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A KING’S VISIT.

Jenny and little Nan had on their Sun- |

day dresses, and began to get very rest-
: had

’spect Aunt
Nan will think we
live in a mighty
little house,”

knee and gazing
down the bn'y
street. I

“1 wish I had a

dress with silver
F buttons, like the
picture of Aunt

Nan'’s little girl”
said Jenny, taking
a rather glcomy
view of her p'ain

Ine merino.

There was a rest-
less silemee for tm
minutes, and Jenny
began again in the
ssme tone:

“Won’t Aunt Nan
feel queer not to
have any waiter at
tea! Mamma said
there was a fine
wan in a biack coat
waitint  on  her
table.” s

“Lassies!” said

mamma, suddenly, and both little girls |

started and turaed away from the win-
dow; they had not known that mamma
was in the room at all. “ We don’t know,”
said mamma, “just what Aunt Nan is
going to think or say or azk of us; but we
are going to have a visit some day from a

King.”

“ A king, mamma!” they cried; “is a
king ecoming? What i< his name? and
when is he coming "

“1 will answer your last question”

| said mamma, “and see if rou can’t
answer the first one yourself. We don’t

know when our King is coming. but le |

AUNTIE.

WAITING FOR

says we must watch, and keep ourselves
rcady for him, and that at some hour
when we think not we will see him. He
will ot ask us how big our house is, nor
how fashionable our clothes are, nor
whether we live iu st7le; but he will want
to know if we love God and serve our
| fellow-men ; if we speak the truth with

our lips; if we do unto others as we would
have them do unto us; if we bave pure
hearts and right thoughts”
“It is Jesue, isn't it mamma 17 asked
Jemny.
“ It is Jesus, my darling—the Lord of
heaven and earth: he has promised to
come back, and he
survly  will  come,

his ehil

dren happy.”
The two
girle  forgot then
their littl-
and old
and ;‘].in
tiev even for
long
wonid b =
stroteh
little mind« to

1 the thought

of the eoming f
e [ rd Jesu-.

little

:Jb mt
hons
clothes
fare:
oot
heour

f.'}‘ne:

how the

o

A LITTLE LES
SON.

“0O Miss May, 1
think Florenos 1s a
horrid little girl.”

“ But do you {ove
her ®”

“JLove hert But
how can | when she
is s0 horeud 17

“ But Jesus loves
her.”

“But Jeous loves

evirvbody.”
“And we try to
do as Je 8us d-- “y
and as he wants us
to do, don’t we "
The litde girl
looked away at a
across the street.

“ Lat me tell you something,” said Mise
May earnestly: “ If you begin with loviog
people, you will never know whether they
are horrid or not. Will you try to think of
that when the ‘cam’t bear’ dceling
womes

.- l‘u v"li

1
honse
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HAPPY DAYS.

THE BEST BEAUTY.
I know a little fellow
Whose face is fair 1, s,
Sut still there’s nothing pleasant
About that face to me;
For he’s rude and eross and selfish,
If he cannot have his way ;
And he's always making trouble,
I've heard his mother sav.

I know 2 little fellow
Whose face is plain 1o see,
But that we never think of
8o kind and brave is he.
He carries sunshine with him,
And everybody’s glad
To bear the cheery whistle
 Of the pleasent little lad.

You see it's not the features
That others judge us by,
But what we do, T tell vou,
And that you can’t deny.
The plainest face has beanty
If the owner’s kind and true:
And that's the kind of beauty,
My girl and boy, for you.

——
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ONE OF THE WONDERS

Do von know how the Laplanders got
the Bible? 1t is 3 strange stors. A
young rio'er mamed Lars Heatta wae
imprisoied  for life for murder.  His
youth made his keeper lenient. and the

write,
The Bille interested him greatly;
vored over it day after dav, and finally

formed the high purpose of transiating it |
into his native tongue. Think of the |

|

nrison chaplain tanght the lad to read and |

he |

weary vears of labor.  Lars was a poor
scholar, and the Lapp langusge vot an
cusy one to handle,
.'I"l“-HI["H"T
the Lapp language,
his freedom.

As late as 1870 the old man
| fiving. supporting himseif by
|a guide for travellers.

and Lars was given

was still
acting as

| HHOW LUCY CAME TO CHRIST.
i “Luey, Lucy, wait!” eried Lillie Wat-
[ son, runuing very fast to cateh up with
her friend on the way home from school.

“ I want to ask yon something.”

r “ Well,” said Lncy, 1s the two met.
“ what is it?”

“ Will you come for me to 80 to meet-
| ing to-night ¢
| “Me? Oh, no!” answered Luey, with
| @ toss of her curly pate. “ I'm not going
| to meeting myself.”
| “Oh, why not, Lucy? You know Mr.
| Sutton was anxious to have every one of
his class attend the revival services.”

“Oh, yes, he's always preaching. But
I had rather have a good time than gotoa
poky old meeting. When T get older 1
may join the church, but at present—no,
thank you. I'm going out sleigh-riding
to-night.”

“Oh, Lucy, put it off just this one
night, and go to church. Won't yout”
pleaded Lillic.

“Indeed T won’t. 1'd go sleighing to-
night if it took the roof off the old chureh,
I'm in for fun and a good time, 1 tel] youn.
Come, go with us, Lil.”

But Lillie shook her head sadly. and
sceing it was no use to urge the wilful
girl, said no more, and left her at the cor-
ner where her road turned.

That night at church Mr. Sutten
offered an carnest praver that every mem-
ber of his Sabhath-school class might be
brought to Christ before the series of
meetings closed.

While he prayed, Lucy Somerville,
with a gay party, was flviaz along the

road behind two mettlesome vyoung horses,
| taking the ride she had vowed she would
| have in spite of anything. - The road
{ crossed the railroad at a short distance
from the village and the shricking engine
dashed by just as they reached the spot ;
the wild little beasts took fright and ran
away, throwing the entire parts from the
| <leigh. Some were slightly hurt, some not
at all, but poor Lucy was taken up fe-

| dead, and sal"‘\ borne hack to the hom-

<he had left so gaily only an honr ag.

[ By momning the news had gone all aver

the town that Luey would live. b misi
never walk alone again as a resuw.: o *hat
sleigh-ride. Among the friends who calied
at her home, Mr. Sutton went often, and
| with kindest words tried to lead the poor
<hild to the Lamb of God. But still Luey
turned a deaf ear.

But the work was |
: the Bible was printed in |

“No, no! it was cruel in God to let me
be hurt so. I camot love him when 1
must alwiys be a prisoner in the house,
and see other wirls run about as 1 used to.
Ol I can uever be happy again !

“ Dear Lucy, I fear you can never be
really happy unless you give your heart
to Jesus,” said Mr. Sutton.

“1 ean’'t; 1 don’t love him,” was her
only reply.

Her mother and grandmother tried to
lead her into peace, but it seemed as if
there was no peace for her.

But one morning she awoke with a
strange light in her face, and called her
mother to her bedside.

“ Oh. mamma, it is all right now!” she
said sweetly. “T gm willing to bear
everything the Saviour sends upon me,
for T do love him because he forgives my
wickedness. Won't you semd for Mr.
Sutton? T want to tell him too.”

The joyful mother was only too glad to
send for the good teacher; and when he
came, Lucy raised herself in Ler chair and
cried out: “ Oh, be glad with me; for |
have found Jesus at last!”

And Mr. Sutton, coming to her side,
dropped upon his knees, and fervently
said: “Let us thank God, for our lamb
which was lost is found.”

MINDING BABY.
Now, baby dear, you need not fear,
Though mother is not nigh;
I mecan to nestle very near,
So dn not ery.

Ive left my doll, I left my book,
I've left my sewing too;
For wother said that I must look,
Well after you.

I'm glad my mother trusts me s
Her bidding Il sbey;
I'm getting on for seven, you know—
I'm seven in May.

I cught to help, 1 onght to try
How useful T can be:
Now, baby, lase cach little eye!
I'll sing to thee.

I'll sing the hymn dear mother sang
When T was tiny too;
Time after time the sweet words rang
Till all 1 knew.

“ Now, lmsh thee, hush thee, do not weep,

My little lamb, my dove;

The little children safely sleep,
Whom Christ doth love!”

A muddy stream, flowing into one clear
and sparkling, for a time rolls aiong by
itself. A little further down they unite,
and the whole is impure. So youth, un-
touched by sin, may for a short time keep
its purity in foul company; but a little
later and they mingle.




ner

to
if

HAPPY DAYS.

GRANDMA AND I
My grandma talks of the “ good old days”
To me and my little brother Ben:
Bat if you won't tll, I'll whisper to you
That T'm awfully glad 1 didn’t live
then.

My grandma’s doll couldn’t shut her eves,
For you sce they were only daubs of
paint!
And ber hair was made of ravelled yvarn,
1 tell you, I'n. glad that my doll’s ain’t!

= Such funny books as they used to have,
And the pictures weren't pretty a single |

bit ;
The old New England Primer was one—

I guess you'd laugh if you looked at it _

There weren't any furnaces in church,
And sometimes grandma would almost

freeze;
And she says, when she was a child like

me,
She never had seen any Christmas trees.

My grandma is dear, and wise, snd good,
And T love her a lct, but anyhow,
I think that the good new times are the
best,
And I'm glad that Bennuy and I live
now.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

WORDS AND WOKKS OF JESUS AS RECORDED
IN THE GOSPELS.

Lessox VIL—May ..

A FIERCE DEMGNIAC HEALED.
Mark 5. 1-20. Memory verse, 15.

GOLDEN TEXT.
Go home to thy friends and tell them
ww great things the Lord hath done for
nee.— Mark 5. 19,

LESSON STORY.
This is a strange story of how Jesus
ealed the poor man who was tormented
with devils. He was a poor crazy fellow
nobody ecould do anything.
(They had tried to chain him, but he
Iways broke loose. He lived in a wild.
Ircary place among the rocks by the sea
horc. There were sorts of caves where
wople buried their dead. 5
When the poor demoniac saw Jesus he
ried out and ran and worshipped him.
‘¢ said he was possessed w.ih hundreds
f devils and prayed Jesus to cast them
uto the swine. This was done. The man
‘as saved from his torments. Then the

fwine tore off madly to the sea and were

When the news of *his great
2 to the mad man came to be known

’ many went out to see and were amszed to

find him clothed and in his right

Jesus bade him go howe and

| people what the Lord had dope fo

QUESTIONS FOK THE YOUNGEST.

; 1. Who met Jesus when he got out of
{ the ship? A poor crazy man.

2. Where did he live? In caves by the
| sea shore.

3. Was he dangerons?
could chain him.

4. What happened him? Jesus cast the
| evil spirits out of him.

5. Where did they go? Into the swin»

6. What did the man then do? Praised
God and told what he had done for him.

Yt~>. no one

Lzssox VIIL—-Mayx 20.

DEATH OF JOHN THE BAPTIST.

Mark 6. 14-29.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Eph. 2. 18.

CUss,

LESSON STORY.

death of John the Baptist.

Herod, the king, gave a great dinner on
his birthday. Of course everything was
very grand. There were many costly
things to eat and drink.
was eaten the king and his friends sat
around the table and drank wine untii they
were drunk and excited. Then the dangh
ter of the king's brother’s wife came m
| and danced very prettily.

| jollity ke promised her anything she asked,
| even to the half of his kingdom. The
| damsel ran off to her mother, who, having a

.“vln«-r_\' verse, 20. | 1«

% not drunk with wine, wherein is ex- |

It 1s a sad, tragic story, that of the !

After the meal |

The king was |
{ so pleased with her that in his drunken | °

BIRDS AND RBUGS

very wel
1 the

sSure to

Lore
have ayg
We knew ¢

fashioned
were tin ¢
| on top of one ad
| The boy did not see the use ead,
the clock w. o i, the
T 1. The lead
v for the lack
it know enough
was speedily

| weight was

1seful les

lo are far-

therefore we

3 lu--ln“v

1 things which do nat concern us, or
< we do not in
¢ hirds alone.

v interfere

e

he least understand.

T™E

I' Was reces=s at

WAR

which all ¢
| the town went
and
div
and all
great

| grudge for John the Baptist, had had him |

: put in prison.  He had been Liave enongh
| to say it was wrong of her to marry Herod.
| The Queen soon said, = Ask for the hoad
of John the Baptist.” Wher the voung
| girl told Herod what was her request he
| was sorry, but as he was proud, and
ashamed to show pity before his guest
he ordered the poor prisoner’s head

Aad it was handed to the wicked

a silver tray.

YOUNGEST.

Herod,

QUESTIONS FOR TiI}

I Who gave a grand dinuer?

on his |-iﬂ,lda_\'.

2. What happened?  He got

with wine.

3. Who danced ¢
| 4. What did he promise her? Anything
| she asked.

5. What did she ask?
i John the Baptist.

&. Who told her to?

| mother.

1 .
A voung damsel.

The head of

wicked

Her

The man who walks with God must do

80 with clean feet.

home if they happer
est of carpets!
There wi

fond

en next time, ane
Somehow, |
zame, but it does help to teach little
to bear little hurts without erving, which

i is always a good thing.
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HAPPY DAYS.

THE CATTLE-TRAIN.

COUNTING THE STEPS.
** Oh, how many steps there are to take!”
Said Madge, in her own sweet way;
“ There are steps for baby and geand-
mamma,
And it’s nothing but steps ali day.

* Now papa calls, T must surely go.
And Tommy says, ‘ Find my ball,
But the steps T take for you, mamma,

I never count them at all.”

“ And why < e« my darling never connt
The steps that she takes for me?”
* Beeause,” and closing her lips wit' a
kiss,

“1 love you so, don’t you =ee

She drew away, but the tears ran fast
From the eyes thst had weary grown;

For T had so long been counting the st ps.
A< 1 topk them one by one

A child of His, yet needing to learn,
With so manv steps to take,

We need never count them as we go,
When taken for Christ’s own sake.

THE CATTLE TRAIN.

The following incident was related
come time ago by Mise L. M. Aleott, the
well-known author:

“ Some where abonut  Fitehburg, as we
stopped for twenty mimutes at a station, 1
smused mysclf by looking out of a win
Jow at a waterfall which came tumb'i-g
over the rocks and spread into a wide pool
that flowed up to the raiiway. Close v
<tood a eatt’e-train, and the meuraful
<onpds that came from it touched my

heart.

“Full in the Lot sun stood the cars,
and every creviee of room brtween the
bars scross the doorways was filled with
pathetic noses sniffing ecazerly at the
enltry gusts that blew by, with now or
then a fresher breath from the pool that
lay dimpling before them. How the

animals must

“no pail, filled her

" dusty noses appeal-

have sufferel—
in  sight of
water, Wi!h the
conl dash of the
fall tantalizing
them, and not a
drop to  wet
their mouths!
“The cattle
lowed dismally,
and the shecp
tumbled omne
over the other
iri their frantie
attempts to
reach the blessed
air, bleating so
plaintively the
while that I was
tempted to get
out and see

{ what I could do for them. But ‘he time

was nearly up, and while T hesitated
two little girls appeared, and did the
kind deed better than I could have done
it.
“T could not hear what they said, but
as they worked away so heartily their
little tanned faces grew lovely to me, in
spite of their old hats, their bare feet and
their shabby gowns. One pulled off her
apron, spread it on the grass, and empty-
ing upon it the
berries  from her
pail. ran to the
pool and returned
with it dripping,
to hold it up io the
sufferine <heep,
who streteted their
hot tomgues rrate
frllvy to meet it
and drank the
precious water
with an eagerness
that made little
harefoot’s task a
hard one.

“ But to and fro
she rm never
tired. thongh the
small pail was so
soon empty; and
ber friend mean-
while puiled gre-t
handuls of clover
and gres: for
' em, and. having

¢ picking dish*
with water to
throw on the poor,

ing to her throuzh
the bars. 1 wish
1 could have told
those tender-
hearted  childr n

how beautiful their

" compassion made that hot, noisy place,

and what a sweet picture 1 took away
with me of those two little sisters of
charity.”

“ Blessed are the merciful, for they
<hall obtain merey.”

THE BOOK IN THE FIELD.

Some careless reader has left this book
in the field. It must have been left there
a leng time ago, before the flowers had
begun to send their tiny sprouts out of the
ground. Now that they are in bloom we
find it beautifully decorated. See how
prettily the vines have grown between the
pages and the lovely blossoms peep out at
the edges! The butterflies light upon its
cover and a saucy bug trots gaily over its
pages, utterly carcless of the solemn and

" profound truths they may contain. A

busy ant hurvies past, not having time to
see what this strange object in the field is.

Though the book makes a very pretty
picture as it lies there on the ground <ur-
rounded by the wild flowers, it is not serv-
ing the purpose for which it was made. It
makes us think of some people wc occa-
sionally meet, who are always beautifully
dressed, and we admire their appearance
very much, for they make a pretty pic-
ture, but who are living comparatively
nseless lives and are not doing the work
which they were intended to do.
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