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OBICKADEE.
| BY HENRY R DORR.
.gu. the earth is wrapped

is SQOW,
‘or the hills tne cold winds
blow,
Shrough $he valley down
bolow
'3 Whirls the blass
Il $he mountain brooks are
atill,
ot & ripple from the hill,
For lfacb {iny, murmaring
xi
Ia frozen fast,

Come with ms
o the tree)
Where the apples used to hang!
Follow me
. To the $res
Where ghe birds of summer sang!
There’s & heppy fellow $here,
Por the oold he does nob care,
And he always calls to me,
« Chiokadee, chickadesa 1"

He's a merry litile fellow,

Neither r=d, nor blue, nor yellow,

‘j For he wears a winter overcoat of gray;
H And his cheery little voice

4 Makes my happy heart rejoice,

i{ Whils he calls the live-long day—
r Qalls $0 me—
9 « Chickadee 1 ”
:

%

From the leaflass apple-tree,
« Chickades, vhickadee!”

Then he hops from bough to twig, -
Tapping on each tiny sprig,
Qalling happily o ms,
#Ohickadee ! "

He's a merry little follow,
Neither red, nor blae, nor yellow,
He's 4he cheery bird of winter,

* Chickadee!”

ROBBIE AND THE SNOWBALL

RoBBIE had seen his big brother James
make a grea$, large snowball by rolling it
along on the ground. Yesterday & deep
snow fell, and this morning it was just
eof$ enough to make balls. Robbie went
out and looked ab the smow. He said,
“Now, I will make a ball like thas which
brother James made” So he went t»
work at once, and scon had a grea\ big
ball. He laughed and said his ball was as
big as brother James's. Just then some-
thing happened. I cannob say jush what
itf was, bot our pickure shows wha$ camse
of ib.

LOOK OUT!—ICE IS THIN!

“THIN ice! Where?" askedCharlie
Cautious. Stauding on the erystal shore
of the pond, Farmer Faithfal points out a
strip of blackish ice,

“I6 is smooth! Half inclined to #ry it,”
says Rick Reckless,

“Don's! Smooth, but shaky! Fair, but
falso!” cried Farmer Faithfol. “ Water

runs fast and freezes with difficuliy.”

“But I can go here,” cried Oharlie,
jamping upon and running along a very
solid stretch of ice moar the ghore, “Ycu

may pound all day with a aledge-hammer

-y

and cud away with o axe, I
was going to say, and you
can'd get through.”

“Yes, you can $cusy thap,
it ig like a good character,
boys. But that othor—"

The farmer’s homi'y is cad
short by an outery from the
strip of black ico:

‘Help-pp* Helppp -

Farmer Falthfal seizes a
fence roil. Ho rushes out
upon the ice. Towards the
hole in tho ice he thrusts his
rail a3 ifJa fishing-rod, and he catches on
the end of *his rod a very web and dripping
fish, Risk Recklgss,

“Never-r will I go near-r that-t ica
again-n-n!" exclaims $he chattering, shiv-
ering Rick.

“1 hops you won's,” says tho farmer.
“ That is like a bad characser, treacherous
snd tricky. You come hero on the solid
ice, You can irost thia. It is like s good
msn thad folks-run to in trouble. Two
kinds of character. Don't forges it!”

Will they remember ?

There is & black ico kind fair but thin,
deceptivo and dangerons. How all sensi
ble people run from it' How tboy run to
a good man and women' How they com-
pliment the stroogth, the so’idity of good
charscter by resting the heavy weight of
their necagsitics upon ib!}

Poople make a winter roadway along
tbe 8olid river-ice. It is a gocd thiog to
be trusted. It i3 a compliment when
people count your word a3 gaed as your
note Be the boy or girl thad always
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moets an appointment, is on hand in the
Supndsny-schoo] and church, and when the
minister looks %o tind you, why you are
thoro within arm's reach. Be reliable;
tho very ono to whom peoplo can trust
dearost, weightioss intercsts Havo that
crown of trustworthy, roliable, solid char-
actor.,

OUR SUNDALNCHOOL PAVERS,
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TORONTO, FEBRUARY 24, 1889,

JESSIE FINDING JESUS.

IN a wretched tenement in New York, a
f1ttio garl stood by her mother’s deatn-bed
» nd heard her mother's last words,  Jeasie,
tind Jesus.”

When her mother was buried, her father
toock to drink, and Jessie was left to
ruch care as n paor neighbour could give
her Uno day she wandered off, unmissed,
a basket n her hand, and trudged through
one strc.b nfter another, not knowin

Jesur. At last sho stopped from utter weari-
ness, in front of & taloon. A young man
staggered out of thy door, and almost
stumbled over her. He ustered passion-
ately tho name of him whom she was
seeking.

“Can you tell me where he is ?” she
inquired eagerly.

te looked at Ler in amozemend. * What
did you say 7" he usked.

“ Will you please teil me where Jesus
Cnrisp 187 for I must find him,"—this time
with great carnestness.

The young man looked down curiously
4% her for a minute without speaking ; and
then his faca sobered, and he said, in &
broken, husky voice, hopelessly, “1 don't
snow, child ; I don’t koow where he is”

Pyor Jessie trudged on; but soon a rude
boy jostled against her, and snalching her
vasket from her hand, thirew it into the
=treot. Orying, she ran to pick it up. Tho
novses of a passing strect-car trampled hex
under their feet, and sho knew no mors

1ill she found herself st- ‘ched on a hos-

pital bed. When the dcctora camo that
night, they know that she could not live
until the morning. In the middle of the
night, after sho had beon lying very still
for a long time, apparently asleep, she
suddenly opened hor eyes, and the nurse.
bending over. heard aer whisper, while
hor face lighted up with a smile that had

| some £ heaven’s own gladness in iy, “ O

Jesug, X have found you at last!”

TRUTH-LOVING JOHN.

In made a pretby picture in the twilight
hour, or just at bed-time—that of happy
little John, sentad on o foot-stool at his
mother’s feet, his blue oyes looking confid-
iogly into her loving f.ce, while he asked
question afler question, or listened to the
story she might be telling, the while
smoothing back from his forshead the
sunpy curls that fell in the way. Very
often ho ea$ there. Ho was an only son—
his mother's datling—and there was no
one else $o occupy thad cherished place,
save a beautifal little sister. A happy
home this little boy had. The best of
Ohristian fathors came in and wenb oud
before him, setting a worthy example; and
then the loving mother and * wee sister”
were a joy for ever. Surrounded as he
was by an atmosphere untainted by evil
influence, it is not surprising that his open
nature absorbed much that was good. Ah!
Jittle John was much mois blssssd in his
bome life then many boye who have no
protection from evil, and never see or hear
anything good. Like most children he
was fond of hearing stories, and whenever
his mother related onse, he would invari-
ably usk with great earnestness, ¢ Mother,
is §bat a true story?” If somebimes in-
fcrmed that a story was only a “ made-up”
one, he would show displeasure, and say
almost indignantly, “ Mother, please don's
tell me any ‘ made-up’ stories—' made-up’
shings are not true; are they mother? I
wanb to hear abous things that have hap-

g .u
where showens. She had started out to find Jpeped sure enough

Jobn's mother was often puzzied to
know how to eatisfy her little boy on this
point. To his simple understanding what-
ever was ‘made-up’ was altogether false,
and bis artless mind could make no dis-
tinction in the matter. This gnileless
child reached maturity, carrying along
with him his early and intense love for
truth. Deceit, sham, pretence, anything
mesn and underhanded, his honest soul
abborred. Some faulis of tcmperament ho
had ; but still he was true-hearted. To
be truthful and honess is a very important
part of & gentleman's character, and not all
the fine looks in the world or the mosb
fascinating address or great riches, can
make up for what is lacking in this respecs,
To bs truthful means that one is not only
to avoid speaking falsely; bub that he is
also to act sincerely about everything.
Surely there is nothing praiseworthy in
wearing & mask o deceive unwaty or even
silly people. So, whatever line of policy
the world may suggest, remember $hero is
nothing noble in acting a false park Be
true o the truih.

nﬁw

ALWAYS GROWING.
T. C. HARBAUGH.

WiaT do you do in tho ground, little seed
Under the rain and snow,
Hidden away from the bright blue sky,
And lost to the madcap sparrow’s oye!
* Why, do you not know ¢
I grow.”

What do you do in the nes$, little bird,
When the bough springs to and fro?
How do you pass the time away
From dawn to dusk of the summer day ?
* What ! do you not know ?
I grow.”

What do you do in tho pond, Jitéle fish,
With scales that glisten so?
In and ous of the water graes,
Never ab rest, 1 seo you pass.
“Why, do you nus know 1
I grow.”

What do you do in the cradle, my boy,
With chubby cheeks all aglow ?
What do you do when your toys are put
Away aund your wise little eyes are shud !
“Ho! do you not know ?
I grow.”

Always growing! by night or day
No idle moments we see.
Whether at work or cheerful play,
Lot us all be able to say,
"“Iao the gooduess of God
We grow.”

——

THE LITT® £ STROKES.

“Mavma®' smd Nedie, throwing down

her book, * 1 can never learn this lesson, (
am just completely discouraged.”

*“My dear liitle girl,” said her motber
passing an arm lovingly around her snu
drawing her to the window, “look over
thore at the side of the road, where a msr
ie cutding down that greas tree. He ha.
been a long time ab work upon ib, stroke
by stroke, hour sfter hour,—chip by cbip
filying off. Does he give up and say, ‘!
never can bring down thistree?’ No; h
labours o, little by little, stroke by stroke
and by-and-bye, with a terrible crash, the
old ocak will come down. Drop by drop
wears away marble ; and don’s you remem-
ber when we were climbing the mountais
bow we sung going up, slep by slep, and
bhow ab lash, when we had reached the top,
what & glorious vision bursé upon ou
view ?"

Nollie smiled and returned 40 ber $ack
She could hear the woodman’s axe on the
sturdy tree, and the sound of thote steady
strokes seemed fo give her sirength.

After awhile she spoke again, “I haw
felled the tree, mamma; I have climbe
the mountain.”

“And you have my heartfols congrate
lations,” replied her mother. *Itwill I«
always thus, dear, that you gain life's vit
tories, stroke by siroke, ster hy sig
Never give up!”

R VE S

PR g

—o- - o

sy



- Then the leader spoke of treasures,

" Your nheritance is ready,

B
$

L

OALLED HOME.

[Norua WiLLis, died Decombor 14th,
1893, aged nearly five years.}

BY MR8 J, 1SAAQ.

IFasT the snow was falling round us,
As we roached the school-roora door

Sleigh-bells jingled as they passed us
Suroly winter's come once more ¢

Jush inside the door stood Norma,
What cared ehe for frost and enow 1
Much had she enjoyed tho eloigh-ride,
Wrapped in mother's ehawl, yov know.

Then as shawl and veil were takon
From the little form and face,

She looked like . lovely picture;
Ruddy health—and heavenly grace.

Then we gathered in the class-room,
Each one had a little chair,

Norma's close beside the teacher
For her place was always $here,

Then we learned the lesscn-story,
From she preity picture-zoll,
Uathered penniez; marked attendance;
Closing, sang—* Home of $he soul.”

Little did we think while singing
That sweet song of heaven 8o fair,

That before another Sabbath,
Norma would be singing—there,

In this world and in dhe noxt,
Asked some one in $he iofans-class
To repeat the “Golden Texp.”

I'nen the teacher taking Norma—
Piaced her forth where all could hear
What she said abous salvation,
In those accents soft and clear.

“Qiving thanks unto the Father,
Who hath made us meet to be
Partakers of the inheritance
Of the saints of light,” said she.

Blessed testimony, given
By our little Norma dear,

She had been made meeb for heaven
And no love could keep her here.

For before the wesk was over
Angels whispered, “ Norma, come;

Welcome to your heavenly home.”

So she’s onlg been promoted

To the schoo! where Chrish doth teach.
Keep us, Lord, like litsle children,

Till 4he golden shcre we reech.

Then we'll be united ever,
Father, mother, sistor dear,
Teachers, scholars, not one missing,
1f we love the Saviour here.

Brautford, Ont.

“ AND how old ars yor - g litéle man 7"

“I'm not old aball. . uearly nev.”

OQAPPY DAYS. i
THE GOLDEN RULE. “No, no, bus why are yon so good to

JENNIE FLINT was a lidtle girl twelvo
yoars old ; and, as sho waa +ory bright in
school, shejknew as much as some who are
older.

Jonny's fathor was nod rich, and, as
thore wore four children younger than she,
Jenny determined tobo a teacher. Abous
this time, an old friend of Mra. Flints
wroto to her and invited Jenny to pass
the winter in Germany at her school.

This scemed an excellent chanco for
Jennle. So i% was docided that she should
stard $ho next week with a friend who
would see her safoly sottled in hor now
home,

Tho day came fcr the boad to sail, and,
with many sobs and many kisaes, tho last
good-byea wero said. As the boat was
aboub tostard, Mra. Flint said, * Remember,
my dear, one rule, the Golden Rule, * Do
unfo others as you would have them do
unto you.'”

For the first few weeks Jennie was
amused ad her now life. She could nod
understand the girl's remarks for a long
time, but at lasy she heard one German
girl eay. “ I say, gitls, look ab $hab jackeb,
will you1”

As Jennie's jacked was rather old-
fashioned, sho felt hurt and angry, and
way jus ab the poiny of roplying, “ Well,
i¥'s no worce than ghose slippers you
wear!”

Bu¢ something restrained her. Those
fow words, “ Do tnio oihsis~-" and the
thoughs of her good mother’s face came to
hor mind, and she did not reply to her
tormentor, Retia.

Bub Retta kop on day after day trying
to make Jenny angry. Jenny did not com-
plain even to her teacher, who asked her
very often how she enjoyed the school and
her school-mates,

One morning Retta did not come to the
breakfast table with the others.

“Where is Retta?” asked some of the
girls,

“She has been very ill during the nigks,”
replied the teacher. *Somehow she must
have caughé cold.”

“Oh, yes, she wenb down the village
yesterday when she had callers, and i$
18 againsh dhe rule to leave the echool,” said
vne girl who liked ¢o tell tales on the
otheris

“ We will let $hat pass,” said the teacher,
“ ghe hos been punished enough. This after-
noon I hope some of you will go to see her,
and perhaps read to her a litsle, for it is
nob pleasant %o be in bed all day, andalone,
too'l)

No one replied, for Rstta was not a
favourite. Bub Jennie, thinking how she
would feel in Retla's place, wend to her
room and timidly asked—

“May I read a little to you?”

“Yes, if you want to,” replied Reita,
crossly.

In spite of this sullen answer Jennie
commenced. A#$ the end of half an hour
Relta was sobbing.  Jennie went to her
bed, and pubting her arm around her com-
panion, asked her if she was in pain.

mo when I have boon so haseful to-
wards you { "

“Do unto othors as yom would have
thom do unto you,” answorec Jonnio
quietly,

Rotta ombraced hor and said, I will sry
and follow that rule horeafter.”

And, from boing ono of the tormonts of
tho echool, Roita bocamo ome of the
helpers, and all were sorry whon sho had
$o leavo. Years lator, when visiding Jennio
in Eogland, she said to hor ono day, "1
nover know what happincss was until 1
learned and obeyed she Golden Rulo.

P e

THE SACRIFICE OF ISAAC.
{8ee noxt page.}

ABRaBAM had but ono son, Isaae, whom
be loved moro dearly than his own life.
QGod know this, and know that Abraham
waga good man. To prove thab this good
man did nob love his son more than he
loved his God ho was told dhat ho museb
offer up higsonas a sacrifica. Poor A braham,
what a hard thing that was for him to do!
Bus he obeyed God and sed ous with tho
little lad for the place whore they were to
build thoe altar. Isaac carried $he wood for
fho fire, bud, looking all round, he saw no
lamb to be sloin. Looking up to his father
he said, * Bahold, the fire and the wood,
buy where is the lamb for a burnt-offor-
ing?"” His fasher told him $hat God would
eend a lamb. Then Abraham bound Isaac
and laid him on 4ks altar, buk whon he
raised his hand %o slay his dear son a voice
from heaven called to him saying not to
hgrt the boy. In a thicket near by ho saw
a ram caught by its horns. Abraham knew
that God had sent ib for the saerifice, o he
took it and laid it on the aliar instead of
Isaac whom he loved so well.  After this
God knew that Abraham loved him above
all else and he blessed Abraham. In our
piclure we see Isasc locking up into his
tather’s face and asking where the lamb is,
nod knowing that he himeclf was o bo
the lamb. Abraham poinis up to hoaven
:elli‘ng the lad thad God will send the
amb.

SUNDAY-SOHOOL LESSONS.
MaRcH 4.

LessoN Toric.—Selling the Birthright
—Qen. 25. 27-34.

Mryory VERSEs, Gen. 25. 31-84.

GoLDEN TEXT.~—The lifo i8 more shan
meab, and the body is more $han raiment.
—Luke 12. 28

MarcH 11.

LessoN Toric—~Jacob at Bethel.—Gen.
28. 10-22.

MeuoRry VERsEs, Gen 28. 12 14.

GoLDEN T2XT.—Behold, I am with thee,
and will keep thea.—Gen. 28. 15,

NzvEr let o day pass withcu® Juing

something for Jesus.
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THE SACRIFIGE OF SSAAC.



