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.GRETOHEN'S markes-boll strikes

i PROMISE wwolve wi'l ycn
co>me away ?° And

{ weera

_03 AsligtleGretchen
was \rotdiog home
tn hor sturdy fat

" Jegs, along ibe
#reels of Haarlem,
-sthe came to a fall
‘op and gave a
*Hesle cry of pleas-
ure. er nolsy
dooden ehoss had
sopped $heir alay-
ter before a hile

~old homse whose
apper ssory looked

‘a8 if 1t had gone to
~ deep and was nod-

ding over into the
dreet.  The sight
+has had caught

Yor eye wasa little
pfled white pin-
-snshion a$ the door.
Fou, my dear Litile

(anutk, would uot
¥now what $hat
‘meant, bub Grot-
“ghen knew well
“qnough, aud broke
‘into & ron, thatshe
night get home
" quickly and tell her
another,

'y “Ah, mobher
'dPM’” phe cried,
‘bounding into Ma-
.dame Groagbeck’s
. -8lesn kitchen,
“shere is a unew
Wby a$ Madame
' Van der Brock's—
gitl, because tho
ghion i white
led me go and
the dear litdle
. mother, at

-y

Bsd and milk as & present 40 the mother
ow, Qretchen,” she

B4he now baby.

GRETCHEN'S PROMISE,

Gretchen promi-el

Madame Vander
Brock shcusemight
look old and dingy
on the outside, but
inside it shone liko
a piaco of the sun
The china p'ates
agd buwles fastend '
against she wa.
the p.ctured $os
she Bettlaa ¢hrp-
presses m.u dsan
furnacer ' vRed ae
‘f 'h(‘y h‘lt‘ bee -
.¢c,ored w th enn .
paper erory day

And 10 a hittle
wooden 'z tuait
oganed  the wal’
you would never
know it for a bed:
wng the new baby
anosher doar little
Gretchen Ab, how
fash thes minutes
tlow whiloourQrot
chen played with
the queer pink
velvet finge1s and
toes’ The bell
sttuck twelvo all
too soon, and the
madsame begged her
to stay longer I
will explsin to your
mosher, my chilg,’
she said coaxiogly

“That mighs do,
madamo,” aniwer-
ed the Litile wmar?
resolutely, 1 L had
not promised; but
one must nover
break a promise”

Anl wheu she
was g \ddame

i o1 ook son !
to the pink bsby,
+ Dost heox, QGret-
chen? Thee must

k-knife, she propared a dainty basket of | said gravely, taking she little daoghter's ; grow into jush such a irl— e who cannot
hand, I do nod wan you to stay bud a | break a prcmise™
quarter of an hour. When $he gress |ecrewed up her sh' r$ nose and winked

Puy CGretchen on'y



HAPPY DAYS.

| Sarpge ans

THE LOST DOLL
DY OHARLKS KINGSLEY.

I onoE had a sweot little doll, doars,
« Tho prettinst doll in tho world,
Hor cheoks wore so red and so whito,
dears,
And hor hair was g0 charmingly ourled.

But I loss my poor lisble doll, dears,
As I played on the heath, ono day ;
And I cried for more than a wook, dears.
Bub I nover could find where shoe lay.

I fourd my poor litdle doll, dears,
As I played on the heath, one day;
Folks say she is terribly changed, dears,
For hor pain$ is all washed away.

And her arm's trodden off by $he cows,
dears,
And her hair's not ¢he least bib curled ;
Yos, for old time's sako, she is s#ill, dears,
The prettiest doll in $he world.
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TORONTO, APRIL 21, 1594.

PRAYER AND FORGIVENESS.

JBsus taught she people $hat whatever
thoy desired very much, and asked for,
believing thas God would give i, they
should have. They were not to ask for
wrong or buriful things; for God would
nod give them anything that was no
righ¥; just as your parents sometimes
refuse to give yon what you ask for, be-
caugo it would do you barm; bub what-
over wae best for them $o have he would
give, if they came to him in a loving, $rust-
ing spirit, just os kind father gives his
thildren what i2 good for them, because he
loves them awd wishes to make them
happy. )

Josus also said that when they prayed,
they must pus away all unkind feelings
toward others, and firgive everyono who
bad offended or injured them; for if theydid
uob forzive, their heavenly Father would
nod forgive thom when they asked him.

— e o

GOING OUT WITH MOTHER

“Way, Edie! all dressed and roady!
Where aro you golng?” asked Marion,
entoring tho almosy empdy room.

“I am going out with mother.”

“Aro yout Bud why do you nob go
down-stairs, shon; sho is in the dining-
room waiting 3"

Edith looked up at hor tall cousin with
quiod resh in her eyea. “She told r.s to
stand here till sho called.”

“ Aren'$ you afraid you'll bo forgotien 7”
sho asked, slowly.

" Mother never forgets me.”

“Do you always do as she bids you ?"
asked Marion, pursuing her own thoughts.

“Yeg—" considering; “yes, I do; iv'a
what I #ry to do always.”

“There iz the carriage,” said Marion,
looking down on she strees.

Still Edie did nos move ; bu she listened
intently,

“There's aunt getting into the carriage I”
exclalmed her cousin in dismay.

Edith’s littlo face flushed beneath her
broad hat, bus thep wag all.

Marion looked out on the sirees with a
boading hears, and shen back ad the little,
walting girl,. Would this lithle child sruss
on, in spite of all evidences %0 $he con-
trary ?

“She 18 driving away!"” bursé from
Marion'a lips almost involuntarily.

Bub Edie raised her head with sudden
courage.

“She sald she would nob forged thad I
was walting, and she will not. I can trust
her.” The flush died out of her tace, and
a quied patience came back to it.

Marion sa$ down by her side, and ook
her little hand almost reverently. *Edie,
dear, will you kiss me ?* she asked.

The child stooped her head. *What
makes you ory, Marion ?” she said, wiss-
fully.

“ Because—oh, Edie! if I could only
waib like you !”

“Don’t you wais when your mother tells
you ?” she asked innocantly.

“T% is father this time,” said Marion.

*“ Well, dor't you 1"

“ Not always; but—but I will—"

“Edie ! Edie !” called o ringing voice up [ P

the staire. “I am ready now! Come, my
child !

“There!" gaid the little girl. And $hen,
only waiting to give her cousin another
Figs, she flow downstairs %0 her dear
mother.

A BETTER THOUGHT.

“KITTY, you're a bad girl!1” Elsie said
it to her little sister. Poor litéle Kitty
pub up a very sorry lip.

“Yes you are, Kitty. I led you take my
doll and you've lost her best hav. You
sha'n't $ake her any more. And I won’s
get you auny apples.”

Poor little Kitty went down the garden
walk crying a8 if her heart would break.
Elsie hunted for the lost hat, but counld
nob find it

said %o horself. “Sheo oughs $o bo pun.
ieshed. I doa's shink I shall play with her
all day."

Bub as she hunted about in sho gardea
she could just hear Kitty's pitifal litsle
gobs. She #ried very hard $o make her.
solf think i% was right that Kitsy sbould
cry. Bat Elsie was usually kind to her
littlo sistor, and found it hard %o keop
angry with her.

T RTI oo  mm—r

dhe ran to the apple tree and knocked . .

down some apples. +She went to the gar-
den seat and called Kitty. The dear litt.e
thing came running %o her, and climt:ad uvp
beside her.

“You may take my doll. Kitsy," she
goid, “ she never 4ans, so it's no matter if
her hat ia losh.
tight you'll choke me.” ]

They laughed together as $hey ate their
apples.

A NAUGHTY BOY.

CHARLIE was gelbing over the measles,
and couldn’ go out of the house. He was
very #ired of staying indoors, and his
mother folt sorry for hiw, and read #o him,
bought him new toys and nice fruit and
did everything she could to make the #ime
less $edious.

Bat one day she was obliged to go ou,
and $old Charlie that he must amuse him.
solf with his playthings, and, if he was
good, she would bring him a big prssent.

So Charlie played abou$ the nursery for
& while; bué by-and-bye he got #ired of
saying there, and shought he would take
his toys down to the parlour.

Now (harlie knew this was wreng, be

O Kitty, you hug me so .

cause there were preisy things abous the |

room, which conld easily be broken, and
because his mother liked to keep the par-
lour in order for visitors. Hedidn's choose
to think of this, however, but went in, car-
rying his toy snimals, his picture books,
and even his pet cat.

They had a great frolic, racing aud
chasing, he and Miss Puss; raising a fine
dush, and scattering she crumbs all over
the floor.

Presently he heard steps coming up the
orch.

“Ob, if mother sees all this dirs, she
won't give me my present!” And he ran
for the broom to sweep ib up,

But he did not know how to manago a
broom, and presently the handle swung
agoined a beautiful vase and knocked 1t
over. Jusbas it fell to she floor, splintering
into fragments, the door opened, and hiy
mother appearad,

How do you suppose she felt when she
saw her elegant vaso dashed to pieces, and
knew hor boy had disobeyed her? And
how do you shink Charlie felt when he
saw her sprrowful, displeased face ?

Do you think he deserved a big present ?

SoME days seom to come from nearer
heaven then others, filled with a swest
influence, as if they had walked reverently

through holy places before they came’

“Yeos, Kithy's a very naughby girl,” shel 4o us.

P
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BE OAREIUL

Bz carefal what youn sow, boys'
For soed will surely grow boys
The dew will fall,
Tho rain will splash.
Tho clouds will darken,
And the sunshino tlash

. And the boy who sows good seed to-day

Saall reap the crop to-morrow

Be caroful what you sow, girls '
For every seed will grow, girls’
Though it may fall
Where you cannob know,
Yot in summer and shade
It will scroly grow;
And the girl who sows good seed $o-day
Shall reap the crop $o-morrow.

Be careful what you sow, boya!
For the weeds will surely grow, boys !
If you plant bad seed
By the wayside high,
You mustreap the harvess
By-and-bye;

And the boy who sows wild oats to-day

Mush reap the wild oaig to-morrow.

. Then let us sow good sseds now :

.tk hooks,

And no# the briars and weeds now !
That when the harvest
For us shall come,
We may have good sheaves
To carry home,
For the seed we sow in our lives to-day
Shall grow and bear fruit to-morrow.

THE WRAPPER.
Lwo listle frocks hung side by side on
They were just as pretty as
they could be, One was $rimmed with
lace, the other with velveb, and jus$ be-
couse of this difference they quarrelled.

“I'm nicer than you are,” said Blue
Frock.

“I'm a brighter colour,” said Pink Frock.,

“No, you are nod,” eaii Blue Frock.

“Yes, I am,” said Pink Frock.

“ I stick ous all roundy’ said Blue Frock,

Wiss OLD

- who had the lace on i#.

“But you are not half 8o smooth and

. nice 88 my velvet makes me,” said Pink

o R Ay on ok AT
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Frock

“ How silly you two children arve,” said
an old silk wrapper, on $he wardrobe door.
“ Have you aver heard my history ?"

“ No,” said little Biue Frock and Pink
Frock in one breath,

“ Ah, a skory has its uses,” said the silk
wrapper, in its strange, foreign wvoice.
* Well, turn yourselves this way ; you will
hear befter. To go very far back, I wi.ll
tell you that I am made of silk, and silk is
made by little worms, who feed on mul-
berry-leaves. They spin onb silk shreads
—just as spiders do—3%0 wrap themselves
up in and go to sleep, so that they can
become butterflies. Buat men and women
take this silk, ravel it, wind i¢ on spools,
and weave ib into yards and yards of
beautiful stuff shat they call many tine
names, such as damask and satin and

ST

volvoh. So the little worm does nob got
much good of its spinning. I was madoe of
n boautifal picco of silk into a wodding-
gown for a Chinose lady. You know ell
about Chineso ladies.”

“ Oh, no, wo don’s,” said tho two Frocks
quietly.

“ Havo you nover heard of thoir strange
ways? Well, I have nob time to tell you
go very much, They have one curious
custom, though, which you oughs to know.
I¢ is this: whon Cbinese baby-girls aro
vory littloe, their feet aro pud into wooden
shoea and bound down tightly, so that
they connot grow. As their bodies become
larger tho feet remsin as small as ever;
and when tho child is a woman, no master
how large she ig, her fcet are as small a9
when sﬁo wag a baby. This they think
very elegant.”

“Can they walk 1" agked the $wo Frocks.

“ No, they can only hobble, and it hurts
them dreadfully.”

“QOh, how wicked!” said both the Frocks.

“Yes, it is; bud shey are not the only
people who do wrong.”

The litéle Frocks looked ashamed.

" Please go on with your story,” they
sald rether softly.

“1 was made into a wedding-gown,” said
the wrapper. “I was pure white, with
silver leavoe all over me—very beautifual
—and I was very anxious to ses the bride
who was o wear me, bus Ineverdid. A
man came o the place where I was living,
and said he wanted me for the French
market. He paid a great price for me,
and 1 was packed up aud sent away. I
can't toll yon all I seffered in the dark
hold of a vessel at sea, and $he worst of ik
was some sal water got into the box where
1 wag, and when they came to look a% me
they said 1 must be dyed. Now, I knew
that meant something dreadful, and so it
did; for I was put intx & pos of horrid red
stuff, and when I came oub of it all my
lovely silver leaves were gone. They said
I was only fit for linings; but a lady
bought me and said I wounld do well
enough for & wrapper, and a wrapper I
becare. Now, since sconer or later wo
shall all reach the rag-bag, don't you think
we ought to be humble and not think {00
much of ourselves 1"

Both tho little Frccks nodded till their
buttons touched. This was the way they
kissed each other. They never quarrelled
after that, and they had the pleasure of
knowing that the old wrapper would not
go to the rag-bsg in a long while, for some
one had snid it would cuv up baautifully
into tquares for a quilt.

THE EDUCATED MOUSE

UxcLe Albert bad just come from Aus-
tralis, whore be had bron living a great
msny yeare. Susie had never seen him,
but bo had wristen ber so many nice
letters, and sen$ her nnd her mamma so
many pretty precents, that Sume bad
learned to love him doarly, and was very
happv becares he had come.

When arrivod, he was carrying a

large box coverod with paper $had had
holes ca# in i0. Susis wondered what was
in i After supper, Unclo Albord said, "I
havo a hungry ﬁ:tlo friend in shat box.
May I bring bim to the tablo and givo
him thoso ¢crumbs 7”7

Ho uncovored the box, fook out a proMy
cago, opened tho door, and oud ran a white
mouss,

* Como, Mus, dance for your supper,”
soid Uncle Albord. " Susio, sit still, or you
will frighten my littlo friend HBo isa
very well educatod gentleman, as ho will
show yon, if you keop quieb.”

Mousio danced all over the table, and
Susio just had to squeal a litlle bit with
delighs.

“ Now be asoldier, Mus, and presens
arms,” eaid Uunclo Albers, handing the
mouss a lead pencil. I8 did tha$, and a
great many other $hings $hat Unclo Alberd
had taught id to do. Susie declared thas
it well deserved to be called the educated
mouse.

Uncle Alberd had taught Sausie a lesson
of kindness, though she did not at firas
think of ié as such.

Tae educated mouse showed by its ways
that the kindness of Uncle Albers had
won its abedience %o his word.

Susie was taught that very often litkle
people may spoil their own pleastra and
that of others, by not kooping quiet
Theso were some of the good lessopa
taught by the educated mouse.

DAISY AND JUDGE.

HARRY TURNER has ¥wo prewiy ilitle
spaniels, Daisy aud Judge They have
long eara and bushy tails.  Daisy is very
fond of music. She will lie on the rug in
the parlor and listen %o the piano, and
when some pary of the music pleases her
more than another, she twitches her ears
and moves nearer to the player. She
seems to prefer swees, soft music. Judge
is very intelligent. He knows when it is
time for Harry $o come from school, and
he will go $o the front door and watch
down the streot until he seos Harry turn
the corner, and shen he runs down to mees
him.

——

SUNDAY-SOHOOL LESSONS
APRIL 29.

Lesson Toric.—Joseph Forgiving his
Brethren.—Qen. 45. 1-15,

MemoORY VERSES, Gen. 45. 3-5.

GoLpeN TexT.—If $hy brother trespais
agaiust thee, robuke him, and if he repent,
forgive him.—Luke 17. 3.

Mav 6.
LrssoN Topic.—Joseph's Lasy Days—
Gen. 50. 14-26.
MExsORY VERSE?, Qen. 50. 24-26.

GoLpex TEXT —The path of tho jush s
as the shmpg hight, that shineth more and
more unto the perfect day.—Prov. 4. 18,
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AH, PETER!
BY S D
Prrer! Why do you stand out $here ?
Don'd you know it is raining hard?

Perhups you think that basket keops it off
you. But it does not. The rain beats
right:v‘ through it, and your shirt will be
analred,

Is comes on & slant and will wet your
trousers $00. And it does not help things
ad all for you to pub your hands in your
pockets, Petor, and look as if you did not
care if you are web.

What's tho trouble 7

Just this. Poter'’s mamma told him to
go to the orchard for some apples. Peter
liked to go. He liked $o pick up the red
and yollow fruit lying under the trees.
He liked t0 watch for a squirrel which
romedimes came peeping about Dut just

as he was half way there it began to rain,

and_mamma called him back.

« It won't rain hard,” he said.

« Yog, it will. Come back, Peter.”

Thon Peler god out of sight of bis
mamma and sulked.

“1 den't want to go in,” he said to him-
self “1'll wais till ib stops. The baskes
will keep mo dry.”

But the rain did not stop. It poured
down harder and harder. At last he went
back to tho housp as wet as a litsle rab.

“I think you'll have fo pay for this,”
said mamma, as she put dry clothes on
him.

Anud she was right. Haven's you noticed
that we always have to pay in some way
for wrongdoing? VFor three days Peter
was 1n bed, with a sore throat and head-
acho und fever. He had plenty of timo to
think about it.

SkarcH thy friend for his virtues ; thy-
gelf for shy faults.

THE BEST NUTS.

CNE morning Harold called for
Charlie, bhis friend, on his way t>
tho kindergarten. And they stopped
at what Harold called the bot pea-
nut mans to epend Harold's nickel,
which had beon given him becaunse
that for a wholo woek he had not

+ missed his lessons.

“I think peanuti arc the bead
nate in the world,” said (harlic
ng thoy walked on, oating.

“ Buttornuts aro good too, said
Harold, “and walnms.” Bat [ tell
you what, Charlie, when I was at
grandmp's farm, lar* -ommer, and
whoen wo were playing all day, and
cameo in $ired, and hot, and thirsty,
grandms made us wash our faces
and 8it down for & while, and then
would bring oué a glass of milk
and a plate of doughnuts, and
doughnuts are the very besh of all.”

“That's s0,” said Oharlie, “special-
ly if she gave you a great big
plateful, hot.”

“She always-did,” said Harold.

“ And she never seemed %0 mind how many
of them we ato, and always asked if they
were good, or if wo had enongh; and
there isn's & shell #0 'em, and shey're just
08 big and fat and gond!”

“Just like a grandma themselves," said
Charlie.

ASKING.

“@Gov i8 alweys ad home, isn'd he
narsic 7 ” questioned a curly-headed child
one nighd, after the last kiss had been
given.

“ Of courase he is,” said nurse, astonished
ok the question.

“ Ob, how nice! Always at homs if we
knock at the door ; always thero if we go
to look ; always ready to give us anything.
Thank you, dear God.” And the child
tarned to sleep, glad in her thoughts of
the gread heavenly Father's love. She was
one of Carist's “little ones,” and had just
been asking for his care and bles .ng. Do
you like to think of God’'s nearness; of
his readiness to answer prayer ; and of his
willingaess to save?

“Papn likes us to ask him for what we
wand,” is & common enough saying amorg
children. Do you know that your heavenly
Father likes to be asked ?  Although his
hands are full of gifts, and his heart over-
flows with love, yet “He waits to be
gracious,” and likes to hear the * voice of
our cry.” When you were a tiny baby,
your mother waited so anxiously until yoa
were old enough to tell her all you
wanted ; she folt such joy when your lithle
feoct ran to look for her, on your return
from & long walk; she loved to hear you
tap at her door early in the morning, and
to open 1b, and see your fresh face lifted up
for a morning kiss.

God loves you to “ ask,” to * seek” him,
to “knock.” The little broken prayers you
ligp, the tiny, trembling knock at heaven's

gato, tho ocho ¢f childish feod in hig sanc.
taary are so sweob, g0 prosious $o him. ‘

God loves you Treat him jush s on2 bg.
lioving it Trus him Take bold of his
promises, and just give God credit for
meaning overy ono « f them.

CHARLIE'S CONOLUSION —AN IN.
CIDENT OF REAL LIFE

BY MRS, M. BLLA CORNELL

“I wist you would tell mo, mamms,”
Said four-yoar-old Charlie, one day,
* What makes grandpa’s beard and mous-
tache, '
And the hair on his head, so gray.’

I answered with smile aud with sigh,

" When grandpa wss younger, his bair
Was glossy and brown a8 your own,

His face bore no $races of caro;

“Bu# now he is gray-haired and old,
Grows older each day and less strong;
The gray on his head is a sign
That he may not live very long.”

The child said no more ad $he time,
Bus turned, and with loitering feet
Hoe atepped to the window and gazed
With sthoughifulness oud on the street

Then suddenly atartled us all
By uttering loudly $his cry—
“Come, quickly ! ccme, see an 0ld horse
Thad surely will very soon die.

“If people with gray on their heads
On earsh will not much longer stay,

Then surely that horse will soon di,
For see, he is all over gray!”

GIVE YOUR VERY OWN

Wza feel best if we give to the Lord
somedhing of our own, something that it
has cost us on effort to get.

* Papas, please leb me have an apple tree
this season,” said a little girl.

“ Why, my daughter?”

“So that I can call it my very own and
uge the fruit as I wish.”

“ Bub how do you want to useit?”

“Y want to pick up the fruis and sell it
and make missionary money, which will
then be truly of my own getting.”

It would be well for boys and girls to
have a chicken, a sheep, & wres, & piteh of
ground, or something of the kind, the in-
come of which they every year could use
for church work.

To find life full of good oppordunity in
the little kinduesses—daily, unrecorded
acte—and to2 fulfil these in love, is an im-
portant paré of $he truas blessedness of hife
that goos far toward writing it on our
hearts shat “each day is the best day,of
the year”



