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GOD LOVES TO HEAR e
e £S .‘( HEAR. F}l(“ floor, who for some months was an 1 2 =
: . C IKLES'AL DORRIS. inmate of the family Sanodil] - ‘. damp, left prints unon
£ ltﬂ.c c}u]'lren, knml i prayer beside her, allow her t ‘_ s e ] '_‘\“ and as he ap
h“ l;\ep the m(}mmg & ks with Lisht. | Hiauda throush Jis Yoow ”.r.x-\ her tiny  tress, fearing f
ank L 5 5 = i L. and use per ) .
nking God for kindest car £its as hammars uoon his taostrste | - voluntarily «
Through the watches his prostrate body, dirty pas
of the mght.

ittle children, live in
prayer

Through the changing
hours of day;

or God’s presence
everywhere

Stop and thank him
by the way.

ittle children, kneel in
prayer
When the sun sinks
in the west:
3od has given boun-
teous fare,
Now he gives yom
peace and rest.

ittle ¢hildren, for your
prayer,
Welling from an hon-
est heart,
Jod wiil give a Father's
care.
Aud from  ven will
never lv;m.
AGACITY OF
FAVORITE DOG.
¥ MRS. C. R. JOSSELYN.
Bonaparte, or Dony.
- nsually called, was
he name borne by oat
'd friend, purchased o
ccount of his immense
e un(i ‘-lli]']. for a
patch-dog at the store.
But for all his fero-
fous  avpearance, his _
oble and—when off S
uty—gentle and do- RONAPARTE.
estic qualities soon
used him to become the pet of the house- | with apparent deligl
:H: and children on the street frolicked h: :?";“” nt Gelight.
ith him as one of their own playvmates. 1.\1‘-'. r.;”}v In Wrougn
Bﬁ“v was much attached "'. a little :{nm."']r';-'..-‘: ,“ !:"f"-
pild, just old enough to sit alone upon 'Li'x'.N' ‘.;::L‘r:::;‘.u-{
things scatte about.
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ously on the man, who proved to be Pat-
rick on his way to the store.
dog intended it or not, he conveyed a pleas-
ant message to his misiress,

Bony had two bad tricks, of which, in
of punishment, he was never broken.
was sucking hen’s eggs on the sly,
with his neigh
sometimes, And though the ernel
joke of filling an empty shell with pepper
for his benefit was played upon him. the
fault remained. Barking at horses was
another grave offence, which nearly cost
the life of the old village physician as he
passed one day on horseback.

I
(ne
thus getting into disgrace

hors
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WIHY TOM AND MAISIE DIDN'T
GO.

BY DALY RUODES CAMPRELL.
*There, new! didn’t 1 tell you to ¢
away, and vet ven keep on standing

rij_-ln there ™

l'hl' “,"';lh"r wWias 2 "“.\ w ll" ‘i"‘"i near
the gate leading out of a large vard. 1In
the path before him was a little girl. B
shie never moved, although the boy cam

nearer, as if to push her away,
* Why don’t

eriedd, in an angry tone.
“Tom.” said the little girl, =

sou'll be sorry if von go:

vou sav something " e
von know
vou know father

don’t “low us to o off to ‘-i-'ni.-; and 1

ing withont asking. And then there’s Ben

Arden: he's not a nice bov. Don’t yon
know how wet von were and how yon
hurt vour foot when yon went wading

with him, and how he threw bhig stones at
you t”
4 Girls don't know about bove™ Tom

said crossly. * Father is away off in the

Whether the

country,
Muaisie, |
bit "

“Yes, 1 do,” said his <ister,
springing to her eves: * but father said he
tiusted us. Just think how he wonid
leok when he came home and didn’t find
us !’

Tom growled : ©* Oh, bother!
['m goang, anyvhow,
get to that (_::'m =

don’t believe you want to go, one

the tears

! 1 never saw
sneh a girl! S0 )011‘ i
hetter let
Put Maisie stood there. ow,
stay with me,” he said ; ““ you l\nu\\,
Biddy gone, how ‘traid Tl be!”
Tom turned away.
trouble!” he said; but he stayed.
When father came home, he
he I met a erowd of
people” going to a pienic, but
eirl wouldn’t

me
Tom.

with

minute saw them: *

and without

I!.'\ i-l-) "o
leave.”

It was Maisie that was all right,” Tom
said: for Tom was honest. And he told
].i- father the \\h-vh thing.

‘ Never mind,” hiz father said: “Tve
brought home a \\hul. picnie in my pno]\ot

she's off

]

Biddy isn’t going to get suj per
—but T am, and vou're going to help.

So father took off his coat, and into the
kitechen they all went and at once set
merrily to work. What fun they had to-
octher! And such a fine supper you never
saw in all your life.

THE WEE SOLDIER.

Harry's vacation, to nse his own words,

was “just no good at all, canse the very
first week 1 was took down with the
measles. ”

In justiee to the little man, however—
who, early in the summer, coaxed his
mamma to buv him a uniform, and who
ever sinee has “made believe soldier

—1 must tell my little readers that he
shewed the spirit of a hero during the
lone davs of the quarantine: for, accord-

ser's statement, the dear boy
not ¢ven when denied
At =uch times he

ing to his maotl
never murmured,
lie food he longed for.
wonld hite his lips s

if 1o ke

soldier

plaints Len sav: “ Uin a tenly

now, § !
. .‘"

soon a

larry’s nmele took him for a drive

eonniry, where, greatly to the
at a farm-house where they
‘.'1'
strangely ne Noth-
however, as the dear
farmer’s chil-

down.”
the
hov's delight,

into

stopped for dinner saw many

i which to him were WL
| ing so took his faney,
little which, as the
dren told him, were hatehed late
| Biddy stole her nest.” Imagine,
children, Harry's joy,
a seat in the carriag
say good-bye, have
| into his hand a box by the country lad who
| had so adinired the uniform, like a
opening
He sereamed

chicks,
‘canse
then, if
when he
and was

vou can.
| had taken
Ql"‘"”

o to

it to find two

w0 with !]«‘]igh?

soldier,” and on

little chicks,

“You're the biggest ‘
said the !

[ felt sure |

Of course I can’t ask him.l

p haek com- '

{ her passionately,

horrid ecard was took

things |

pressed

“truly |

when told that they were his own to key
that the giver blushed with pleasure.
The thoughtfulness of one child, ho v

|
ever, and the Ju) of the other, -l wed 1o I \{
one who held the reins in an awkwar Wil
| dilemma; but at last he ventured: <Y, Suel
are very kind to give Harry some of you§ W
gliu!c pets, but 1 cannot consent to L@ |+
taking them from you. They are so liti 88 |-
that they wounld surely u]iv without the & |+
old hen to serateh for them.” gt
“PBut | can’t part with them,” s Y
Harre, ruefully, holding the box tight s 38 7y,
‘Do let me keep ‘em, uncle! T won’t L@ .o
‘em die. 1 can’t give "em up!” - BYS
| “ But, Harry, dear, how would you k38 £
it if 1 shonld give you away to som 3
| strange man at the roadside ” 2 Or.
| At this query the boy’s face grew ver S Li
| red, but he showed no signs of relenting = \Witl
| and =0 his uncle continued: What woul 8 \nd
vou have done when you had the measle: A
if you had not had any mamma to care h 1I'd -

\m]7 If yvou leave the chicks with
mother hen, she will care for them ‘md %
that no harm comes to them: but if yo
insist on taking them away from her, the ]
will die.”

Harry is not only a brave bu_y, but 1
has a tender heart as well, and in evidene
of it 1 am glad to be able to state that |
at onee returned the chicks to the farme§
boy. Then, with a sob in his voice, b
said, “ Please drive fast; ” adding a litt/
lator, with an effort at self-control, “ If
hadn’t been a soldier, T should have bee
a erv-baby.” :

A CHILD'S LOVE.

A lady friend is intimately acquainte
with a family in which there is a swer
bright little boy of some five years, 13
tween whom and herself there has sprun

q 59
up a very tender friendship. One day st <
said to him. “ Willie, de you love me #”
“ Yes, indeed.” he replied, with a kiss The
“ How much 2 .
“Why, T love yon—T love you up to t!

5’.\“\’.“ on.

Just then his eve fell upon his mothe
Flinging his arms about her and kissi
he exclaimed: “ 104

mamina, T Jove von "way up to Ged !”
Christ has come to loose us all from 1
voke which bows our faces {
the ground. and makes us unfit to look u#
e only ean loose us: and his way of doi
it that we are free,
to give ns power to fline off the oppressic
in the streneth of faith in him,

‘:.w-!w]:l'\'r

of

i to assure us

Christ does not sav: “ Son, give me 1
thv time, thy talents, thy energie
thy pen, thy tongue. thy head.” All th
are utterly unavailing, perfectly unsatis
ine to him. What he says to you is: “ )
son. give me thine heart.” Ont of ¢
heart come all the issues of life.

money,
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IF I WERE YOU.
BY SIDNEY DAYRE.
If 1 a little girl could be,
Well-—just like you,
With lips as rosy, cheeks as fair,
Sueh eyes « f blue and shining hair,
What do you think 1'd do ¢
I'd wear so bright and sweet a smile,
I"d be so loving all the while,
I'd be so helpful with my hand,
So quick and gentle to command,
Yon soon would see
That every one would turn to say :
ke v _L'«wl to meet that child ln-dn_\'."
Yes, ves, my eirl, that's what I’d do
If were you.

Or. if T chanced to be 2 boy,
Like some I Know;
With erisp curls sparkling in the sun,
And eyes all beaming bright with fun—
Ah, .if I eould be <o,
I'd strive and strive with all my might

To be so true, o brave, polite,
That in me eacl one might hehold
A hero—as in days of old.
"Twould be a joy
To hear one, looking at me, say :
“ My eneer and comfort afl the day.”
Yes, if T were a boy I know

I would be so.

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
UDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT FROM
ISATAH TO M'LACHL

Lessox I11.—Jury 16,
THE SUFFERING
. 52. 13 to 53. 12.
GOLDEN TEXT.
The Lord hath laid on him the iniquity
us ali.—Tsa. 53. 6.
DAILY STEPS.
3 and Mark 14,

SAVIOUR.

Memoriz

Compare Isa. 53.
G5,
Compare Isa.
26. 36-42.
Compare Isa.
1-20.
Compare Isa. ?
42-47.
Compare Tsa. 5
32-16.
Learn the Golden Text.
Compare Isa. 53. 11 and Rev. 1. 18.

53. 4. 5 and Matt

53. 6-8 and Mark 15.
. @ and Mark 15.

3. 12 and Luke 23.

QUESTIONS ON THE LESSOL.
When did Isaiah live? What visions
d he have!
swuld he understand them? Why ean we
derstand them ! Becaunse Jesus has come
to the world. What kind of a picture
s the prophet make? Of our Saviour’s
flering and death for ns.  Is this easy
r children to think about? What is

| How do you know where it is?
T God

| within us?

| us from sin.
2. He followed us down through sorrow, | i]
three

| pain and death |

Who gave them to him? |

much easier? A story. Can vou see love?
How did |
his for I'irough |

\\'h_\' h‘l\c- Vou an eve w ;"! m ver

show love

Christ,

ns

heart? To whom does Jesus make himself | !

4k him to do

What
What

THREY

known ¢ mav we

does he us to e ?

vant
LITTLE LESSONS.
We have learned that

1. The Love who made us also redeemed |

{
the greatest thing in the

world. L
|

3. Lowve s

Lessox 1V.—JuLy 23.
THE GRACIOUS INVITATION

Isa. 55. 1-13. Memorize versss 6-8.

GOLDEN TEX{. | saia

Seek Ye the Lord while he may b found.
Isa. 55. 6. “

DAILY STEPS.
Mon. Find Isaiah’s picture of the G
Shepherd. Isa. 40. 11,
Find his  picture
Redeemer.  lsa. 61, 155
Read his poem  abont the
days. Isa. 60,
Read the
1-13.
TLearn the Golden Text.
Learn a beantiful promise.
43. 2.
Read another  prophecy
Christ. Isa. 42. 1-4.

also of

Tues.
Wed.

Thur. lesson verses.
Fri.
Sat.

Sun.

QUESTIONS ON THE LESSON.

What was the prophet Isaiah? What |
did he make? How were they kept for us? /|
What kings reigned in his lifetime!? ‘
Uzziah, Jotham, Ahaz and
Who was the best of these kings
kiah.
What was done to him?
for him?
sign?  What kind of words did he som
times have to speak ? ‘What very different
words did he speak also ¢ What have some
people thought? What kind of words are
in our lesson?
words.  What does he offer the people? |
Heavenly food and drink. Why does he
want them to take these things from him!?
That their sonls may live.

What did Isaiah see in the temple
What did it

THREE LITTLE LESSONS.
We have learned that—

1. A man may be God’s voice to men:

2. Bat he must first be touched by God's
S)vi!’iL

3. And be willing to do anything that
he 13 sent to do.

That which a man suffers for this world
fills his heart with darkness ; but that
which he suffers for the other fills it with
light.

! _\0':]1'111-1
Helen's blue

thery's nobwddy Lut |

wl : 111, {

Hezekiah. |
i

! Heze- |

Gracious and encouraging |

[ “ but me

A LITTLE SUNDAY-SCHOOL,

BY LOUISE BAKER
Helen said her catechism to her mother.
t ole page, mather asking the
< 1 Her Sweel grave volose ulx'l

n a withont
Ihat was

MISSINE 4 Won
well done

said moth

1 hen

“Want

{ Fran es.

* Sundav-schoo

aoar,

now,”’

to do to

n :'.x} <hool] ‘.\lu.":
- " explained
‘."' en and she

leclared the

v oA | * .

ay your lesson, said mother,

th a soft little langh. “Why, Franey.
1 ean't talk v ! = =
r--;n-l'..l

Ill!ll

bk

the way 1n
it of a girl answered the
in Helen's ecatechism that
1 the page until she had
f ';,' ‘!‘]“";"Yi‘.

word,”

ieel
Htie

Of what may it have been a| _

li
happy  leading
girl into the Sunda
o'elock sharp

“ Why,

** She can’t

she's a
tal
this

her hesird feer e U]

morning and she knew v word.”

'l‘hl n

smiling

lonked gravely

Helen's

i slow

Franees into the

eves  of Sundav-school

teacher and sai v, “Ihd made ali
tings."” :

And what did the teacher think ?

She thought that
things God had made was a little vellow
airl

school lesson before she could talk plain,

'y % ’ .
one of Swoetes

haired who eonld =av her Sunday
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not

little ];|'~~i(-

that was

THE ESCAPED BIRDIE.

Girace’'s thrush has flown away. She
had opened the door, just a little, to put
something in his cage, and somehow or
other. Pete had all that morning been
lllinkill;.! of his first home in the \\'nnn]\‘
and longing. oh, so intensely, for his free-
dom. So the minute Grace opened the
door of his eage, the naughty bird saw his
chance. and away he flew before his little
mistress conld move to prevent him. In
the ‘vi"’m'v we see Graele, with the epen
before her, besceching the truant to
return. e did not e hat day nor the
next, but the day after that. when ?'xx.~y
had almost given him up. what should 'lu-.‘.‘
hear but a few sad little © and.
Jooking towards the cage, for the door had
been left :4‘.1\‘.14\-‘ open, there he was, very
for his travels, and. like
glad

elad

cage

nne

cheeps,”™

much the worse
the prod very,
And Gracie wi

to get back.

very

1S as he.

just as
JESSIE'S NEW FRIENDS.
PAISY RHODES CAMPBELL.

. Jessia 1Topkins lived in a
When the summer

By

Pretiv 1i

||i-:. crowded eity

came she drooped like a flower withont
- 1 Dr. Darr looked at her and
sand s v This little girlie wht to be in the
conuntry, ¢ eannot stand the long, hot

symmer here.

Jessie's mother hardly knew what to do.
was not and she could think of
relative or friend to whom she could

She

no

send her little girl I'hien something hap
'.,,,..i_ A lettor eame v Congin Amn
Rlair, wl Vige I ins had not heard
of for vears She wrote that she h;l'li

heard

well, and begged them both to visit

her at her home in a little village
near l,:llw ],l motn.

Jessie had never been in the
country, and she had three friends
she didn’t like to leave.

“Why, mother, Coasin - Amy
hasn't any little children: T'11 be
\"['_\ i"“""‘“l“.“ ‘ll" ‘.Hi'l.

But she did not seem to feel

the lack of playmates when she
reached Consin Amy’s.  Such a
big. big vard near a meadow, with
flowers to find, fruit to eat, and
so many new things to see every

day !

One day she rushed into the
house very mueh excited at one
of these “ new things.”

“(Come, quick,” she ecried,

“there are lots of little ants out
here building a house.”

“ Just think how many friends
I have !” Jessie said one day.
“There are the ants, the birds and
the flowers, and the cunning little
stones in the walks and a funny
frog T call * Grumpy ;’ and there
are little wriggley worms and
caterpillars—oh, thev're the nicest friends.
And there are Cousin Amy and Cousin
Artie and old Aunty Barnes.

When the beautiful summer came to au
end, Jessie went back to her father, a
bright, plump, healthy girl.

Next summer, Cousin Amy says, they
must come again. ’

UNDER THE HAYCOCK.

“ Please, sister, give me your rake, it all
slips through mine.”

“ No, no,” said Mildred, shaking her big
sunbonnet, ** this is mine, father gave me
this one; yon mustn’t take mine, that
would not be fair:” and the little hay-
maker bustled hither and von. dragging
a seattering trail of new-mown hay after
Ler

But Dora stood still and whimpered :
she was the little sister, and she always
thonght Mildred’s things were better than
she wanted to drink out of Mildred’s
and eat from Mildred’s plate, and
wear her sunbonnet, and sleep on her
pillow. Dut she loved the bigger sister
with all her warm heart and thought her
the greatest person in the world.

Mildred went on raking, but the dis-
ressedd little face under the other sun-
honnet spoiled all pleasure for her, and it
was not long before the two rakes had
Janged hands and the little rakers were
flving about the hayeocks.

Now the sun was hot and the field was
wide. and long before sunset the farmer
found his two little workers, like Boy
Blue. “under the haveock, fast asleep.”

Mildred woke with a start:

hers:

cun,

“ Why,

“ Where did you expeet her to be
asked the farmer.

“ Oh-h-h,” said she, with a sigh of relig
‘it was all a dream.”

Farmer asked about the dream as h
two little girls walked home across g
«weet<melling fields, with their hands
his.

=

‘1 thought T had lost Dora,” Mild
told him. “Then T thought God my
have taken her to heaven and T felt
lonesome, oh, just dreadful lonesome! B
Dora,” (and the little face was brig}
with smiles) T certainly was giad I
siven you my rake when you asked f
it!”

“ Ah, my little girls,” said the farm
“T've ofter heard of people bei
sorry, ves, heart-sorry, for kind deeds th
had not done, but no one was ever
found who was sorrv for having done
kind and loving act!” ’

THE BOY WITH TWO TEMPER
A little bad boy with a little cross face
Came slowly down-stairs in the mo
ing;
Of fun or good nature he showed not
traces
He fretted and cried without warning
He'd not touch his breakfast, he’d not
and play!
If you spoke, he just answered by snal
ing;
He teased his pet kitty; and all the lo
day
He really was “ nobody’s darling.”

A iittle good boy with a little bright
Come down in the morning time, si
ing,
And indoors and out, and all over
place,
His laughter and music went ringing
He ran grandpa’s errands; his orange

shared
With Sue:; and he found mamm
thimble;
To do what was asked he seemed alv
prepared,

And in doing it equally nimble.

These two little boys who are wholly
like,
Thongh they live in ane house, are
brothers;
That good little lad and that bad little ¢
Have not two kind fathers and m
But there are two tempers to only one b
And one iz indeed such a sad one
That when with the 7ood one he bringd
all joy,
We ask, ** Tas he really a bad one "j§
“Ma,” said a little smirl, “ Willie w
the biggest piece of pie, and I sink T o
to have it, 'canse he was eatin’ pie

here’s Dora!” she cried.

years "fore I was borned.”




