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MAKING A
CALL
These little
vuld - be * big
foks,” as the pie-
ure itself so pret-
v suggests, are
imitating their
mamma in the in-
sting role of
ug a social
They have
btless had a
pleasant “ hittle
chat 7 (which too
often, however, in
the instanece of the
clders, is anything
but ** pleasant ™ in
some of its lilml-
ities), and  now
they have come to
the exciting finale
of  leave - taking.
e exeellences of
the rv~|n~|-ti\'«
Labies having duly
disenssed, the little
make-believe
mothers are mak-
ing their affecting
adienx to
“«weet creatures ”
in orthodox fash-
im. To be sure,
the baby doils are
jnst as good as they
are represented to
be, but is this al-
wavs so of the live
©  ones, plﬂ-
babvhood, too, that
real mothers often
Ioast about? We
Mare afraid Dot
Certainly boys and
girls ought not to
we themsclves out-
done in good behaviour by only pretended
hildren, but should always try to behave
1 MME_'.

CONTENTMENT.
‘1 dom’t want my oatmeal
sough sugar on it,” whined Mildred, one

It hasn’t

MAKING A CALL.

ve already put

< ool for
" answered

Later in the day,

more sugar on 1t
so cat it or go with-

A
Mildred threw her

dolls in the corner, and whined, “ 1 don™t

like 1ay dolls.

None of them can talk, and

Nellie Bates has one that does ™
“ Go and play with your pets, Mildred,” contentment

had bven, and

suggested mar
“Oh, I'm
e stugad t
want o
new,” she ponted
By and by mau
nua came to drne
for a
But nothing suited
Mildred. Her
dress wasn't hand
some enough; her
sash  not  fresh
enough; her shoes
were  not  quite
new; her hat was
a perfeet  fright,
and so on, until
mamma’s  patiene
was exhausted.
Toward the end
of the drive
ma stopped at her
washerwoman's  to

her drive

mam

+ some nstruc

about

and  she

ghit Mildred in
with her.

There were two

children  in the

back

SOl

vard who

WeTy

-
! dressed,
and sue had on wo
shoes and stockings,
but they
happy that Mildred
could not help ask
! them  what
pleased them so.

- \\.}l:-‘ wo have
these darling pets,
and the apple-tree
15 0 prv-ﬂ_\‘. and

woere ’

v us, we could not help

swered.
nd <aid to Mil-
} U

determined to ecultiv
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HAPPY DAYS,

" . S

By Meies Stasotsn Prakins
“ Tuxre nngs as bnght as silver,
And s*ven cut .o haif,

And sucn a funny man appeared
He really made me laugh
“Ha, bha! ha, ha' ha, ha'" sad he.

* 1 'm Mz. Joilyboy, you see*”

Then Dorothy bethought herself
A lirtie chanye to try,

And lo ! 50 dolefel was the face
It nearly made her cry

\?} “1'm Mr. Serryboy, you see. ™™

THE BABIES MRS. BIDDY FOUND.
RY BELLE SPARR LUCKETT.

In one corner of Mrs. Hart’s woodshed |
1sa box. In the box is a nest.  The nest |
ix made of hay. It is just the nicest and
Cosiest nest You ever saw.

Mrs. Biddy, the oid yellow hen, made |
up her mind that a family of chicks would
Iwe a nice thing to have when there wa.
sueh & snng home to keep them in.  So
she elucked and clucked from morning un-
til night, and sat on the nest without a
cingle egge to sit on, and would noi even
come to her meals, until she grew quite
thin.

Mre. Hart did not want a family of
chicks 10 serateh up ber garden, and she
told Mrs. Biddy so very plainly, and cvery
time she went ont to the woodshed pulled
Mr<. Biddy off the nest by her tail.

Ah! but that did make Mrs. Biddy fluff
vp ber feathers and scold like an old lady
in 2 bad humor.

One day, when Mrs, Hart went into the
wonndshed, there sat Mrs. Biddy looking as
proud and happy as conld be.  As Mrs.
Hart came near the hen uttered a loud
warning cry, as if she sereamed:

* Hands off ! Hands off I Just then a
little soft head peeped out from under her
wings, but it was not the head of a chick.

Mrs. Hart lifted Biddy up quickly, even
thongh she pecked at her sharply, and
there in the nest lay four little blind kit-
tens. They began rubbing their little
noses against cach other, and sereaming at
the top of their voiees.  Mre. Biddy, with
all her feathers turned wrong side out,
clucked and seolded by turns.

Jdust then a lean old mother cat that had
donubtless heard the lnm_::r_v cries of ll‘l'
labies, eame running into the shed. At
sight of the cat the hen flew into a great
rage, and ran at her savagely.  They had
a pitched battle for a while, puss spitting |

“ Boohoo! boo hoo! boo hoo ** mept he

and  striking  with
bher paws, and the
@\/@ bhen flying at her
v with her sharp beak.

H w it wou!d have
. guimon ended no one can

tell, if Mrs. Hart
@ @ had not caught Mrs.
A
O

Biddy by the 1ail,

aud put her out, and

shut the door, icav-
e ing Mrs. Puss in
peace with her fam-
ily.

Next morui
Mrs. Hart was l::
by daylight and out
in the woodshed.
there she found
Mrs. Biddy and
Mre. Puss with the
babies all sleeping
peaccfully in the nest. The babes were

| cuddled away snugly under Biddy’s wings,

excepting one white and yellow ball of a
kit that was rolled up sound asleep on Mrs.
3iddy’s back.

Mrs. Puss did not seem to feel entirely
safe in Biddy's house, so she soon carried
her kittens into Mrs. Hart's kitchen, and
lind them away in a corner, where she fuit
surc Mrs. Biddy could never find them
Poor old lady! She was lonely indeed
after that. She clucked and elucked most
lovingly all day Jong, as if trying to coux
the Kittens back again; but as they did not
comie she zave it up, and went back to her
nest i the woodshed, hoping, perhaps,
to tined another family of babics, some day.
to Jove and eare for.

THE FIRST WRONG BUTTON,

“ Dear me,” said hittle Janet, = 1 but-
toned just ome button wrong, and that
makes the rest go wrong,”™ and she tugged
ard frotted as if the poor button were at
fanlt for her trouble.

* Patienee, paticnee, my dear,” said her
nanmi.  The next time look out for the
wronz button, then you'll keep the rest all
right. And,” added mamma, “look out
tor the first wrong deed of any kind ; an-
other and another is sure to follow.”

Janet remembered how one day, not
long ago, <he struck baby Aliee. That
was the first wrong deed. Then she de-
nicd having done it.  That was another.
Thea she was unhappy and cross all day
Ieeanse she had told a lic. Look out that
the first button docs not go wrong.

\ tree will not lie as it falls, but it will
fall a< it Jeans.  And the great qres ion
that cvery one should bring home to him
slf is: *“ What is the in-lination of my
sonl?  Daoes it, with all its affections, lean
toward God, or away from him

OUT IN THE SHOWER
What do the birds do out in the shower,
When the sun has been in for more than an
hour;
When roses are scattered, and drops of rain
Break into tuncs on the window-pane ¢

When all the world looks cold aué wan,
Just as it does before the dawn;
And the water, ~oaking through fragrant

grasses,
Fills the sparrow’s nest @s it passes?
How can the redstart find his berries,
Or the redbreast look up the black-heart
cherries
How can the wee wren kecp her broud
Safe and sheltered and erved with food !

Out in such pitiless, pelting weather,

Drenched and dripping from each pin-
feather,

Surely they’d all get wet to the skin

If some kind friend didn’t call them in.

Downin the hiedge there’s the merry ehaf-
finch,

But her nest is full, yon know, cvery ineh;

And the purple-martins that built in the
hasket

Wouldn't take a fellow in, if vou ak it

The humming-bird’s such a sprightly elf

He can very well take care of himself ;

He might run between the drops, I sheuld
think,

Or only stop long enough o drink.

I beard a Black-cap whistle a tune

Which secmed to say, * It will elear away
soon!”

Bt the little javs pipe on together,

Quite as if it were sunshiny weather.

“1 WANT You.”r

One stormy night, when the wind was
making a great noise, a little boy awoke
from a sound sleep.  He was afraid when
he heard the noise of the storm, and he put
out his hand to take hold of his father, who
was in the same bed.  1lis little warm hand
tonched his father’s faco and awakened
him. The father reached out and drew
the Tittle boy very close to him. “ My
dear, what is the matter 7° he asked. The
little boy said, “ Nothing.” The father
asked, “ What de ron want.”  He replicd,
sobbing, “ 1 want you.” The father said,
“Are you sick?” “No.” “Don’t you
want something?”  “ No, 1 just want you,
it is s0 dark.” Then he nestled in his
father’s arms and was satisfied. Just so
will Jesus make us satisfied when we come
to him and tell him, “ T want you.”

1t takes years to fora a good character,
bat a few minntes are sufficient to seriously

if not irreparably damage it.
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HAPPY DAYS 1

BAMBOOZLING GRANDMA.
“ There never was a grandma half so
good !”
ile whispered while beside her chair he
stood,
And laid his rosy cheek,
With manner very meek,
Against her dear old face in loving mood.

* There never was a nicer grandma born:
1 know some little boys must be forlorn,
Because they've none like you.
I wonder what 1'd do
Without a grandma’s kisses night and
morn ¢’

“ There never was a dearer grandma
there!”
lie kissed her and he smoothcd her snow-
white hair;
Then fixed her roffled cap,
And nestled in her lap,
While grandma, smiling, rocked her old
arm-chair.

“When I'm a man what things to you I'll

bring;
A horse und carriage, and a watch and
ring.

All grandmas are so nice
(Just here he kissed her twice),
And grandmas give a good boy cvery-
thing.”

Before his dear old grandma could rejly
This boy looked up, and with r guish «ye
Ther .whisp: red in her car,

That nob d.\'
= Say, grandma, have You any more min e

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD @i ARTER.
WORDs AND WORKS OF JESUS AS RECORDED
IN THE GOSPELS.

Lessox XII.

JESUS SILENCES THE PHARISEES AND

Sirremser 16,

SADDUCEES.
Mark 12. 13. 27. Memory verse, 27.
GOLDEN TEXT.
Render to Casar the things that are
Casar’s, and to God the things that are
God's.—Mark 12, 17.

LESSON STORY.

During Christ’s pubtic ministry of three

years there were always some mean people
whe tried to pick flaws in what he zaid and
Jid, to find fanlt with him.  Especially on
the alert were the Pharisees and Saddu-
coes, who were very religious and thought
themselves better than other people.

But Jesus in his quiet way was always
able to show them in the wrong rather

. i -
than himself.  One day  they thought 14. What 1s the lesson for me? God's
they had a trap for him Fhey w = ZTeate a ir rther’s.
to prov thut 1 Wh i1s the gt lesson about ¢

«, and the Publ-

hi= own

-'.xh'la_\ qu o Al

to answer it fairly and 16, What 15 the less rme ! God s
these dea puve men

tending to spiritual : T What 15 the minlh lesson about ¢

poral ones. Others tried to

fienities about the futur

n for met We

that it was totalk of 1 any things

N 1 tenth  Jesson about ?
RY! showed how s

were, for the soul of man rue ! Jesus

which means that we shall live ag:
I'l FSTIONS FOR TilE YOruNX
1. What kind of jue

cleventh lesson about ¢

i tr

Phari s,

s and the Sadduee "‘ Let us
tended 1o be v Ty ol ““A . Wi IS
2. Did they like ¢ N ke, NN I on abwout ?
3. Why ¢ Becanse he taught what they & S ¢ 1sees and the Sad
s | duee

did not like.
1. What
Trying to cateh him in a fault. .
5 Wit did Jesus dot He exposed |
their wrong purposc.

6. What did he show ws
ant? = The thing: of G I
7. What is meant by the thines of Gl ?

truth, unsclti

alwavs  doing!?

'.'.n' s the Jess for me? We

were  they )
- things that

most import- | TEAREDY AND T e SQUIRRELS.

- mother to mar

v three penhies

M 1 s, Jove, e
Gooldness, kiudnes=, love peanuts for

s of the State

ess,

mother entered the
1 + bashet
shed past
] T Way
at the littde

THIED QUARTELLY REVIEW. |

Ly~~ox X111

Serrevieg 20

GOLDEN TEXT.

And 1l astonished at

trine, for his word was with power.

VoWwere

. the squirreis
cry direetion,
BEVIEW. e them Noo
1. What s the first
Jesus and the children.
2. What is the |
Jowes e, a little @
3. What s the
Duty of forgiveness.
1. What is the lesson for me? 1 must
forgive others. le
5. What is the third lesson abwut ¢ The red mittens.
Good Samaritan. “ 1{ 1 were vour mother, vou shouldn’t
6. What is the lesson for me? T amust| o ihat” <he said -
be kind and mereiful. !
7. What is the fourth lesson about!?
Jesus teaching how to pray.
S, What is the lesson for me? Jesus
will receive me.
. What is the fifth Jesson about!
a Phan

lessom

terribly

off as hard a-

very glad when

.ll‘é wory
n stall apd
over his eollar and

1 1o sev 1 st

uirrels run all

his litt

at, . as she walked away.
Harry Janghed. = 'm

mother who isn’t afraid of squirrels,” he
said.

ad 1 have a

Mary and
four,

Willie, azed respoetively six
were sitting together in one larze

Jesus dines with

and

10. What is ! Tmus ing<hair near 2 window during a
I modest and humble. cavy thunderstorn. As the  lightning
1. What is the <ixth lescon about? | enow ore vivid and the thomder mor

Fs

lse excuses.

sat yearcs' the pen
12. What is the lesson for me? b grealy frightened ;
wrong to make excuses, | tile broth r ver. jr mptly said:
13. What s the seventh lesson about? ‘Tt me sit on the thu r sid " lilhf"
The |-ar:|||1-~ of two sons, ony Heaver ‘.j.' Wae « atifalle 7"“ ‘®
Fothe r's. | or tenly i

vr anvthing mor

chivalrone ?
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HAPPY DAYS.

THE YOUNG ARTIST.

BEARS. b ¢ it from a hunter, who had partly

People often like to read bear storics 13 it.  The children of that family

Wize people as well as the litde oncs. Well, | ! lance around and play with the

1 b "ot \ o abont hunding AT vk it great fun todeso.  One

pRT BOiR ! you, AR0us. SUNTIRG | day bear srowled at and struck the
for bears. 1 never di it myself, for 1 ¢ &

ith his heavy paw, but it was be-
teased the bear too Jong and in

am not mnch of a sp man or hunter 1 ca

the It vs the safest g i of an annoving way. Tt made
kind of !t le, f 1] n angry, and he resolved to kill the
they are sometinies o I <ell its meat for cating. He did
for comething to « i day or two afterwards, and that
find anvthing cls irst and last time T tasted bear’:
gry, thev often art :

eat them, Dot af There i< a storv in the Bible about two
knows ho and some children. 1 think when
mnel frai

children ™ it refers to scoff-
v Yon ean read

When 1 was a voung man 1 barded .
Sunday School

with a family who kept a bear chained to 4
a post in the back vard.  The father had  Messonger.

LULIE'S TEMPTATION

BY ANNA BURNHAM BRYANT,

*So now you'se all done but a
bow-knot !

Ma'am Sally stood off and took a
look at her child. 1t was a very white
child, and a very black mammy. 1’oor
Litde Lulic badn’t any own mother
to kiss her pretty pink cheeks and curl
her yellow hair and make a doll of her
with dainty dresses.  Her mother had
gone away to heaven a year ago.

But Ma’am Sally did her loving

best to make it up to her. She hugged
and kissed her, petted and praised
her; above all, she * dressed her up ”
in the stiffest and starchest snowy
dresses, till the poor child looked as
if she were made out of paper, and
dared not sit down for fear of crump-
ling her finery.

* Yo' mother always kept yo' fine
as a fiddle,” said Ma’am Sally, “ and
I'm go'n to. Whatever yo' dear
mother would "a” liked, we's go'n w0
do—we two.”

It was a beautiful thought, and
iittle Lulie took it into her heart, and
wried to live by it.

“Can 1 go out on the playazza,
mammy ¢ she asked, after that last
bow-knot.

* Yes, you may go out; don’ yo' go
off.”

* No, ‘less my dollics wuns away,
and 1 have t fter zem.”

“ Al right,” said mammy, chuck-
ling. = I guess they can’t go far.”

But she did not know how those
dollics would behave, or the tempta-
tion that would come to Lulie.

“ 1 might dust push ‘em off!” she
said to herself.  “ Nen 1'd have to go
and get ‘em!  I'm tired of this old
plavazza!”

Just think what a nanghty plan!
She gave them two or three teenty
little shoves.  They almost went off.
All at once she spoke out, loudly and
angrily, as if somebody had spoken at her
clbow.

“Go "way, you bad Satan! You s'pose
my mother "4 like a lie girl?”

GROWING ON TIE BUSHES.

“1 wigh I could carn some money for
Sunday-school. Teacher says that's the
only kind of money we ought to give,”
<aid Clara.

“Dear me, there is plenty of money
arowing on those blackberry bushes; can’t
vou see it 7 caid her father.

(lara looked at him, then at her motker,
then at the bushes, and then laughed and
ran for a pail. “’Course,” she said;
“blackberries sell for ten cents a quart!
‘Course  the money is growing on
the bushes.™




