HOME.

Nellie’s father

a light-house
eeper. His
|iocht-honse  is
Built upon 8
mall rock, so
hat Nellie has

o playground
Mound her honic.
9t is the dearest
Place to her in
the whole world,

gll the same.
‘Bhe loves to
atch the pretty
aves come roll-
Ming in, dancing
pver the rocks,
nd to hear
he'r ever chang-
ing song. Nellie
thinks the waves
“[ust as lovely as
~you think the
hutterflies and
Wpirds that flit
J|mong the flow-
Yers in your gar-
“iden. One large
Sempty room In
= the light-honse
Swas Nellie's
fplay - room.
* ”(‘l’c, frulll the
high  window,
Bshe could look
away over the
Swater and watch
= the white ships
f sailing out to
sea. At first,
Nellie had to
istand on her tip-
tocs on her high-

%€ chair to see out
8 of this window,
Bbut very soon
she could see

quite well by using a common chair. and
B8 (Len her father and mother decided that

she must be sent to school.
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)
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ROWING HOME.

Of course that meant that Ler father ] see

st row her to the nearest town in give way to (s

mormng and leave her there all d.l.b' ull ja'\' was over she b'-g‘gn to feel a
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In the evening, when her father canu
for her in the boat, how she did jump
his face with
kisses, and how much she had to tell him!
Nellie soon grew very fond of her school,
and will not miss a day now if she can

help it.

into his arms, and cover
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TELLING THE TRUTIL

“ There, there, don't cry about it! And
above all things, don't tell your father,”
said Nurse Hopkins. “ 1 never saw such
a child as you for rummaging among the
books! And you know he told you to keep
out of the library while he was gone.”

“ 71 was so lonesome! And I wanted to
look at the pictures. [ didn’t mean to
spill the ink,” sobbed poor little Gertrade.

“Well, it ain’t agoin’ to ruin him,” said
nurse.  * Only vou just hold vour tongue,
if you don’t want a seolding. T'll patch
np some kind of an excuse when he finds
it out. and he won't know vou had any
thing to do with it. So stop your ery-
Nurse Hopking 1aeant to be kind. But
Gertrude's dead had tanght her
that to act a | bad as to
speak one Id not consent to this
eut of her diffienlty, for her

i
« mother had tanght her also that God

other

ic was nearly as

Cisy wav

sees and hears all things, and that his dis- |

the :

i« more to be feared than

pleasure
w.:th of man

She pondered over the matter through |

all the day long till her father came home
o at last she made up her mind to dof

the only right thing. She found the booky| happr.

whiek: Nurs

”“;\‘ni‘\-‘ ‘1.}4‘. ]'E-‘-!"I: awav,

and with her finger in the place where the | some shocl

|
|
|
!

tained, she went t knock at
the library door.

IHer father was taking his ease after
supper in dressing-gown and slippers, and
not well | at

*What do von want, my dear?
sent yvou here !

1
ieaves wore

being disturbed.
Wha
Run away to bed” he
began, rather impatiently.  And Gertrude
would have been gladseto take him at his
word ; not let her.
‘1 want to tell yon something, papa,”
she stammered, “ I've been
I went into the library when
you suid I mustn’t; and 1 It the ink on
one of your books.” ller father stared at
her for a minute, hardly nnderstanding.
DBut the worst was over now ; she had told
the truth, and she was no longer afraid.
*1 didn’t mean to spill the ink;” she
* But 1 ought to have minded you

wits eased

but conseience would

tremblingly.
dizobedient.

said.
better.”

“Why did you disobey me " he asked.
Beeanse— 1 lonesome,” fal-
tered Gertrnde.  *“1 didn’t have anything
to do, or ;lh_\'}nnl.\' to talk to. I went to
look for a pieture-beok; but I won't do it
again, papa.”

The little voice was patient and pitiful,
and the little face that her
father all once began to understand
what he had not thought of Lefore—that
he had never done much to make the child
happy.

He stooped down and kissed her more
tenderly than he had ever done before.

“You are a good little girl to tell the
truth,” he said. “ Always tell the truth,
whatever happens. And after this you
may stay in the library as much as you
choose. I'll bring home some picture-
books to-morrow with nice stories in them.
Now run away, and don’t forget to say
vour prayers before you go to bed.”

How happy Gertrude was you may
euess!  And her father did not forget his

He brought her books that she
taught her to
» grew older.
She is his seeretary reads to him,
writes his letters, the
conrfort of his life, he says. And she =
it is all
onee to tell the truth.

“WHEN I'M A MAN”

“When I'm a man U'll Jet the world
know I'm in it!”

Thus spoke a rosy-checked boyv one day

= was

50

was =o ‘ll']

promise.
ild  understand,
nderstand wiser ones

and

as s
now
1s

and arcatest

iVS

becanse she was brave enough

after reading the exploits of some noted
I langhed from my seat by the
k and proud strut
accompanied these grand

ovneral

window g e vain ook
with which 1
words.

and sadness

But the langh soon died away,
filled my heart as 1 thought

t fnlﬁ“ his own pr.qﬂnm-y.
mouth of the

;_puwl or

that the '2»-_\ might

and put hizs name into the

world without being either great,

How en 'p0? Why, he may do

ow?

ins deed, and Le trisd, executed,

aid have his erime and his name print. |
all over the world.
not * his name be in the mouth
world,” and yet he himself be
great, good, nor happy ¢

You see it, eh ¢ I'm glad yon do. Nov,

\vf

tl

my ambitious boys, let me tell you th:t

he best thing »ou ean aim at is to 1o
men. 1f vou ean be great as we

I, =ll right; but you m mak

sure of the goodness.  Great amen ar

often greatly bad. as were Napoleo .
Nelson, Alexander, and many others «

their sort. Of course, being without goo

ness they were without happiness, for yo

may be sure of this fact, happiness neve
occunies a house which is not owned b
goodness. Choose, therefore, first of al

to be a good man. Carry out your choic
at onece by asking God to give yon

o]

@

A beantiful soul, a loving mind,
Full of affection for its kind;

A helper of the human race,

A sonl of beauty and of grace,
That truly feeds on Christ within,

And never makes a leagne with sin.”

Get such souls as this, my dear boys
and girls, and though the big world ma;
never speak vour mames, the angels will,
and God will write them on the golden
roll with those of patriarchs, propaets, and
saints, who. if not known for mighty
deeds, were prized by him for noble
qualities.

THE VASE'S STORY.

Every china vase, no matter how deli-
cate and beautiful, was once a lump of
common clay. Then it was crushed and
ground in the mill, then put upon the
wheel and shaped, then polished an¢
tinted, then put into the furnace am
burned, and at last it came forth from all
this, a gem of graceful beauty. In some
way every moble, beautiful character i-
formed. Common clay at first, it passes
through a thousand processes and experi
ences, until at length it is presented before
God faultless in its beanty, bearing the
features of Christ himself.  If yvou wonl
grow into the beauty of the Master, yor
mnst aceept the diseipline of life.

LITTLE WORKERS.
The Lord hath work for litile hands,
For they may do his wise commands:
And he marks out for hittle feet
A narrow pathway straight and sweet.
One little face may fill with light
A heart and home as dark as night ;
And there are words for little ayes
To make them earnest, true, and wise.
One little voice may lead above
Iy singing songs of Jesus™ love.
One little heart may be the place
Where Ged shall manifest his grace.
Our hands, onr feet. our hearts we bring

To Christ our Lord, the risen King.
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MARIE'S ACCIDENT.

BY DELIA HART STONE,

“ Now tell me why you ery, Marie?”
* I've had en accident,” sobbed she.

AL A AT IR ST S

" “ Where are your bru e¢s? Deary me!
What was your accident, Marie ¢

“T almost tumbled down,” she said,
“ And very nearly bumped my head.”
St. Nicholas.

“IDA SPIED A SPIDER”
BY CLARA ANDREWS WILLIAMS.

Ida spied a spider,
And she was sore dismayed.

She did not dare to kill the thing,

For that might rainy morrow bring.
Alive, she w.s afraid.

And while she stood considering,
The spider guessed her plan.

He thought it wiser not to wait,
And so away he ran.

AR 5 it . RNt R 2 Y
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j LESSON NOTES.

WORDS AND WORKS OF JESUS AS RECORDED
i
3

A

IN THE GOSPELS.

SECOND QUARTER.
Lessos X.—Juse 3.
THE GENTILE WOMAN'S FAITIL
fark 7. 24-30.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Great is thy faith; be it unto thee even
‘ns thou wilt.—Matt. 15. 28,

LESSON STORY.

2 Memory verse, 30.
3
=
]

* We may think this a strange answer that
ilcsns gave to this poor Greek woman who
Swas in such distress about her daughter.
‘It may seem unkind until we know its
“purpose and its meaning. For Jesus is
L too wise to err, too ioving to be unkind.
“This sad-hearted woman knew this, and
S<he had faith that he conld cure her
danghter.

When Jesus said let the children first be
gfed, by the children were meant the Jews,
gntl the dogs were the Gentiles.  She knew
“that Jesus was a Jew and that he had come
£t save the Jows, but she knew also that
i e was so large-hearted his love embraced

sentiles as well, and even though it was
mly crumbs she could get, she wonld be
glad of them. She was not prond, but

;!mmb]e and sure in her faith.

Jesus rewarded this faith by curing her
laughter.
QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.
1. Who fel! at Jesus’ feet? A poor
Gentile woman.
2. What did she ask ? That Jesus wonld
re her daughter.

3. What did Jesus preach?
children being fed first.
4. What did she rvpl\ $

mizht have the erumbs.

About the

That the dogs

PETER'S GREAT CONFESSION.
Matt. 16, 1328

Memory verses, 24, 25.

GOLDEN TLXT.

Thou art the Christ, the son of the liv-

ing God.—Matt. 16. 16,
LESSON STORY.

As Jesus taught and wrought miracles
among the people, they saw pleinly that he
was no ordinary man. Some thought he
was John the Baptist, some Elias, and some
Jeremiah or zome other prophet.
one day asked his diseiples whom they
thought he was. Peter, who was always
the first to answer, replied: Thou art the
Christ, the Son of the living God. From
that time on Jesus began to let his diseiples
know that his end was not far off. When
he spoke of the manner of it. of the suffer
ing and iusult, they were grieved, and
Peter said: This must not happen to thee,
Here Jesus was saddened to think he was
so little understood. Then he explained
the beautiful truths that one must deny
himself and take up his eross and follow
Jesus, and that if one loses his life for
Christ’s sake he shall find it. For what
profit to gain the whole world at the ex-
pense of one’s soul ?

Jesus

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

1. Who did some people think Jesus
was? John the Baptist, Elias, Jeremiah,
or some other prophet.

2. Whom did the disciples say he was?
Thf‘ th ‘-f (;m‘.

3. Did they understand the meaning and
reason of his death? N

$. What must we do? Deny ourselves,
take up our eross and follow Jesus.

5. Who will save his life for ever? 1
who gives it up for Jesus sake.

6. Which is most important, the whols
world or our soul? Our soul.

7. What ecan man give in exchange for
hiz soul? Nothing. .

THE LIRD AND THE BATTLE.

During the summer of 1690 there was
a war in England, and the soldiers suf
fered verv much.
{ 1
|

One evening, after
ong march, they were so tired that they
lay down for a short sleep, when it would
Pave been wiser and better had they

| mained on the wateh for the enemy.

‘ ‘\lnuhs the sol iwrs, so the oft-told story

5. Was <he willing to take erumls?
Yes, and '}i;xllkfﬂ].
6. Did this show her faith?  Yes, and |
Jesus rewarded it be curing her danghter
Lessox XL.—Juvxe 10,

Tust lwef 1 1d bee
\ it
o 1 j
s < it
> \'\. 0¥.
1 1690, the
fortune of the

Fferent
\ LITTLE L¥ESSON

O, M M I think Florence is &
r{ Butl an I, when she

’

evervhody)’

“ And

Wy Jesus dox 8, and
nt wel”

o] away at a hous

as he wants us
The little ¢
across the
“Jet n nething.” said Mis
May, earnestly: « If vou begin with Jov
ing people, vou w

strect
w tell von so
never know whether

they are horrid or not

“Put how ecan [ e lo it ?”

“Jesus does. Will vou try to think of
that when the ‘can’t-lvar’ £ eline
comes 1"

‘Tl try.

A GOOD WAY.

“Come and play tennis
Harry,” caid Nellic

“Oh, 1 van’t;: 1 want to go and =ail
ship. Y nd Ruthie come with me ar
se¢ Lhow she slides r the water: then
l’ H LR = t s I'l;
Folks 0 & e about
their §

. I; [l ! l TIve
more tha : . fat

2 n n ~ nt ' n mma

Maw sared N . Ruthie and |

mt 1 il ith ”lxr.. and

Harry 5 his boat,”

numa., ng ; i1 b
Fh 4 play t .

boat afterward. Dut the girls

< wreful and not e selfish. They

give up next time.” -

“ M right,” said Harry; “we'll play
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1. There is the pitcher full of sweet
milk. and there they are on the floor long-
ing for a taste of that milk. How are they
to get it Blackie and Whitie sit and
think.

HOW WOULD YOU LIKE IT
YOURSELF ¢

There was & great commotion in the
backyard. Mamma hurried to the window
to sec Johnnie chasing the cat with stones.
% Why, Johnnie, what are you doing?
What is the matter with kitty " che
called.

“ She’s all dirty, mamma. Somebody
shut her up in the coal-hole,” he said.

“ And is that all ¥’ mamma wanted to

astonished, and

looked ap

topped his loud noise to stare.

Nurse
Johnnie ¢
« Qgones, ma’am ¢ asked Jane.

“Yes” said mamma, “to throw a
Tohnnie. He's been in a puddle, and is
dirty and black and horrid!  We don’t

want such things around.

Johnnie felt as if this was more than
Le conld bear, but a funny glam in h's
mother’s eve kept his heart from being
quite broken.

“ Plepse, mamma, 'l never do it
» he eried in humble tones. “ Poor

again!
[ see now just how bad I made her

kitty s
feel.”
Johnnie was
forted, but he di
son of kindness

then washed and com-
d not soon forget the les-
to those in misfortune.

THE HUNGRY BABY.
BY EMMA CHURCHMAN HEWIT.
do you &’'pose they’ve left me here,
Fastened in this high chair?
On my tray there’s not a single crumb,
I've looked at it everywhere.
\urse! Mamma! where have you gone ?
Pring me my bottle quick!
{*m laughing now, with all my might,
Iut if yon don’t come Tl kick
And seream with all my might. You'll
see!

Why

knu\\‘.

“Why, yes.
horrid! We «

Mamma was about to speak,
checked herself, and went back into the
house. Presently Johnnie came in ery-
and ran to her for help. He had
d was dripph g

She’s dirty and black and
lon’t want her arounl.”
ﬂh n

ing,
fallen into a puddle an
with mud.

« (O mamma, mamma !’
of help £from her.

She rose and started towar
then turned and sat down again.
<he said quietly to the murse,
near by, © do wvoun know
any good-sized oravel-strmes.”

he eried, sme

1 him, a-d
“ fane.”

sewing wher

there are

agre
he

last.
on the floor,

Do youf

Naughty little Whitie sits smili
for he sees what will happe

who was

. Blackie is a good natured kitten anc
ws to do as Whitie suggests, and there
is with the jug between his paws at

It's the only way. von know,
I have to say yon've forgotten me.
Tt's too bad to treat me so.

BEST OF WIHAT YoU

HAVE.

| The children lived in
| home, and all three of them-
{ and Lizzie—were taking a gay

ride on an old log.
as pil*ﬁ'

|

'MAKE THE

a little cabin
_—Nell, Rob

“ make be-

|
|
{
|
|

l lieve ¥
A gentleman who w
' the road stopped and said,
« Good-morning. little folks. That is
Wouldn't von like 2

ing down

| rather slow riding.
horse and carriage !
“ Yes, sir,” csaid Robbie, * but
haven't any, and so we are getting the most
W ont of what we do have.”

fun we ean
Was that not a wiser answer?  1low

we

3. Poor Blackie has fallen into the trap
<ot for him and is caught by the angry

Bridget.

SAYINGS OF THE LITTLE ONES.
How is this for a three-yearold¢ An
old man was passing the house Sunday,
taking exceedingly short steps- The little
one looked at him for several minutes,
and then eried out: “ Mamma, don’t he
walk stingy ¢’
A little three-vear-old gir!, who has
received a present of a kitten, says: “ Shall
we have to pack her in camphor next sum-
mer to keep the moths out of ber fur?’
“ Now, Will,” said the schoolmaster, ¢ if
there were ten hirds on a branch, and a
naughty boy came along with a gun and
fired and killed five, how many would be
left 77 < Five,” said Will “ How many
do von think, Tommv ?” caid the teacher.
“ None.” replied Tommy: “’eanse when
he fired, thev'd all fx.”
THE CHILDREN OF ITALY.
The children of Italy are generally
beantiful and graceful, and have sweet,
musical voices. Most of the people are
and the children are obliged to
Some of them who live near the
ks and bits of wood and
take them into the eitics and sell them.
Others <ell the fish canght by their fathers
or elder hrothers. T‘l('}' are qnim as fnlr] »
of play as the children of our own land.

poor,
work.
sea gather up stic

[ much pleasanter this w
all the little peovle
wonld stop frettine abont whet th

| pannot eet, and make the best of what they

A LITTLE THING.
It was only a little thing for Nell
To Lrighten the kitchen fire.
To spread the cloth, to draw the tea,
As her mother might desire—
A little thing: but her mother smile
And banished all her care,
And a day that was sad
Closed bright and glad,
With a song of praise and prayer.

1
l!

g
n.

-—

f1d wonld be if

and the hig ones, too
v |

S

= \‘

| [

i &,_..3 -

E‘i RCest,
= e
1. And Whitie gets just what he ke

peen licking his lips for ever since we sa

them first.




