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FAITIIFUL ROSA

BY FRANCIS FORRESTER, F$Q.

what ean be said in her favor?
She was kind, was she? 1 am not
g0 sure of that. Was it Kind in
her to tempt Rosa to do wrong?
Ah, no. Lottie was a wicked girl,
and I pray that none of you may
ever be like her.

“Rosa, T am going out this
morning and shall leave the chil-
dren in your care.  Be sure you
don't take them beyond the lawn,
or leave them until T return.”

“ Yes, ma'am,” replied Rosa.

Rosa was a nurse girl, and it
was her mistress, Mrs. Bosworth,
who gave her this strict charge
about the children,

For the Sunday School Advocate.

INVITING THE MCON TO SUP-
PER.

ALBERT, a sweet little boy, went
home with his father and mother
. one cvening from a visit. It was
a charming night. Nature was
still, and the full moon shone in
all her heauty upon their path.
On entering the parlor Albert was
crying.

“What is the matter, Albert?”
asked his mother.

« 0, mamma " replied the boy,
sobbing, 1 did not think you and
papa could be so ungrateful ”

* Why, my dear ¢hild? In what
have we shown ingratitude ?”

“ Why, mamma, it was very un-
grateful not to invite Mr. Moon to
come in and have some supper
after he so kindly lighted us
liome.”

The morning was balmy and
pleasant.  Rosa took the three
children out on the lawn, where
they found plenty of amuscment,
while she sat under a noble old
oak reading.

Presently there came to Rosa a
girl named Lottie, who said:

“Rosa, there is a man down in
the village who plays four instru-
ments at once. Ie plays a drum,
a mouth organ, a triangle, and a
barrel organ—"

« What ! all at once " said Rosa.

«Yes, all at once,” replied Lot-
tie.

“I don't sce how he does it,”
said Rosa.

“Well, the drum is on his back, and the stick is worth not to leave the children, and T won't,” re- § You smile at little Albert's simplicity, don’t you?
fastened in such a way that he uses it by jerking his ; plied Rosa firmly. | Well, it is amusing to see a boy simple enough
foot. 'The mouth organ is stuck in his hosom, and > “You are too nice by half,” rejoined Lotlie pet- ‘< to believe, as Albert did, no doubt, that Mr. Moon
he plays that with his mouth. The harrel organ ; tishly, = * Just as if any harm could happen to those ! could quit his cloud palace, come down to earth,
hangs by a band round bis neck, and he turns it ; children while you run down to the village square ¢ and eat supper. But can't you see something in
with one hand while he plays the triangle, which is and I stay to watch them,  You can't trust me, 1| Albert to admire as well as to laugh at? Don’t you

fixed to the organ, with the other.” » suppose 2’ } think he showed a grateful spirit? He could not
“That’s funny !" said Rosa. * Does he make good | * Yes, Lottie, I eould trust you, and T'm not afraid | foel right to receive a benefit without making a re-
: ‘ 8

music ?” of any lLurt coming to the children, but I should ; turn. If you all felt so what heaps of services you
« Capital " replied Lottie. I could have listened § hurt myself.” would perform for your friends. Your fathers, your
to it all the morning; but I thought you would like * ITurt yoursclf! O my, what nonsense ™ exclaimed | mothers, vour teachers are working for your good
to hear him, so I came to tell you about it.” } Lottie, laughing outright, *Just as if you couldn’t % every day: and if you feel as Albert did toward the
“You are very kind, Lottie, and T thank you for { run half a dozen rods without getting hurt. O, { moon, you want to do them some little service daily
?
§
%
3y
{

b
coming; but I can’t go, beeause Mrs. Bosworth told Rosa, vou talk like a child.” ! in return.  Still more, you will be doing service for
e not to take the children outside of the lawn,and 1 You don't understand me, Lottie,” said Rosa. | your heavenly Father, who is heaping benefits upon
I promised I wouldn't.” (“Tt's not my bedy I'm afraid of hurting, but my | vou every moment. Blue eyes, how much have you
“Did she? Well, suppose I stay with them while ¢ mind. 1 should break my promise, and that would { done to show your gratitude tc your triends, your
vou go and hear a tune or two. Besides, 1 forgot to % be wrong, and make me feel guilty.” teachers, your God ? W.
tell you the man has onc of the funnicst monkeys {  “O, that's it, is it?” said Lottie with a sneer, and
you ever saw. It wears & cocked hat with a feather { turning on her heel she left Rosa to her thoughts
m it, a jacket and pants, and it looks like a queer ¢ and duties. “ .
little man.» {  Was Rosa right? I appeal to all the Advocate SAY "NO.
* I should like to sce it, really I should,” rejoined { family for a verdict. Ay or nay, my children? Arv! Ir your companions ask you to smoke tobacco,
Rosa; ~1 always like to look at monkeys, they are ¢ you cry, your united voices coming up from your } say “Nol”
such knowing creatures and so cunning.” { countless homes like a mighty peal of thunder. If you are ever asked to take strong drink, say
“ Go, then, and if you don’t like to take the chil- { That's as it should be. Rosa would have been an{ “Nol” :
dren lcave them hex:e and I will stay with them until ; unfaithful, Iying girl if she had acted otherwise.{ If you are asked to break the Sabbath-day, say
you come back,” said Lottie, Doing as she did, I hold her up for your admiration “No!”
L “No, thank you, Lottie. I promised Mrs. Bos- § and—mark the word—admiration. As for Lottie, If you are ever tempted to lie, say “ No!”

For the Sunday School Advocate.
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If you are ever asked to disobcy your par-
ents, say “ No!”

If you are ever tempted to use wicked words,
say “ No "

Whenever you are enticed to do any wrong,
say “No!"” Say it firmly, and stick to it

If you always say “no™ to temptation and
“yes™ to God’s commands, then when you knock
at the gate of heaven and ask, “May I come in
for Jesus's sake?” Jesus will reply, *Yes, vou
have trusted, loved, and obeyed me. You can
come in and dwell with me forever.”

That will be nice, won't it? If you want it to
be so mind and say “no™ to temptation,

SAYy “No.»

For the Shndnyﬂchnnl Advocate,

IS IT A “Low BUSINESS?”

DEAR Crinprex.—I heard a voice one day
saying to me, “ Don't You think Mr. Wise is in
rather lo«w husiness making himself so intimate
with children, writing to and receiving letters
from them all the while? I should think
editor would want to he more thought of™

“0 no, indeed,” eried I, quite touched at tha
insult offered our kind friend, “I think Brotbher
Wise is acting a elorious and honorable part,
while he is obeying his Master's words, * Feed my
lambs,"

It will be shown to the world, and angels too, by
and by, who are the honored ones. O may we ail,
with our dear editor, he among them. Lord Jesus,
help us! M. A.

L am obliged to M. A. for his defense of my work.
Ile may tell his friend that I would rather commune
with my children through the 8. S. Advocate than
wear a bishop's miter, command an army, or sit in
the presidential chair.

an

THE SOLDIER’S DYING FAREWELL.

Tue following lines were found in g soldier’s
Testament by Rev. A. K. Burnell. The soldier had
exchanged it for one with a larger type while on
his death-bed. The lines are very touching :

“On the field of battle, mother,
All the night alone I lay;

Angels watching o'er Ine, mother,
Till the breaking of the day.

I lay thinking of you, mother,
And the loving ones at home,
Till to our dear cottage, mother,

Boy again, I scem to roam.

“He to whom you taught me, mother,
On my infant knee to pray,

Kept my heart from tainting, mother,
When the vision passed away,

In the gray of morning, mother,
Comrades bore me to the town;

From my bosom tender fingers
Washed the blood that trickled down,

“I must soon be going, mother,
Going to the home of rest;
Kiss me ns of old, mother,

Press me ncearer to your breast,
Would I could repay you, mother,
For your faithful love ang care;
God uphold and bless you, mother,

In the bitter woe you bear.

*“Kiss me for my little brother,
Kiss my sister, loved so well,

When you sit together, mother,
Tell them how their brother fell

Tell to them the story, mother,
When I sleep beneath the sod,

That I died to save my country,
All from love to her ang God.

‘Leaning on the merit, mother,
Of the One who dicd for all,
Peace is in my bosom, mother—
Hark! I hear the angels call,
Dou't you hear them singing, mother ?
Listen to the music’s swell!
Now I leave you, loving mother—
God be with you! Fure you well I

For the Sunday.School Advoente,
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IT DOESN'T PAY”

A voune lad was walking very quickly along the

street with his cyes down and one hand in his
pocket, and he was shaking his head and muttering
to himself, “Tt doesn’t pay! No, it doesif't pay !”

“Who is it? What is he talking about?’ caid
one who met bim. “TIl get in his path there and
make him look up. It is bad enough to have busi-
ness men get lost in a brown study and talk to
themselves—why, I declare, it is Charlie Iteed ! hut
I should hardly know him. ‘Why, Charlic, where is
that frank, happy smile you always carry? What
has happened to you 27

“O it has cost me that too, has it? I was just
saying it did not pay.
ashamed,
about it.,”

They turned down a quiet eross streot and Charlie
took out a nice pear from his pocket, and placing it
in the hand of Lis companior, said :

“ There, I have been getting that pear and T have
¢ paid too dear for it. It is a bad bargain,”
; “Why, Charlie, that iz a real Bartlett, worth at
§ least five cents.  What i<l you pay for it 2
¢ “Indeed, I paid no money at all, but [ paid what
i is worth far more. T wonder T never thought of it
sin that light before, but we Boys don't often have
S five cents that we can afford to spend for a pear, and
(? then, besides, they all think it is something cute to
é rob Goldie, that is the fruit man Jjust
5
f
!
{

but come this way and Il tell you all

R e R N

avenue there,  Ile keeps a great deal of fruit out in

front, hut there is always some one on the look-out,

and the boys generally get caught it they try to
¢ pick up any of it.”

“But I did not think that you would stoop to |

such a trick as that, Charlje.”

Charlie's cheek crimsoned with shame,

“I never did hefore, sir,” said he, “and I did not
think of doing it now till I was passing this morn-
ing and saw that no one was on the look-out. I had
i often wished for one of these pears, and I just picked
git up and put it right in my pocket; but I felt so

mean and thief-like when I got to the corner and
glanced back to sce if any one was after me—yes,
atter me for stealing—that 1 Jjust made up my mind
that it doesn't pay. Why, sir, I have lost my self-
respect, I have hroken the laws of God and man;
my parents would be grieved about it, and all my

friends that I care most about would despise me if

they knew it, and, as you say, it makes a difference
in my looks already. Why, sir, I'd work days and
days to regain all 1 have lost. But then I was Jjust
thinking when I met you that several days' work

Well, I am very much |

around en the !

SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATE.

A e
would bring me moncy enough to buy ever so
many pears, and here I have only one pear, which
I would have to go into a corner to eat, and
clioke it down at that. Ang I just made up my
mind that it doesn't pay.”

* But, Charlie, you know that most persons
would consider it only a trifle.”

“Just the reason why I should not pay so
much for it then. I don't know any sum of
money that would tempt me to sell my good
name or my peace of mind, much less would I
part with them for o paltry pear. 8o now I'm
going right back to give Mr. Goldic his pear, and
think myself happily rid of it, And if T am

sever tempted again to take what does not be-
long to me, I shall remember that ‘it doesn't
pay.” AvNr JeLig,

—_—

For the Sunday-School Advocate,

DON'T KNOW How T0 PRAY!

Two little girls, whose pious mother had taught
them to pray, had an irreligious father. One
day one of them asked the question, **Docs papa
pray " ~

* No, dear,” was the reply,

“ 0 isn’t that wicked " was the quick respaonse.

The sister indignantly took it up.  “No,"” said

she, “papa is not wicked; lie don’t know
pray!”

The first speaker stood thoughtfully for a few mo-
ments and then said gently, “T wonder why papa’s
mother did not teach him to pray ¢

Ah, there is the root of the matter! Be thankful,
E little readers, if you have praying mothers, and re-

how to

member to pray when you are grown up. But if
your parents do not pray, there is so much the more
} need that you should pray for them and yourself too,
And, now-a-days, we have Sunday-schools where all
: may learn how to pray. even those little neglected
! children whose mothers' knee was never made their
praying-place. Ask your teacher to teach you, and
{ then seek out some fuiet place and ask God to help
5 you, for it is a sad thing to grow up without know-

¢ ing how to pray.

HY must we always keep
together, fastencd up tight
by that tiresome screw
so cried one of the two
sides of a pair of scissors,
“How much more work
could we do apart! Each
of us has a sharp point,
each has a round ring at
the end to hold a finger
o or thumb, and each has an edge
R " for cutting. We don't care to
i keep together: we don’t choose to keep together.
If we can't get rid of that screw, we'll be as wide
fapart as we can !

So the two points of the scissors were stuck out
on cach side as wide as they could £o, and so were
the two round rings. But the silly pair of scissors
soon found out what a great mistake had been made.
¢ Some silk was placed between the two points, which
- it was their duty to divide; but it was very clear that
" no cutting could be done while they remained apart,
DS After all, T can’t get on without you,” said the
right side to the left.

“ Let us kiss and be friends,” said the left Land to
gthe right.  So the two rings touched, and the two

tips kissed, and the silk wasg divided with ease.

Little brothers and sisters, who do not love or
¢ help one another, who like to keep as much apart
! as you can, both in your work and your play, re-
member the story of the scissors! Be glad of the
tic that binds Yyou; join little hands, join little
hearts, so your work will be done more quickly and
your play more merrily enjoyed !

;

{

3 THE CROSS SCISSORS.
{

{

;

)
{
¢
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N
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: TIIE LISTENER.

Do yon see that boy behind the door? Ilc is a listener

or cavesdvopper. I don't like him.

SUNDAY-SCHOOI
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P Youdo. T hope your keorn is strong enough to keep youn

teases, hurts, or wrongs a little one is not only a wrone-
- doer, he s a coward—a mean, despicable coward, I trust

: read you aletter from Q-in-the-corner.

- I'was standing in front of a faney store loeking at (he toys

* those toyvs,

Cdren and their stockings full of gifts from the liheral
- hands of old Santa Claus, I noticed & man and his wife
© coming up to the window,
 the toys, and what they should buy for their little ones at
. home.
“wax doll, Fred is crazy for a humming-top, and Mary ©

it will make the children.

: to sec the children of such loving parents, I followed them

Why not? Because he is a mean boy, Isn't it mean to -

fileh the words {rom another's lips—almost as mean as
to filch money fiom his pocket? Those two men are hay-
ing a serious talk together. They don’t wish any other
persons to know what they arc saying to cach other.
What right then has that boy to encak behind the door
and steal their words?  Isn't he mean ?

A boy of honor will no more listen than he will peep

- up in the rug before the stove, I slept till morning.

. )
into a lefter or steal cents from his grandmother’s old .

wallet. He is above all sueh acts, because he knows them
all to be wrong. Are you & boy or girl of honor, my
reader? Then yow never listen.  You would rather run a
mile to get out of hearing than to bear what others wish
to hide from you.

If I knew that « boy was listening to me I would soon

; little Mary fairly cried with joy over her ‘sweet little tea-

make him run. How? Would I whip him? Yes Iwould, :

and smartly too—but my whip should have no cords in it;

to draw a picture of his character. I guess that would

make him run away as hard as i€ he had a hear at his |

heels.  1a, ha, wouldn’t he smart under the strokes of
my whip! '

A COWARD'S TRICK.

. WaILE strolling along a narrow lane one evening I saw
a little hoy pass me quickly with a bundle under his arn.
He seemed to be in a hurry, as if he wanted to do his
errand and return before it grew dark.

“That is some poor mother’s little man of business,”
said I to myself as I walked slowly on.

By and by I sat down upon a ¢grassy bank which was
shaded.with the foliage of a fine old walnut-tree. Very
Soon I heard an earnest voice saying:

“Don’t! please don't! Do let me pass !

Looking down the lane T saw that my ‘“little man of
business ” had been stopped by a big blustering boy. The
big, loulisl.l fellow haq a wheclbarrow, and was running it
from one side of the road to the other so as to stop the
littlz boy. There was a bigh bank on cach side of the
road, 80 that the small boy could not pass on cither side.
Presently I sa
with the barrow, had seized the little one
and was brandishing a big stick over his he
him to cry with terror.

- and commanding silence they sat down, looking very full

calas! alas! ten minutes had scarcely passed before Fred,

it shoul . ), drum! Play with your top?” ‘I wont! cried Fred, stamp-
1t should be made of words well laid on. I would begin *ing on the floor.

have the drumn a little while.?

g

(

)

-
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I arose and waiked quickly down the lane.  As soon as
Le saw me the big lont let the little boy go, and scizing  rester, wiping the tears from his cycs. “I pity the mother
his tarrow, hegan to trundle it toward me. . who has such children

“Are you not ashamed of your own cowardice®” said I | “And T ity the father t0o,” adds the corporal. ¢l
to him when weanet. “No brave boy will ever tease or - wonder if they really belong to my company. Esquire,
frichten a little one. It takes a coward to do that,” look over our roll-book, will you? Sece if we have that

The felow held his head down and passed me as fast as Tom, Mary, Nelly, and Fred on our army list. They live
his awkward legs could carry him. _in the city of a

Don't yow all despise that big lout’s conduct? Tknow | The squire obeys, reports the offenders members of the

company of over twelve months’ standing, and asks,

“What will you do with them, corporal 7

“Da? rejoins the corporal; “I don’t know what to

~do. I don’t like to turn them out lest they go on from
. bad to worse, and perish at last. I can’t keep them in
lest they corrupt and disgrace my company. They puzzle
. as much as they pain me, What shall I do? What shall
s Ldo¥
. “Suspend them ! suggests the squire.
“Ah, yes, that will do,” cries the corporal, cagerly
. catching at the suggestion. “I suspend them until they

repent and confess their sin to their parents and to God.”

Do you hear that, you ungrateful Tom, and Fred, and

Nelly, and Mary?, You who on New Year's day turned

the sweet wine of parental love into vinegar; you who

quaurreled over your New Year's presents; you who
i wouldn't let the New Year bring happiness to your par-
‘ ents; yvou arc suspended frowr our noble Try Company
until you repent and confess your sinful folly. Until
then your names stand Llackballed thus @ on the cor-
poral's army list. Now, my corporal, forget that evil
band, cheer up, and read your letters!

“Iere is the answer to the question in verse in our last :

*“They are shamefally ungrateful,” observes Mr. For-

from imitating it, Remember, any big boy or girl who
o s 3 s

I haven't sach a coward in all my Advocate family.

—_— .

OUR COUNCIL-CHHAMBER.

TuE corporal opens the council to-day saying, “Let me .
Ile writes:

“DEAR CORPORAL,~On the last evening of December

and playthings which were spread ont in tempting array
in thewindow. 40,0, thought I, “there is much pleasure
in gtore for the boys and girls who are to get a share of
Wont there be fun in the houses to which
those toys will go to-night

+ “While T was drawing thought-pictures of happy chil- |

They stopped, talked about

*Tom wants a drum, Nelly has set her heart on a

would he delighted with that sweet little tea-scet,” said the

I ssacha R Genesis xlix, 14, 15,

womat. . X ) Samari A....... ... Jobw iv, 4, .

WOWe e ardly buv ) » ean- ¢ - s -

. We could h.ud!) buy all th()s.c things \\.nh the can ; Abiju H.......... 1 Kines xiv, 1-18.
dies and oranges which must go with them for less than ! Amas A 3 Samuel xix, 18

Jen i Tees W R e S as o Al 8 L xix, 13
five du.l.n.«\, uplu(ltllm.hu»h.md. We cannot afford so C ale 3o .. Numbers xiii, 1-6,
much while everything is so dear. . . 510

“ I know, rejoined the wife, ‘it is a good deal for us i;"\““ """""" !(I'""l(""“f‘i"l?_" IHob, 31, 51
to spend on presents ; but think, dear husband, how happy VAHAB. .o ostiua 1, 1-155 teb. x1, 31.

I will go without that muff
you promised me if you will buy the things I named.’

¢ ¢Ah! thought I, *how that woman loves her children.
Biessed are the children of such a mother!

‘“ After some further talk they went into the shop and
bought the drum, doll, tea-set, and top. Feeling curious

“ANNA L. W, an cight-year-old miss, writes:

“DEar CORPORAL, (for I do not know what c¢lse to eall
you, ) —I have two sist and one brother living, and two
sisters in heaven,  Masays that it I try to love and serve
God Ishall meet them in heaven. I have colleeted money
twice now for the Missionary Socicty, and have been made
a life member of the Missionary Society. I must tel you
the prayer of my little baby sister, who is just three years
old. 8he says, ‘God bless me; make me a good girl,
Amen.’ lam trying to be a good girl.

home, slipped into their house, saw the four stockings
stuffed with oranges and candies, the presents, duly marked,
hung up beside the stockings, and then, tucking myself

“Just at daylight I was waked by a chorus of voices
on the stairs, and then came a rush.  The children drove
in 80 quickly that T had scarcely time to hide behind the
sofa. Tom scized his stocking and drum, shouting, ‘A
drum! TI'vegotadrum! Huarrah! hurrah?” Nellscreamed
with delight over her doll, Fred danced over his top, and

“Anna may eall me anything she pleases,” adds the
corporal.  “I like her letter so well that if she was here
I would allow her to kiss me, and it isn't every Anna who
could be allowed that honor.  If Anna goes on as she has
begun she may become as good and wise as Anna the
prophetess, who served God day and night in the temple.
Goodness is the glory of a little givl as truly as the good-
ness of our Queen Vietoria is her brightest ornament and
glOl'y.”

I shiould like to see all the girls who love you, corporal,
give yowa kiss.  What a smacking there would be! Ab,
my corporal, you must be a happy man to have so many
boys and girls in love with you. Don't blush, sir! You're
an old man, you know, and if all the little girls and boys
in Canada kissed you it wouldn't hurt you or them.
Read on, sir! N

“8. 1L A, of

‘“Weare fixing our chureh now and we have about done;
but you sce an old Bible in a new church wouldn't look
welly so our superintendent proposed that we shonld take
the collections for four Sundays and buy one. Well, we

A did so and raised over $26, but the boys raised the most
of sorrow. ‘You haven’t gained much by giving up your ;¢ gy

sct,’ as she called it.

“Well) thought I, ¢that five dollsrs bought a big heap
of happiness,’ for, simpleton that I was, I supposed those
children were going to be happy all that day atleast. But

growing weary of his top, was tugging at Tom's belt and
Wwhining, ¢ Let me beat your dram.’ ‘Tom hit his brother
on the head with his drum-stick and shouted, ‘Let go my

‘You're an ugly fellow not to let me
While this quarrel was go-
ing on between the boys Mary was crying for Nelly's doll,
and Nelly was screaming, ¢ Mother! mother! Mary has
broken my pretty wax doll!” Such a hubbub you have
scldom heard four children make, Mr. Corporal.  Of
course, the father and mother came in to see what the
nois¢ meant. After making each child take a scat apart

, BYS

- muft for the sake of these ungrateful children, my dear,” ¢ )

¢ nothing but disappointment and pain.

¢ Our New Year is spoiled already.’

i

w that the big boy, baving wearied himself |
by the collar .
ad, causing ;
. children.

said the husband. *No,' replied the wite, T have gained 5 “That was doing well,” adds the corporal; “lut it
The things we { would be doing better still if every boy and girl in that
bought to make our children happy they have perverted ; school would set to work in carnest to obey the Bible—to
into instruments of quarrel and misery. O dear, dear! What think you, Mr. Editor?”

We have planted . - be Bible boys and girls,
€ have panted roses and plucked nothing but thorns. I think you a very wise corporal, and I agree with you

vennt]v Qi !
*“Just then the bell rung for breakfast. When they were ) exactly.  Read on, b""
all gone I quietly slipped out. Having scen a copy of your ; “Manry JaNe 8. writes:
paper in that house I judged those children belonged to . “We have about seventy-five scholars and cleven teach-

Your company, and so, sir, as in duty bound, I report the sers. We have driven Satan from our ranks, and have put
facts to you. Truly yours, ¢ on the bright and shining armor to fight in the army of
* QIN-THE-CORNER. the Lord. Mr. Corporal, will you admit me into the
“That's a terrible letter,” says the corporal, sighing , ranks of your noble little Try Company, that I may go
like a furnace—almost—and bringing his cane down upon } u"".('h"f:g along with “".‘t happy “;t.lclbi":d' :"?tt‘lmg and
the floor with a loud thump, “a terrible letter, Mr, Ed- , “ORUUCrING, and at Jast veach that fair happy land.
itor.”
It is; corporal, a very terrible letter indeed—at least, it
paints a picture of very shocking misconduct in those

“Mary has the spirit of a Try Company soldier. She
" mistakes though when sbe calls my company ‘little. 1
" guess it is as large as the army with which the noble Wel-
» lington whipped the French at Waterloo.
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WHAT THE TREES TAUGHT.

AvTrMy is the time when apples amld pears are

ripe in the garden and orehard.  Wiien the trees
are shaken showers of beautitul fruit fall to the
around.

“TFather, 1 think T can tell you something that
the trees said,” said Milly one day as she was walk-
ing with her father in the garden.

“What is it, Milly 27

“I took a very large apple from my tree yesterday,
and my brother wanted it to take to school with
him; but I would not give it to him till T seemed
to licar the trees say, ‘ Be gencrous, Milly, Do you
not see how we give in abundance 2" 7

“1 suppose you gave James the apple, then ?”

* How could I help it, father? I could not have
the trees do better than 1.

“You are right, my little Milly: and I am sure
vou will have your heavenly Father's love and bless-
ing if you continue to heed the lessons that you
learn from his word and works. Dut T have some-
thing else for you, my darling.”

“Tell me, father.”

“When bad fruit drops from the trees and is suf-
fered to lie about the orchard on the ground, there
comes a grub, or worm, that will do harm perhaps
to the whole orchard; so the careful farmer goes
about and takes away all the bad fruit that drops.”

“And if T do not try to put away all my evil
deeds, father, they will do harm to James, and to
all my brothers and sisters 1

“Yes, dear Milly. One naughty act has a very
bad effect upon a whole family of children; and 1
would have my little girl to live so that she may be
a bright example to all around her.”

SWEET PEACHES.

A MAN was carrying some peaches in haskets cov-
ered with cloth, and slung over his shoulder. By
some means one of the covers became loosened, and
some of the peaches rolled down upon the pathway,
and the man went on without knowing the loss. A
poorly-dressed boy, about ten years old, who was
walking a little way behind, observed them, and at

once ran and picked them up. We expected to sec

him put them in his pocket and run away; but we
had mistaken his character.

“Herel here!” he shouted to the man, who
stopped, and the honest little fellow restored him
his fruit. He was rewarded with one of the finest
of the peaches; but just then Le met two compan-
ivns and divided his peach with them.
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and dirty though he was. The part of the peach he
had for his own portion was sweetened by honesty,
by kindness, and generosity, and was more hiscious
{ than the most costly fruit could have been if ob-
tained dishonestly.
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THE SWEETEST WORD.

“1 TIINK the rweetest word is ‘Home,'
Said little Annie Prite,

¢ Because it always makes me think
Of things so good and nice.

I never feel g0 happy
As when dear father comes;

And ma and Willie are go kind,
S0 the sweetest word is ‘Home.””

"

"

“The sweetest word, I think, is * Mother,”
Raid little Jennie Lowe,

“Though I hardly can remember mine,
She died so long ago:

But I often wish I had her here,
When I feel so tried and sad;

If T only had a mother
I should be so very glad.”

”

¢ 1 think the sweetest word is ‘Tleaven,’
Said little Emma Gray,

“Beceause I know that there we have
Our tears all wiped away.

Aund little Joinny’s gone, I know,
To walk the golden street,

Beeause he told us, when be went,
That there we all shoukl meet.”

“The sweetest word of all is ¢ Jesns,””

Said good Amelia Ray,

“Because I know he died for us,
To take our sins away.

"Twas hie who gave us all a howme,
A mother, and a heaven;

But, better than all gifts of carth,
His own dear life was given,”
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Sweet ITattic Bent was last to speak;
She raised her geutle eye,

And a tear stole down her pale, thin cheek,
As she answered quictly,

“1 think, even more than howe or heaven,
Or any word I know,

That * whosoever ' is the best—
Do you not all think so?”

“0 no,” said little Jennie Lowe.
“What is it makes you say

That ¢ whosoever’ is the best 27
Asked little Emma Gray.

tNo word is half 8o sweet as ¢ Jesus,
Said good Amelia Ray;

“I'm sure that I hear nothing swecet
When such o word I say.”

IR1}

“The Bible tells,” sweet Hattie spoke,
¢ Whosoever will may come.”

Do you not think that sweeter
Than Mother, Heaven, or Home?

It tells so much of Jesus’ love
To sinners such as T,

Else I could never go to heaven
When I shall come to die.

¢TIt tells me that he casts out none
Who come to him in love;

It tells me heaven may be my howme
Ever with him above.

Alb, yes; it is the sweetest word,
It brings all good to me;

Home, Mother, Saviour, there I've found
All—for cternity.”

e e o A ot A P A A £ I A N I

For the Sunday-Rchool Advocate,

0SSIE'S TEA-PARTY.

SEATED by my window, looking through the beau-
tiful ivy which clambers up the side of my dwelling,
T observe three little foik gathered beneath the foli-
age of the garden preparing for a social picnic. The
; party consisted of curly-headed Ossie, bright-eyed,
rosy-cheeked Irvie, and as a third personage the
; dog ec. )

They had asscmbled for a tea-party, and it was
given this time by Ossie, Irvie and old Iec being
invited guests. They had a little bench with their

We could but look upon him with respect, razged ©
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OLD HEe,

for the picnic.  Little tongnes were runuing with

- pleasure over the good time coming, while old Ilee

. worthy an honest dog, as

as company observed a solemn and dignified air, well
i . r w
Ul hiearts were beating in

" high expectation of the rich enjoyments in reserve

for that atternoon,
The company was called together and seated on
pany g

the green grass, on which the table and its refresh-

; ment: stood.

P to eat without ssking
- readily assented, while
- thereof by his stately

Ossie, Irvie, and Iector drew near to
eat; but betore doing so Ossie said it would not <o
the blessing, to which Irvie
Iee also scemed to approve
an.d sober mien. The little

*hoys shut their eves and folded their hands, while
" Hee kept very still as Ossie said, * O Lord, please to

bless our supper.  Amen,™
Eves were opened then, and they were going in for
the cake, when swddenly it was observed it was all

¢ gone, for the dog Bee had been watching while the
" Hittle boys had been praying, and the naughty fellow
" had devoured the refreshments as the blessing was
: heing asked, und was just then putting away the

" last picee.
" could.

Lach comforted the other as best they
Old Hec was turned out of the party and

~sent into the house, and the moral illustrated that
one wrong ofttimes destroys much of good.

tiny plates thereon for the table and its adornments, .
and on the plates were distributed a Dountifal S¥P- " A1l communications to be addressed to Rev. Di.
ply of good cake which Ann that day had baked . Wesleyan Book-Room, Toronto.
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