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TORONTO, APRIL 27, 1889,

WILFUL BESSIE'S OWN WAY.

d IT was such sn easy, smooth path to the
little island that the six-year-old Bessie
%honght she could go there without nurse
or papa or mamma. The last time she was
iat the island she had built s doll-house of
bbles, and she wished ve., much to take
ther doll Annita to see the new house.
‘Bessie knew quite well
;ihnt mamma and papa
f}lid not wish her to go
Away from auntie’s
‘house, where they were
’%isiting, without some
ine to take care of her;
Dbut the island seemed
i fguch a pretty play-place,
u;nd it was a bit of
..tdventure to go there
» alope with Nita, so the
) iitﬂe girl started one
’ "' ht morning quite in-

. dependent of anybody.
34 The island was really
peninsuls running out
into the sea, connected
with the mainland by
i‘narrow isthmus, But
b high tide the little
"{%ck was covered with
‘deep water, and the
P%genin!mla became an
Bessie trotted

Sig’l&nd.
~along in the sunshine
uh;lking to Nita. She
dNas quite happy,
athongh she was doing wrong. \When she
reached the beach bright little waves came
pppling up to meet her, and a tiny boat
,'v‘;’iah asail like the wing of a white butterfly

Wwas dancing on the blue water a little way
o 00t atses. The isthmus was perfectly dry
idmd paved with pebbles and shells. Bessie
furried to the middle of the island and
bund her play-houss in good order. It

; aited Nita very well, but might be made
!
]

]

Read the beantiful gtory of the Geod Samaritan.

still better. So Bessie brcught pebbles and
built a kitchen w roast “saucers” and snails
in, she told Nita, for her doll dinner, By-
and-by Bessie grew tired and dropped to
sleep, lulled by tke soft splash of the
water,

Then the sea crept up to the isthmus, up
to it and over it. Was the sea to blame?

THE GGOD SAMARITAN.

No. The sea was obeying its Maker. At
last Bessie awoke and thought she would
go home to dinner. Alas: she was a pris-
oner, with great roaring waves all around
her. You can imagine how dreadfal her
fright must have been. After awhile her
papa camo for her in a boatt Wken he
took tha sobbing little one in his arms he
said: “I hope you will remember this
lesson all your life, my darling. Your papa

Sr. LokE x. 30.37.

and mamma know what is best for you.
Da- zer and trouble always come with dis-
obcying.”

HOME HAPPINESS,

DEar boys and girls, you can add very
much to home happiness, especially if you
have a mother who is not very strong, or a
grandpa or grandma
who are aged and feeble,
by being thoughtful and
mannerly. There is 2
right way to open and
shut the door; a right
wny to move ‘from one
part of the room to the
other; a right way to
sit down, to ris -, to hold
& book —a right way to
do everything that is
worth doing at all
And yet we have known
children to give their
parents sad hearts by
the neglect of these
little home duties. Itis
more easy to do these
things right than to do
them wrong. One very
ugly habit some young
people have is that of
calling aloud the name
of a brother or sister,
or even of a father or
mother, who may be
in another room, or
up-stairs, ot in the yard. A polito person
will always go to the npe wha:3 sttention
is required, and speak in a low and modest
tone of voice. The Lome might be far more
pleasant by a strict observance of many of
these little matters.

GooD sense is like truth—the oa™me now
that it was when the first man walked on
the face of the earth.
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* A LAST WORD.

Or absent ones you should not speak
Unkindly, if in turn you seek

To be remembered afterward

By many a gently spoken word

Uphold the name that men deride,
Nor let reproach g undenied,
And you yourself shall ever win
The justice that you prided in.

Abandon not the tasks begun,
Though difficult, till they be done,
And you shall never fail to earn
The end you strive for in return.

Waste not your days in futile toil,
But cultivate an easy soil,

For life is short and man is weak ;
Thera's time to do, but not to seek.
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TRUST AND OBEY.

Miss HAVERGAL tells a story in verse of
s young girl named Alice, whose music-
master insists upon her practising very
difficult music. To Alice it seems cruel,
that she may not play eagy pieces like other
gitla. The chords are diflicult, and the
melody is gubtle. Her hand wearies, her
cheek flushes, and with clouded brow she
makes a protest. The master will not yieid,
and she writes home to her father, who
answers kindly, but firmly, that her teacher
knows what is best. “Trust and obey,” is
her father’s advice. Persuaded to try again,
she at length masters Beethoven's master-
peace. Years afterwards, at a brilliant
agsembly of musical artists, when the gentle
twilight fills all the hearts with the thoughts
of peace, Alice is invited to play scme suit-
able strains. She selects the very pieco
that was once so difficult, but which,

thoroughly learned, has never been for-
gotten, She plays it with pure and varied
expression, secures the rich approval of one
of the masters of song who confesses that
even to him Beethoven's music had never
seemed so beautiful and so suggestive as in
her rendering.

Many & hard task may yet come to both
boys and girls. Tet them also “truat and
obey” and little by little they likewise
may becomo interproters of life’s holiest
music,

HOW WILLIE WAS ANSWERED.

NeLLlE and Willie Post could hardly
sympathize with the boys and girls who
think Sunday a long, tiresome day, and
who are glad to bave Monday morning come.
Dull and tiresome? No, indeed, but the
shortest, happiest day of all the week.

Although their parents were missionaries
and spent a great deal of time doing good,
they did not neglect their children. Sunday
evenings their mother used to stay at home
from churck and give up all the time to
them; and nothing suited them better,
when all ready for bed, than to climb into
her lap and ply her with all sorts of ques-
tions or to listan to her Bible-stories.

Their bedroom opened out of the cozy
sitting-room with its glowing grate-fire, and
when mamma said it was past sleepy-time

one or two long-bounds they could land in
bed, and there for a few moments more call
to each other and keep up their chattermg
with mamma.

"It was often quite surprising to see how
long a time it took for the children to get
thoroughly warm. Willie always had just
one big toe that was still cold when his
mother gently remindsd him of the time.

One evening, when Willie had lain quiet
a moment, until mamma thought he was
nearly asleep, he called, “Mamma! mam-
mal”

“Yes, dear; what is it?”

“Mamma, i3 it right to  ask God for
everything 2"

“I think it is-—only we must remember
that sometimes God.does not give us just
the thing we ask for, because he sees it
wouldn't be the best thing tor us to have.
But if we are willing to go without what
we want, provided he doesn’t wish us to
have it, it is right to ask him for everything
we want.”

The room was very quiet for s moment
and then Willie asked again, “Mamma, I
want a ball very much, Would it be right
to ask God for that?”

“Yes, Willie,” replied his mother. “But

and they mustmot sit up any longer, with

suppose God shouldn’t give you oue, do you
think you could bo bappy just the same
without it? Can you say, 'Thy will, O
God, be done?'”

Willie's face was very thoughtful for an
instant as he tried to decide this question;
then he looked over to his mother brightly
ond said, “Yes, mamma, I think I can”
Aftor that he lay vary still, asking God for
his favour, and in two minutas more he wa:
sound asleep, and never knew another thing !
till daylight.

Perhaps bis mother was a little late next
morning, or else Willie’s mind was so full of
his desire for a ball that he awoke earlier !
than usual, at any rate, she had hardly left .
her room before Willie came running in
with his face all aglow, exclaiming, *“ Mam- .
mal mamma! God did answer my prayer.,
See, he gave me a ball, and one for Nell
too.”

His mother expected to see a ball, but
instead Willie held up for her inspection a*
shining ten-cent piece—just enough to buy
two balls, To her question as to where he -
got it, he said he went out early after the
milk, and just as he was bringing it in he"
found the little piece of money. Neithe::
he nor his mother could tell how it came to
be there, but Willie thought that did not:
matter; he was sure God had sent it on
purpose for him. He had asked for just.
what he wanted, and yet he had been will- |
ing to do without it if God did not think it {
best to lat him have it. But God provided
it for him, t

Suppose God had not thought it best foxg
Willie to have a ball that day, would Willie | {
have been satisfied? I trust he would have
been, for he said that he would be. Inj
prayer we can ask for what we desire, but g
we must leave it to God, who is s0 wise,  ;
decide whether it is best we should have it ;

'
«THE EASIER TO CARRY ME” !

IN o Chinese Christian family ai Amoy g
a little boy, the youngest of three childrengy
on asking his father to allow him to by
baptized, was told that he was too young—g
that he might fall back, if he made a proyj
fession, when he was only a little boy. Tepp
this he made the touching reply : 86

“Jesus bas promised to carry the l‘amb%“,'
in his arms. As I am only a little boy, i 1,5
will be easier for Jesus to carry me,” ay

This logic of the heart was too much foyj}
the father, He took him with bim,and thiyg
dear cbild wes ere long baptized. 1
whole family—of which this child is th A,
younges member—the father, mother, anij
three sons, are members of the Missio:j
Church at Amoy. &

|
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A LITTLE BOY'S TROUBLES.
1 THouGHT when I'd learned my letters,
That all my troubles were done;
But I find myself much mistaken—
They only have just begun.
Learning to read was awful,
But nothing like learning to write;
I'd be sorry to have you tell it,
Bat my copy-book is a sight.

The ink gets over my fingors,
The pen cuts all sorts of shines,
And won't do at all as I bid it ;
The letters won't stay on the lines,
But go up and down and =1} over
~ Asthough they were dancing a jig—
They are there in all shapes and sizes,
Medium, little and big.

The tails of the g's are so contrary,
The handles get on the wrong side
Of the d’s and the k’s and the h’s,
;  Though I've certainly tried and tried
To make them just right, it is dreadful;
. Treally don't know what to do!
I'm getting almost distracted—
My teacher says she is too,

. There'd be some comforp in learning
If one could get through ; instead

+ Of that, there are books awaiting,
Quite enough to craze my head;

' There's the multiplication table,

And grammar, and—obh, dear me,

§ There’s no good place for stopping,

*  Yhen one has bagun, I see.

.1 My iwacher says, little by little
i To the mountain top we climb,
i It isn't all done in & minute,
j Butonly a step at a tims;
She says that all the scholars,
i All the wise and learned man,
; Had each to begin as I do,
! If that's so—where's my pen?
i

GIVING PLEASURL

gHAVB you heard of the little boy who
tted to think of some way by which he
could give pleasure to God? Well, Nannie
Was a dear little girl, who loved flowers, and
nhe loved Jesus, teo. Once she had a very
'pretty plant, all her ow, The leaves were
80 green and the blossoms were such a
imght pink, it i8 no wonder that Naunnie
Bdmired it very much. But she gave it
away to a poor old woman, who had been
wk Imany years, and Nannie gave it for
‘Jesus sake. She wanted to please Jesus,
‘nd she wanted to please dear Aunt Molly.
'And do you know, I think no one was so
‘buppy, after all, as Nannie herself. Nan-
Hie's gift was a true © cup of cold water,”
fod Nannie will nct Jose her reward,

MOTHER'S EARS.

“I've had the beautifullest time:" said
Tommy Downs to his mamma, coming in
at bed-time from spending the evening with
his playmate, Phil Porter.

“What have you been doing?"” asked
Mrs, Downs, smiling on her noisy, stirring
boy.

“ Oh, we've made all the noise we wanted
to, I, and Phil, and the girls. We marched
for goldiers, and I whistled while Phil beat
his drum, and we played ‘I spy’ and *Stage
coach’ and ‘Puss in ‘he corner,’ Then we
each took a comb and some tissue paper,
and played on them as loud as we could—
had a regular comb concert.”

“ And it didn't disturb Mrs. Porteratall 7"

“Not a bit, She just sat and read all
the evening, and paid no attention to us.
I wish you were as deaf as she is !"

“Why, Tommy !"”

“Well, I do,” persisted Tommy, “It
would save you so much trouble with your
headache and my noise, for I know I'm a
noisy bay. I believe you'd take lots more
comfort than you do now.”

“Don't you think I like to hear the music
of my little boy’s voice 7"

“The trouble is, it is too much and too
loud,” laughed Tommy.

A few days afterward, he went to see
Phil again. It was fine sliding, so he and
Phil and a dozen other boys were coasting
down the hill back of Mrs. Potter's house.

“I'm dreadful thirsty,” said Tommy to
Phil. “I'll run down to your house for &
drink of water.”

“You won't need to go in,” said Phil.
“You can get it from the cistern in the
hack room. The cistern was under the
floor, the water low down, and Tommy's
arm short. It was icy, too, around the
trap-door, and it was no wonder that Tommy
slipped in,

He caught the edge of the board and held
on with all his might, screaming for help.
Through the open outside door he could see
Efrs. Potter sitting by the back window,
sewing, and she could easily have heard
him scream, if she hadn’t been deaf.

The boys on the hill made too much noise
to hear him. He was hanging in the ice-
cold water almost to his waist, and his hands
and arms were so tired that he thought he
must let go and drop in, when little Nell
came and stood by the wirdow where her
mother sat, and she caught sight of Tommy.
He saw her pull her mother’s sleeve, and
point to him,# . hen it was no time at
all before Mrs, Potter had him out of his
cold bath and into the house in hot blankets,

Tommy stayed there nearly all day, and!

towards night Phil drow him home on his
gled.

* Mother,” said Tommy that night, as she
had tucked him sunugly in bed, and was
going down stairs with the light, I can't
bo glad enough that you are not deaf’ I
don't wonder that Jesus said, ' Blossed aro
your ears, for they hear!’”

KITTY DID IT.

WiueN Grandma Foster went out to’call
on a sick neighhour, she loft her little grand-
daughter, Kitty Mayhew, at home in the
sitting room. She gave her somo pretty
picture books to read, and told her to finish
her little task of sewing, but be careful not
to get into any mischief. Kitty promised,
and for a while she kept her promise well.
But then she became tired of the books
grandma had lent ber, and thought there
was plenty of time in the afternoon to do
the sewing. Then she thought she would
like to look at the pictures in the big Bible.
She had been told never to take this unless
some one was near; but she did not think
of that now. After a while, by a very care-
less accident, she spilled grandpa’a bottle of
ink all over the beautiful book, and the

table cover, and down on the floor. Just
then she hesrd grandma ccming. She
picked up the cat and said: “Seo what

kittie did!” Grand'aa was sorry, but did
not think the little gixl would tell a story
80 through pussy. IKittioc was sent out of
the room. @irl Kitty was not questioned.
But she was not happy. She was glad
when her visit to grandma was over. No
one can be happy who does wrong and
deceives. XKitty had not told a liein words,
but she made bkur grandma believe that
which was not true ; and that is just as
bad. Sometimes we do the same without
even speaking 8 word. God looks at the
heart, and not at the words we speak. ‘Lhe
Bible says : “ The way of the transgressor is
hard;” and every ome who has tried it
knows that this is true.

WORK FOR CHILDKXEN TO DO.

“« Mayya,” said a little child to her
mother one day, “T can’t tell which I will
be when I grow up, a jewellery-shop or min-
ister.” But little children do not need to
wait till they grow up before they can begin
to be ministers. WWhen Christ was on earth
he took a little child and sot him in the
midst of hisdisciples to teach them a lesson.
Heo does that often now. And every child
can teach other children a lesson, and some-
times older peopls too, not by talking about
religion, but living religion.
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KANGAROOS.

ThESE strange animals live in Australia,
They have such long legs that they can take
great leaps of thirty feet, so that a swift
horse can hardly overtake them.

BOW SNOWBALL SAVED THE BABY.

KiTrY was a very dear little thing. Her
fur was as white as snow, and so she was
called Snowball. She had a pink ribbon
tied around her neck.

One day Snowball was lying on the rug,
and the baby was sleeping in the crib near
by. Suddenly there was a bright blaze,
and a thick smoke filled the room. Snow-
ball jumped up, and cried as loud as she
could, “Me-ow! Meo-ow!” Mamma was
busy in the next room. She heard Snowball
cry again, “ Me-ow ! me-ow !” and she went
quickly tosee what was the matter. When
she opened the door she saw a basket of
shavings on fire. It stood so near the crib,
that soon the baby must have been burat.

You may be sure that mamma hugged
the dear baby nearer to her bosom. And
she hugged Snowball, too, and promised her
the nicest dinner she ever had.

A CHRIST-LIKE ERRAND.

Tre day after the battle of Fredericks-
burgh, Kershaw's brigade (C. S. A.) occu-
pied Maryes Hill, and Sykes' division
(U. 8. A.) Iay one hundred and fifty yards
ahead, with a stone weall between the two
forces. The intervening space between
Sykes’ men and the stone wall was strewed
with tke dead, dying, and wounded Feder-]
soldiers, victims of many desperate and
gallant assauits of the day beforo. The air
was rent with their groans and agonizing
ories of “ Water! Water!”

“ General,” said the boy sergeant in gray,
«J cap't stand this.”

“ What is the mattor, sergeant 1" asked
the general.

“] can't stand hearing
these wounded Yankees
crying for water. May 1
go and give them some?”

“Kirkland,” said the
general, “the moment
you step over the wall
you'll get a bullet
through your head. Theo
skirmishing has been
murderous all day.”

“If youll let me I'll
try it, genoral.”

“My boy, I ought not
to lot you run such a
ris.. _ but I can not re-
fuse. God protect you.
You may go.”

“Thank you, sir;” and with a smile on

his bright, handsome face, the boy sergeant
sprung away, over the wall down among the
sufferers, pouring the blessed water down
their parched throats. After the first few
bullets, his Christ-like errand became under-
stood, and shouts instead of bullets rent the
air,
He went back at nightfall to his bivouac
untouched. But from another battle-field,
later in the war, his coul went up to hear
his Master say, “Inasmuch as ye did it
unto one of thess, ye did it unto me.”

HOME SUNSHINE.

Licur sorrowful little faces pressed against
the windows iooking out at the falling
rain. Raindrops and clouds outside and
teardrops and frowns inside—it was hard
to tell which was the gloomier of the !vo,

“Why, what is the matter 2” cried Aunt
Sue, coming in fresh and rosy from her
walk in the rain, and looking in surprise at
the sad faces,

“Why, we all wanted to pley croquet,”
said Mabel, sadly. “Our new set came
last night, and we want~d to use it the first
thing this morning; and now it's raining,
and we can't go out or do anything but
have a horrid time,”

“Well, it is too bad if you must have a
stormy day in doors as well as out,” Aunt
Sue answered. “Now, I should think that
eight little cousins could make all the sun-
shine they wanted even if it did rain and
spoil their croquet-party. Why wouldn't
a game of blindman’s buff be just as pleas-
ast? You can have the large dining-room
to play in, and move the table into the
corner. There! I see some sunshiny smiles
already. Now, don't let me see any more
clouds on these dear little faces.”

In a few moments the raindrops pattered
againsb the windows unheeded, for the chil-
dren were enjoying their game., Even

Yrisk joined in the fun, and barked a3
noigily as if be were trying to swell the
merry laughter.

Now, was it not far wisor to make sun-
ghino at home than to mourn over tho dis-
appointment the rain brought.

THE NAUGHTY FAIRIES.
THERE are two or three naughty fairies
‘Who lurk in our pretty house,
They are sly as the wily foxes;
Anud one is as still as a mouse,
And one can grow! and mutter,
And one has a chain on her feat,
These naughty and mischiovous fairies,
‘Whom you may have happened to meet.

The still-as-a-mouse one whispers
‘When a bit of work must be done:
“ Oh, just let it go till to-morrow,
And take to-day for fun!”
And the mutter-and-growl cne pricks you
Tigl you pucker your face in a scow,
Or whimper or fret in a corner,
Or stand on the floor and howl,

But the worst of the three bad fairies
Is the one with the chain ox her fest,
And tho strangest thing is her fancy -
For a child who is gay and sweet.
She makes her forget an errand,
Angd loiter when she should haste,

And many o precious moment
She causes the child to waste.

Should you happen to see these fairies,
Please pass them quickly by
With lips set close and firmly,
And a flash in your steadfast eye;
For three very naughty people
These three little fairies be,
Who mean, wherever they're hiding, -
No good to you and me, -

WHAT KIND OF FRUIT THEY
BEAR.

We have a class of bright-eyed, rosy
cheeked boys. We love them dearly, and
caunot endure the idea that one of them
shall ever fall into the power of the rum:
fiend. One day, pointing to a-tree in ful
bloom, we said, “ What fruit will that tre
bear this year?” “Apples!” cried ever
voice. “And nexi year?” “Apples!
« And the next, and the next 2" “Apples
Apples!” “Right every time! DBut wha
makes you think it will always bear apples
Why not peaches or pears? They grow o
trees, and have blossoms quite like these ?!
“ Oh, but this is an apple-tres, and the
always bear apples.” “That is true, Awm
those ram-shops ; they bear idleness, drunk
enuess, shame, ruin, and death ; and the
never bear anytning elsel” '

-



