CHATF

Not to be caught
with chafi! No, in-
deed. Our friend, the
horse, knows botter,
for this is not the
first time he _as ::en
caught for s long day’s
work by s few hands-
ful of oats. He knows
well znough that the
boy, with Lis coaxing
voice and manner, is
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NOT TO BE : - the yard until mother
CAUGHT WITH > o 4 < - and Emily came home.

Suck a clean, bright
litgle face it was that
was raised to mother's
to be kissed
Well.” said Ellen,
that child |hasn't
been u bit of trouble
She just amused her-
self all day long. and
was as happy as &
!'\1?&"‘
She might have
whined and cried
when mother left and

wly “yinz‘ * Some : : ‘tt»t; ;n——a‘ N “ ."7:- '_ 'i'r‘;(‘l Ellen, and
now, 1 have %o v Sephs SRR (!,-‘i$ : - kept her from bher
drive Daddy to the A . : g o work, and been a very
{, miserable child all that

: s long dsy

A LITTLE WOMAN.
BY

MARGARET RAEBURN.
shall have to

here, and she will
very busy. Will
be mother’s brave

and you raust ERES % N
w the carriege;” e : ="
he thinks to - e . ;
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WAIT FOR THE
MUD TO DRY

Father Graham was
an oid-fashioned gen-
\;Gﬂziﬁ ?t.ﬁ\'ﬁi ')’
every ome, and his in-
fluenoce in the little
Wwn was greal =0
good and sctive was

A young man of the
village had beer bad-
ly insuited and came
to Father Graham full

f angry indignation
jeciaring that he
Was gomng at omoe
to demand an apol
ogy

My dear boyS~
Father Craham said
80 ‘him *take a word
f advice fromm an
old man who loves

s Ellen. My family . .

s drate Srouble. SGT TO BE CAUGHT WITH CHAFS prase. A8 eul &
bave lots to do for ke mud: it will
pem all day.” trush off much better

As soon as mother and Emily were to be made Elsie was out ou the portico. when it is dry.  Wait a little, till he and
Bone Elsie weat to work. She had a new She worked very hard, and then the you are both o anc the thing is easily
bbon for Kitty which must be put thread knotted and bevke, and Kitty ran mended If you go now, it will be only %o
pund ber neck. Then she took a piece of off with her spool. Then Elsie pulled off quarrel

Bwn and the needle which mother had her big hat and lay down beside her It is pieasant to be able to add that the

readed, and s spool of thread, and round- dolly. and fell fast asleep young man took his advice. and before the
pinted scissors. Bess ber very dearest doll,, When she wakened Ellen bad lunch next day was doue the ofiending person

y on the floor waiting for her new dr ready. Then, after lunch, Elsie played in came ¢
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IAPPY DAYS.

YOUR CROSS.
BY ELLA WHEELER WILOOX.
Seek not to drop the cross you wear,

Or lsy it down for if you do
Ano\gu shall be built 2;)! you
More difficult and hard to bear.

The cross is always made to fit
The back whic{ bears it Be content,
the burden which was sent,
And strive $o make the best of it.

Think not how heavy is your load :
Think not how the road or long:
Look up and say, “ rd, I am strong,

And love makes besutiful the road.”

Who toils in faith and knows not fear
Shall live to find his cross some dsy
Supported all along the way

By sngels who are walking near.
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SOME GOOD SAMARITANS.

“ Heo, ho! if you don't lock funny ! ” said
Sibley. “Look ab his eyes, Harry, and
hishair! oh my!” and Sibley lsughed
so loud that the hoys a long way abead
looked back to see what was the matter.

Harry looked, and laughed. “He'sina
nice scrape,” he said. “Come om, Sib,
we can't waste our time on him,” and be
walked on

Poor little Teddy Connor did not laugh ;
iastead, he cried.  He was a little fellow,
only six years oid. He bad stubbed his
s0e, and tumbled, and rolled down the

< | too,” said Marian.

— | the house which his grandmother had | pocket for Johnnie.

think he would ery. He will have %o go in the basket spelled out in very ln!q TH
all the way back home” letters. Cun you guess what that was ?

«He tan't do that” ssid Cora: “he is| * Was it ‘love' ! asked Harry.

in the first spelling class, and he'll lose his| “Yes" snswered his mother. “And A

place if he is late.” last week, when you put your dime into A :
“ Dear, dear ' ssid Nannie, “let's help ' the missiopary bank, you id not say sny-
him. Don't ery, Teddy; come over here thing ; but as it rattled down among $he A poor
to the brook and wash your face and ' other coins 1 heard it speak distanetiy All his m
bands. 1 have s clean new slate cloth | a word which you did not eatch. Do you
and I will rub the mud off of your jacket | know what it was?”

with it.” | «I¢ must have been ‘love/” again
« And I'll lend you the ribbon that be- answered Harry. ho:
longs to my sehoo! bag to tie your collar  “Yes” said Lis mother, “that was
with " said Cora; “it’s the same colour.” | another way of spelling “love’ And

s
«Come on, girls!” shouted Harry, in | little while ago, as 1 was 'bﬂllnf you From ¢
| play your games out in the yard, 1 aaw tat

the distance; “ you'll be late.”
«We can't come until we have helped | you step out to make room for James

Teddy,” said Cora, and she began to brush | Marshall. Wh{.‘:u that 7" For su
the mud from his hair. | “Why," explained Harry, “that was ack
“Don't ery any more” said Nannie; | becanse he thought it was his turn, al- | The brow
« ¢ho mud is coming off pretty well. Never | though I -vas sure it was mine, and 80 - ﬁ

mind if your luncheon is spoiled: well | were all the rest of she boys; but I gave
give you some of ours” %nptohimjnstbeauselmhdhimto ble
Just as the last bell stopped ringing | have a good time.” |
four children rushed into the school hali,! “And you spelled our word in anether And on
very warm and out of breath. One of  way,” said his moiher.

them was little Teddy Connor, with clean | “Well, I declare” said . “is is | O brave y
face and hands, and s neatly tied collar, | such & wonderful word that it ought %o

from which much of the mud was rubbed | have & spelling book all to itself.” - Andou
off. | «It has” answered his mother. “Our tne

At the tea-table that evening Uncle A whole lives were intended $0 be primersof | But who
Charles said- “1 hear that you young  love, in which we should be constantly
people lived the Sunday-school lesson to- | spelling out the vord :Lkmd thoaghtful car
day, instead of plsying it It seems that | actions, so as to make world & beauti- i

you had the two who passed poor Teddy | ful, happy place in which to live—Our
and gave him nothing but & laugh, axd | Litile Unes. go
then you bad those who did sil they | And the

could for him.” » str
« It was like the Sunday-school lesson, | A FUNNY DENTIST. From 1t
wasn's it7” sasid Cors, “But I never bel
thought of it!” | Jobany had & loose tooth.
: | «That tooth must come out” said his

“The Golden Text is, ‘ Love thy neigh- |

bour as thyself, ” ssid Nannie. { mother, “because pretcy soon another | =———

{ i“Teddy is our very nearest neighbour ! h_ttle_sooth will come pushing along be- LE

"Ho'qu&r:" fhmdltmdlmtlttog!ne t and

«He didn't fall among thieves” said | SVeO Let mother pull shis one for you,

Hatry ; * be only fell into the mud” But |dear’ k e

both Harry and Sibley looked ashamed. | “Ono!” cried the little boy; “it will |
| hurt ! and he put his hand tight over bis -

I ES e | mouth and ran ous to play in the
LOVE'S SPELLING BOOK. | preity soon Uncle Ed. sweng m‘k
Harry found an old spelling beok about | open. He had a big, sweet apple in 2is

.

87T

once used in school, and which had a very | “But you must ask your mother if yong
carions way of spelling many words He | may eat it.” said Uncle Ed * Jobn 21. ]
was lsughing over some of the funny,! éis mother said “Yes,” and the lLittle}

spelling, when bis mother called him to | boy sat down by the window to eatit. It%

her. | was & very sweet apple, and Johnnie ep- | Lovest
“How many ways of spelling ‘Jove’ | joyed it very much.  All st once he gave_
have you found, Harry 7 ” she asked. | & little cry: “ Why—why—here's a E‘-e

“Qunly one,” be replied. _“It is just the | in my spple, mother !” Read ca

same in this book as it is in my spelling| *O, I guess not,” said his mother; «] fast on ¢

book at school.” | guess it's a seed.” Can youn:

“Why,” ssid his mother, “1 know of | “No~ persisted Johnnie; “it's white P:;‘J&ﬂ?

E A 3

more than one way. I think there must and hard.”
be st least 8 dozen wsys, possibly s hun-| A twinkle came into his mother's eyes
dred or more.” at that “ Let me see it” said she; and
Harry opened his eyes wide in surprise. Johnnio shuwed it to her. “Go and look
« Juss mow." said his mother, “you in your mouth, dear,” his mother then

little bank. He was not hurt, but oh, the
mud! It was all over him—in his hair,
and eyes, and cars, and on his Tttle
jacket; even the neat ribbon that tied his
collar bad spisshes of mud on it

“Oh. dear!” said Marian, “1 should

| gave up part of your dinner that the poor | said.
| Jackson boy might have a good meal. «() mother,” cried Johnnie, “there’s

| You did not send a word i She basket, | hole come where my tooth was! Why-ee | that ;
| because you did not want o let your Did the apple pull it, mother 7™ y the M
right hand know what your left did; but,| But mother only lsughed, and the ‘them. Th
| nevertheless, there was one word Johnnie langhed, too — Child's Hour. had caug
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HAPPY DAYS

THE LITTLE NEWSBOY.
BY KATF W. HAMILTON.

A ngod coat pillowing & tired head,
A boy asleep by a sheltering wall,
With only the pavemens for his bed—

A poor little streat urchin, that is all.
All his morning are sold and gone
His evening edition has not yet come.

Ajmorsel of food and a sleep i.i the sun
Give bim all he knows of comfort or

home.
The soft baby les ure scarcely gone
From the arm shows through
tattered sleeve—
The childisk arm thst must batéie alone
For such place and wage as it can
achieve.

fair
As those that with kisses fond mothers
bless;
Bus$ only the soft wind touches his hair,
And only in dreams can he know caress.
O brave heart !
young

hard,
And our eyes grow moist as we see him

The life's journey

Protects that rude couch with tenderest
care?
Still, as of old, on the ladder of dreams
May the white-winged angels come and

p'
And the light of the home, afar, still
streams
From the Father's house to his child
below.
—Morning Star.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER
STCDIES IN THE LIFE OF JESUS

Lzssox V,
JESUS AND PETER
Jobnm 21. 15-22.  Memory verses, 15.17.
GOLDEN TEXT.
Lovest thou me 7—John 21. 17,

THE LESSON STORY.

Read carefully the of the break-
fast on the seashore. ( obkn 21. 414)

[May 5.

el

and hungry and dissppointed when they
saw Jesus. Better than the fire and the
breakiast and the net fall of fishes, was
the certainty that Josus still loved and
cared for them:.

Read lovinglyand thoughtfully the lesson
verses. Remember how Peter had denied
his Lord, and you will understand better
how kind it was of Jesus to give him
special work to do. The lambe of the
Lord's flock may be found everywhere,
end sll who love Jesus truly are glad to
feed them, which means to teach and com-
fort them. Ask some one at home o ex-
to you what Jesus meant abcut the
part of Peter’s life, and do not for-
get that it all zame true.

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

Where did Jesus meet the diseiples
again 7 On the seashore.
What sea was it 7 Galilee.

At what time did be meet them? In
the early momning.

What had they been doing ! Fishinz.

What did he preparc for them? A

breakfast.

What did he ask Peter?
me "

How many times did be ask it7 Three
times

What did Peter say 7
that I love thee”

What did Jesus tell him to do?
my lambs.”

What did be mean 7 Help others.

What does Jesus know ¢  If we
him.

What shall we
Work for him.

= Yovest thou

“ Thou knowest

“ Fe(‘l

love

do if we love him?

Lessox VI
THE GREAT COMMISSION
Matt 28 16-20. Memory verses, 15-20.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Lo, I am with you alway, even umio
the =nd of the world.—Matt. 25. 20.

THE LESSON STORY.

If you will read 1 Cor. 15, 3-8, you will
find that Jesus to the discipies
many times after his resurrection. There
were some wonderful meetings in those
days, and the one of which we learn in
this lesson the disciples could never for-
ges, for it was then that he showed them
plainly what ther were to do after he
went away out of sheir sight.

If some ome should ask, “Whsat is &

{May 12

1" very likel; you would say,

But it means more than this. A mission-

y | ary is a messenger who carries glad tidings, |
?iend that day, so long ago, Jesus made |

every disciple of his & bearer of glad tid-
ings. It was just the few who were about

all the world and chh the gospel tc
every creature” No; the words were
ken to all who should afterward call
emselves disciples or learners. And so

. e Peter jumping into the sea, the sooner to
e 'h“dt ﬁtt.-; shore when he hears Jobfm:
: . thsé there must be the ?
S third time that Jesus
| uOo.nd’ look ws:?f disciplﬂl:lf’?t the
: 3 if you recal other
is moother then ‘. We ::imd the joy
“ disciples as about the
%‘,‘;‘;: %‘,:;;, mummg:::s ate the bread and
or 7" “fish the Master himself prepared for
khed and ther them. They bad toiled hard all $ and
s Hour. bad caught no fish, and they were cold |

they are spoken to you and me
Very likely the disciples thought that

missionary
“ One who goes to preach to the heathen " |

him at that time whom he “told to go into |

they could not do this work. and so Jesus
§|ve them the besusiful promise in the
dolden Text. Yes, and gives it to us, doo.
Every time we try to doa good deed or
speak & word to help some one to know
Jesus, ho stands close by to help. This is
vhJ' men and women are not afraid to go
and preach the gospel to the worst
heathen ; because Jesus goes with them,
and he has all power in heaven and upen

But you say, “1 ama child. I cannot
preach” No; but you can do good ; you
can try to learn more and more about
Jesus, and you can deny yourself o send
money to belp others to preach.

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

How long did Jesus stay after the
resurrection ! Forty days

What did they all know ?
would soon go away

What made them glad and strong? To
know that he was living.

What did he tell the

That he

disciples to do?

I'o\{r-u:h
'hat is preaching? Telling about
Jesus.
What do w+ know ? That he is ﬁ"iﬁg
still.
Who may oreach? All who love
i Jesus,
| Who bhas all power $0-dayi Jesus
Christ
Who must be taught about Jesus 7~ All
nations? "~
How can we help teach in other lands?
y our gifts
What more can we do 7 We can pray
for the missionsries.
Who will help them and s 7 The lv-
mg C}zri"k

A NURSERY

Peterkin Pout and Gregory Grout
Are two little gob'iss black ’
Full oft from my bouse I've driven them
out,
But, somenow, they still con.e back.
They clamber uy to the baby’s mouth,
And pail the corners down ;
They aloft on the baby's brow
And {wist it into a frown,
And one says “Shall” and tother says
“Shan't,”
And one says “Must” and t'other says
“Can't”
O Peterkin Pout and Gregory Grout,
I pray you, now, fron: my house keep out.

SONG.

But Samuel Smile and Lemuel Laugh
Are two little fairies light.

They re always ready for fun and chaff,
And sunshine is their delight,

And when they creep into baby’s eyes,
Why there the sunbeains are,

| And when the; peep through her rosy

lips,

Herp;;ﬂz‘hter rings near and far,

And one says “Please” and t'other says,

Do,”

And both together say. “ I love you"

| So Lemue! Laugh Samue! Smile,

i Come in; my dears, and tarry awhile
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THE USELESS KETTLE

Some one has thrown awsy this rusty

ir -
jas ¥
\. . T

their nests in, one little
eyes than the rest, spies out ti
Iying half out of sigt
weeds: and it t!
What & nice warn
kettie would be i

they come out of the
feathers on the's
them against the cold wi

my mate and we wiil buiid a

as quick as ever we can :
So the nest was bum
picture we Can see th
and the mother bird
thinking to herself, with

cosy and safe her little one
so quiet and sheltered a spot

A little Iad of thre

why he had opened the gate : fte
forbidden tc o so T’ d

little fresh aar

USELESS KETTLE

WHAT HARRY DECIDED.

“1 think you are real mean, anyhow ! "
said Harry, looking dissppointed and cross.
«You haven't much of & collection and I'd
give you something real nice for this”

I don't want ‘something real nice,
i: “ 1 want this.

This” was a queer-looking bird's nest;
Harry had never scen one like it before,
and Fred's uncle had toid him that the
birds which built such mests did not
ften put them where people could find
them

The scholars in his class were making col-

ions of interesting things—flowers, and
and mosses, anything they could
in the fields, or woods, or along the
river bank. On the lsst day of the term
they were all to be shown, and the one who
had made the best coilection was $o be given
a book full of coloured pictures of birds,
and bugs, and flowers. Harry wanted that
book : he had believed, until Fred Harper
found the queer bird’s nest, that he would
get it ; but he wasn't so sure now He
thougbt Fred was mean not t0 sell the
nest to him, because Fre. did nos care for
such things, and bad not half tried.

One afternoon, just at dusk, Harry was

n his way home He had lLeen to town
on an errand, and was taking s short cut
threuch the woods, and whistling for com-

1 1l at once he stopped. There,

s O

2 bird's nest exactly \,ikoi

the one Fred had fonnd! He chuckled as
he picked it up and said aloud :-—

“There, Fred Harper! I've got a nest
like yours without any of your help. I
mean to— "

But he didn't tell what he meant to do;
he had found something that made him
iook sober. A bit of paper was tucked into
the nest with Fred Harper's name on it.
Then Harry guessed what had happened,
Fred must have dropped his nest out of
his pocket and this was it.

“go:i:on’t care!” said Harry; “T'm nod
to blame because he lost it ; it's mine now,
anyhow.”

Just then a thought came to him so
plain that Harry almost looked about him
to see if somebody had said it: “ What
shall is profit a man if he shall gain the
the whole world, and lose his own soul ?”

The Golden Text: Harry had hel
Nannie to learn the hard words in it ¢
very morning, and had tried to explain
their meaning. He kicked a twig out of
the path and looked cross. “]1 haven'd
found the whole world!” hesaid; T've
only found a bird’s nest, and it's mine, too0.
What I find belongs to me.”

“ Bat,” said a voice in his heart, “ what
ought Fred to do with your things if he
finds them ? You know he ought to bring
them back to you, don’t you? And you
know that to get things in sucha way is
just like stealing, don’t you? Are you go-
ing to be as mean as that?”

“ No:" said Harry, so loud that s bird
in & tree above him was startled. “I'm
not ! I'm going right straight over to Fred's
with this bird's nest; of course I am.”

He went, too.

TELL HIM THE TRUTH

The stories she read him were thrilling
encugh,

Of fairies and goblins wild,

And ‘he small boy opened his big blue
eyes

And wondered like any child.

And yat with a scornful toss of his head,

Ssid, “ They're only a-makin’ it up.”

She told him of cats with a baleful grin,
Of mice and rats that could talk,

Of Mr. Bull Frog and Dr. Fly,

Of tables and chairs that could walk.
But he, with a scornful toss of his head,
Said, “ You're only a-makin’ it tp.”

So she closed the beok of the fairy tales,

And told him where sponges grew ;

Of their watery home with the fishes
strange,

Way down in the ocean blue.

And he. with a thoughtful look on his face, §

Asked “ You aren't a-makin’ it up 7"

She promised she'd tell him only the truth

And talked of the land of snow,

Where the people must always wrap
furs,

Where nothing but mosses grow.

And he. with a sober look on his face,

Said. “ That's better $han makin’ it up.”




