Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes technigues et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available for filming. Features of this copy which

may

be bibliographically unique, which may aiter any

of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couvertura restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture mangue

Colossred maps/
Cartes géographiques en couleur

' Coloured ink (i.e. other than olue or black)/
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre gue bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/
Planches et/ou illustraticns en couleur

Bound with other material/
Relié avec d'autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distartion

along interior margin/
La reliure serréa peut causer de 'ombre ou de la
distorsion le long de ia marge intérieure

Blank leaves added during restoratior: may appear
within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from filming/

11l se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d’une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces papes n‘ont
pas éteé filmees.

v

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/

J
Additional comments:/

L'institut a microfilmé le maeilleur exemplaire qu’il

lui a 6té possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire gui sont peut-8tre uniques du point de vue
bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous,

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or frxed/
/ Pages décolorées, tachstées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

/ Showthzough/
Transparence

Quality of print varies/
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Continuous pagination/
Pagination continue

Includes index{es)/
Comprend un {(desj index

Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

Title page of issue/
Page de titre de la livraison

Caption of issue/
Titre de départ de la livraison

Masthead/
Générique (périodiques) de la livraison

Commentaires supplémentaires: Some pages are cut off,

Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.
10X 14X 18X

2X 26X 30X

12X 16X

26X 24X 28X 32X




Vor. X1V.]

[No. 7. -

BEN'S EXCUSE FOR OLD MARCH. ‘ O Stanicy,they couin't. They couldn't that cuzy bed-room, all lined with soft

BY M. THAYER ROUSE.

Oh, hurrah for the March wind: A long,
lusty shout,
Quite asloud as he gives in his blustering
tone.
"Tis his way to be rough,
To make racket enoug%l

———— [—

TORONTO, APRIL 1, 1899,

carry it, it's so big and heavy. And what
would they do with it?”

Live in it, Tom. For it isn't a coconnut
at all, but just & round bird's nest. And
as Mr and Mrs. Wren and all the little
Wrens have gone south for the winter, let's
take a good look at their house.”

The boys rowed up close to the * cocoa-

-

' feathers 7 But hero is something queorer
cyet. Mr.and Mrs. Wren did nod use this
 nest for their Lakies. they have another
.one near by. This one is just for u spare
 bed-room fur themselves, or else it was
. built to fool any one who came hunting
“their babies.”

, " Do the wrens ususlly build two neats,

For a whole dozen breezes, bustling about, | nut,” and then Tom saw it was made of | Stanley 7*

With a rumble and grumble and groan.

Oh, he rattles the latch, and he taps
at the pane;
Then he laughs at the fellow who
shivers and shakes,
And wherever he goes
On his trumpet he blows.
Down the chimney he whistles, with
shrill might and main;
And he shrieks till the eshoes he
wakes. .

Oh, he's full of his pranks, and he'll
lay you at catch,
And Eﬁfl race with you, too, till he
And he'il blow you away
And back the same day,
But look out for the rogue, for he's

likely to snatch
All he can, from whomever he meets.

But he’s only in fun, for his mean-
ing, I'm sure,
Is to have a rare frolic, and not to
annoy ;
It would take all the starch
Quickly out of old Barch,
Should he know people call hima
. regular boor,
For at heart he's a regular boy !

®-

MR WREN'S SUMMER HOME.
BY A. P, S

One day this fall Tom's big brother,

Stanley, took him in his row-boat away

down the river to the big swamp whero

Stanley said they would see “lots of queer
things,” and suce enough they did. What
do you think they saw first ? It was Tom
who spied it.

« O Stanley,” he eried, “there's a cocoa-
nut hanging to these reeds! How did it
get there 7"

“Suro enough,” laughed Stanley. “I'll
tll you who putit there—two little brown
birdies, Mr. and Mrs. Wren.” .

, rushes fastened together with wet mud,

but the mud was so hard and dry now

EASTER LILIES,

it seemed as strong as a real cocoa-
nut.

“ Oh, look, Stanley!” Tom cried, * here
is a door with a roof over it on one side.”
“ Of course,” Stanley said ; “ Mrs. Wren

had to have some place to go in to her

family, and that cute little roof is to keep
the rain out.”

“0Oh, I wish I could see inside,” Tom
said.

“Well, let's take the roof off,” Stanley

suswered, drawing out bis knife and cut-
ting off the top of the nest. *“ There, isn't

" Yes, indeed , and if you had been with
me one day in July when I rowed through
here, you would have seen Mr.
Wren, when he saw me, throw his
head back and his tail forward un-
til he looked liks a ball of feathers
and then dart into this nest. Thé
smart little fellow thought if I was
hunting Wren babies I'd look ias
side and think he had none, and go
home, though ho knew very well
Mrs. Wren had six dear littlo ones
tucked under her wing. And
that's just what Idid, and left
him swinging like a circus actor
on a reed, singing in triumph.”

A LOYAL LITTLE GIRL

Two little girls were talkin
of what they would do after school.
One wanted to go for a ride. The
other said she could not gu, because
she always had to go straight
home from school.

“We could take a short ride; she
would never know,” the first said.

“Yes, my mother would. Che
always knows when I have dis-
obeyed her. She has such good

Each little beam holds all it can
of light and heat and shine. But
what makes the whole world of
sunshine, but all the little beams
together? Each girl kind, each
- boy helping ; each girl smiling, each boy
“jolly; each girl faithful, each boy true;
“each girl loving Jesus, each boy following
: Chriet. A world of sunshine'

I .

“If you were king, my little lad,

1 What would you do, I pray ?”

! “1f I were king, why, sir, I'd ewing
i Upon the gate all day.”

“ And, little lass, if you were queen,
What would you do?” I said,
l “Q, sir, I'd buy a hundred dolls,
And put them all to bed.”
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THE PLOUTGIHMAN,

He's n stealthy old fellow, the ploughnan,
tie comes when you're *cross,” o
beware
And makes but the faintest of furrows
At first with his heavy ploughshare.

jut little by little they deepen,
Untl, by-and-bye, on your brow,
Are left all the marks of the furrows
Tho ploughman has made with

plough.

And then ‘tis quite uscless to worry,
To fret, and to frown, and despair,
For every one sees the deep furrows,
And knows that the ploughman was
thero,

his
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DOLLY’'S MISSIONARY CAT.
BY MARY WHITING ADAMS.

Such a doleful “me-ow! me-ow!” as
that stray kitten kept up down in the
garden: Mother told Frances and Dolly
to put on their hats and search for it, and
then they could give it a saucer of milk.

But they had a long hunt for it. They
would hear it cry, and then it would run
away from their outstretched hands and
bide under the hedge. At last they coaxed
it out, and Dolly carried it nearly to the
house. Then Max, the good-natured old
dog, came out to meet them, wagging his
tail, and the kitten jumped from Dolly’s
arms in wild fright, and bounded into the
hall, and on to a chair back, arching its
back and spitting defiance at them all.

It was certainly a queer little kitten,
coal-black, without a white hair on it, and
s0 wild and starved. Mother gave it two
saucers of milk after it came down from
the chair, and cven then it started to one

side whenever she or the children tried to
touch it. But after an hour or so it made
fricnds, and before the day was over it
wag quite at home.

“Mother,” said Dolly—she was older
than Frances and belonged to the Chil-
dren’s Missionary Band —* I'd like to make
n issionary kitten out of this one.”

“ A misgionary Kitten /" snid mother,
smiling, *“What do you wmean, dear ‘—
Surely you could not send the kitten to the
heathen? It couldn’t preach, and the
people in somo mission lands might be
tempted to eat it, I nm afraid!”

“Oh, no! Of course I do not mean that.

But I heard Miss Mur-den say the other
day that she wanted a bluck cat—all
bluck, without a white hair -and thatshed
be willing to pay something for it. So I'd
like to take her this one and get something
for my mission box”

“Very well,” said mother. “Bat first
you must find out whether any neighbour
bas lost the kitten—though it scems too
wild for a pet.”

So next day Dally asked, at school and
afterveard, about the kitten, but it was
notody’s cat, it secemed. Then she nade a
tour of the neighbours’ houses, but still she
could tind no owner for the kitten. That
afternoon it was packed in a basket and
taken to Miss Marsden.

“Well! well ! ” said Miss Marsden, taking
it in her lap, * just the kitten I want! The
poor thing is wild and scared now, but we
shall soon become friends, I know. How
fine it will be to have such a beautiful pet!
And it is for missions, too. That makes it
a great deal nicer. And how much do you
ask for your missionary kitten ?”

Dolly hadn’t thought of the price.
“I—I don’t know,” she said. “Is ten
cents too much ?”

The kitten purred, yawned and stretched
itself. It was certainly a very pretty
one, Miss Marsden laughed. “I never
bought a kitten before,” she said, “so I
don’t know the market price. But I
couidn’t think of giving less than a
quaster for it, Dolly.”

“Oh—oh!” said Dolly. Even ten cents
had seemed large, and now to get a silver
quarter! “Thank you, Miss Marsden,”
she said. “I do hope the kitten will grow
up to be the nicest kind cf a cat!”

And the missionary kitten must have
heard her—for, do you know, it turned
out the best mouser in the village!

WHAT EISIE ASKED FOR.
BY PANSY,

Mrs. Harland was reading to the children
what they called their good-night story,
from the Bible. It was about Jesus going
to the village of Sychar and sitting down
on a well to rest.

Little Elsie was trotting about the room
putting her dolly to bed. They thought
she was too young to listen to such Bible
readings.

\When her mother read the words, “Who-
socver drinketh of the water that I shall

give him shall never thirst,” = ,i- stood

still in the middle of the room, her do'ly
in her arms, and thought.

When she bad tucked the dolly carefully
away under the blankets, she came over to
her mother with her little silver cup in
her hand.

* Mother,” she said, “ Elsio is often very
‘tirsty.  Yesterday, down town, don't you
know how “firsty I was * And there wasn't
any water to drink. Mother, can’t you
ask Jesus to fill my little silver cup with
the water that he said he would give to
that woman / Then I'll drink it all up
and I won’t never be 'firsty any more.”

Elsie’s sisters looked at each other and
laughed, lut Mes, Harlund took the little
girl on her lap and explained:

* Darling, Jesus did not mean water such
as we put into your cup. He meant what
the soul needs, that part of Elsie which
thinks and feels and loves. Elsie's soul
ueeds what only Jesus can give it, and
needs it just as badly as her little body
nceds water when it is thirsty. That was
what Jesus promised to give to the woman
if she would ask him for it 7"

“Well, I'll ask him,” said Elsie. * Will
he give it to m», mother, now, while I am
a little bit of a girl 2”

“Yes,” said mother very gravely ; “ Elsie
need not wait one hour for that gift.”

“Then I'l ask him now,” said Elsie.
She slipped down on her knees and prayed
this prayer: “Iear Jesus, please give Elsie’s
soul & drink that will last always; so it
needn’t ever be 'tirsty, Amen.”

The sisters laughed over this a good
deal. They thought it was funny. But
that was years ago. Llsie is a woman now,
and she has loved Jesus all these years,
and been a bright and happy Christian.
She savs that Jesus took her for his child
that e 2ning when she asked him to do so,
and that he has never left lL.er alone for a
moment.

MARY ROSALIE'S VISITOR.
BY KATE W, HAMILTON.
Now, Mary Rosalie, listen to me,
And stop looking down at your toes !
What if you're dressed in your nicest
gown?
It’s silly to think about clothes.

There's a little boy come to visit you,
And he's sort of ragged and stained,
But you needn’t be proud; you'd look so,
too,
If you'd been left out when it rained.

I guess f;t:s rheum’tism that makes him so
stift,
But that's just why you should be good,
And make him feel nice and comfor'able,
And behave like a lady should.

Now mind what I say, Mary Rosulie!
You mustn’t judge folks by their dress,
"Cause spots in your clothes are not balf
so bad
As proud, naughty feelings, I guess,

Always tell the truth, and you will never

lose your self-respect.

-
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THE NUIS AND THEIR HOMES.
BY PE\RL RIVERS

0.d Mistress Chestnut once lived in a
burr,

Padded and lined with the softest of fur.

Jack Frost split it wule with iy keen
gilver knife,

And ?mublcd hor out at the risk of her
life.

Here is Don Almond, a grandee from
Spain;

Some raising from Malaga came in his
train, .

He has a twin brother a shade or two
leaner;

When both come together we shout
* Philopena!”

This is Sir Walnut: he's English, you
know,

A friend of my Lady and Lord so-and-so.

Whenever you ask old Sir Walnut to
dinner,

Bo sure you're polite to the gouty old
sinner.

Little Miss Puanut from North Carolina,

She's not 'ristoeratie, but no nut is finer.

Sometimes she's roasted and burnt to a
cinder,

In Georgia they call her Miss Goober or
Pinder.

This is old Hickoty ; look at him well,

A general was named for him, so I've
heard tell.

Tuke care how you hurt him. He some-
times hits back !

This solid old chap is & hard nut to
crack. .

Old Mr, Butternut, just from Brauil,
Is n}:\gl ed and rough as the side of a
ill;
But, like many a countenance quite as ill-
favoured,
He covers a kernel deliciously flavuured.

I.LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE GOSPEI, BY JOHN.
Lessox IIL [April 9.
THE ANOINTING IN RETHANY,
John 12, 1-11. Memory verses, 1-3.
GOLDEN TEXT.

She hath done what she could.—Mark
14. 8,

A LESSON TALK.

Find Bethany on the map. Do you
think when Jesus came there again his
friends were glad to see him? There was
o happy fawily now in the home of
“Lazarus, and when a foast was made for

Jdests and his disoiples by Sunon at was
quite nutural that Lazarus and his sisters
should be there If yon know how an
enstern table looked, you ean see how Mary
could easily anoint the feet of Jesus, In
thu-e days rich perfuses were very costly,
and when Mary Lroke tho alabuster box
of perfume upon the feet of Jesus it showed
how greatly she loved and honoured him.
Juday said it was worth three hundred
pence, which would be as much ag fifty
dollars of our moncy. Judas was vexed
to see Mary do this. He called it a waste,
und said it should have beon given to the
poor. Some peoplo now ftind fault about
money that is given trGod, but God looks
into the hear, and when he sees a gift of
love like Mury s he is pleased. Jesus was
on his way to the passover feast now, and
he knew that he bad not long to live on
this carth. It gave hiin comfort to have
Mary openly show her leve for him, and it
makes him glad now to have us show that
we love him.

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

Where did Jesus come again? To
Bethany.

Who made a feast for him ?  Simon.

Who were at the feast? Lazarus and
his sisters.

Who served at the feast 2 Martha.

Who sat at the table with Jesus?
Lazarus,

What did Mary do? She anointed the
feet of Jesus,

With what did she anoint them ? With
rich perfume.

\VK did she do this? Because she
loved him.

Who found fault with her?

What did Jesus say?
done a good work.

What did he seco?
heart.

What will sweeten all our gifts to Jesus?
The love in our hearts.

Judas.
'That she had

The love in her

Lessox 1II. {April 16.
JESUS TEACHING HUMILITY.
John 13. 1-17. Memory verses, 14-17.

GOLDEN TENXT.

I have given you an cxample.—John |8F

13 13.
A LESSON TALK.

Each of the four writers of New Tes-
tament history tells the story of the
passover supper. John does not tell
how Peter and Johr found the place
in which to eat the :supper. but the
others do. Do you know that the pass-
over, or paschal supper, as it is sometimes
called, was eaten in nemory of the time
when the Lord led the Jsraclites out of
Egypt? Jesus knew that this supper was
a type, or picture of his own death. Jesus
knew, though the others did not, that
when Judas went out he was on his way
to betray hi.!| He knew, %00, that ina
few hours, Peter would deny that he ever

——————

knew him ! How these things must have
hurt his loving heart’ Da we remember
that our sin and unfaithfulness hurts oue
Lord.

The life that Jesus lived bere was all
one of service. and now on this last day of
his life he wanted to give them a leason to
remtember always a lesson of loving
servica one tu Jzo other. So he took a
towel and washed the feet of his disciples.
This was the work of a servant,and that iy
what we must be in heart  servants to all,
a3 Jesus was, if we would please him'

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

Whe ate the passover with Jesus 7 iy
twelve disciples.

Where was it eaten ¢ In an uppor room
in Jerusalem.

Who had promised to betray Jesus?
Judas,

Did any one know it/ Jesus knew it.

What did Jesus do after supper? He
washed the disciples’ feet. .

Who did not want Jesus to wash his
feet? Peter.

Why was he not willing ?
it was the work of a servant.

What did Jesus once say? “Iamamong
you as one that sorveth.”

Why did Jesus do this humble work?
As a lesson for us.

What does it teach us? To serve one
another.

What spirit lived in Jesus? The spiri¢
of love and humiility.

What should we try to have? The same
kind of spirit.

He thought

. o

WHAT GRETA COULD DO.
BY JOHN A, CAMPBELL.

Greta was only xix years old, and very
small for her age. When shoe came into
the Sunday-school she wished very much
to do something for Jesus. *“Only I'in so0
little,” she sighed, “and there isn't any-
thing I can do.”

“'Tut " said grandfather, who had over-
heard. *“ Who opens iny paper and fimis
iny spectacles and brings my book from
the hbrary table?” .

“ And who puts the ribbon in my cap
and gives puss his saucer of milk anl
teaches him to play with astring 7" added
andmother.

“Who is the little girl that carries my
slippers and rolls my chuir up nearer the
fire?” asked father, his eyes twinkling.

“I know sumebody who can do erranc«
as niccly as any one,” said mother. Then
sister Belle told what she knew, and Qretu’s
eyes beamed with delight.

“ Bvery little task that we do willinglv
makes the Lord Jesus glad in heaven.”
tinilshcd grandfather, patting Greta's brow
curls,

The chain whose links are loving deed«
is tho strongest that can be forged to bind
two friends together.

A child who hasno time to help another
will be likely to have little help given him
when he needs it.
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FUNNY

FUNNY FACES,

It #ill be a source of amusement, as well
as a means of education, to study the pic-
ture on this page and see how many faces
can be recognized. A profitable pastime
would be for each one in the home circle
to write down on a slip of paper the name
of each beast which can be identified by
its face on the picture and see who can
make the longest list. It will require con-
siderable knowledge of mnatural history
to make out a complete list of all the
beasts represented in the picture.

The cxercise may be varied and made
yet more profitable and interesting by re-
quiring cach one, when the lists are com-
plete, to write a short description of each
beast in the list and giving its habits of
life, native country, utility for man, cte.
How many of these beasts are made to
sarve us, and in what way are they made
useful 7

If the older members of the famil
take an interest in the exercise with the
children, much valuable information may

FACES.

be imparted to the little cnes and refreshed
'in the minds of the older ones corcernin
the “beasts of the field” by a carefu
study of the picture.

&

LITTLE SHADI'S PRAYER.
A missionary lady had a little"Hindu

rorphan named Shadi living with her. |y,

'She had taught hin about Jesus, aud
"one night when he was six years old she
' said to him, “ Now pray a little prayer of
- your own.”
~ And what do you think Shadi’s prayer
was? It was a good prayer for any little
child to make, for it was this:
“Dear Jesus, make me like what you
. were when you were six years old!”

I would sooner walk in the dark, and

will | hold hard to & promise of my God, than

trust in the light of the brightest day that
ever dawned.—C. H. Spurgeon.

THE WRONG BOX.

“ Ned,” said grandmother, “do you
think that you ean run across to the
corner and put this letter in the letter-box
forme?” .

«“Course I can,” replied Ned. * Mother
told me to helP you all I could all the
time I was here.”

« Well,” said geandmother, * that will be
& very great her indeed, because you see
my rheumatism is so bad that it would
h{e mo a long time to get over there—
and you can get it over in time for the

tman,”

Ned felt very important as he started off.
1f it wasn't for him, the letter would be
too late.

When he reached the corner he was
puszled. Grandmother had not said any-
thing about two boxes, but here were two,
both red and both about the same size.
Which was the right one ?

“I'll put it in the shiniest one,” he
thought, climbing up on a wooden box
whicg happened to be by the curbing. He
shut the little door carefully after he had

ut the letter in, aud started off. Soon a

re-engine came dashing up the street,
with a crowd of men and boys following
behind.

“] wonder where the fire is!” thought
Ned, looking round him,very importantly,
with his hands in his pockets: and so every
one 3eemed to wonder: Grandmother was
on the back porch when he reached home,
anxiously looking up and down the streot.
The firemen were investigating, and the
men and boys were running about, looking
everywhere for smoke.

“{Some one has been s)lsying a triek,”
the chief engineer said at last sternly. “ Do
any of you youngsters know anything
about it ?”

Ned thg:iht the great man looked very
fierce ind

“What would they do with any boy
that did that ?” ue asked.

“Pat him in gsol quick enought”
answered sorae one.

Just then the an came up and
handed grandmother the letter which
lI;Ieed had mailed so carefully a few minutes

fore.

“I found it in the fire-box,” he said. “I
knew it was yours, for it ssys to return

to this number in five days. I guess this -

is the cause of all the trouble,” looking at
the fire-engine and the group of men and

ys.
“Yes, I think my little boy is responaible
for it,” said grandmother. “He was try-
ing to help me and put the letter into
:)l;e firo-box by mistake for the letter-
x.”
“Oh, grandma,” said Ned, “will they—
will they——" he broke down in sobs,
“ No, they'll not do & thing!” said the
zhief. “W be:nitgada tl}zlﬁat:&.'ﬁ, you've
one your best to do the right thing, you
needn't feel bad over it. Look wup, youyng
man.” Ned looked up and smiled throag
his tears.
“But I'll look out for the fire-box the
next time,” he said ; and he did.



