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'JIOSEPH SOLD BY
%’HIS BRETHREN.

AND it came to pass,
when Joseph wascome
wnbo his brethren, that
thoy strip$ Joseph out
his coad, his coat of
any colours $hat was
oh him,
And they took aim,
d casy him into &
g; and the pit was
pty. there was no
water in if.

*And they sa$ down
% eV bread: and
#hoy lifted up their

¥es and looked, and,
-behold, & compsny of

" “1shmeelites came from
Giload with their c1m-
els bearing spiceryand
balm and myrrh, go-
g 40 carry i$ down
Egyph.
! Anggr.)‘ludah said un-
his bretbrep, What
profit is it if we clay
ofir brother, and c>n-
- ¢dal his blood 2

*Ooms, leb ue gell

him to tho Ishmeel-
-3tes, aud let not our
hand bs upon him ; for
b is onr brother and
our flesh, And his
bresbren were content.
Then there passed
by Midianites mer-
ckaptmen ; aud they
drew and lifted up
Joseph ou# of $he pit,
sud sold Joseph to the
Ithmeshitesfor twenty
pleces of sllver. and
-$0ey brought Joseph

m ph
Reuben re-

'io
b
. Wrned unto the pib; and, behold
‘a3 not in the pit; and he rent hieclothes. , and they broughtlit to their fathor, and |
.And he returned unto his brethren, aad (6aid, Tais have we found. know now
ﬂ’l The child is not, and I, whither , whether it be thy son’s coat or no.

Igo?

» Joseph |
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JOSEPH SOLD BY HIS RRETHREN.

sackcloth upon  his
loins, and mourned for
his son many days.

And all his sons and
all his daughters roso
up to comfort him,
but ho refused_to be
comforted, aud he
said, For I will go
down into the; grave
aato my son mourn
ing  Thus higfather
wep$ for him

Aud the Midian‘tes
sold him into Egypt
unto Potiphar, en
flicer of Pharaoh's,
and capisin of the

guard.
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ABOYINBLOSSOM

“ 0 oxaknra,” eaid
Charley, * what 1nots of
apples there are going
to be this year ! See
how whita the trecs
aro with blossoms.’

* Yes,” said grand-
ps “1if the tree keeps
1ta prowises, there witl
bo plenty of apples,
bud if i6 is like some
little boys I know,
there may nos boany.”

* What do you mean
by keeping its prom-
isyes 7"%8‘?8(’ Charlie.

* Why,” said graad-
pa, ' l'ossoms are oply
the trees’ promises,
juss as she promis:s
little l.oya sometimes
make are only the
Ylossoma S mohimss
tho frost nips thego
blossoms, bath on the
trees and in the boy,
and they mover bear

And they sent the coat of many c)l.ure, 8oy fruait. That is how ib is, my boy.”

And he knew ib, and eaid, Is is my son’s

“1 geo,” sail Charlie. * Then you think
when I promise to be a better boy I am
only in blogsom 7 Bus I'llshow you, grand-

that the frost can'd nip my blossoms,

ud they ¥ook Joseph's coa$, and killed | coad, an evil beast hath devoursd him,l '“f foing to bsar fruis.”

» §1d of 4he gosts, an
“#he blood ;
t

b

dipped the coat in '

Josoph is withond doubs rent in pieces.

hope yoa will,” eaid graudpas, de-

Ani Jacob rend hiv clothes, and put'lighted wilh his answer.
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TWO NEW SCHOLARS

Tuzt'n nover.beon to echool before,
They'd no'er heen near o schoolhouso door,
Thoso bashful Httlo boye.
Mamma had $aughs $hem all $hoy knew—
Sho was o lovely teacher, too,—
Bn$ now—jush hear ¥ho noise!

o —

Though $0 each other close they kept,

Ono bent his golden hend and wep?,
Aund tho other, ho wep#$, too.

Around each neck a dimpled arm,

4s though to keop thom safe from barm,
A swoot child gently threw.

“The corner seat’s cnough for three;
Come over there and sit with me,”
Sho sweetly said ; and—my !
They like the school o well to-day,
I know if they wore taken away
They'd both tune up and ory.
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A MATCH-BOY BECOMES A
MISSIONARY.

A POOR little boy stood, sogpo dime ago,
ab the corner of one of the busy streets in
Glasgow, solling matches. As he stood
there, & gentlemun approashed bim snd
asked him the way to a cectain ebreed The
way to thatl particular skreet was very
tortuous, bus the little fellow directed him
very minutely. When hoe bad finished his
directions, the gentleman eaid, “ Now, if
you tell me the way to heaven as directly,
I'll give you o sixpenge.”

The boy considerad for a moment, then,
suddenly remembering a text he had
learned a¢ Sunday-school, he replied,
» Christ is the way, the truth, and tho life,
sir. The gentleman at once handed him
the promised sixpence, and left him visibly
affected. The child though) this an easy
way to makb moeoy, and, going along the
rbroed, he med an old companion of his
father's, whom he stcpped and 2 whom he
said, “ If you give me sixpence I'll you tho
way $0 heaven.”

The man was surprised, hut from cari-
csidy, he handed sho boy sixpence, and was
told ‘““Chrish is tho way, tho truth,and tho
life.”

“Ah!" gaid Abo men, ‘I bhave been
looking for the way in he saloon $hese
many years, but I believe you aro right.
It was my mother’s way."

Going on his way, tho boy told tho same
mesaoge to others  In afler yenrs ib was
his privilege to toll it to tho beathen, for the
lisslo follow saved a little child from being
run over ono day, and from graditude, he
was educated by the child's father, and
to-doy he is a foreign miesionary,showing
to others the way %0 heaven.

TRUSTY GRETOHEN.

GRETCHEN'S black eyes danced when her
mother tied on her hat and put a basked
in her band, and said, * Now, Gretchen,
the father is the obher side of $he bj
wood, The path is straight, and you won'd
geb lost unless you are careless. I #hink
I can #rusé you, so you may take father
his dinner. Remember not to stop by the

wa ."

(gretchen gave her mother a kiss and
started off bravely. Bub the wild flowers
grew in the woods, and Grofchen loved
them dearly. The squirrels lived $here
too, and it was such fun to watch them,
So the little maiden found it hard to
“remember not #o stop by the way.” “I
think I can trust you,” keph saying itself
over in her mind every #ime Gredchen
came near stopping, and then on she went
again.

So jusb when father kepd looking
for her, Gretchen appeared at the gate,
calling loudly o be let in.

I$ was harder going home, there were
such hosts of flowers nodding their pretty
heads at her, and every gquirrel seemed to
be out. Bub Gretchen did nob stop, and
when she reached home, mother saig, “1
thoughtI could trust you,dear."—Sunlight.

SILENT LIES.

THERE were prizes to be given in Willie'’s
£chool, and he was very anxious to merit
one of them. As Willie was young, and
had never had much chance to learn, he
was behind the other boys in all his studies
except writing. As he bad no hope to
excel in anything but writing, he made up
his wind to try for the epecial prize for
thas, with all his might. And he did try,
g0 that his copy-book would have done
honour to a boy twice his age.

When the prizes were awarded, the
chairman of the committes held up two
copy-books, and said . * It would be difficald
to say which of these two books is befter
than the other, but for one copy in Willie's,
which i8 not only superior to Charlie's,
bus to every other copy in $he same book.
This copy, therefcre, gains the prize.”
Willie’s heart beat high with hope, which
was not unmixed with fear. Blushing to
his temples he gaid, “ Please, sir, may I see
that copy 1" “QOerlainly,” replied the

chairman, looking somewhal surprised
Willio glanced as tho copy, and then hand
ing the book back, said, “ Pleaso, sir, tha
io nob my wriling. Id was written by an
upper-class boy, who took my book by
mistake ono day instend of his own.” “Oh.
oh!” gaid the chairman, “that may alte:
tho caso.”

Tho ¥wo books wend back to the cowm
mitteo, who after comparing them ccre
fully, awarded the prize to Gharlie. The
boys laughed ab Willie. One said he wa.
gilly 4o say anybhing abous the mistake
«T° wouldn'd have #old” said another
“Nor I" added o third boy, laugbing,
“the copy was in your book, and yon bad
a right to enjoy #he benefi of it.” Bud in
spite of all their quirzzing, Willie felt ho
was right. “Iv would not have bsen $he
truth,” he replied,  if I had not told who
wrote the copy. 1 would rather hold fast
the truth than have a prize, for truth is
better than gold.” © Hurrah for Willie!"

R | «Thres cheers for Willie!" “ Well done,

Willie! " shouted all $he boys; and Willie
went home o his work happier #ban he
could have done, if by means of a silent
lie he had won $he prize,

AN INWARD VOICE.

“ Do away, Dod; do away) Don't bodder
me now,” a small boy was overheard
saying, 88 he besieged an apple sree. And
then he #hrew anosher stick. That one
failed to bring down an apple. As he
raised his hand and took aim again, he
gaid: “Do eway, I aap! Tan't a0 waib a
o minunte ?” )

His mosher called him $o her and said:
“ Baby, $o whom were you talking ?” -

“Pod,” he replied in the mosh 1.alber-
of-fach tone.

4 God?” said the shocked mother. * Why,
my child, where was he?”

“He was whisp'rin' fo me,”

“ What did he say ?” \

“He said: ‘Baby, baby, don's frow
stones; ‘oo will hit the poor 'ittle birdies’"

The mother had nothing to say; faith
and confcience were taking care of the
litdle soul and teaching tbeir lessons better

>

$han is was possible for her do do.—~Chicagy

Inter-Ocean.

GOD'S CHILDREN.

ONE day Nellie said, “ I wish I was Mrs
Brown’s little daughter. Mrs. Brown is
rich, and her children can have everything
they wand” Nellie's mother was poor
and sewed hard every day to make s
liviog for herself and her children. Opusin

Jane heard Nellie when she spoke. “ Why,

Nellie,” said Cousin Jane, “don’t you
remember that our lesson says we are

God's children. And God is far richér -
than Mrs, Brown. All 4he world and sll -

heaven are his. Aund if we love him he
will after 8 while give us a beautiful home
in heaven" “I did not think of $hat’
said Nellie; “and then my dear mamms
loves me 80 much, and is so kind, that !

will never wish again I was somebody
else’s daugher.” U

A e e e
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MY JESUS.

My Josus is my Shephord,

I am his litsie lamb;
. He lends my feod in pastures swoot,
, How sofe and blesded I am!

o = e e e o,

. My Jesus is my Saviour.

He died on Calvary,
To save my soul, and mako me whole,
From sin %0 sed me free

My Jesus is my Teacher.
How little do I know;

He guides my youth in ways of sruth,
In knowledge makea mo grow.

My Jesus is my Leader.
He bids mo $ako his hand ;
And he alone will bear me on
Up to the better land.

My Jesus spens his life
In kind and loving deeds,
May I folfil his blessed wiil
And follow where he leads.

My Jesus is in heaven
To inftercede for me;

His prayer of love poured out above,
I kn~w will answered be.

My Jesns soon will come
To take me up on high;
Oh may 1 be prepared to see
My Jesus when I die.

e T T L)
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JENNIE'S INVESTMENT.

ONE day a pale-faced little girl walked
hurriedly into & bookatore in Annasbury,
and said o & man gerving at the counter:
« Pleass, sir, I want a book $hat's got * Suffer
lidtle children to come to me’ in it; and how
much is ib, sir? I am in a great hurry.”

The shopman bent down ard dusted his
spectacles. .

“And suppose I haven's the book you
want, what then, my dear 7"

* Oh, sir, I shall be g0 sozry ; I want it so
‘much.” And the littls voice tremubled at

- there being a chance of disappointmenat.

The kind shopman took the thin hand of

--his small customer in his own. *“ Will you
"be very sad withou’ the book ? And why
:are you in such a huxry 7"

“Well, sir, you see I went to school one
Sunday when Mrs. West, who %akes care of
me, was away ; and $he teacher read abous
a Good Shepherd who said those words; snd
I want to go there. I'm so tired of being
where there's nobody to cars for a little girl
like me, only Mrs. Wes$, who says I'd better

 be dead than alive.”
"~ “But why are you in such a hurry 7"

“My ciugh is getting so bad now, sir,

-; and I want to know all about him before

. {1 die; 'twou!d be 8o strange to ses him and

not know him. Besides, if Mrs. West knew

y~-'] was here she'd take away the six cents
* . I've saved running messages to buy the

)

[
7

book with; o I'm in a hurry to get served.”
" The bookseller wiped his eyes very
vigorously this time,.and lifting s book
“froia off the shelf, he said: “T'll find 4

y
,\»‘
A

words you wan$, my litslo girl- come and
liston.”

Thon ho read the words of tho loving
Saviour recorded in Luko 18. 16 —got

our Bible and find the place—and told

ow this Good Shepherd had got a home all
light aud rest and love, propared for those
who love and eerve him.

“ Ob, how lovely !’ was the half breath-
leas exclamation of the litble listencr. * And
ho says ‘ Come.' I'll go o im. How long do
you think it may be, sir, before I seo him ?”

" Nos long, perbaps,” said $ho shopkeeper,
turning away his head.  * You shall keep
tho six conts and come here overy day,
while ] read you some more from this
book.”

Thanking him, tho child hurried away.
Mapy days passsd but she nover came
again, (gne day a loud-voiced, untidy
woman ran into the shop and said :

“Jennie's dead. She died rambling
about the greab Shepherd, and sho said you
was lo have the six cents for the mission-
box a$ echool. Here it is;” and she ran
out of the shop.

The cent3 went into the box, and when
the story of Jennie was told, so many
followed her example with their cents, that
ab the end of she year *Jennie's cents,” as
they were called, were found to be sufn-
cient to send a missionary to China.

“DIDN'T 1, DAN1"

“Jimmy, have you watered my hores
this moming 7"

“Yes, uncle, I watored him; didn't I
Dsn1” be added, turning $o his younger
brother.

“ Qf course you did,” responded Dan

The geatleman looked a$ the boys a
momend, wondering a little at Jimmy's
words ; thep he rode away.

This was Mr. Harley's firsp visit with
his nophews, and thus far he had been
pleased with their bright, intelligent faces
and kind behaviour. Siill, there was
something in Jimmy's appeal to his bro-
ther that impressed him unfavocrably, he
could hardly tell why; bud the cloud of
diefavour had vanished from bis mind
when, $wo hours later, he turned his horav'a
head homeward Just in the bend of the
road he med his nephews, Jimmy bearing
a gan over Lis shouldet.,

“Did your father give you permission
to carry that guni” he inquired.

“Yes, cir,” replicd Jimmy: “didn’t he,
Dant”

“Of ciurse he did,” said Dan,

“And of course I believe you, Jimmy,
withous your brother'’s word for it said
Mr. Harley.

Jimmy's face flushed, and his bright eye
fell below his uncle’s gsze. Mr. Harley
noticed his nephew’s confusion, and rode
on without further commeny,

. “This mnp is finely executed ; did you
draw it, Jimmy ?” asked Mr. Harloy that
afternoon, while looking over a book of

drawings
“Yes, sir, replied Jimmy, with a look

of conscions pride, shen surning to hs
brothor, he added, * Didn't [, Dan ! *

Mr. Harley closed tho book, and laid it
ou tho table.

- Jimm%" he bogan, “what doos this
woani To overy question I have asked
you to-day, you have sppealed $o Dan to
confirm your reply. Cannobt your own
word bo srusted 7"

Jimmy's face turnod scarlet, and ho
lookoed as1f ho wonld liko to vanish from
his unclo's sight.

“Nobd always,” he murmured, looking
séraight down as his boots,

“ My dear boy, I was afraid of this,"
said Mr. Harley, kindly. * The boy who
always speaks the truth has no nevd w
soek confirmation from another. Do you
mean to go through lifo always having to
say: ‘Didn't I, Dan?'"

Aftor a pauso: “ No, uncle, I am going
to #ry to speak the $ruth. so thad tho
people will beliove me as weoll as Dan,"
said Jimmy, impulsively.

Mr. Harley spentd the holiday season
vzith his nephews, and before he lefy, ho
bad the pleasure of hearing people eay -
“What's come over Jimmy Page1 He
never says now : ‘Didn'd I, Dan 7"

Mr. Harley shoughd it was becauso
Jinmy wae gaining confidenco in himsolf
by always speaking the sruth. Wo think
30 $00.

s

WHAT NORMAN WRQTE

* WHAT shall I write in my new blank
book 7" said Norman 0 himself.

Ho could not write very well, but he
did the oest he could. This is what he
wrote:

* A Good Boy.”

He took iy and showed i to his moiher.

' That looks very well,” ehe said, *that
is & pood thing to write. I hope you will
write it in your big book."

“Why, motber,” said Norman, “ I haven't
any big book.”

“Yeos, you have, son, u big book with a
grent many pages, Each day you have a
i{e{&h psge The name of this big book is

, e.li

“"How can I write it on that book,
mosher " asked the boy,

Cdan you guess whad Norman's mother
eaid ?

e O S

SUNDAY-SCHOQL LESSONS.
APRIL 15,

Lessox Topic.—Joseph Sold Into Egyps.
—QGen, 37. 23.36.

MEexoRy VERSES, Gon. 37. 26-28,

GoLDEN TEXT.—Ye thought ovil against
me, bat God meant ib un¥o gool —Gen
50. 20.

ApRiL 22,

Lerssox Toric.—Joseph Ruler in Egypt.
—Gen. 41. 38-48.

MzuoRry VEBSES, Gen. 41. 35.40,

GOLDEXN TexT.—Them shay honour me
I will honour.—1 Sam. 2. 30.
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SKE IF THIS BE THY SON'S COAT

THE OHJLDREN'S ROOM

How poaceful ad nighd
The sleeping children lie,
Kach gentle breath so light,
Escaping like a sigh!
How tranquil scems the room, how fair,
To one who softly enters there!

Whose hands are these, unseen,
Thab smoothe each lissle bed ?
Whose locks are those that lean
Over each pillowed head ?
Whose lips caress the boys and girls ?
Whose fingers siroke s$he golden curls ?

Whose are thess yearning eyes 1
Aud whoso this trembling sear ?
Whose hoart is this that cries,
Beseeching God to hear ?
Whose bus she wobher's, in whose face
Love finds its sweetosy dwelling place

Hore hopes in beauty bloom,
And heaven descends in light,
And lingers in $he room
Whore mother says “Good-night'”
Sofs treading by the sleepers thore,
Her vary preecnco seeme & prayer!

.-

LITTLE MOTHER MAT.

THERE was trouble in the gardener's
cotsage on the great Elmwood place The
little, wee baby, who had nos belonged to
them for quite a yeur, was very, very sick.
The old doctor drove over tw ce a day
from the villago shree miles off, and the
beautifal young ladies from the great houss
came and sab up at night, and poor Mother
Dorsey didn't take her closhes off ab all,
day or nigh$, nursing and watching dear
little Jean.

Ag for Dimple, who wasn's much more
than a baby herself, I don's koow what
would bave becoms of her if Mat, the old-
est sister, hadn's been such a little mother
Mat dressed Dimple in the morning and
put her to bed at night, and in between
simea fed her, and took her off to the waods,
and kept her away from the becs, and
soolded her abous biting the green apples.

Yes, Mat was a very good litsle mother;
gtill, Dimplo missed her *really " mother,
and longed for Jean to got well.

“ Mab,” said Dimple, sidsing close beside
the older girl on the kitchen door-step,
* fwa) makos Dean sick 7"

“Teoth,” said Mah briefly.

1

Dunple put her flegor into her own rosy

mouth nud fels her small, sharp grinders
inquirmngly.

“ Fwat does teof do to her?” sho asked
again,

* Ob, they burt her in trying to come
cut”

*“ Who makes ‘em tum oub ?"”

“God makes ‘em,” apswored Mas, about
at the end of bher rops.

“ Does Dod know how ?7” pursued the
lithlo quostioner.

“Ob, yes,' said Mat, rather shocked;
* God knows sverything.”

* Does he know you is takin' tare of me 1"

“ Yes, of courso, child.”

“Then he m=*' t'ink 'at ‘o0 is a very
nice 'ithle dirl," ucolared Dimple, neablin
up oloser to Mat; and the litble mother ba
no answer ready for thas speech but a hug
and $wo kisses.

DOCTOR MARY.
BY MATTIE DYER BRITTS.

diaRry's mamma had gone oud to make
some calls, and had lefs her little girl to
the care of Barbara, tho hired gitl. But
it happened that Barbara was nob so
trusty a8 she might have been, and so,
whan a friend of hers dropped in to have
o chat in the kitchen, Barbara lefs Mary
alone and went down to her own quarters.

Mary was vory lonely with only Fido
and her dear dolly for company. She
hugged Seraphina in her arms and patted
Fido's shaggy head, at $he same time say-
ing, in a tone which showed she was al-

most ready to ery, * We shink it's too bad, | f

don't we, to leave lithle girls and little
doggies all alone? Now what shall we
do to havo some fun, Fido ?"”

Fido barked a listle ehrill bark, as much
a3 to say, “I'm sure I don't know | " while
of course Seraphina didn’t say one word.

Bub presendly Mary spied the botdle of
medicine which mamma had been giving
her $0 cure $he cold and sore $hroat which
had sroubled her for several days.

“Oh, I know what I'll do!” eaid she.
“I'll play Seraphina is sick, and has to
take nassy drops lil.s I did. Now, my
deary, you must bave your face all tied
up, eame as I had whenr my throat was
sore, and sib right up here in papa’s chair
like a lady. There, now ! I shall give my
listle girl some medicine to make her well.
Where is the spoon? Ob, hereidis! 1
don’s suppose mamma would let me if she
were here. But she isn't, and Barby is+'s,
and—Ob, you keep still, Fido! You'll
make we spill $he drops.”

Fido had come close up to her, and stocd
with his feet on the chair, wadching his
listle mistress, and now and shen giving
short barks of disapproval which Mary
would have done well 40 mind. As Mary
fried to pour ous the medicine she filled
the spoon oo full, and down ran the dark,
thick etuff all over her pretty white dress,
and even upon mamma’s velvet chair,
Then Mary began to ory and dropped the
bottle, and oh, what & meas it made on the
carpsot !

Barby came rupning up, and msmma
camo in ot the vory ssme moment. Mre.
May reproved Barbara for leaving the
littsle girl alono; bub she had %o roprove
Mary, t00, for sho know she ought nod to
have souched the medicine. -So Mary's
aftornoon was quite spoiled.

BABY'S OLOCK.
HY MRS, LIVINGSTON.

Nosopy finks I can tell 4ho $ime of day
but Xoan. The first hoor is five o'clock in
the morning. Tha¥'s the time the birds
begin to peep. I lie shill and hear them
sing 1

“Pyeed, $weol, tweeb |
Ohee, chee, cheo!”

Bot mamma is fass aeleep. Nobody
awake in all $he world but just me and $he
birds. .

Bimeby the sun geds up and ib's #ix
o'clock in the morning. Thon mamma
opens one eye and 1 hear her says:

“ Where's my baby "

N'en I keep still—just as still as a
mouse an' she keeps saying :

“ Where's my baby 7"

N’en all ab once I go “Boo!” and she
langhs aud hugs rae, and says “I'm a
precious.”

Mamma's nice and X love her, 'cepd
when she washes my faco $oo hard and
nulls my bair with the comb.

Seven o'clock: Thevs when the bell
goes, jingle, jingle, and we have break-

b,

a8

All the eight an’ nine an’ ten an’ eleven
hours I play. I ran after butterflies and
squirrels, aud swing, and read my picture
book, and sometines I cry—jush a libtle
bik )

Twelve o'clock. Tha¥s a bu'ful hour.
The clock sirikes a lod of $imes, and $he
big whistle goes, and the bell rings, and
papa comes home, and dinner’s My

The one and §wo hours are lost. Mamma
always oarries me off for a nap. Idon't
like naps. They waste time. When we
wake up the clock strikes ghree. Nlen I -
have on my pink dress, and we -go
walking or riding. And go the three and
four and five hours axre gone.

At six o'clock Bossy come homs,and I
have my drink of warm milk, N'en.J puy
on my white gown, and kiss everybody
« good-night,” and says “Now I lay me,”
and get into my bed.

Mamma says :

“Now the sun and $he birdies and my
litsle baby are all gone to bed, and $o sleep,
slecp, slesp.

So I shus my eyes iighi, and next
you khow i¥'s morning. An’ 'nabs a1 the-
time there is. :

NzeLLIE had been quieb fora good whiie.’
 What's the matter ? ' asked her mosher.
“¥’s unhappy.” * Uubappy?” “ Yesm.”
:OVZ:E? ""¢] tan'd find of any question-




