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RINGING HOME
HAY IN SWIT-
ZERLAND,
Tax” little boy in
o picture could not

pory well enjoy that
nost delightful thing,
prhish the children
i this country like
o well, a ride on a
joad of hay This
ittle fellow and his
ather geam to have
gsther o dangerous
way bo go, and so
gbey have, bub they
jo not mind it as we
jwould, for they bave

distance, over such &
jrosd, and in such
fimall  quantities.
But ‘we think they

fhsa given them, when
they have so much
Hronble to procure
them,

¥ FRED AND JOE.;

FRED and Joe are
boys of the same age.

BRINGING HOME HAY IN SWITZERLAND,

Both have their w.y tomako in the world. halffdoit. He is almost sure to stop be- thing?
 This is the way Jue docs, When work is foreit is done. Hejdoes not care if fonlt made a suffering mother wore < mfort-
18 found. He says, “Ican't help it or, able, and increased her love for tho good

i before him ho waits a8 lang as he can, he
“I dom’s care.” Fred's way is not the ' children.

alg 80 b0 tonch ib.  Then he does not

samo. Ho goea right
off to his work, and
doos it as soon 88 he
can and as woll as
he can. Ho never
shights work for play,
though ho loves play
os woll as Joo does
If ho does not know
how to do a piece of
work well, ho aska
somo ono who does
koow, and then ho
takes caroe to remom-
ber. Ho says,

] never waat to
bo ashamed of my
work.”

Which boy, do you
think, will msake a
man to bo trusted
best ?

WALK SOFTLY.

“WHAT are you
doing, my love?”
asked a grandmothor
of a little girl who
was making a great
effort to walk un tip-
toe through the hall
“ I am trying to walk
softly,” she repliod,
i a low voice, " for
my mother has the
sick - beadache, and
tho least noise, she
says, will make it
worse.”

Now, was not a
soft stepa vory little

And yet little as it was, it



rHY SUNBEAM.

I CAN IF I WILL
I MaT, if I havo but a mind,
Do good in many ways:
Plenty to do tho young may find
In theso our busy days.
Sod would it be,though young and small,
If I woro of no uso at all.

Ono gentle word that I may speak,
Or ons kind loving deed,
May, though a triflo poor and weak,
Prove like o tiny seed ;
And who can tell what good muy spring
From such & very little thing?

Then let mo try cach day and hour
To act upon this plan:
What little good ie in my power,
To do it while I can.
If to bo useful thus I try,
I may do better by and by.
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C. W Coarrs,

“ WHO'LL PRAY NOW?"

IN o family there were two young chil-
dren. The mother has been a Christian for
s numbe¢ of years. The father commenced
to live a Christian 1ifc only a few months
ago. For soms time the mother had asked
a blessing at tho table. A short timesince
she was taken sick and contined to her
room. When the family came to st at
table without mother, the youngest child,
a boy threo years of age, said, “Paps,
who'll pray now, mother’s sick? Shall I
say, ' Now { lay me down to sleep?' "

The father took up bhis cross, and since
then his performed his duty. “A little
child shall lead them.”

AH EDDIE !

“ May I gointo Uncle Mark's rooms and
geo the pictures, mamma 1" ssked Eddie.

“ No, deor,” soid mamma, *“ Uncle Mark
is gone out. You must never go in when
he ianot there.”

“But my borssy wants to sec bhis
horses.”

“ Your horsoy must wait,” said namma.

Eddio went to run _p and down the
hall with his horse. TUncle Mark's rooms
wore on tho other side of the hall. After
o while Eddie peeped in to see if his
uncle had coma.

He had not, but the little boy pushed
the door a little way. Then a little far-
ther, then he stepped into the room

There were pictures of dogs and of
flowers and little girls and boys. Eddie
lixed them all, bub the one he liked most
was o picture of a battle. There were
men and horses in it, and Eddie gazed at
them until he could almost hear the
tramping and the shouting. He did not
hear Uncle Mark come in and go ab his
painting.

“Geb up! got up!” cried Eddie. “Why
don’t you run like my horsey?” He
picked up his whip and lashed the picture
horses, Then he heard guick steps and
Uncle Mark was standing hehind him.

“Yon have ruined my picture,” said
Uncle Mark, in a voice which showed that
Eddie had done something dreadful. Then
Eddie saw what mischief be had done.

Uncle Mark had that morning been
putting fresh paint on the horses and
Eddie's whip had blotched and daunbed it.

Mamme felb very badly about it and
told Eddic he must nob go into Uncle
Mark’s room for a long time.

“] only wanted to drive the horses,”
said Eddie. *“They are soldiers’ horses
I'm going to be a soldier some doy.”

“You will make a very poor soldier if
you do not know how to obey,” said
mamma. “Thab is the first thing a soldier
has to learn.”

A SNOW PRAYER.

A LITTLE girl went out to play one day
in the fresh, new snow, and when she
came in ehe said, “Mamma, I could not
belp praying when I was ot at play.”

“That was right, my varling. What
did you pray?”

“1 prayed the snow prayer, mamma,
that I once learned in Sunday-school,
"Wash me, and I shall be whiter than
snow.'"”

What & beautiful prayer! And here is

o swoet promise to go with ib, ¢ Though ‘
your sins be ns scarlob, thoy shall ho g 3
white s snow.” The Biblo says, “ They |
have washed thoir robes, and made then i

white in the blood of the Lamb.”

EDDIE AND HIS LITTLE SISTER, §

WhILE aiding her mother in removiog |
the plates from the tea-table, Jennio Browp g
espied a largo tempting lump of sugar in [
the bowl which sho was carrying to thocup
board, She folt that it was wrong to take j§
it without permission, and was careful i |8
do it when her mothor could nob soo he,
The temptation was strong. She took it, §
bat it only made her unhappy, so unhappy #
that she dare not eut it,
When her conscience roproved her, sh
strove to silence it by giving the sugar &g
her sick brother. w
“Who gave you this?” asked Eddis;#
“did mother?" !
“No,” faltered Jeunnie; “ I govit for yn
because you are sick.”
“ Without leave?  If you took it with-§
out leave, I daronot eat it. It is the sam§
asstealing. Ask mother first if you msy ;
eat it, and then ib will taste good.” :
“Oh, I don't want to eat it; butyuy
can, because you did not take it." S
“If Y ato it, I should be just as bad ujg
you, though,” answered Eddie. .
Jennie pondered. It was good advie i
bub it was hard for her to follow.

to restore it. :
Even her slumbers were disturbed by i
for early in the morning she brought i}
again to Eddie.
“ Dc eat it, Eddie,” she pleaded.

Carry it back to mother, Jennie, if yoof
don't want to feel as I did."
¢ She'll punish me,” cried Jennie. !
“ You had better be punished than fo'§
as I did oll that day. Do carcy ib back'®
Jennie came softly down stairs, asif’
placed the sugn: in her mother's hs
Her hearb was full; she could only P ¢
withous speaking. A
As soon a3 she was calm anough sb
confessed the whole truth,and wasforgives§]
for her mother saw that she was alresdlj |
penitent. Mrs, Brown was made ver
happy by the account which Jennie gav}
her of her brother's influence over her:
most anxiously she prayed thab her lit
ones might oftener guide one anothor ales;
the pleasant paths of virtue and peace.

* '
3.
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MOTHER'S GOOD NIGHT.

MaxMA loosens the baby's frock,
And takes off cach littlo shoe and sock ;
She softly brushes the golden hair
And pata the shounlders dimpled and baro.
Sbe puts on the night-gown white and
long,
Humming the while an evening song :
“Daylight is over,
Ploytime is closing ;
Even the clover
Is nodding and dozing,
Baby's bed shall be soft and white,
Dear little boy, good-night! good-night!"”

§ Mamma kisses the little pink foet,
2 And the tiny bands so dimpled and sweet,
% Tho rosy checks and the forehoad white,
| And the lips that prattle from morn till
§  night;
% With o last fond kiss for the golden
§  crown;
B Gently and softly she lays him down,
N And in the hush that twilight brings
8 She sits by her darling’s bed and sings:
; “Qver the billow

Soft winds are sighing,
Round baby's pillow
, Bright dreams are flying ;
¥ Hore comes a preiiy une sure to alighs!
i Dear little boy, good-night ! good-night!”

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
Lesson XIIL {Sept. 25.
THE FOUR TILLARS OF TEMPERANCE.
GOLDEN TEXT.

g It is good neither to eat flesh, nor to
& drink wine, nor anything whereby hy bro-

B What are “intoxicating liquors?” Wine,
K beer, rum, whiskey, and all drinks that
§ bave alcohol in them.
8 Does the Bible tell us that it is always
& wicked to drink wine ? No; but it tellsus
g that we ought not to eab or drink any-
M thing which will lead any one else to do
)| wrong.
i Can you repeat the Golden Text?
# How could our drinking wine make any
§i one else do wrong ? Some one else might
i begin to drink because we did, aud then
i keep drinking more and more till he be-

_#tcame a drunkard.

Does the Bible call drunkenness a great
&{dni Yes, and it often speaks of tuo woe
{and sorrow that it causes.

What othor renson is theee that we
should let strong drink wlone? It in nat
sofe for um to touch it.  Every drunkard
began by only taking n little

Dotz oven a little aleohol hurt our
bodiea? Yes: it mnkes tho heart beat too
fast. it hurts the brain s we cannot think
8o well, and it poisons the blood.

What doea tho Rible call our bodiea?
The templo of God

Have we any right, then, to do any-
thing tbat will hurt the body ¥ No, God
wants us to take good caro of our hodies.

What is somo of tho harra that drunken
ness does in the world? It makes people
poor, and it often makes them do very
wicked things.

What is the only thing for us to do with
intoxicating drinhs ? Let them alono,

OATECHISM QUESTIONS.

Does God know all things? Yes, God
knows all things; every thought in man's
heart, every word and evory action.

Will he call us to account for all te
thinl: and do? At the last day God shall
bring every work into judgment, with
overy secr~* thing, whether it be good or

.| whether it be evil,

FOURTB QUARTER.

STUDIES IN TRE NEW TESTAMENT.

AD. 37] LessoN I [Oct. 2.
SAUL OF TARSUS CONVERTED.

Acts 9. 1-20. Memory verses, 15-18

GOLDEN TEXTS.

Excapt a man be born sgain he cannot
seo the kingdom of God.—John 3. 3,

Who was Saul ? A Jow who was very
learned and upright. but who hated Jesus.

What had he done to the disciples of
Jesus ab Jerusalem? Ho had driven them
from their homes and put many of them
in prison.

Why did he do this? He thought he
was pleasing God

Why was he going to Damascus? To
punish the Christians there.

What for? For loving and serving
Jesus,

What happened on the way 7 A bright
light shune frum heaven, and Jesus himself
spoke to Saul

What did Jesus ssy ? ¢ Saul, Saul, why
persecutest thou me?”

When Saul rose from the earth, where
he had fallen, what had happened to him ?
He had bocome blind. ,!

How long did he stay in the city with-
out eating ot drinking 7 Threodays

What da yan auppose he was thinking
of all this time? Heo must havo been
learning to lovo and teliove in that Jesus
whom ho had treated so teudly.

What il the Lord tell cne of his dis-
ciples, named Ananias? To go and sco
Saul, for “behold ho prayoth.”

When Ananins put his hands on him,
what bhappened to Seul? Ho recoived
his sight, and was filled with the Holy
Spirit.

What did Saul do right away ? Ho be.
gau to preach about Jesua

What Jid Saul become? Ono of the
greatest of tho apostles.

CATECHISM QUESTIONS.
Doe: God lore you! Yes, God loves
evorything which he has made.

What his God wmade! God made every-
thing in heaven and earth, and 1asd of all
ho mede man.

MRS. DOASYOUWOULDBEDONEBY.

THERE i8 & beautiful fairy story by
Charles Kingsley, called “The Water
Babies,” in wkich wo are introdvced to o
very delightfal fairy with tho louz name
which you see above.

You can very well imagine how she
looks: Her face is ns clear as tho sun,
and bright like tho sun, tco. Her voicois
kind and sweot, and her touch islike a
carcss. You know her when you see her,
no doubt !

But, do you know that she hos boen
growing beautifal all her life! She bogan
to do as she would be done by when very
young. It was not alwaye easy, just at
first, but as she went on and on in this
way, it grew raore and more casy, until at
last she would have found it hard to do
any other way than as she would be
done by!

So you see, the way to becomo a charm-
ing Mrs. Donsyouwouldbedoneby ie to be-
gin when you are young!

Mr. Kingsley tells of another fairy, not
so charming, known as “ Mra. Bedoneby-
asyoudid.” The Water Babics feared hor
as much as they loved Mrs. Dorsyou-
wouldbedoneby. You can imagine that
she was oot nearly so pleasant a fairy to
koow as the other! And the strange
thiog is that she, too, began to make her
face anl voice when younp!

Think of these two young fairies, littlo
people, the next time yuun aro on the play-
ground !
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his talk ahout hix dreain mado them very
angry.  Woll, Joroph dreamcd snother
queer dream, which keemed to promise
him a great future. 'What do you think
Ho went and told his brethren

dono got married and}fight just as hard
ever.”

Jeoms go.”

THE BIRDS' FAREWELL

UNDPER the maple boughs
Oust in the_wood,

Sec merry song-birds,
Seeking for food ;

Some wearing black coats,
Some wearing brown,

Made out of feathers,
All padded with down.

Hopping and chirping
Togother in glee,
They talk of the nosts
They will build in the tree
When winter is over
And comes the warm spring,
Dear little song-birds,
Flutter and sing!

THE STORY OF JOSEPH.

IT is not merely using right wordsin a
right spirit that is important, it is using
words ab the right time, That is partly
what is meant by their being fitly spoken,

I can make this plainer to you out of
the story of Joseph.

When Joseph was a boy, he dreswed a
curious dreem absout his future, and he
told this dream to his father and to his
brothren. His brethern were rough men,
and thoy were very joalous of Josepk, and

he did ?
l his sorond dream.

That was very silly,
seoing that ho had
made his brethren
angry once before
by. telling them a
similar thinp. He
should have “learn-
ed to say mum”
after the rxperience
be had had His
eecond words about
bis dreams were not
wonds fitly epoken
They were so unfitly
spoken, that they
were like stirring
up & bear, or knock
ing over a bee-hivo,
and Joseph’s tongue

brought him into sad trouble.
§' Well, many years passed away, and
Joseph was Prime Minister of Egypt.
His brethren came to buy corn. Joseph
saw and recognized them. This time he
trod on his tongue, so to speak, and kaps
it quiet. He had learned how much
depends on when things are said, so he
took time to think. The fact is, Josoph
wanted to learn all about his brothers.
Ho wanted to discover what kind of men
they were, and whether be could do any-
thing for them, or whether it was of any
use to try to do anything. Hence he lot
them come and go, and thenfatjlast he
spoke. His words this time were apples of
gold among flower-work of silver. He
knew all now. He knew what he could
do. The hour was come,

«LET JEEMS GO.”

A sIMPLE argumend ststed in ~imploe
larguage, with sincere fecling behind ib, is
often more effective than anything which
orators practice under the nams of elo-
quence. A good example is farnished in
the memoirs of Jefferson Davis. A young
woman wrote to him:

“Dear Mr. President,—1 want you to let
Jeems C, of company oneth, fifth South
Carolina Regiment, como home and geb
morried. Jeems is willin’. I is willin),
his mammy says ehe is willin’, but Jeems’
captain he aint willin’. Now, when we are
all willin' ‘ceptin’ Jeems’ captain, I think
you might let up and leb Jeems come, T'll
aoke him go straight back when he's

turned to his regimont, and did tight o}
woll a8 ever.

hour in which to dress beforo the prayug
bell rings."

Jonny nesthng down closer to her wan3g
pulow, “1t won't take mo a whole bl
hour to dress.”
slipped away, but conseience kept pok
at Jenny till she rolled out of bed. T
warm air had been pouring vp through {8
regster for an hour, and the nursery wi§
cosy and comfortable, Jenny sat down 3%
the rug to put on shoes and stockings. i3
toy basket, heaped pell-mell with everi
thing that a little girl could pley with m¥
on the floor teside her.

get is getting the chairs to the table; ycg
know it is almost time for the bell toriil

every littlo girl bas a deef ear for s}
times) and would neither listen to ccl
science nor to Bridget's chairs. One afti8
another she pulled blocks, and tools, e
little Lkitchen utensils out of the mess,af)
all undressed as he was, fell to playif
cook for a boarding house. :

scream came from the pursery. Pray®
waited while mammsa flew to see what W
the matter. Matter enough to make m#
any little girl scream. A half frozen wig
had been slowly thawing in the nursery
summer heab, and flying weakly abog
lightad on Jeany's bare, pink arm.;

arm, bub the scared little girl struck §
bim with the small boarding house sstl

the soft flesh. No wonder Jenny

Jenny]very sober and penitent. I ’spa
he stung me on purpose, ‘cause I way

impatiently, with the big Bible open, “4j

littro girl very sharply, whenever &b

b

Mr. Davis wroto ‘on the lotter: ‘Ig .‘-f'_

TARDY JENNY.
“Jump up, Jenny, you have jusb a haj 88

» A half hour 18 o long time,” eaid lit/

Minute after ming$g

« Listen, Jenny,” said consciencs, * Bri}

ardnal nnn

But jenny turned Lot deaf sar (I baliel

Just as papa rang the prayer bell, a !

He did not mean any harm to the pi

The pain, and mamma’s surprise at ] ;
ing her little girl still undressed, ms$

dressing,” she said. :

“J bope,” said mamms, hurrying]«i
buttons and strings, while papa wai§
something will sting and hurt my d§

lazy and coreless, and forgets to be ©

geat In business.”



