Vol. XX. TORONTO, JUNE 17, 1905 :
No. 12

THE KITE.

That locks like
a very fine Kite,
and l.'\ldrilll.\ e
oys think - so
That s Jismuuy
siting with the
paint-brush in his
band. He |as
lwen trying s
<kill as an artist,
1o the satisfaction
and  delight  of
himself and  las
triends — the land
in the centre eall-
ing forth a special
amount u‘ a-llllil’-
ation. This kite
is a juilll-sud
aﬂair, cach of the
boys having ocon-
tributed some jeor
tion of it Harry
is so busy getting
the string read:
h l‘ﬁ T Iilll-'
for lll_\“hing el
just pow.  Pretty
soon  their kite
will be ready, and
will be sailing like
a bird itself away
over the houses
and trees: then,
boys, you had
letter take a firm
grip of tha

string.

THE LITTLE
SUNEBEAMS.
The spring sun

beams felt  that
they were the
busiest and the
happiest sunbeam: of all the vear. 1o

alI'_a.\'- began their work on the carth In " -
having a frolic with Jack Frost. It wae x ; oy oy
-, - 1 at every tvwe and
= Sap they do melt the snow on the me” = : . i ‘:»4 Ther g '!:ﬁ'_““’ - gt o
L "?""‘"|." R s b *T o S . wde. ']: s -?_'. v took sticks and gentls
freeze it into deicles as it drips over the  did not noti : l: “.t\, x ( a g A;n S B SO0 Tt
! were | fovsh green leaves

caves.” So he chose the shady side of 1 1t ¢ ob
hady  side of ereeping round the corner of the house ( he That pleased the sunbwams e
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HAPPY DAYS.

“DANTEL PURPOSED IN HIS
HEART.”

BY JULIA H. JOHNSTON.

I have made up my mind, God helping |

me, =
That 1 will not stain my lips
With the ruby wine, with its sparkle and |
shine,

No, not in tne tiniest sips !
I have made up my mind—for I e

choose—
That I'll keep God’s temple pure,
A= Daniel of old, of whom we are told,
Whe was brave and strong to endure.

I have made up my mind, ves, once for all,
T've a purpese high snd grand.
In myself I'm weak, but His strength 1

soek
Wheo is able 1o maks me stand.

1 huve made up my mind, "tis act %o hard,
If & boy in time begi

In ‘e battle of life, in the toil and strife,
"Tis the brave “T will ” that wins.
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DOLEFUL DOTTY.
BY ELIZARETH B. WALER.

“How do you, Dotty Dumpe 7 eried
father, coming into the dusk of the sitting-
room, and finding a forlorn little figure on
a chair. “ Do you know where my little
airl is. the one who runs to meet me ™

The eross Dotty soorned to answer.  He
called. “ Dotty, Dotty, dear! where are
vou hiding 7"

He opened closets and looked bhehind
curtgins and then sat down and pretended

; dhid not
i Yo

to ery.  “My dear, lost Dotty! What
<hall T do without vour bright face ©”

Dotty  laughed in spite of herseif.
= Silly father " she said.
“Why, there vou are!” cried father,

| rushing t catch her in his arms before

| the laugh faded.

“1T thought this was some
strange little eross-paich I”

“1 am eross.” said Dotty.

“ Pray, why?" asked father, surprised.

“ Boy Blue broke my doll.”

“That's too bad,” said father, “ but not
worth being miserable about. Did baby
mean to do it?”

“No.” admitted Dotty. “ He wanted to
hold Blanche, and I let him, and bhe
dropped her.”

“What did you do?”

“1 seolded.”

“And poor baby was [rightened and
cried, and mother ran to take him from
his cross sister, and she sat here and

”

“How did you know? wondered
Dotty.

“ T know,” said father.

“T didn’t want my doll broken,”

“ Suppese it was Boy Blue, or mother,
or father?”

“Yon oouldn't be broken” langhed
Dnu_v.

“We might be sick or hurt. Haven't
vou much to be glad about ¥

Dotty suddenly felt ashamed. “I'll run
kiss baby. I'm glad it isn’t Boy Blue!”

DAISY'S WAY.
BY M. E. KEXXEY.

The sky was clouded, and it was a
dreary gray day out of deors—and within
doors, wo, for that matter, for Daisy had
the measles, and s¢ she could not go out
and play; nor oculd she have any of her
little friends come and play with her, for
she did nct want to share the measles with
them, and they were not very anxicas o

want to have nurse read alond to her. She
feel able e

can sev that, altegrther, she was not

! in a very happy frame of mind.

“ O dear! It is so Jdreadful to have the
measles and not be able 0 go out and
have a good time!” she said to the doctor.

= I suppose it isn't very pleasant,” the
doctor answered: “lut 1 don’t think that
you have very muck to oomplain about,
when you have so much to make you happy

and s many to do all they can to pass | haz.

the time away. Now if you were the
litthe girl 1 am going to see next, yon
might think that you had mmednn,, o
complaia of.”

“Why?" asked Daisy,
the measles, too ¥

“Yes; she bas the measles,” the doctor

“ has Sh‘ﬁ

|~|.-a_\ with her dolls; w0 | d
| strong enough 1o do anything, she looked

| divide with her. She could not use her| .
{eves, for they were weak, and she did not

answered ; “and she is quite 11l with the
disease, o that she has to stay in bed
Her mother has to go to work in a factory
every moming. and leaves Nanaie alon-
all day.

“ Why, who takes care of her?” asked!
Daisy, in surprise.

“She has to uk« care of herself,” the
doctor answered. “ Before her mother
goes away in the moruing she puts every-
thing Nannie is likely to want during th.
day on a chair by the bedside; and when
Nannie wants mnhmg. she reaches over
and gets it.  Sometimes one of the neigh-
bors oomes in and sits with her for 2
while, but not often, because ali the people
in the house where Nannie lives are tov
busy with their own work to have any
time to spare to take care of a little sick
wir!, unless she should need them very
much indeed.”

* Oh, that must be perfectiy dreadful:”
said Daisy. wouldn't like that one

take eare of you, but I don’t know what 1

d | should do if T had to do as Nannie does.

Does she cry 2!l the time

“ Not a bit of it,” answered the doctor.
“ She is the bravest, brightest little patieat
I have: and whenever she has anything at
all that she ean give away, she tries to
make a little sunshine for some one else.
The other day a lady sent her some
onnp,andthkutlhul'umh
see some other sick children who did oa:
often get fruit or have any friends to send
them some, and so she made me tele half
of the oranges to the other children, and it
seemed 40 make her happier than if she
had caten them herself ”
“lhﬂmlnlluylomb-—nul-
shine for Namnie,” said Daisy, thought-
fuliy. '“onhmnlndhkqheu-
llnnp to-morrow, doctor, when you go to
see ber 7

“No: I should Like to take them very
much indeed,” the zood doctor answered ;
and I think you will have a happier day
in trying to make some one eclse happy
than if you fretted about yourself.”

All the rest of the day, when Daisy felt

over her treasures, and picked ont things
to send jatient little Nanmie: and when
the doctor came next morning, be smiled
to see what a collection she had made.

“ Now didn’t you make sunshine for
vourself when you were trying to make :t
for Naunie 7 he asked, as he pucked the
last of the pretty picturebooks into his
. and Jeoked up at Daisy with a smile.

“ Yes, indevd,” Daisy answered.

“It's a rule that always holds good,” the
doctor went on.  “ If you are not happy
the way to heoome o is to make some one
else happy. It is a rule I never knew to
fail. and 1 have scen it tried a great many

! times.”




HAPPY DAYS,

TWO LITTLE MAIDS.

BY HAROLD EARRINGTON.
One wore the finest ruffles,
And the daintiest littie hat,
The sweetest bit of ha-s,
And ribbons and all that.
Yet so very impolite was she,
So eross—and such a frown!
The people never noticed
The tﬂ“l_\ of her gown.

Another little maiden

Had on a ealien:

She hadn’t any ruffes,

And not a single bow.

Yet her manner was so lovable,
No one would ever guess

This little maiden didn’t wear
The costliest of dres<!

LESSON NOTES.
SECOND QUARLTEL.
STUMIES IN THE WRITINGS oF JONX.
Lessox XIH.-—Joexs 25
REVIEW.
GOLDEN TEXT.

But these are written, that ve might be-
lieve that Jesus is the Christ, the Som of
God; and that believing ve might have
life through his name.—John 20. 31.

Titles and Golden Texts should be thor-
oughly studicd.

Trree:. Gorves Texrs.
J.theG.S........... I am the—
The Rof 1. ... .. .. Jesus said——
The . atB. . ...... .. She hath-
The E. of J. into J . Blessed is he—
R i He is risen—-
JW.the D.LF....... .. i love—
The V. and the 5. .. Herein is—

I P.forHisF.... .. .. I pray—

S i annssesen Evervone that
PR s visaviins Christ died

- T R But now is—
The M. of the 1. ¢ T am he—
The H. Biiitnissiiins To him that—

THIRD QUARTER.
STUMES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT FROM
ISAIAN TO MALACHIL

Lessox L—Jowy 2.
SENNACHERIB'S INVASION.
2 Chron. 22. 923, Memorize verses
1921
GOLDEN TEXT.

With ns is the Lord our God to help
us, and to fight our battles.—2 Chron.
32. 8.

THE LESSON STORY.

Have you sometimes wondered why very
good people have many great trials, while
others who are not grod have few? ez
kish was a good and faithful king, and

the Lord showed, by brin~ing a great
enemy w his gates. and then destroving
him in answer to Hezekiak's nraver, that
it 1= better to have great trials, if we over
come them by faith, than . have none.
Sennacherib, the he
semed 10 have

such belief in his own

i Hezekjah, telling him o get ready to be-
ovme the slave of Assvriz. There was only
one thing for Hezekiah t do, and thar
all about it  And his friend. the prophet
to heaven.”

Then the word of the Lord came tw
Isaish. God had 2 message to give 1o the
king. He said he had heard the praver of
Hezekiah, and he pramisesd 0 lead the
.\“}‘l’illx king lack l'_\ the was he came,
“ for I will defend this city,” he said, = for
mine own sake, and for my servant David’s
sake.”

That ni!hl the angel of the Lord went
over the sleeping camp of the \ssvrians,

ing a hundred and cig'ity-five thonsand

soidiers lay dead upon the field.  Then
Sennaclerib tarned  hLis  fas  toward
Nineveh, and never returned 1o fight

against Jerusalem.

QUESTIONS FORE THE YOUNGEST

1. Who was a great Ivaster? Sen-
nacherib, king of Assyria.

2. To whom did he bast? To Heze
kiah, king of Judah.

3. What did he threaten? To take

Jerusalem.

4. What did Hezekiah dot  He prayel
to his God.

5. Who prayed also? lsaiah  the

prophet.
6. What did Hezekiah say 10 the peo-

ple? Golden Text.

7- Wkat did God promise? To defend
Jernsalem.

8. Who came to the Assvrian camp that
night? An angel.

9. What happened to the army ? Death
fell upon it.

10. How many died ? One bundred and

cighty-five thomsand

went home.

12. What son happened 2 Hle wae
<lain by his sons.

THE FIRST FRUIT.

A litde girl was once made the owner
of some grapes upon a large vine in her
father’s vard. Vers anxious was she that
the fruit should rigen and be fit to cat
The time came.

“ Now for a feast,” said her brother

“ Yes,” said she, = but they are the firet
ripe fruit.”

“Well, what of that?”

“Dear father ¢l me that he used to

give God the first fruit out of all the

money be made, and then a'wsys felt bap-

hen king of Assiria, | D07 can

| power that he sent hoasting messages 1o~

was to go directly to his God and tell him | ©

Tsaiah, did the same thing—they “cried} A

and there was no sound, but in the morn- |

11. What did Sennacherib do? Heji

pier in spending the rest: and 1 wish to
ive the first of 3

grapes to God, t00.”

“ Ab, but” <aid her brother, “ how can
g G And if
ng, bhe wonld
are f
(LI | wav.”
-"‘ : ¥ 2% Ve
i v t - " T

10 ine:" and | mean
Mre Martin's  sick

ver sees grapes. bocause

teaut:
iy nzed, ¢ waclh of the <hild.
“1 have browsht Marv ssase rije

mav God bless vou a
o fi* 1

lere,

A CONSTANT SONG.
There were twao hirdies, <o the solks sav,
Wha sat on a tree one :

ight antumn day;

And one was 2s thankless as thankless
conld be.

The world might 1o fair, but what cared
he?

And one bwked up to the skv above,

smg of grateful lwe

carts of the passers by,

. ok up to the sky,

And thank the Giver of all good things—

For he who is gravfal alwavs sings,

AN ABLE CRITIC
whe

14 winning laurels
East and Wess,
wt valuable eritie is

. savs
maintains tha
)

his son—a b of tw *
“He knows little 2 Irawing,
savs the artist: “ hat he ick sens

arination as

nake a draw-
f people running w
myveelf | had made a
lifelike and moving sorne, and sulanitted
o satisfaction.
. hands in has

it to my bov with a feeling
“ He surveved it a m
prekets, head on ne side
* The pevple are all right

doe?

Then be said,
but where's the

“*The dog? | inquined. * What dog ¥

“* Anv dog.” he said, in a tone of pity
for my dulness. ‘ Why, father, don’t you
know there’s always at least one dog run-
ning alongside and getting under every-
bods’s feet when vou're going o a fire?
Haven't you ever loen to a fire, father, or
seen 2 erowd going to one 7

“When 1| thought it over I knew he
was right, and the dog went in.”
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IHAPPY DAYS.

A STORK'S NisT IN NUEEMBERG,

STORK FAMILY.

stork family is
many parts of the

in

inducement 1o them to pitch

on the houses, boxes are
1o - rowefs, and | hapapes
«h B thus soenres the

vatronage of a <tork.  In More and in

are bowkesd

Eastern « nire
upen as - 11 ' :---l ™~a
s, for 1 render very nseful s«rvie

As SCAVENRZers Ated 2

thwr 1 In mest of

lavers of snakes

pribes.

a <tork’s b

<ists of an

hards 1

it
supopmertesd

unti] they re
1

AT

elothe

o aneng i'.’l "_\ reesses

mates: but she never «wemed 1o give the
matter a thought it was real things
that she was svking frie d know-

Jeddge, and

thev are enoouraged |
v the ¢ nevs,
dwe lh-

days 1o make happy mewories |
A - |

When

in

and she found them all.
oft achool she
<hip. both with teachers and
. the lewks she had studied

was T

and
had

clubs

T lawentne her life:

prart

the @rls none

neense of the q'h--o: Jokes .ul-l

werry-makings than  this girl.
she had neither money,

teauty, nor fascination-—she had

only a brave, sunny common sense.

She wonkd not see any difference

between herself and others, and
there was no difference!

We are what our thoughts make

The law is as fixed as gravita-
If vour thoughts centre al-

~-

wavs  ujsn yvourself, worrving,
penling,  envving, grieving,

ar by vear the <trange, um
walls of your - difference 7 will
rise higher, shutting ont more and
more of the world God meant for
Lt if von resolutely turn
“and think instead
then

Nyean
from vonrself
for the lives
shawly,

alwmt
Tt

_\l-".
surely,
utiful things will
For under the may or
carcless, weary  or hard mas<ks
that hide them, you will s
and to see the soul is to love it: and
sontls deeply, unselfishly, unfalte

llﬁ‘lll'll.

somls,

to )

ingly, is to break down all the mord
= difference= ™ for ever.
CHURNING.

ard this remark from o
whe wished to express their dishike «
- duty required of them: = 1 wounld
v ehiurn before breakfast”™ Only thaese
w have triedd it know what a ta<k that
1. And voung pople who have gone
this ordeal by candle-light with
annd charp appetites know best
<agreeable it i, But what it
r such a churn as that we
pieture is nsing we can faintly
T <o of ane
m, = Why 1 den’t see any
Weli, really, sane --\I-htunnn
s o b mevessary. lustead of vessels
with which we are familiar,
ks use a p-:l--Skin, or
it is ealled in Serip-

7Esr-.z ol

yom

ready te exe

Itke those
hese strange

leather = botle,”

ture.  When the ercam is poured in, the
<kin i« bung up and vigerously shaken
m side o side until the batter eomes,

{ wise mwen insist, slow churning
eevnpying from foriy to sixty n
Imtter, a goat<kin churn
a lazy by for a dasher wonld beat
the patent machines in the market. It
1= not likely, however, that there will be
any immediate demand for butter pro
dueed in this way, ir yonng friends in

makes the best

-

the counicy may rest casy.

If this sketeh

<hall lead any to consider the great advan-
1 Gospel land its purpose

plished. A residence of a
in those eonntrics where
klh-nn would be an

we who are dis

s which

llu re is a lok’el-lg
cotitpen-tesd w ~-r_\fh|||-_v Josns I‘"l“l“\
Ohaed will save us from a
- of unknown evils.

DO YOUU KNOW HIM?
BY HAREIETT PEARL SKINNER.

= of faming red,
ning white,

Pehind twe
And dewrs «
A ldintle Busy
Whe works with main

Wy lives,
and might,

He labors ot
O making words,
AYIR T I

Unknown for months and vears,

his daily tas<k

my wars:

« been 10 him

From Busvisady’s littie shop
e words mest exeellent @
ol <weet are they

Diut semetimes, in a vanghty mood,
He'll make the words all wrong:
With edges sharp encagh to ent,
And slivers rongh and g

Oh! is it not deplorable

That be should be unkind:
Allowing wonds to hurt his friends,
And seeming not to mind ?

So wateh him, that no ane receives
A word that seorns, berates:

And when you see him angry grow,
Shut quickly doors and gates.

CHUERNING IN PALESTINE.



