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TORONTO, FEBRUARY 15, 1899,

WINTER IN

ENGLAND.

What a lovely
winter scene this is,
to be sure, with the
quaint old cottage
with its thatched roof
in front, and the
tower of the village
church in the back-
ground. There comes
the cart on its
rounds from one vill-
age to another, for in
these distant villages
of the Old Country
it is not worth while
for the railway com.
panies to build
stations where there
is so little traflic
done. The conse-
ouence is that some
onedrivesa cart for a
long distance through
the country, taking
in all the villages it
can on the way,
and thus parcels and
packages are con-
veye to their
destination. At the
gate of the cottage
we can see the little
daughter of the house
eagerly looking out
for the carrier’s cart,
and probably she is
expecting some nice
Christmas  present
from kind friends

in the town.

—_———

HE ASKED JESUS.
BY PANSY.

Deane’s mother was very ill; the doztor
said she could not live through the night.
Deanc was to go to a neighbour's for the
night. When he went to bid his mother
good-bye, she kissed him many times and
told him she was going to heaven that
night. Deane was very grave. The
children in the home where he went tried

WINTER IN

ENGLAND,
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that Mrs. Hobuan
hoped he too lad
-_lrupll(‘d asiecp, but
when  sho  softly
spuke his numo he
always turned to
ward her wath wide-
apen eyes and saxl

Auntie I'm talking
to  Je<us about
mamma

Just as the clock
was striking twelve,
Deane turned
suddenly, his faco
full of smiles, and
said.

“Jesus will do it,
Auntie Holman' Ho
says he will'” In
three minutes wmore
Nenne was asleep

At daylight Mrs
Holman went to hear
froin tho sick moth
er She met the
doctor at the door

“There has beena
wonderful  change
here,” he said smil
ing. " I¢ took place
about midnight. 1
did not expect to
find her here this
morning, but' now
I helieve that she
will get well” And
she did.

.~o_——
A SNOWBALL
When Freddy first
began to make his

snowball, it was so
small that ho could

she was getting him ready for bed he said | hold it in his little fat hands, then he put
“ Auntie Holman, I don’t want mamma to it down on the ground and kept rolling it
go to heaven yet; papa and I nced her. around in the snow until it grew larger.
Won't Jesus let her stay 2"

“ Jesus knows best about it, dear.”

. It did not grow very fast, but every time
he rolied it over a little mnore snow stuck

“Yes, bat he sometimes does things to it. So he kept on without stopping,
when we ask him. Couldn’t I ash him to until suon the snowball was so very large

let us keep mamma ?”

. that Freddy had to push hard to move
Mrs. Holman tried not to cry as she told | it.
him that he might ask Jesus anything. |

. Kind words scem Lke very small things,
The house grew still, all the children bLut they can make a great deal of hapypi

(2]

to amuse him, but he did not want to play.  were asleep except Deane. He lay with | ness, just as the little snowtlakes made the
He kept close heside their mother.  When [ his face turned to the wall, and so still { big snowball.
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HAPPY DAYS.

BABY'S FIRST WALK

BY A BN

‘Nith lingering steps tho baby starts;
Ho has xo far to go,

From mamnn's dress to sister's handls,
Where treasure tempts him so,

He wishes thoy would let him creep:
It's 'way down to the ground,

He’s sure ho cannot trust his feet
They are so fat and round.

Ho wishes he could see hig toes,
Safo cuddled in each shoe.,

Dear little things, how well he knows
They’ll try to help him, too.

He wishes that he'd brought his wings
When he came down to earth ;

Ono step, two steps, the walk is done;
He crows in baby mirth.
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TORONTO, FEBRUARY 18, 1899,

FREDDY'S OBJECT LESSON.

Freddy Reed’'s grand-uncle, Hiram Lee,
had gone to California when the * gold
fever” was raging, years and years before
Freddy was born. Indeed Freddy's
mamma could searcely remember him, but
she was glad to see him when he came to
visit her.

He was very fond of little boys and
Freddy was soon on the best of terms with
him. One morning Freddy came in with
a pretty red bird, that he had caught in
his trap, perched on his arm,

“ Poor thing,” ssid his mamma.
Freddy, its wing is broken.”

“I know,” answered Freddy unfeelingly,
it will soon heal up.”

“ You mean to keep it then,” said Uncle
Hiran in surprise.

“ Of course,” Fredc replied.

“See

Uncle Hiram did not sny another word
then, but thought to himself, “ That boy is
going to ;row up cruel, unless somelr iy
teaches him a practical lesson, [ belitve
I can do it myself.” Several hours later,
as Freddy was passing along the upper
hall, he heard a queer noise in his uncle's
room, Peeping through the half-open
door he saw u little engino on the centre
table, pufling and blowing away for all the
world like a real one. The next minuto
Freddy was by the table cxamining thz
littlo benuty. He took hold of the wire
handles, but when his fingers began to
sting he found he could not let it go. His
screnms brought his uncle and mother to
his help, and as soon as he was released, he
began to find fault with his uncle for setting
such a trap for him,

“Itisa new kind of a battery that I
bou%ht for my rheumatism,” explained
Uncle Hiram, “and if you had not been
meddling with what did not belong to you,
there would have been no trouble.”

“But you left the door open,” insisted
Freddy.

“And you left the door of your trap
open to entice the bird into your net, and
it got its wing broken, which is much
worse than getting your fingers full of
necedles. You know now how it feels to
be a wounded prisoner, and I hope you will
have more pity for the birds hereafter.”

Freddy let the red bird go as soon as it
was able to fly.

ARCHIE'S MISTAKE.
BY SIDNYY DAYRE

“A stormy Satarday ! Oh dear!”

Archie’s face was doleful as the gloomy
sky outside, and he fretted about in &
way which made the weather in the house
seem as dreary as that out of doors. I
wonder how many children stop to think
how much they have to do with the home
weather ?

“I must write in my diary,” said Elsie;
“I did not do it last night.”

“ I think you ought to play with me,”
whimpered Archie.

“1 will afterwards.”

“Then will you show me what you
write 2"

“No,” said Elsie, laugling;“I never
show it to anybody.”

It was an old grievance. The only
reason for Archie wishing very much to
see his sister’s diary was that she did not
wish him to. It must have now been that
the weather had affected him badly, for al-
most without thinking Archie did a very
rude thing. He came behind Elsie and
peeped over her shoulder.

“There! there!” he eried. " No wonder
you don’t want me to see your old diary!"”

“ What is the trouble, Archie ?” asked
mother.

“ She’s writing mean things about me.
She wrote, ‘1 do not like my brother’!”

With a merry little laugh Elsie showed
her diary to her mother, whe laughed too
and said :

“ Come here, Archie, and see what comes

after the words you do not like.”

Archic came and read:

“I do not like my brother to think 1
am unkind, so I will stop writing aad gc
and play with him.”

How he coloured with shame as mother
and Elsie still laughed.

But I think it served him right for
looking over Klsie’s shoulder—don't you ¢

DOODLE-BUGS,
BY SRANK M. SWEET.

Helen and Sallie Yarnall are two little
girls who live down in Virﬁinia. They
know all about opossums and chincapins
and the luscious persimmons which all
Southern childrer love to gather after the
heavy frosts in the autumn.

But what pleases them inost are the
funny little doodle-bugs that come up out
of the ground at their call.

Sometimes the girls go out in tho pine
woods where doodle-bugs make their holes
in the warm sand, and there they play
with them for hours, calling the bugs up
with a funny little sing-song tune:

“ Doodle dan-dy, doodle dan-dy,
Doodle up, doodle up.”

They say the last line in a quick voice.
Then after the doodle-bugs have come
up from their holes, the song is changed
to:
“Doodle dan-dy, doodle dan-dy,
Doodle down, doodle down,”

and the bugs will hurry back into their
holes again.

Sometimes the doodle-bugs will not obey
Promptly, and the girls have to sing their
ittle song two or threo times, but generally
they come up at first call. You would
think there was some understanding be-
tween the little girls and the bugs.

ANIMALS THAT LIVE WITHOUT
WATER.

“My !” said Herbert, as he lifted his
glass and drank the clear, cool water in it,
“I'm glad there’s plenty of water. It's so
good, and nothing can live without water,
can there, father?”

“ Some things do, Herbert, though most
things can’t. Isn't the Lord good when
he gives us plenty of the things we can’t
live without—air and water and light?
But there are some animals that can’t get
water, and so the Lord hes made them
able to do without it.”

“ What animals are they, father ?”

“One kind is the llama. Llamas live
away off in Patagonia, and never taste a
drop of water in their lives. Then out
West on the hot, dry plains of the desert
there is a little mouse which does nat
know what & drink of water tastes like.”

“Isn’t that queer ?" said Herbert. “Why,
I thought everything had to drink some-
times.”

“No, even in France there are herds of
cows who almost never drink.

“ Do they give milk 7" asked Herbert.

“Yes; and such good milk that from it
is made a very famous cheese called Roque-

fort.”
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THE DOLLIES AT SCHOOL.
BY A, IS,

I'm going to teach you, my children.
(lorne, all of you, sit ina row .

I'he lesson I'm going to give you
You will each of you have to know.

Pray how would I feol, little darlings,
If we ware out somoewhere for tea,

And ono of you'd happen to mention
You did not know A from B, C?

Yes, Johnnie, you may stand, my dearest,
I know there’s no bend to your leg ;
The rest of you sit still and silent
And listen to cach word, I beg.

You dear little Japanese baby,
I won't try to teach you to read,
For all of our words are so diff'rent,
I'm sure you would never succeed.

And you, my own sweect Arabella,
You're looking so pale and so thin,

I really don't think that I'd better
You lessons to-day, dear, begin.

And Johnnie, you're too full of music,
I'm sure that no one conld teach you,

So children, I'm glad for to-day, dears,
Our lessons are every one through.

et

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE GOSPEL BY JOHN.

Lesson IX.
CHRIST AT THE FEAST.

John 7. 14, 28-37. Memory verses, 28-31.

GOLDEN TEXT.

If any man thirst, let him come unto
me, and drink.—John 7. 37.

A LESSON TALK.

Jesus was in Jerusalem now. He had
gone up to attend the Feast of Tabernacles,
which was something like our Thanks-
giving. It was held in October, and lasted
a whole week. People came from all over
the country and lived in little houses made
of the branches of trees. This was to help
them remember the forty years their
fathers lived in tents. Jesus spoke in the
temple many times that week, and the
people wondered at the beautifal, gracious
words which he spoke. They did not
know he was the great God! There was
a ceremony every morning at daybreak
. which was very beautiful. A priest went
to the pool of Siloam and filled a golden
pitcher with water which was poured out
in the temple as a sign of ths pouring out
of the Holy Spirit at the coming of the
Messiah, How strange this must have
seemed to Jesus, knowing that he was the
Messiah, and that he had the water of life
to give to the thirsty, dying souls about
him! Do you wonder that on the lust day

[Feb. 26.
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any man thirst, let him comeo unto we and
drink.”

Do you s¢¢ what this means? When
we want more love and goodness in our
hearts, dhen wo “ thirst”™  If we believe
that Jesus can give us what we want, then
we “come” to Him and “drink,”—which
means that we take the love and goodness
which he is so ready to gie*

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

Where was Jesus now? In Jerusalem.

What great feast was held at this time ?
The Feast of Tabernacles.

What was this like?
giving.

For what did the pcople give thanks at
this time? For all their blessings,

How did they live duriny the feast ? In
litsla houses made of green branches.

What did Jesus do in the tewple?
taught the people.

Did they like to hear him?

Who were his enemies ?
and rulers of the Jews.

What did they send oflicers to do? To
arrest Jesus,

Why could they not do it ¢ They were
afraid.

What did Jesus cry on the last day of
the Feast? Golden Text.

What may we have? The water of life.

Our Thanks-

He

Many did.
The Pharisees

LEssoN X. [March 5.
CHRIST FREEING FROM SIN.

John 8. 12, 31-36.

GOLDEN TEXT.

If the Son therefore shall make you
free, ye shall be frec indeed.—John 8. 36.

A LESSON TALK,

Blemory verses, 34-36,

You remember that Jesus called the

ople to come to him and drink, in the
R:st lesson. He called himself the Bread
of life many times, and in the lesson to-
day he says he is the Light of the world.
Try and think of some ways in which
Jesus is like the beautiful light. There
were crowds of people in Jerusalem now
attending the feast, and as soon as Jesus
came into the temple people would gather
around him to hear him speak. Not only
those came to hear who believed on him,
but the Pharisees who hated him came to
find fault and to try to show him in the
wrong in some way. Notice this talk
about being free. The Jews were like
some people now who think themselves
free, when they are really slaves. There
are slaves to tobaceo, and strong drink, and
bad temper, and naughty habits of many
kinds.

The only way to be truly free is to know
QGod, and to let his truth make us free.
To be frecin the right way is to obey God
because we love him. Do you think a
child truly loves his mother who obeys her
because he is afraid to disobey? O, no;
a true child of God loves to please the

heavenly Father, just as a true-hearted

!
of the feast he stood and cricd, saying, < If

child loves to please an carthly parent?
Never forget that it it the uwbedience of
love that pleases Gad,

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST

What did Jesus call himaelf? * The
light of the world.”
What does Jesus eall bad people?  Ser.

vanta of sin.

Wha ix the master of theose who do
wrang ' Satan,

\What does Satan try to mnake us believe?
That sin i« pleaanat,

How i1 sin sure to enild ¢ In sorrow and
death.

Does not Satan know this?  Yes, Lut
he iz a liar.

What do we need to know to make us
frea? ‘The truth.

Whero shall we learn the truth? Inthe
word of God.

What did the Jows think ?
were free,

What do bad people often think ¢ That
they are free.

What do God's children love to do?
The things that please God.

l\l\’ho may be God's children 7 All who
will,

Toat they

THE ROBINS’ VICTORY.
BY A. DL S,

George came in luughing one summer
afternoon,

“I've seen a buttle, mother,” he said, “na
renl battle,and the eneimny was whipped and
had to run away.”

“ Who fought the battle, George 1" asked
Rose. “Where was it?”

“Up in the apple-tree whero the robin's
nest is. The enemy was a big owl, and
what a fuss there was in the apple-tree
when the robins found him! They know
he was hunting their babies, and how they
screamed for help !’

“I didn’t know robins could cry for
help. How did they doit?”

“Ob, they made a queer, loud, chirping
sound, and all the birds in the yard ¢ ne
flying, and they were cross. They fluttered
and scolded and chirped, but Mr. Owl just
sat there and winked. 1 couldn’t help
laughing, only I felt so sorry for the
birdies.”

“1Is he out there yot?" asked mamma.
“1 think T will go and try to drive him
awey.”

“ No, he's gone now, because there is n
regular Hobson among the birds. I was
just going to get the rake and scare him
off by poking it at him, when a beautiful
blue-jay came flying along. He lit on the
top branches of the treec and listened to
the other bLirds scolding, and then he
rushed straight to the rescue and just gave
Mr. Owl such a bump he was glad enough
to go flying away as fust as ho could.
Wasn’t that brave 7"

“Indeed it was,” said mamma, “and
won't there be a lot of things to talk
about in birdland to-night? Mr. Owl wih
tell his story, and General Jay will have
his, and the Robin family theirs. How I'd

like to hear it all; wouldn’t you?”
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dressed, but per-

THE YOU NG EMIGRANTS,

THE CHILDREN OF THE LORD.
BY MATTIE DYER BRITTS.

A areat ship was abnut to set suil for
Awerica, from a forcign port.  Passengers
were hurrying to and fro, either embark-
ing or taking leave of those who were
going away, porters stagrering under
huge loads of baggage, and sailoss every-
where hauling away at the ropes and
cordnge, and making all taut and trim for
the voyage.

Among the passengers was . lady who
had been abroad for her health, and was
now returnine to her native land.  She
was quictly walking about, while her hus-
band attended to certain formalities for
making her voyage pleasant | a little bird
flying and hopping on the canvas cover-
ing of one of the boats attracted her atten-
tion, and when he flew oft' to the shrouds
and rigging, the lady followed, keeping
him in sight,anxious to discover whether or
not he meant to start on the long journey
with them.

But presently sho forgot the tiny bird
in a sight far more interesting  Almost
under the shadow of the deck-house stood
a pile of luzgage, the lowest picee of which
was an old-fashirned chest  securd’,
locked and corded, upon which sat twe
little children.

The oldest was a bright-eyed, manly
boy, and the other a sweet little girl of
cight or nine years. Both were plainly

fectly neat and
clean.  The boy
stood with his arm
around hiv little
sister’s mecck, as
if to be her pro-
tector, and both
looked s0 innocent
und forlorn, that
the kind lady
stopped and asked
them where their
frionds were.

The two little
things shook their
heads, and inade
no answer, when
the good lady,
Jjudging that they
had not under-
stood her, ad-
dressedthemin the
German  tongue
with swhich she
was familiar. In-
stuntly the child-
ish faces began
to brighten, and
the boy replied to
her eagerly. She
learned that they
were going on the
long voyage alone,

hoping to find
friondsin theland
of America. The

boy took from his
pocket 2 well-
worn German Tes-
tament, and opening it at the fly-leaf, the
lady read these words: “When my father
and mother forsake me, then the Lord will
take me up.” And underneath was added,
in the same hand . * These children, Johann
and Gretchen Schrimmer, have lost both
father and mother. Their old grandmother,
feeling that she has not much longer to stay
in this world, sends them to the home of
the free, in the care of the good Lord, ask-
ing any of his friends who may meet them
to be kind to the orphans, for his sake.
And may the blessing of the old woman
rest upon any such forever.”

'The writing had this signature, “Barbara
Schrimmer, aged eighty-one.’

The lady who read these touching words
of faith was an ardent Christian, always
ready to do the Master’s work. Perhaps
it was by his special will the little Testa-
ment fell first into her hands. She
at once showed it to her husband,
and they agreed together that the little
German orphans should be their own
charge while they were at sea. From
the captain they learned that their pas-
<age money had been paid to New York
by the grandinother. Further than that,
she had, indeed, left them to the Lord.
Her faith and trust were not disappointed
By the time the <hip reached the Ameri-
can shore, the lady and her husband had
arown too attached to the children to wish
to part with them. They adopted them
into their own family, and there they are

growing up, intelligent, Christian young
people. )

Verily, the promise was made good
“ when father and mother fursuok them,

the Lotd took them up.”

HOW FRITZ CAME HOME.
BY DAISY R. CAMPBELL.

Alan could not believe that Fritz was
lost. Fritz weasa big Irish setter. Alan's
uncle had sent the dog to him six months
before.  Alan was an only child and lived
on a big farm, but after Fritz came he was

never lonely.

“Fritz is just as good as a boy,” Alan
declared. Ho played games and hunted
in the deep snow till he found his little
mastor, he brought Alan’'s alippers to him
when they came in cold or wet, and
when, before bedtime, Alan lay down
before the fire and looked at his picture-
books, Fritz lay close beside him. And
now he had disappeared.

Alan was a very unhappy boy without
his playmate, though mother tried to com-
fort him. He sobbed out in his prayer one
night. “Please God, send Fritz home.”
Then he fell asleep and dreamed that he
heard Fritz calling him, and that he ran
out to the barn, and there he was,

It was a very real dream, and Alan
woke up out of it with a start. He sat up
in bed, rubbing his eyes. It seomed that
it really must have happened. He felt
sure Fritz was at the barn. He got out of
bed and crept softly down the back stairs.
It was dark and cold, but Alan did not
care—Fritz wanted him. Fritz was out-
side somewhere, trying to get in. Alan
was sure of it! Across the cold kitchen
floor he ran in his bare feet. Surely that
was some one at the door! With eager
hands Alan pushed back the bolt and
flung open the door. A blast of wind
came in, but something else came with it
—=a big, shaggy dog, wild with joy at
sceing his little master! It wus troly
F'ritz, with e piece of rope about his neck.
He had been stolen, and kept for 4 time in
captivity, but he had managed to break
the rope that held him and run back to
his master.

Upstairs the two went without arousing
any of the other folks in the house, and
when mother came in to dress her boy
next morning there he lay fast .asleep,
with Fritz cuddled up beside him, keeping
him warm.

The Jews say that when Moses was
keeping the sheep of Jethro & lamb ran
away and lost itself in the desert. He went
after it and pursued it a great way, till che .
little creature fell, panting and footsore on
the ground, unable to go further. Then
Moses said to it, “ Little Jamb, didst thoun
think I sought to hurt thee that thou didst
fly me? N%y, it was in love that I went
after thee, and now in love I will bear thes
home in my bosom.” And, when God saw
bis gentleness to the lamb, he said, * This
man shall rule my people Israel.”



