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ELSIE'S MESSAGE B always o surly fellow,
KATE W. HAMILTON canng for nobody bus

®Point,” and thab was
& all-sufficiend reacon
why Grandfather Bar-
»f chould patiently
bd she glass on his
o, and Grandfathe:
Bfone shonld  assish
ABn by steadying the
Mlo maiden. She was
s:daintier bit of child-
—3shis lithle one ab
m the two old men
ed so lovingly—
- is usually seen in
| % fiching village. Mir-
a-ag thought of it as
h basket ander her
arm, she paused to look
3he group. She hal
ﬁpn good care of her
herless little sister ,
the child had lacked
othing.
¢If one grandad
oan’s make quite a fool
of her t'other one can
finish it,” seaid the
meckmg voice of some
oné passing along the

. Miriamtaroed quick-
lmed saw the torn had
and weatherbeaten face
of'old Ben. He did not
look particularly pleas-
ant, he seldom did.

“bL:;e gevor hard

y yeb,” answer-
gyhﬁriam

¥ Don's know—never
had no chance $o try

¢ Y ha retoried, etalk-

Whnb did old Ben want to try? Didn't
-bw3 ever look shrough a glass as big as
| geandpa’s?” asked Nelsie, catching parb
of p sentencs as she joined her sister.
=¥ He said he'd never tried being loved, if
,‘ ¥l was what he meand,” said Mmam,
, doubifully. I think it's likely he hasn's,
mb a man as he is!”

v &
N\

himeolf.

" Bub maybe that's
becauso thore isn't any
body to care for him °
insisted Nelsis “ Ho
said he'd never had a
chance to try boing
loved, and he uever
cap, because he don’s
belong to anybody "

All day tbe troubling
b .ogbt ran thrcugh
hor play.and came back
wure persietently abi!’
when her head was en
its pillow for the night.
She pictured the lonely
litdle cabin, "dark and
dirdy,” Miriam had
called 18— where there
was nobody o « elc mo
him home a$ right
Nubody to eeateh ha
ccming cr going  Rat
with the mornirg o
happy thought came
tu Nelsiv -a thaugbt
a. 'l of comfort thas
-he could nct rosh auti'
she had carried % %o
Ben himself. The mo
ment ehe was free from
the light tasks Miriam
imposed, she burried

away and found the ol
hoatman in his boat

* Jes' goin’ dJown the
cove for some drift
svod,” he saaid, sur
prised 'y ber sagerca’

May I g. suu 7 " she
ssked. ciambemnog int
the ‘'Ha% tor 1stens

' upon her message to
NELSIE'S MESSAGE wait for reply or to
think of fearing surly
Bat the idea, seemed dreadful_to tender , Ben “'Cause I've got something to tell

little Nelsie. you— someshing so good' There ieeome-
‘ Doesn't anybody love him 7, Not any- , body loves you, and he's heen loving oll
body 2, she asked.;_. « this long, long $imo, only I s'pose you

She questioned_ono grandpa, andlearned , didn'd know it—the Lerd Jesus'”
that old Ben lived for yearsas he did now : “ How d'ye know 7" asked Ran aftor
—ali alone.  She questioned_the oiher , staring ab ber a moment in blank aston
grandpa, and was #old that Ben was | tshed silence.
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“ Why bo tays 80, aud ho died for youn
He wou'dn't dic for folks if ho didn's
love 'cm, aud you'ro ono of ‘em. It docsn’d
munko 8o much diftorenco if thore ien't any-
body to wait for you in your home down
here, you know, ‘cause that home up th?ro
18 A groat deal beter, and they're  atchivg
for you there.”

0'd Ben could not have iold why ho lob
the childish voice run on as he did thad
duy. Something of sho story it told he
budt doubtless hoard before, but it had not
vounded quite as it did now. Tho child
was 8o ture sho wag lelling whab was
moant for him, and then, though he would
nod have acknowledged it for $ho world,
her faith in him touched and plessgd him.
His voice was almoss pleasand, whben on
their roturn, ho eaid to her: “ There, sis,
yeo can run home now an' I'll dhink aboub
iﬁ'"

Dud he really mean what he eaid? Nob
ab all; ho mesnt $0 forged it as soon as
possiblo, Ye$, however uawillingly, it was
& promise he was forced to kesp. On his
second trip ho meé with an accident.  He
slipped and fell, and somo of the drif-
wood rolled upon him, crashing one leg.
Thoso who released him found him uncon-
scious and carried him over to the hospital
ub the Poind. There, lying in his white bed
he had long days for thinking—days when
ho could not stop thinking if he would.
On the wall where his eyes constantly
rested upon it, hung a texs, “ God is love.”
He might have bestowed little attention
upon iv bub for Nolsios words, bub the
toxt constantly recalled her and her story.
More and more clear it grew as earth and
lifo ebbed away. And when he lay ab
rost ab last, with such a smile apon his face
tha¢ no one would have though) cof calling
him “surly Ben,” his fow effects—a trifle
in money, an old silver watch, and his
bost—were loft “to the little girl whe
told of One who loved old Ben."

I WAS SU AFRAID.

O>R morning last winter we were sum-
moned to the bedside of a dear young girl,
who bad been for snmea time eick

* Last night,” she said, “T was so rick,
that I thought I was going to die, and I
wasg 8o afraid.”

“ Why were you so afraid?” we asked.
‘ You are trusting in the Lurd Jesus, are
you nos? Why, shen, should the thoughs
of boing called into his presence terrify
yousa?”

“Obh,” she replied, “ bacause I have nod
been living as near Jesus as I ought to
have been living I bave been careless
and forgetful Ob, if he only spares me
this time I will fry to do bottor”

Then wo told her how ready and willing
Jesus was to forgive and help her. Nor
did wo leave her until her fears were gone,
sud she felt that her heart was at peace
onee more.

“I am <o afraid!’ Alas, how msay
thero are who must use theso werds when
death comes near, or when thoughts of
dying come noar to them! And yeb it is

"not ab all nccossary that wo should be

ofraid. If we put our srust in Him who
gaid, * Lot not your hearts bo troubled.”
it is our privilege to look even death
calmly in the face. Ob, young people,
acceph this blersed Oae bufnre it is tuo lake!
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FORGIVE THOSE WHO HAVE OF-
FENDED OR INJURED YOU.

“ I'LL pay him bask, see if I don's'” ex-
claimed Tommy as he came running into
the house with a flushed and angry face.

“Who ave you going $o pay back?”
asked his mother

“ Walter Jones. e #ook my marbles
and ran away,” said Tommy.

“I hope you'll pay him in a good way,”
said his mother.

Tommy hung his head and said noth-
ing; for he was ashamed %o 8ell just how
mean he was going to treat Walter.

“I'm afraid you intend to act just as
badly as Walter has done. Think better of
i, my son, and return good for evil. If
you do nob forgive you cannot ask to bs
forgiven.

That nighy, when Tummy came to the
place where it says, “ Forgive us our debts
as we forgive our debtors,” he stoppad.

“ Why don't you go on?" asked his
mother.

“I can'’t, I haven't forgiven Walter,” said
Tommy.

“Then you had bstter to ask Jesus to
help you forgive him right now.”

Tommy did so, and when he had fin-
ished his prayer, he went to bed with a
bappy heard.

Danr children, how can yon ask God o
forgive you, while you carry a bitter and
unforgivieg epirit within you. Forgive,
return good for evil, and then when you
pray to-be forgiven, you can feel that God
hears and answera your prayer.

GOD'S OARE.

THERE i8 no mousey quite so small
But mothur mouse comes ab his call,
Aud brings him many crumbas of bread,
With which the little one ia fed.

There are no birdies quick and bright,
Who through the garden take their flight,
But have $helr thick warm feather clothe:,
To shelter them from rains and snow.

There is no flitting budterfly,

No little worm so soon to die,

But¢ finds a bud or finds a leaf,
And eats of it and knows no grief.

No creature is there on the earth,
Bub has its chimney-place and hearth,
With food and bed within its house,
From highest man to tiny mouse.

And who has thought of all of this ?
The loving God! The work is His!
He rules o'er all with gentle sway,
And makes for us both night and day.

THE CHILDREN'S CRUSADE.

LoNG ago &t the end of the swelfth cen-
tury was $he period of the Orusades. There
was a grea$ uprising of children in differ.
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ent parts of Europe; they gathered to- - »

other from far and near fo march to
alestine and iake possession of the holy
gsepulchre. They were drawn together by
gongs and banners and it is said that no
leas than one hundred thousand boys ard
girls lefy their parents and their homes ¢5
go forbh on this fraitless errand, belisving
thad they were followicg God's ~>mmands.
Thousonds of these childrer wverished
from cold and hunger, and many of shem
dropped ous of the ranks, and after many
a weary day found their way back to their
homes, or were never heard of again; bui
the greater number of them pushed on,
and finolly reached the border of the
the Mediterranean Sea. They expected
the sea to open before them and allow
them to march through. They waited in
vain, however, for the water continned to
flow on, and abt last they embarked on
seven ships. It was & terrible voyage. A
storm arose, and $wo of the ships were
dashed #o0 picces; and so we read thas “in
1212 two ships ladened with fair and hope-
ful youths who had taken the cross under
the guidance of one Stephen of France,
were wrecked in a storm ad the foob of the
Hermit's Rock.”
Years afterward, on the island of San
Pietro, & church was buils as & memorial

of the lost children, and was called the .

“Church of the Innocents.” The bones of
the children that were scaitered along the
the shore were gathered and buried inside
the church. To-day the ruins of thas old
churck may be ssen looking oub over the
blue sea in which so many young children
perished.

In thoso daya the boys and girls are not
called upon to go away from $heir homes
on & hard and fruitless journey, but they
are called to enlist in the army of the
King and sexve him jvet where each ons is
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BAMBOOZLING GRANDMA.

THERE nevor was a grandma half so

good!”
: Ho whispered whilo beside the chair he
atood,

And laid his rosy choek,
, With manner very mocek,
. Against her dear old face in loving mood

|
|
|
|
|
|
|

. “ There never was a nicor grandma born;
i [ know soma little boys must be forlorn,
Because they've none like you,
) I wonder what I'd do
Without my grandma’s kisses night and
morn 7"

-« There never was a dearer grandma,
thore ! "
He kissed her, and he smoothed her snow
white hair:
Then fixed her ruffled cap,
Ang nestled in her lap.
While grandms, emiling, rocked her old
armehair.

“ When I'm a man, whab thiags ¥ you I'll
bring !
A horse and carriage, and a watch and
ring.
All grandmas are 80 nice,
. [Jusé here he kissed her twice.]
And grandmas give a good boy every-

thlng."

Before his dear old grandma could reply,
This boy looked up and with a roguish
eye,
Then whispered in her ear
That nobody might hear:
“ Say, grandms, have you any more mines
pie?”

BAD DURE DANE.

THE TRUE 8TORY OF A LITTLE GIRL WHO
CRIAD FOR THE MOON.

I aM very sorry to have to tell you
about this bad little girl; but I think I
ought to, becanse there might be some

_ listle girl among you to whom it would
serve as a kind of lesson.

Now I don't mean #o say that there are
any of you who have really cried for the
moon, but then I wouldn's be ad all sur-
prised to find out that a gread many of
you, & very greab many iudead, have cried

*for something equally as hard to ge#, and
then became mad, and pouted and made
ugly faces because you couldn’d geb iv.

Bub I started ous to tell you aboub bad
little Dane. She lived with her mamma
and paps, and Aunt Kate and the nurse
in a big white house on a hill, with ever
go many prelty flowers in the yard, and a

- greab orchard just covered with frait-trees,

" and grape-vines behind i.

}  Now Dane had everything she really

‘needed, and & great many other things she
‘didn’d need; but still she was always
,wanting something, The very worst of i$
‘all was, that when she didn't ged it she

ywould ery and kick and ach so very vcly,
‘thad mamms, and even good-nature. wab
Kate, would quite geb out of patience.

!

A

Of course sho ought to havo been pun-
ishod, Yt t'wn mamma snd papa coubldn’s
boar to think of such a shing, becaase she
was tho only little one thoy had, and oh,
how droadfully spoiled she was’

Ono day when her papa had bought her
a big box crammed full of toys and other
pretty things, momma said she guossed
Miss Dunoe had abont all she cuuld wish
for, awbile ab leash.

Bus Aunt Koto said she guessed noh
Sho knew Daune too woll for that. By the
next day, che was sure, sho would be
wislling for something else.

And sure enough the vory nest day
Dane was whining and pouting and fussing
because hor popa would not geb her the
thipg she wanted, and what do you think
it was? Why, Dune was actually crying
for the moon! yes, sitting on the back
door steps, and crying with all her might
because her papa had said she could not
have the moon.

« Me ged ib me's solf ! cried $his naughty
little Dune; and wish this she gob up, ard
toddling across the yard, with her fat little
legs going as fast ag ever they could, she
commenced to climb up the tall ladder $hab
was resting against the mulberry-tree,

“ Now, the reason of this was she saw
the moon shining up there among the
branches, and so Dune $hought all she
would have to do would be to climb up
and ge$ it. '

Ob, &illy, silly little Dune! and sillier,
sillier 4he lithle girl who, reading this, will
gtill pevsist in crying for something she
cannob geb !

Woeil, when Dane was a little way up
the ladder down she fell. She tore her
pretsy muslin frock, and skinned her knee,
and hurt her arm go badly she had to stay
in bed one whole week.

But " think Dane must bave learned a
lesson. At any rate she never cried for
the moon again.

UNDER A ROOK.

“I'st going to try 'em,” said Grandpa
Gray, and his cyes twinkled. Grandps
Gray’s eyes were always twinkling.

He meant $hree small grandsons, Hal,
Heorbie, and Had.

So, at dinner, grandpa said tv grandma
“1 wish I had the fime to take that rock
out of she garden there.

“Can't we, grandpa 7” agked the boys.

“ Well—yes, if you want to,” said he,
“and I'll be much obliged to you.”

So, directly after dinner they set to
work., It didn’t look like a very large
rock. But it was really a good deal larger
than it looked.

“Pooh!"” gaid Herbie, “I'll take it oud
in no timeo:” And he got & stout stick
and tried to pry up the rock. But the
sbick broke, and Herbie gob a fall, from
which he jumped up red and angry.

“ Mean old thing 1" said he, and ho put
his hands in bis pockets and watched Hal
and Had tug at it until their faces were
red too.

T!wn the three of shem lifted together,
but 1% wasn'é a mie of use,

* Lo¥'s ged sho hoo'" satd Had.

“ And tho ittless crowbar ' ' aaid Hal

-~ And tho shovel !* said Horbie.

So Hod hoed around i%, nnd Herbio
shovelled, and Hal pushod the crowbar
andor sho rock, and boro down on it with
all his wmight. Tho afterncon was very
warm, and tho throo litble, scarled faces
neoded a groat deal of mopping  But tho
boys wouldn's give i8 up

* Poor litslo follows'" &aid
lonking out through the vinos.

But just thon a gread shout announced
shat the work was dono ; and thoro—#thoero
whero tho rock had lain wore four silver
shillings , ouo apicce and ono for luck!

“Hurroh for grandpa!" choered $he
boys, and at tha$ very momens grandpa
waiked ount of tho house.

grandma,

A JOLLY GAME.

TrERE were six lithlo folks ad a party.
Is was Berto s party and he had ié because
it was his birthday. He was four yenrs
old.

Oousin Kate could play almost every
game you ever heard of.

By-and-bye she said, * Who wants to
play going o Jerusalom ?" Nobody know
the game, so Couein Kate oxplained: “Wo
take five chaire, 80, wo put them in a row,
but two of them face this way, and three
faco tho other way. Now i go to the
piano and play While 1 am playing, you
al! march one aftar the other, round and
rvand the chairs When I stop playing,
everybody must sit down in a chair, bue
not two on ome chair. There are five
chairs and eix children, 50 one will ge# loft
ont. All the rest reach Jerusalem, bub one
does not.

Then Oousin Kate began o play and the
children to march. She stopped so sud-
denly thai all the children stood sill and
looked at her.

“Sis down! Sit down! Hurry!"” she
cried. Then came a rush and scramble.
All had seatz except Bertie. The nexs
time Cousin Kato stoppcd playing, every-
body sat down very quickly, excepb Beriie,
who stood aguin staring at cousin Kate.
He could not get over his surprise ab the
sadden stupping of the music. All thought
*Going to Jerusalem " was a jolly game.

SUNDAY-SCHOQOL LESSONS.
May 18.

Lesson Tupic.—Israel in Egypt.—Exod.
1. 1-14.

MemorY VERsES, Exod. 1. §-10.

Gur.oex TEXT.—Oar Lelp is in $he name
of the Lord.—Paalm 124. S.

Mavy 20.

J.essoN Toric.—~The Childhood of Moses.
—Exod. 2. 1-10.

Mexory VERSES, Exod. 2. 8-10.
GoLpEN TexT.—I will deliver him, and

honour bim.—Psalm 91, 16.



8¢

HAPPY DAYSB,

]

D A

THE§HOUSEHOLD KING.

No letter does he know in all
The lengthy alphabet;

The simplest word one ever heard
Remains a mystery yeb.

One single step he cannot take,
Nox can ke aven siand ;

He canno$ write, the dainsy mito,
Or use his daindy band.

His daily round of baby life
Is made of carious shings—
To laugh, and creep and play bo-peep
Untiring pleasure brings,
Unsil with unrelenting hand
The sand-man claims his eyes,
And then to sing this baby king
Asleep with lullabies,

WHAT THEY DID ABOUT IT.
BY B, P, ALLEN.

“SHE seemed to think everybody could
do something, Minna ; don's you know she
kept talkin’ and talkin’ 'bout the *lLitéle
ones,’ like she 'spected them $odo 2 heap ?”

“Yes, I know, Lily,” answered $ho eldest
sister disconsolately, “bus she didn's know
mother was sick and father out of work,
or she would have counted us ous.”

“She didn'd talk as if anybody was

counted out,” insisted Lily; and then the |

gigbers sab gazin%inﬁo the fire. They had
been to $he Forbes Street Sunday-school
as usual that Sunday afternoon, but in-
gtend of saying their verses and hymns, a
lady had talked to them a whole hour abou
Africa, and all $he little dark-skinned
children there who had never heard of
Jesus.

She had been living over there a long
dime, teaching them thas Jesus died for
them, and now her friends in this country
bad gent for her 0 come home and rest

awhile. Bué the way
sho rested was to go
abou$, up and down
tho land, trying to
porsuado Christians to
sond more teachors to
Africa.

“I toll you what
we'll do, Minna,” said
Lily, after o long si-
lonco: “wo'll ask tho
lady whot she thinks
we can do. Sha musb
know what other litilo
girls do who have sick
mothors and fathers
oub of work.”

So tho noxt day
Lily left Minna to
take caro ‘of mother,
and she tripped up o
tho manse to ask for
Miss Hanus, the mis-
sionary. “Shue will
sail day after $o-mor-
row for Africa, my
dear,” said tho preach-
er's wife; then, secing
how disappointed Lily
looked, she added, “ But what do you wanb
with her.

[_(:But somohow the man who owned the
house did not lke mice. They keopd him
awako, playing all nigh$ over his hoad,
“Wifo,” said he, “ we¢ mushé catoh thoes
mfco, somohow. A cat is of no use, for
they run down bo$weon she walls whero
no ca can follow them, and they won's go
into traps.

* Loavo it to mo,” aaid the woman.

“The next day sho opened $ho door $hat
led up into tho attic, and seb on the floor a
box with a door and a siring, and then
wenb oub.

That night in sheir play $ho mico saw
the open door. " We've nover seen that
room,” said ono. “Led's go down,” maid
another. ' Oh, what a dear litile houss,”
said one. “What'sin is?" “Le¥ego in
and see.” And all six whisked in a$ $he
little door. Snap! went the door.

“There, puss, kill every ons,” said #he
woman, 88 sho came In with a cad. She
opened the little door, bus forgos to shut
tho one leading to the atdic. Puss killed
four mice, but dwo escapad. Ib was zoo
lonely for them now, and they moved into
another house, where #heir cousins lived.

“It was ouriosiby did it,” they always
said when $hey told of she sad end of $heir
brothers.

HEAPING COALS.

¥ Lily told what her errand was,

1. Supposelyou write to her 2" said Mra.
Page ; and then she geve the little girl
Miss Hanna's address in Africa and sent
her back to write the letter. Bub the
preacher's wifa gab ahout answering Lily’s
auestion right away.

“ Thore came a small preacher to my
house to-doy, Mr. Page,” she said when
her husband came in, “and sot $hree doors
open for you and me."”

“Indeed!” said Mr Page. “What did
$he preacher look like 1"

“She wore a gingham apron and long
curls,” answered Mrs. Pago.

“ And what doors did she open ?”
3Then the lady $old him aboub Lily's
vigib.

“Yes, I seo,” said the preacher. You
mush geo thab pour, sick Mrs. Landor gels
some attention, and I muss help Jim to
ged some work, and wo muss starb a mis-
sion-band among the obildren right
away.”

I8 took the letter a long $ime to go to
Africa, and another long $ime for an
answer to geb back, and before the pleased
little girls got it oubt of the office the
mother was well, the father had a place
and Minna and Lily were working like
beavers in the mission-band.

WHAT CURIOSITY DID

Six mice lived in the aitic of & house,
and what a happy time they did have! All
night they raced and scampered over the
rafters, playing hide and seek ; and when
morning came they creph into their warm
beds between the outer and inner walls of
the house, and tovk a long nap. When
they were hungry they could slip down

“Mamma,” said Willie, “Harry has
sfolen my marbles, and the next time [
ses him won’h X give him a pounding ?

“ Willie, in the Bible we read ‘If thine
enemy huagsr, focd kim ; if he Shirsh, give |
him drink : for in doing so thou shal§ heap
coals of fire on his head.' "

“What is an enemy, mamms ? "

*“ A litdle boy who steals your marbles."

“And what is heaping coals on his
head "

“That is being as kind as possible to
him the very firat chance you get.”

“ I believe I'll do it, mamma.”

Noé many days after, Willie came run-
ning in $o his mother and exclaimed:
“(Geb me & penny out of my box ! Harry's .
mother gave him $wo pennies to buy a kite,
ond he's lost one, and he’s crying; and I
wan$ $o heap coals.”

His mother gave him the penny, and he
ran to Harry with it.

Then Harry and Willie were friends

agaln.,
Don't you think heaping coals was much
betker shan for Willie to pound Harry ?

ON STILTS.

Dip you ever see a boy walking on
stills? I think if any boy had legs as
long as the stilts he walks on, ho wonld be
glad to have them shorfer, like other
people’s legs. Bub here is a bird thap
could not Live any other way. His food is
down in the water. If his legs wers
shors, like those of a quail, or chicken, he
could not wade where the water is decp.
The Lord has made his legs juss right, so
that he may wade in the waser and find

and help themselves to sko chickors' food

his food,




