now I surely think—1an'’t yru--
Jaby “is au angel v

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.

STUDIES IN TMHE OLb TESTAMENT.
B.C. 1490} Lessox X. [S-pt 2
THE SPIES SENT INIO CANAAN
Commut to mmory ro $.32,
GOLDIN TEXT.
Lot us go up at onze, aud possess i* ; for
we are well able to overcome it. Numbers
13. 30.

Num, 13, 17 38.

OUTLINE.
1. Tae Spies.
2, Their Report.
QURSTIONS FOR ROME STUDY.
Where wera the children of 1:rael now ?
Very near Canaan.
What were they afraid to do? To go in
and take the land.
What did the Lord tell Mozes to do? To
send spies into the land.

FITY <~ N B oAy

What were the spies to dv? To Loy
; hak Topore ot a'l '.]n‘y w,
b How many men were sant 7 Twelve, cne
e cack trite
i Haw 'oaz wers they pone? Forty daye

What did they bring bo % with them?
Some tiue fruit< frowm Canaan

What did they cav of the lani?
was beaatiful and feuitful,

Whnat 1 they iy of the pepled
they were many and s'rons.

What eff-et did their report have?
frishtened the peopls,

What dil they farget?
Srencer than mao,

Which of the . pies believed God's werd
Ca'eh anl Joshuy

Wiat did thes tell the peopla? That
they wera well able to take the laud,

Why did they iay 0?7 Braunse they
trusted God.

What did the people refuse to do? Ty
bolieve ardd obey Gol

That it
That
It

That tiad s

WORDS WITH LITILK PEOPLE.
Satun il tell ywou—
That the way to heaven is lonz and
hard.
That there are many cnemies in the
way.
That you wilt never be able to over-
coma them,
Hiar wha! (7od v —
‘Tne Lord your Qad, . kich yueth bifure
you, he shall fight for you! Deut. 1. 3o,
DOCTRINAL 3UGORSTION. — Foraetfulness
of God.
CATRCRISM QUESTIORS.

Hio was Joseph ¢ Jacob's beloved son,
whru his brothers hated and sold for a
slave

Who were the Twilvre Patetarbs? The
twelve soni of Jacoh, and the fathers of the
p.cple of Isracl

BC 1400]) Lesgos NI [Sept. 9.

IHE UNBLLL'Y ¢i PHE VROPLE
Num. 18,1 1o, Commit to mem. v« . /.
GOLDEN TEXT
So we sea that they could no* enter in
because of uvbalief. Heh. 3. 19,

OUTLINE
1. Unbelief,
2. Faith.
QUESTIONS JOR HOME BTUDY.

Who mura.ured against Moses and Aaron?
The children of Israel.

What did they wish? That they had
stayed in Ezaypt.

What did they say the Lord had done ?

Brought them there to die.

Wiat sind they want t fo? Togoba &
o Bt

With whoin werg they finding fault?
With the Lord
Wkat dul they proposa to do?  To choose
A new (aptain

What eapain hal tis] tven them?
Moaay,

Why dil Moses and Asma feel traublad ?
Becauen the pecpls were reballing agalnet
God.

What dif they do? They prayed to the
Lord,

Whi ep ke to the peoplo azain ! Joshua
and Caleh

What did they «ay the Loand wonld do?
He'p the chaldren ot Lirael,

To whetn tiad he pramiysd help? To hiy
Oown p(-np]'-,

Why could not the Cansanites expect his
help? They worahipped idels,

What did the paple try to do? To stone
Joshus and Caleb.

When are peopla unwilling to hear abaut
Gol? When they want their own way.

WORDS WITH LITFLX PXOFLR

Do you sometimes foel liko frotting and
worrging? Theu say to Satan, "1 wll
trust God."”

John Wesley once ssid that he would s
awm Jare to curse and swear as to fret and
worry,

“ Trust yo in the Lord foroer”

DocTRINAL STAGR8TION.~The sin of
unbelief.

OATECRIBM QUESTIONS

Wi+ va. Proral ! The croel king of
Eeypt, who refuscd to lat (iod's pacple go,
snd was drowned in the I1-d Sea. with his
army.

Wi s Moses ? The deliverer and law.
giver of the chiliren of 1:rael, who led them
throvsh the wilderness,

THE STAL IN THE EAST.

IS not that a sweet name for a band?
But it is not as sweev as the story of the
band itself, which Mrs. Thackwell of Dehra,
India, tells us in a note just received:

*The children in our European coingre-
gation have formed a little missionary
socicty called ‘ The Starin the Fast' As
the star in the east led men to Christ, so
inay this little band be the mneans of lead-
ing many to Jesus I am going to have
two flower-beds laid ou in our church cowm-
pound or yard in the shape of stars,and the
S:ar in the Rast Band are to plant flowers
in them and thus help to beautifly the house
of God. Thay also hope to sapport a child

Jin Miss Pendleton’s school.”
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THE FAMILY DOG.

I aM thinking to-night, as I lie on the rug, i

By the bright flashing firelight all sheltered

and snug,

Of the many past days over which I gaze
With the pride and the praise i
Becoming a family dog. ,'

While piercing winds blow, and, half-buried |

in snow,

My old cheerless kennel, deserted, may go,

I can but recall a bleak night long ago,
When I was no family dog.

Twas a pitiful plight, unable to fizht
‘The merciless mastiff, who conquered me
quite,
I was ready to perish with starviog aund .
fright,
When io tones soft and clear
A new voice caught my ear,
Aud a kind, coaxing whistle proclaimed s ;
friend near. i
How I sprang to the side of a tall, mufilad ‘
cloak,
And by barking and fawning my gratitude
spoke, i
As in at the door, to wander no moro, i
1 was ushered—the family dog.

Little then did I know how I ever could show !
A grateful return or a favour bestow ; I
Rut gratitude ever will watch for a way,
Aud 80 it has often turned out with old Tray.
Fred and Flora well knew
1 was faithful and true,
For I carried their basket each moraing to
school ;
And with eager delizht
Agsin hailed them at night,
Their escort as exact as if working by rule.
But my heart trembles still
With undying thrill
Of joy which no future can ever impair,
At the touch of the collar my rough neck
shall wear—
A token of love which for me they will bear,
While 1 am the family dog. !

THE OBEDIENT BOY.

A LITTLE boy was sailing a hoat
with a playmate a good deal larger
than he was.

The Loat had sailed a good way
«ut in the pond, and the big boy
eantd, “ Gu in, Jim, and get her. It
wn't over your ankles, and Ive
te-n in after her cvery time.”

* Idaren't,” said Jim. “Tllearry
Lat all the way Fume for you; but
I wan't go In there; she told me
not to.”

“Who's she?”

“My mother,” faid Jim softly.

" Your mother! Why, I thought she was
dead,” said the big boy.

“That was before she died, Eddie and 1
used to come hero and sail boats; and she
never lot us come unless we had strings
enough to haul in with. 1 am unot afraij,
sou know I'm not, only she didn’t want me
to, and I can't do i%.”

Wasn't that a beautiful spirit that made
little Jim obedient to his mother even after
she was dead ?

-

THANKSGIVING JOE,

Jor. was born one bright Thanksgiving
morning, and it may be the spirit of the
day fell upon the tiny boy, for he has
always had a glad, sunuy, thankful spirit.
If the day is fine, Joo says, “ What a splen-
did day to sail my kite,” or to go nutting,
or to dc soms other pliasaut thing. If the
day i3 stormy, Joe whistles and smiles as
ho thinks what a fine tima this will be to
work in his “ shop.”

Does some one wan’ him to leave his
play or work to do an errand, Joa cries out,
gayly, “Just the thing! You se?, I'd like
to have a change.”

Thankful Joa! He's rich bacause he
thinks he is! He has a happy time be-
cause h3 vhinks he doas! And very likely
he will never find out that he's a poor boy,

[
‘and ought to ba miserable, because thera

are so many things he never has had, and
may be never can have!

Now, at this very Tnauksgiving time,
Joe will be jubilant over his good home (a
bit of a house), and his nic3 dianir, (pump-
kin pic in honour of the day); and his new
cup, and poor little stock of toys,

Aud just round the coraer Archie Wilson
will be fretting because they don't have
nu's and mising for dessert besides the
plun-puiding and pies, ani wishing he
could have things like other boys! Archio
has everjthing money can buy, still he is
the poor boy, and Joe is the rich boy !

What makes the difference ?

KEEP SINGING.

Wt had a servant once who always us
to bLe singing—whether outside the doo
whitening the steps, whether washing th
linem, cleansing the tea-things, or cookin
the dinner, she would be constantly, sing
ing or humming over something, I said t
her one day, * Bitsy, what makes you sin

so?"

“ Well,” sho answered, “ I think it keep
Lad thoughts away; and if I dido't sing
sometimes I should get so low-spirited
shouldn’t know what to do with myself!"

A good d-al of philosophy in Betay ; be
cause you know that boys, if they have
go through a church-yard at night, alway
bagin whistling to keep their apirits up.
Spuryeon,

- e ey - O O

THE WRITING ON THE SHORE.

1 &ab one morning on the sand,

And written by a childish haad,

A truth the billows cannot teach,

A trath past hnmao wisdom's reach—
God is lova.

1t seemed a vary angel’s trace,
G d's foot-print in that lonely place;
It brizhtened up the sea and sky,
Aud glad I was I could reply—

G d is love.

And much I thank:d my little friend,

Who thus her joyous creed had penned ;

And may she know for evermore

The truth she wrote upsn the shore—
Gad is love.

Tae ti {e will come again to-day,
And wash that lovely print away;
But death and hell cinnot erase
The charter of that child of graca—
Gad is love,

WHERE IT IS SAFE.
“ AUNTIR,” said little Alice, “ when pe>

ple put their money in*o a baunk, do the

worry about it beciuse they're afraid i
isn't safe 2"

Her aunt replied : “ That depends upon
the character of the bank. If the of.car
who manage it are reliable men, those wh

place thair money there have no reaon to

fear for its safety.”

“I thought so0,” said Alica  “ Aund

auntie, I was thiuking about my soul—

whether it is safe; I've given it to Jesus

and I feel as if it must be safe there, and
needn't worry about it. He will take

of it, won't he 1"
“Yes, dear, it is perfectly safe in
hands of Jesus,” replied her auatie.



