and gold, are cover-
ing the ground. But
the sharp frosts that
have stripped the
trees of their leaves
have ripened the
butternuts.  Katie
and her good dog
Watch are wander-
ing through the Oe-
tober woods gather
ing butternuts that
Katie knows just
where i find. Some-
times Katie will
gather enough to sell
a bag or two, and in
this way she earns
ker Christinas spend-
ing money. What
a sweet, bright face
Katie has, and what
good care Watch
seems to take of
her! Her basket is
well filled, and they
are now going back
through the woods
to Katie's home.

LOVE ONE
OTHER.
“You are a horrid
bey, and 1 don't
love you one single
bit, so there!” said
Gracie to her brother.
Hlﬂ‘}' had been
teasing Gracie all
day, and had at last
broken her very best

AN-

bits. This was guite too much for Gra
cie’s temper.
“Really and truly, Gracie. | didn’t
mean to break vour doll. I'm awful sorr
“ T don’t believe you. You have been as
ateful all dav long as vou eonld be, and |

vou did this on purpose ]

wry.

doll, Marie Ethelinda De Coursey. all to

wish |

GATHERING BUTTERNTTS.

vou d go awav and

DEVET See VOu again.

Harry walked out of the n winking
very fast. Gracie should not see him er
That night he was taken verv sick and for
several davs they feared he wenld die. At

last,

Gracie was allowed

},,.“ ever. i)b oot

well. The first dax

y see b r ixr--!h--r. she
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Jack Frost has - , . ,.,
come back onee O Harry,”
more. The leaves, ' “T was =
all reda and brown od to Gl

I did not
deed | didn't. |
onght God was g

ing to punish me by

letting von die 1

do love vom Wil

vou forgive me? |

have g<ked (ol ¢
urse,” a:

swered Harry, “And

I'm not going

fase You any I ve.

I was as L:u!I £. ven

o :ol.a'_'m- \u:;',-a-

Re ally | didn’t mean

to break vour doll.

1 was «

wry for that
right awav. Sine

I've been  siel

I'v

think. T don’t eee

»-hfh Iw .\- ~lf."';;‘1
hike nake rl
erv. I'm not o inge
o do Te, Sew

the

i<ton whes

made
right dec
said to Gracie
that he would no
make her cry again
POISON!' 1L.OOK
orm
AL 2 dog show 1n

Lo Angeles  then
Was L Zn over
the door D | the

here: it will hurt

reomm: T N0 SInoxing

o I« vorse for the lovs?
Ny ‘ ittle fellows think that the e
bovs will langh at them if then |

puffs at their ciganeties. Dut wis
f' ‘.iuﬂ- then ! “!‘.
and s paie that 'iw_x

ing to fall over.  And

happens to the little
they get pretty sick,

look as if !ill‘\ are g




HAPPY DAYS .

ERPRERES S

then these rough, big bovs langh and make |

fun. Cigarettes are full of poison. Do
not take poison leciuse soane eruel bsoy
tries to make vou.  There are little fellows
whom the bad loyvs jo their neighismrhond
leave alone. 'l'h'-_\ have found tha lin-.\
can sav & No* and stick 10 31, Al !inv.\.
respret them for it And knowing how to
<av ** No ™ ta the offer of a cigarette will
after a while keep a boy safe from a worse
temptation, the offer of a glass of liquor.
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“WHERE ARE YOUR SINS:©

"

A voung girl came to her minister, be-
ing anxions about her sonll = Are yvou
savedd,” e asked, < or are you only trying
to be saved 7

“1 am trving” she sadly replied.

“ How are vom trving 27

“1 am praving amd reading the Bilide,
and going 1o chareh, and striving to keep
the commandients”

* How are ven sneeveding 27

“ Nat very welll” she sorrowfully said.

“ o vom uot sec ihat in all this trving
vou are leaving Christ out as tmly a< if
there were ne Savienr whe has soane dowe
from beaven to deliver us from sin and 11
dreadinl convngienees 7

“Oh, 1 believe in desns” she quielly
:'rx'-vllvhwl.

“Yondo! Tot ns seve. Do veny believe
that Christ diedd npen the eross?

= ‘-I‘, I know e

“How do von Inow it 2 You were not

‘l:c-n- to cov lum "i-'."

“ 1 know it begimse G savs so in his |

\\’. \h‘ - =

* Do vou lwlieve, then, wharever Gl ! speak wicked, unkind words.  They used
i to burt e <o before 1 lost my hearing and
“Yes, sir. speecl.”  Then he wished to know if |
= Welll why did Christ die upen b hadn’t a0 linde girl at home who eould eome
eross down with e sometimes.”
“ Would he teach me to talk with my
tingers, mamma ¢
and over azain that he died for our sins. “ He wonld be very glad 1o do that
Your sins were upon him, therefore, when  And the ehildren would like to play with

' Savs in s “‘vl"if

= He died for our sins.”
“ You are correet: for Gad save oves

he was nailsd 10 the cross, were thevy ¢ _‘"'"-“
* Yes, sir.” . “Tell me more, mamna, please.”
* Where is Christ now ¢7 © A great many intereding things were
* He is up in heaven” (told abwnt the deaf and  dommb family.
“You are right again, for God re | Then little Saral looked soberly into her
peatedly tells ns this in his Word,  Are ! manma’s fuee. and said :
vour sins upon him 7 “1 guess thar deaf and dumb man
“ Na, sir.” knows when folk don’t speak nice, if there
“Observe, vour =ins were upon hize | can’t a single word ereep into his ears”™
“ How is that, my dear 27
= Why, all sueh words leave a mark on
the face worse than a peneil serateh on a
slate. Auyway, that’s how my face
fooked when T asked yon so erossly to-day
why vou hadn’t come home sooner. 1 zaw
it in the lookingglass, and 1 guess it hurt
vou 1 =0 'm going to get over all such
noanghtv, seratehy  thoughts before T g0
dewn 1o see the deaf peaple.™

onee when he was nailed to the eross, and
to-day he s in heaven without them.
Where are your sins?”

She locked down for a few moments,
and then said. “ They must be in his
grave.”

THE DBEST WAY.

BY C. N. CINNETT.

“ Mamuna, I do think that yon ought 1+

have eome home <ener. 1 zot very tired

: = THE CHESTNIUTS.
watehing for vou.

* The train was 2 few minutes late, my | The chestoits elosed their purses tight.
dear” said mamma, < and then 1 met old | Bot Jack Frost apened them all last night.
Mr. Trask on my way up from the station | 1 think some time 'l <it np and see
and 1 tried 10 o vever his questions in 2 | When he opens the burrs, if he won’t show
Plurf}‘ & owav s T eomld, 1 had luovn 10 me.
sev some old fricods of hise He seemed 10| For 've wondered s, and 1 wish 1 knew
feel quite happy 1o know they were get- | Why he don’t met pricked, as my fingers
ting on o well And these deaf and do:
dumb people T ealled npen were so glad 10| And 1 ean’t see why, after all his fus<,
hear from him He leaves them here on the grass for n:!

“ 0O, mamma!” said Sarah, *did yon —Bz.
reallv see folks that couldn’t hear or
~]-':ll\ ?“

= Yes, indeed, 1 did.  Come aad sit hers
beside me and T will tell yon alwat them.
Wihen Mr. Tra<k asked me 10 eall an these
fricondds of his | thought it wonld L very
hard work.  When | eame near the house
I wondered how 1 would be heard wher |
But jast as soon as |

A BOY IN BLOSSOM.

“ O grandpa,” said Charlie, “ what lots
of apples there are going to be this year!
Sev how white the trees are with bloss ms”
“Yes,” said grandpa: “if the trees keep
their promises, there will e plenty of
apples: but if they are like some boys |
know, there may not be any.” * What do
vou mean by keeping their promises?™
asked Charlie. “ Why,” said grandpa,
E-?--rn "c :hlu-’l " lf ‘ were .\ll‘~. = "I"":""'"s are lllll_\’ ““. "'"'."' IMins’
Alert, and then told me his papa aad just as the promises little boys make some-
menma were at home and wounld e glad | times are only the blossoms.  Sometimes
We had a pleasant chat i'l"' fro<t nips these blossoms, both on the
writing «n a slate.” | trees and in the bov, and they never bear

“ Oh ! they just have to serateh, sevateh. 33‘"." frnit.” “ 1 see.” said Charlie. “ Then
with 2 <date peneil. D5 the woman write, | vour think when T promise to be a better
L1 do owish that 1 conld srweak * 7" bov that T am only in blossom ? But 1 will

* Ne. my dear, the lady wrote how glad [ try o show yon, grandi, that the frost
3 <he was that lwr v-hilvlrrll el ||r-.'ll‘ AN | CANNE llil\ my 'Jﬂﬂﬂﬂl!: ' am going to
[ talk Tike cihers and were learning fast at | bear froit.” “ Lhope you will,” said grand-
sehonsl.  The man wrote, * 1 ool thankful | par, delighted with his  answer.-—Little
that T cannot any more hear men and bovs | Christian.

rang the doorlell
purlled the knob a little bov came runnine
to the door.™

“ Conld he hear and talk, mamma ?”

“ Yes, and so can all hi< brethers and
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HAPPY DAYS.

A QUEER RACE.
| saw the queerest race today
Out gt the conniy fair,
The riders all vere ity tots :
The racers all were rare,

I saw 4 little winsome maid,
With flving vellow Lair,
Hold fast and ride sround the
1 pon a Mg brown lbea

Another one langhed lond in slee.
And raced aronnd the track,

Aud she was <ented fearlessiy
l'lmn a lion™s baek.

And one rode on g tiger fieree,
Another on a deer,

Whiie others rode on praneing steeds,
Without a sign of fear.

And sound and round the track ihey rode,
All at a rapid pace,

And no one beat, though all tried hard
To win the funuy race.

At last the racers came to rest,
The wmnsie ecased 10 souned,
And all the lit'le tots went howe,
And left the werrvgro-round.

ﬁ)-lnl”l ..K (‘nmltln;nn.

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTEL.

STUDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.

Lessox V—Noveuser 1.
DAVID AND ABSALOM.
2 Samn. 15. 1112, Memorize verses 4-6.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Honcur thy father and thy mether: that
thy days may be long upon the land which
the Lord thy God giveth thee.— Exod. 20,
12, ' s

THE LESSON sSTORY.

l\'ing David had the jove of his |Inpk‘
and was feared by all the nations around
Bim: but he alss had some great sorrows,
zreater even than when he was hunted
by Saul from eave to cave in the wilder-
ness.  He had a son named  Absalom,
who was a handsome bov, and as he grew
older he began 1o think it wonld be a very
fine thing to be king himself. iz heart
must have leen very mueh like one of
those apples that are swooth and bright-
colonred ontside and are  rotten  inside.
Ie had the kindest of fathers, but he had
10 real love in his heart.  He stole the
bearts of many of the people by asking
them about their troubles, and saving that
if he were “"l_\' jndgr he wonld do them
justioe, and sometimes he wonld kiss them
Then he tried to act like a king by having

87

|
horses and chariots and tifty men 10
l!‘fuﬁ' liim when he went out.
AMier a while he asked the king . let
l:ilu go W “l-|»r--n o pav a vow to the
| Lord: so the king said.

"o peace.”
' He took two hundred mwen with him whe
{did not know what he had planned. and
| sent out spies to every tribe, so that at the
sound of the trumpet he conld e called
the king, and he koped that all the peop
would follow him.
QUESTIONS FOR THE YOU NGEST.

Whoe was Absalom ¢
David.

What was he noted for ¢

What did he like t. do?
to the pﬁ)ple.

How did he try to act?  Like a king.

What did he wish to Ie? Ki";-' of
Israel.

How did he begin?

The son of King

His beanty.
Show himself

By flattering the

people.

What did they think?
their friend.

What did he ask of the king? That he
might go to Hebron.

Why ! To pay a vow to the Lord.

Whom did he take with him?
hundred men.

What did he incend to de?
self the king.

What did he hopw ¢

would follow him.

That he was

Two
Call him-

That the lunlnlo-

Lessox VI—Noveunre s,

DAVID'S GRIEF OVER ARSALON.

.

2 Sam. 18. 24-33. Memorize verses 31-33.

GOLDEN TEXT.

A foolish son is a grief o his father.
Prov. 17. 25.

THE LESSON STORY.

Absalom bLad talked so mueh and <o
well to e people that many thought he
would do more for them than David had
done, and so they listened to Absalon'-
spies and went to Hebron unti! he had an
army around him. He thought he surely
would be king, and David thonght <o o)
when he heard how many men had gone
to his son. It made hini very unhappy,
because it hurt his heart to know that his
own sem conld turn against him, and he
left the palace and went over the Monnt of
Olives, weeping. and the men who wers
with him wept also.  The trouble had
made David’s faith in God weak perhops.

But the Lord would never help Ahsalom
against his servant David, and  David s
men drove Absalom and iz men into a
wood, and Absalom, who was riding fas
upon a mule, was eaught by his thick, long
hair in the branches of an vak, and hung
there until he was slain by David’s men.

David was waiting bv the gate of Ma
hanaim to hear the news of the hattle, and

his first question was, when a messenger,

run !-'.nm-. “ Is the voung man Absalom safet¢™

Fhere was a little chamber over the city
gate, and up o that went David, weeping
for his lost bov.  He did noc think of him
jas an enemy, but sard, * Would God § had
[ died for thee, O Absalom, my som, my
‘ ~n ' i
QUESTIONS FOR Till
What had Absalon
I .l“u*l l}!'c‘n';lfilil.\ 1)
What did they think ¢
them.
What else did he do?
the tribes.
Where did he gather them ¢ At Hebron.

YOUNGEST
done in derusalein ¢
l)h‘ ;l'n[.'}o

That he lwed

Sene spies to all

What did be expeet 1o do?!  Take
Jerusalem.

What did David do? He went away
weeping.

What burt bim mest ¢ The unkindness
of his son.

What was then going on? A great
hattle.

Which side eonquered?  The king's
men.

What happened 1o Absalom ?  He was
caught on an oak.
By whom was he killed? By Joah.
How did David lear it/ He wept bit

terly for his son.

PATSY'S WATERWITCIH.
Please, Nora, tell us a story,” begged
the children.

“ Sure, and did 1 ever tell yon abwout
iy brother Patsy’s water witeh 27
Do tell us

“ No, indeed, you didn’t.
now.”

“Well, it was when | was no bigger
than Miss Jeannie, and Patsy was just
alont as big as Master Fred, and baby
Mary was going on two. We never had
water eome inte our houses throngh pipes.
as vou do in this country, at we had to
l'l’il,!_' it from a lake a longs way off. So
the men folks nsed 10 keep a big barrel
full of water e ar the honse,

e believed

One cl:l_\ s

“ Patsy was the funny hov.
in fairies and bogies, and sneh.
when he and the balv and | were plaving
by the water barrel, Patsy elimbed up and
looked 1n. O savs he, * here 12 a water
witeh, | tombled into
the water: and all | conld see was his twoe

4 ;llul wer ].c-
feet. | hollered o bad that wmother came
ronning.  She hollered ton: bt she pulled
him ont. A< soom as he eould speak, he
said: * The wicked water-witeh pulled me
in. | saw her two eves aglaring at me! ™™
“Was i a witeh ™

=5 \'--. Miss Jeannie, Twas lns own face

asked Jeannie.

he saw in the water”

'.,”!”"

.\.v\ll’ ]--Y " -].q\ jerss w thein
something for Jesus.
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A ROLLING BRIDGE.

A FAIRY’S MONDAY.

A fairy washerwoman, down in a dell,

Set ker acorn-cup tubs under a drooping
harebell.

Ske washed her clothes (queer littie dud<)

With the greatest of care in sea-foam fo
suds.

To mak= them look as good as new,

She rinsed them well in the fresh mor-ing
dew,

And for indigo used a bit of blue <ky :

Then, on a cobweb for elothesline. they
were hung up to drv.

A ROLLING BRIDGE.
BY ALICE WOLCOTT.

This curious little bridge is in the north
of France, and is called by the French the
“Pont Roulant.” A lady who is visiting
there has written this account of it. The
bridge moves across the water like a ferry-
boat on wheels. The little stream it
crosses is an arm of the sea, and runs be-
tween the towns of St. Malo and St. Ser-
van in Brittany, and they cannot have a
fixed bridge over it, as it connects the har-
bours of both towns with the big sea, and
ships large and small of all kinds are con-
tinually coming and going. Now you will
ask, “ Why not have a real ferry-boat?™
Well. one of the wonderful things about
this beautiful coast is the height of the
tides: thev rise and fall from twenty-
(‘igh( to fi‘ﬂ}' feet. So tide
has run half-way down you would have
to go down a steep ladder to get on a ferry
boat, and when entirely out there would
be no water at all for the beat to float on.
Thev have therefore laid rails on the bot-
tom of the river and this funny, movable
bridge runs across, backwards and for
wards, high tide or low, pulled from side
to side by an endless chain worked by a
steam engine.

Lately a fine canseway has been built
around the harbour, with a drawbridge,

when the

which thoughk much further, sadly inter-
feres with the “ Pont Roulant” in taking
the most of the passengers.

They tell us in old times they often
took 8,000 people over the bridge in one
' day, and though they only charge a sou,
equal 20 one of our pennies, for each pas-
senger, that makes a good sum at the end
of the vear.

I crossed one day and did not like the
bridge at all; the tide was low and we
seemed a long way above the water and
in great danger of tipping over, and the
motion is most disagrecable. However,
they say it never tips over, but sometimes
sticks in the mud which accumulates on
the rails.

One day this happened when among a
number of other people a nun was cross-
ing. All the passengers but herself were
taken off in a toat, but she did not think
it was proper to go down a ladder, so sat
solitary and forlorn all day til' the trouble
was remedied and the poor bridge with its
one ocenpant reached the shore.

—

MAMMA'S LETTER.

Mamma had been away two months, and
home was forlorn to the children left be-
hind. Aunt Emily took care of them, but
though she tried hard, she couldn’t take
mamma’s place.

Every two or three days little letters
came, first for Herbcit, then for Hilda.
Herbert read his easily, and always offered
to help Hilda. She said yes, to please
him, but she speit the letter out herself
afterward.

They were cheery lette:s, telling about
the beauty mamma enjoyed. Perhaps, if
she had told how hard it was to be sick,
the children wouldn’t have got strange
noiions.

FPow, nc one knows, though every one
knows how quickly bad feelings grow.
fiilda and Herbert made up their minds

i pl:l_vthings in order.

that sinee mamma and papa were away,
and they were lonely at home, they
wouldn’t try to be good. They would just
live along till better times came.

They stayved home from school, they
wouldn’t study, they wouldn’t keep their

In short, they grew

E \'(-r.\' i("(’ and llnhﬂpp}‘-

Poor Aunt Emily couldn’t hide the
trouble, and Herbert's letter told mamma,
anyway.

“Hilda and me are waiting for you. We

 won’t be good again till you come.”

She

Then mamma wrote a long letter.

| told how hard it was to be away, and what

a comfort her children’s love was. Love,

| she said, would make them do what she

would like if she were home.

Herbert read the letter aloud. He read
every word, though it made queer feelings
in his heart.

“Why are you crying, Baby!” he
asked. ve:y loud, to keep from orying
himself.

“T'm 3o sorry,” sobbed Hilda.

“ You'd better show it by being good,
then; I shall!”

Aunt Emily’s letters were so happy
afterwards that mamma got well much
faster.

That 8 how we can love Christ best; by

doing his will while we wait.

GOING CALLING.

M isie liked to go calling with her
me*de - It was not often mamma took
her, . at when she did it was usnally to the
house of dear friends.

Once she took her to a lady’s who was a
stranger to Maisie. The lady had just
came in from calling herself, so she had
not taken off her bonnet.

After they left the house Maisie said to
her mother, “ I do not think that lady has
any little girl of her own.”

“ Why do you think that?” asked mam-
ma, smiling at her little girl’s thoughtful
face.

“*Cause there wasn’t any little chair in
the parlour; and she never gave me a pie-
ture book to look at, and she didn’t speak
to me at all. T’'m sure = : never had any
little girl of her own to 1ove.”

Perbaps Maisie was right, but possibly
she thought too much of herself and her
own pleasure during the call.

Perhaps there might have been a cosy
room other than the parlour where chil-
dren could find things to make them happy,
even though the lady bad no children of
her own. .

Suppose Maisie had thought a little less
of what might be dome to please her,
and had shown that her swec, bright face
proved a contentad and patient heart while
she waited. Wonld it not have been all
right then?




