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A LITTLE

¥riends sre en-

telling secrets.”

on't you know
such talkers

conversation in%o
that commonly
known gs gossip
which nearly al-
wWays ends in evil
speaking
Perhaps the
safest rule for
every cne of us to
foliow will be
never % talk
about absent per-
sons, or if we
must speak of
them let it be
nothing but good
Bat if your
friends want to
tell you s story
Q}A’iz'ﬂ! ﬁ;ime.frfni_v
unless you are
sure it is some-
thing good tell
them that you
cannot afford
listen.
PLEASANT
THOUGHTS

we may make
curselves nests of
kind or pleasant
thoughts. None
of us yet know
for we have not
been taught n
our early youth,
what fairy pal-
A0PS we (EQ_"V'
| Sy | A,.‘ "*ﬁu‘
thonghts

agninst
il adversity—
bhright fencies,
satisfied mesrs-
ries, nohle his-
tories, faithfal
s|yings — treas-
ure - houses of
restful and pleas-
ant thoughte
A LITTLE TALS vhx:h ocare oan-
- not distuarb nor
psin make dis-

and pleasures, and slso their little | body eise who is not present t0 hear it; mal mor poverty take away from us
t

and troubles  Bui sup they be- | then s little troubler comes right into both  housss buil

without hands for our souls

b %0 falk about May or Julia, or some- | $heir hearts. and changes their harmiess to live in.
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HAPPY DAYS.

THE SNAIL'S LESSON.

« O Mr. Snail,” said wee Bessie,
“1f 1 were no larger than you,
I don't know—1I really don't, truly,
Know what in the world I could do!

« ] eouldn’t run, climb, or pisy ‘I spy,
I couldn’t give mother a kiss,
1 couldn't be helpful to others—
Why, everything good I should miss!”

Then Mr. Snail said very softly,

“ Perhaps it may seem rather queer,
But 1 have s lesson to teach folks—

To go slow, but sure—that’s it, dear!”
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THE TESTIMONY OF A LITTLE
CHILD.

“(), my people!” eried the preacher
stretching out his hands to the room full
of stolid hearers, “awske ! awake, ye that
love the Lord! This is not a time for
sleeping! What more can this tongue
say to you? Awake! awake, () foolish,
sleeping childrer '~

In the instant psuse that followed the

earnest call, patter, patter, patter—the

sound of little bare feet up the church aisle.
The Rev. John Easton saw who was run-
ning to him—his four-year-old daughter,
escaped somehow frem the guard of the
home nest that warm summer night. clad
only in her trailing, dainty “ nighty.”
Without a word the little one clambered
up the steep pulpit steps, gracping her
white gown in her two chubby fists. What
$0 her were the amused, watching people,
the solemn hour 7 To paps she had run—
's safe arms she would reach.
John Easton was a perfectly natural
man. Therefore he was not easily dis-
sarbed. He stood still now and waited.

dropped
up her chubby hands o be “ taken.”

sesriy | Speak loudly so our friends can hear.”
T oy The le were awake now.
wdteevororment L E BR - tucked away in papa’s thick
e curls—for paps and Ethel were closely

The last step cvercome, the baby
the folds of her gown and held
“Here 1 is, paps preacher’' Did you
want Efiel 7 I's awake'”

The clear little voiee had no “naughty ™
tone in it and not one quiver of self-con-
stiousness.

“ Papa preacher ” lifted the wee lass in
his arms. llis sermon was certainly
closad for that time. Perhaps it was just
as well Despite the warmth of his own
spirit it had been like preaching to stones.
# Now, Ethel,” he said, in a voice en-
tirely new to the audience, “you inter-
rupted paps. Are you ready to help him?”
The bright head nodded gravely.
“Then let me hear you say whst you
can of the ‘many mansions’ chapter.

alike—the other held fast in the big
where it loved to nestle, the sleep-
flushed, dimpled, serioms, lovely face
turned to “ our friends,” Ethel began:
"‘Intnutyourbe.rtbetmnbled;yebﬂ-
lieve in God, believe also in—m—""
the sweet voice faltered snd then
went bravely on, “‘believe also in
the Good Shepherd
house are many mansions; if it were
not %0, 1 would have told you sll

Peace I leave with
unte you. Notas
I unto you Let not your hesrt

| troubled, sud do not be afraid’ Shall I

say my verses, t0o, papa preacher 7"
“Yes, my darling.”

«« Jesus takes care of the children,
Keepeth them all thro h the night,

Angels wateh over their siumbers,
Until the glad morning light.

Why do you not trust the Saviour?
Hark ! he is calling for you'

He who takes care of the children
Cares for the big people too!"”

“ Efiel " in her arms.

1 inkerrupted.
truly!”

earnestly over the faces before him.

bad fled
“inkerrupted " be said:
“My people:
“« Why do you not trust the Saviour?
Hark ! be is calling for you!
He who takes care of the children
Cares for the big people too!”

In my Father's

about it. I go to prepare s place for you.
on, my peace I give
e world givetl give

Then s sweet-faced woman came hurried-
ly but softly up the pulpit steps and took

“ Good-night, pspa preacher! I'msorry
1 won't do it any more,

When the church doors had closed be-
hind mother and child the preacher looked
The
coldness, the hardness, the indiflerence
Just as if he had not been

“ Will you answer that call? Will you
| believe the testimony of a little child?
Will you become as that little child, | paried
<imple in trust and faith, sincere in love?
‘Hark ! he is calling for you,' thst Good
Shepberd who mever yet led lamb or

have told you all about it’ Will you
accept him now 7"

And that night there were added unto
the church invisible a host of rejoi i
souls.—The Michigan Christian Advocate.

WHEN MABEL WAS ILL
BY JOHN A CAMPEELL

When Mabel caught a severe cold she
had to stay in her bed for a whole week.
She was very quiet and good, however,
because she did not wish to annoy her
mother; and everybody brought her pic-
sures and toys, and nice things to eat.
Still, the last few days were very dizmnal
ones, with the rain pattering inst the
windows, and if it had not been for Aunt
Belle, Mabel must have grown restless
and very lonely i~ her pretty room.

One afternoon suntie came in with some
coloured paper and two pairs of scissors.
“You and 1 are going to make some
dollies for another little sick girl,” she ex-
plained ; “not a rich girl with s nice little
brass bed and all the pretiy things you
hsve, but s very poor one,and ber name is
Kstie. Her arm is broken, and she has
no mother to take care of her. Sheisin
s big hospital, round the corner.”

Mabel was interestod mow. She and
Aunt Belle cut & large number of dollies
—blue and white and red—and Mabel
made 8 bear and s fox,and then had to
write their names on them for fear that
the other little girl would not know what
they were meant to be Then mother
brought a pretty basket, and into this
were put the purtthings.nndm orange
and s glass of jelly and some white grapes:
and that afternoon Aunt Belle carried it
to the hospital and gave it to the little
girl who had the broken arm.

Mabel declares that that afternoon was
ome of the nicest she ever spent, and 1, for |
one, believe it.

WHAT A LITTLE BROOK DID.

One spring ds Ruth and Rex wens for |
a run in the fel
and the grass was spri
where, and full of violets.
the meadow spring, from which & brook
ran down a little hill and across the
meadow into the fields beyond.

every-

Tbo'snnvuwm,_

ev went to

!

“Let's run & race with the brook!™
ssid_Rex, and so, taking hold of bands,
they started.
ran on one side of the breok snd Ruth on
the other. By and by the brook grew

twice, and then they parted hands and
by themselves After = while Rs
stopped and looked troubled.

gave a grest leap and—fell in the brook !
Mamma did not scold her wet chiid
but she said, “ Children, the brook

that comes between your hearts some
You must keep on the same side,
never let each other go, or i

sherp astray. If it were not o, be ‘ would

trouble.”

It was =0 narrow that Rex 3

wider, snd they had to stretch their armsj

and Ruth slipped into the water once of§

“] eannot get to you now,” she s idg}
“ But I can get to vou,” said Rex, and b&j

you is like a little unloving fesling'8
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FOR MY SAKE

For my sake, not thine, O Lord of glory,
Thou didst lay thy regal raiment by ;
For my sake, not thine, O wondrous story,

Came to suffer and for me to die’

' Will you

added unto
of rejoici
1n Advocafe,
ILL Lo, the King, with love supreme and
endless.
Did the office of a sezrvant bear—
Crowned with thorns and huffeted, and
friendless,
Taat I might be made a king'y heir’

ere cold she
whole week.

Turn, O man, the world's historic pages,
Scan each nohle and heroic derd

Can ye find, in all recording ages,
Such & love to meet so sore a need 7

Not in old, or new, or mysti: story,
Is there that ye may witl this compare;
King of kings' who put aside his glory,
That I might a crown of glory wear!

For my sake, O Lord, this sbne gation,
When thine angels stood i-om thee

apart ; =
For my sake the death and desolation !—
Peace, my wondering and perplexed
heart

Here so much as this to the unfolding—
More b:hrm this the human could not

And the rest when thou his face be-
holding,
Shalt the fulness of his glory share!

———

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE LIFE OF JESUS.

Lessox IIL.  [April 21.
THR WALE TO EMMAUS
Luke 24. 13-35.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Did not our heart burn within us, while
be talked with us Ly the way7?—Luke

24 32

Memory verses, 25-27,

THE LESSON STORY.
Per

haps one reason why the disciples
could not believe that Jesus was alive
again was because it seemed $00 good to
be true: we cannot imagine how great was
their sorrow and disappointment. They
learned to lean on him so much, and
to feel that he had all power, and when
him led to death and actually
the cross their faith and ho
i Read carefully the

atiful story of the walk to Emmaus,
and about the who joined them
walked and taiked. Do you

that they did not know it was

Notice how he made himself
to them 7 It is in the little every-
ways of life now that we oftenest

“see Jesus,” Still be talks %o us by the

P | next Lord’s day.

way, when we will listen, and shows us
the meaning of the holy Secriptures

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST

What did he breath
Holy Ghost
What did he give them to do

upon them 7 The

Wnrk

| for him
Where did two disciples go the day | Who was not there that night ¢ Thomas
Jesus rose ? To Emmaus | What did the others tell him? That
What place was this? A village near | shey had seen Jesus

Jerusalem.

Of whom did they talk 7 Of Jesus

How did they look and feel?
sad.

Who came and walked with them
A stranger.

Of whom did they tell him ?

What did he show them ?
ing of the Seriptures

ery

Of -J-.'-!}‘
The mean-

What did they feel forhim? A gieat
love.
What did they want him to do? Eat

supper with t' sm.
What did he do at the table
the bread and brake it

Blegsed |

What did they know then Who he
WaSs.
Where did Jesus go then? Out of

their sight.

Lzssox 1IV.

JESUS APPEARS TO THE AFPOSTLES
John 20, 19.29.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Blessed are they that have not seen, and
yet have believed —John 20. 29

THE LESSON STORY.

fApni 285

Memory verses, 19, 20.

The two disciples whe had seen Jesus
on the way to Emmsus could not stay
there. They hurried back to Jerusalem,
snd there they found the other disciples
still together in the “upper room.” It
was & glad company, for faith and hope
had come back to their sad hearts.

You remcmber how Peter had denied
his Lord, and you know how sad and
ashamed he must have been. How kind
it was of Jesus to come to him first, of all
the aposties’ Learn how we know this is

80 {Luke 24 °4 and 1 Cor. 15. 7 Now
can you imugine how Peter feit and
lcoked that night in the upper room !

And now Jesus was standing among
them and saying, “ Peace be unto you
Learn all you can about the gift he |
brought to them that night—the power to |
be his messengers and to do the kind of
work he bad done.

There were only ten aposties there that
night Thomas was away, and when he |
beard that Jesus came to the upper room,
be could not believe it. See what sorrow
be made for himself all that week by his |
unbelief ! But Jesus was patient with his |
unbelieving child, and came sgain on the
Thomas said then, “ My
Lord and my God.”

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

Where were the apostles gathered tha:
first evening 7 In an upper room.

Who came and stood in their midst
Jesus.

What did he say
you.”

“Peace be unto |

So for

| What did Thomas say He could not
| believe 1%
| Did Jesus know his unbelief Yes. he
knows all hearts
When did Jesns appoar again? The
next Lord's Jay
What did Thomas see The wounded
hands and feet
What did he say My Lord and my

Gol
What i

s better than seeing

Believing.

IN ALASKA

If you were an Eskimo, and lived in
Ala ks, you wounid probably be going out
some of these fine day= for a drive; and if
you did. you would go ina queer convey-
ance, ana you yourself would be a funny-
looking object.  You would put on firstan
undershirt of bird «kins; next comes a
coat which fits very loosely, and on this
coat or ‘ kapetah” a fur hood 13 fastened
for the head ; then there are loose trousers
of bear #'.in. short socks of bird skin,
with soles of padded grass, and bearskin
leggings. Your hands would be covered
with sealskin mittens; snd if the wind
were blowing, you might hold a fox's tail
between your teeth to protect the nose and
lips. Iastead of horses you have four or
six Eskimo doge, and your carriage would
be a long sied  In place of harness with
traces snd reins and bridies and straps,
you would only have t.e traces and one

This rein 1= thrown over the left or

rein.
right side when the driver wants the dogs
to go to the left or right The people in
the Arctic regions would find it hard to
live withoat these dogs, as they are very
strong and scti ¢ and get over the snow
much faster thaa horses They are not of
a very - ppy disposition, however. They
hate to do saything, and always howl in
the most welancholy way when they are
harnessed.

| —

LITTLE POLLY MARY.

Little Polly Mary all the morning bour
Doted on her bonnet with its bright new
flower,

Wondered if the next day would be bright

and clear,

Wished the jolly holidays came twenty
times a year

Looked without the window when teacher

didn't see
Watched a goiden robin building n the
tree—
AND—
When the hoo came all too guick for

Polly to recite,
Will you believe 7
answer right
failure on the record
namne alas ' was starred
But was it ‘cause.as Polly thought, the
lesson was so hard 7

she never got a single

book her
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HAPPY DAYS.

A PATIENT HOTHER

PATIENT MOTEER.

We wonder if ihis interested lad would |
submit to interruption in his work, for|
amusement of a silly kitten and an idle |
boy, just as amiably as his good mother is |
doing? Most likely he would behave |
very differently, for he could scarcely have |
the self-forgetful feelings which the
raother's love inspires. Although she
f course, finds no pleasure in watching
kitty's pranks, she is well content to let
her thread get tangled.

THE BOY WHO WAS HUMBLED.

“Halloo!"
ready
cake.”

“Fred Harper!” said his sister Mar-
aaret, “ you ought not to sit down to the
table ; mother hasn'é called us yet; and I
don't believe you are to sit there any-
Way.
“] believe | am,” said Fred. “It's the
nicest seat in the whole room, and this is
my birthday supper. Who should have
the nicest place if I didn't? Sit down. all
of you; supper is all ready, I tell you
Don's you see what a lot of nice things are
here 7 You needn't mind Margaret ; she al-

said Fred Harper, “supper’s
let's sit down. I'll sit bere by the

ways thinks she knows more than anybody
else. You can't sit at this end, Margaret;
you are to go away down to the foot of
the table. I'm going to have everything
fixed just as I please. We'll begin supper
rigcht away; there's no use in waiting.
We'll have cake first. Whc wants any of
their cld sandwiches 7 Cakes and candies
and ice-cream are the things I want
Here, little Nannie, you may sit next to
me, and I'll give you the biggest piece of
cake—next to mine.”

“No,” said Nannie, drawing back. “I
don’t want to sit dovn until your mother
comes ; and 1 would rather not have &
piece of cake until it is passed round.”

“Oh, pooh ! ” said Fred, “ you are a little
ninny ! I tell you I'm master here, to-
night, and things are to be as I say.”

Fred,” said his sister Margaret, “ you
are acting awfully! What will father
say " "

“Who's the oldest, I'd like to know,”
said Fred, “youor 17"

At that moment the door opened and
Kate, the cook, came in. “ Mr. Frederick,”
she caid, “ you arenot in your right place ;

ou onght to have waited until you were
called. Miss M A is o sit there, and
you are to gu $o she other end.”

1 don’s mean to do any such Ihini'!"
said Fred; “I like this seat best, and I'm
going tc stay here.” =

Then the curtains between the dw-
room and sitting-room were pushed aside,
and Fred’s father came in. “ Frederick,”
he said, “ I have been listening to you, and
I don’t think you know how to behave
well enough to be trusted st this table ;

ou may go up-stairsand wait there until
{ send for you.”

«Wasn't it too bad!” said Cors, when she
and the others talked over the birthday
supper that night after they wen$ home.
| g;t really sorry for Fred, shough he did
act dreadfuily.”

« He ought to have studied his Sunday-
" said mother.

“Why ?
the Sunday-school lesson, is he 7™

“ Don’t you remember the Golden Text ?
‘Whosoever exalteth himself shall be
sbased ; and he that humbleth himself
shall be exalted’ Fred was after the best
place, and as nearly as I can £nd ous, was
thinking of himself all the time; and his
father had to humble him for it before |
them all”

«] didn't understand the Golden Text
very well” said Nannie. “Is that
what it means?”

A TURN FOR SPEED.

« It is because I have & turn for speed,”

said Gund:la Wk;iion,bvhu:h the y

le to know how she
f:ogo ‘l):egrgown work, t0 be an ve
member in the chuich, president of the
missionary society, and the helpful friend
of all who were in trouble.

“What a quainb e it is—'a
turn foz speed,” ssid cme of the
children, thoughtfully, “I am not quile
sure what it means.”

The old lady drew her knitéing from
the deep et in her apron before she
spoke. en as the gleaming needles be-
gan to fly, she said:

“ A tarn for speed means the habit for
doing things swiftly. Maay people move
slowly, and do their work ir an absené-
minded way. My plan is %o bend my
best energies, both mental and physical, %o
the tssk on hand, and to carry it $hrough
in as short a time as possible. ;

“Secondly,” and the old lady pointed
her little sermon by guhmhnxﬁ ing with a
shining needle, “ I fill in the chinks of
time that lie between my appointed tasks.
Much of the work that you wonder at is
done at these t.mes.

“ And thirdly,” said the dear oid lady,
in her gentlest tones, “I always keep in
mind the fact that time is a
ever new gift from my beavenly Father,
and that I will some dav have to render
him sn account of the wasted days of
life. That thought alone,” she added, wi
a benevolent glance that included the ring
of upturned faces about her, “is quile
enough to give to the most sluggishly
minded the desire o cultivats s ‘tum for
speud.’ "— Foung People.




