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. A HAPPY

- HEARTY.,

- A urrrix boy
;cams fo me with
8 broken toy, and
ibegged me to
mend it for him,
It was & very
handsome toy,
snd was the p.1de
| of his beart just
then; so I did not
wonder to see his
Hpa quiverlng, and
“the tears come in-
to hiseyes,

“TN try to fix
ft, dexling” I
sald; “but I'm
 afrald T can't do
(A
He watohed me
- anxiously for a
few moments, and
then sald, cheer-
- fally: “Never
mind, mamms!
If you can't fix if,
Tl be just as
bappy without it.”

Wasn't that &
brave, sunshiny
heart? And that
mado me think of
& dear little girl,
only three years
old, wkom I once
1aw bringing out
. her cholcest plsy-

to amuse &
little home-sick
oousin, Among

TWO FRIENDS,

Ksep a bappy

Jittle heart, littlo

children, snd you

will bo liko sun-

besms wherev ¢

you go.

CURING HIM.-
SELF.

“You'LL be a
man bafcra your
mother,” used to
be sald to boys
who wore a trifle
too smart The
stripling who pa-
raded bimsolf in
the tcens bLolew
w. s rather wors!.
ed by somsbody
olse’s mother.

“Pon's you
know i i3 very
wrong to smoke,
my boy 1" sald
an olderl--look-
log lady, In a 1all-
way walting-room,
to Young Ameri-
ca, who persis'ed
in prfliog a chasp
cigarette, much ¥
tho old lady's die-
com fort,

“Oh, I smoko
for my health”
snswered tko boy,
emitting a vclumo
of amuke from his
mouth which al-
most strangled tho
old lady.

“But younsv ¢

- the rest was a littls trunk, with bancs of | with a cry of fright; but little Minnis, with | heard of s cure from smoking?” continue i
silk paper .or straps—a very pretty toy;|her”ownl eyes full of tears, sald: “Never [the old Isdy, when she had regained cor-
but osreless littls Freddie tipped the lid { mind, Freddle; just see wkhat a nice listle | sclousness.

" $o0 far beck, and broke it off. Ho burst ont | cradle the top will make.” «Qb, yes; I did;” persisted the boy, es he
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formed his mouth into a yous, Vesuvius
working on full time: “that's tho way ttey
core pigs.”

v8moke on, thep,” qulckly replied the
old lady; “There's some bope for you
yet!”

e 2 2

WEEDS,

T1on1s and sights of woeds are growlogi
All tho garden, ‘most, needs honlng;

In the corn the grass js thick,

And the burdocks grow sc quick.

First, you know, they’re big and tall,

1f you let them start &t alk

That's the way, my little man,

Dig the weeds up while you can;
After them with hoe and rake,

So good plants their plece may teke,
Surly thoughts are weeds, you know;
Kill them quick, so love can grow,
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WHAT WE MUST THANK GOD FOR,

I AM sure, my dear little people, that
you and I have more that we ought to
thask God for than we can possibly think
about. I will tell you a true story that,
n ay-be, will help us to remember some of
the tbings,

Once a number ¢f minfaters were to meet
at a certaln plece in the country, To get
there, they rcde on horacback over a very
rough road among the mountains; sod
somedimes by deep and dangerous cliffs,
when they came together, one man sald:
“X tave a great dral to bless the Lord for.
My horse stumbled ard we came very pesr
fallilng down the mountain aide. But the
Lord kept ue, o that we vere not hurt, I
thank and bless the Lord for it.”

Then another msn swid: “I have more
to thank the Lord for than thas ' So they
all thought to hear of a still more narrow
osoype; and thoy arked h'm what it was,
He eaid: “The Lori did not let my horse
oven stumblo.”

I am afraid, dear ¢bild-ap, we sometimos
don't think about {t when the Xord keeps
us from accldents, or tarm of any kind.
Lot us rememt er this man, snd what he had
to be thank ul for.

The Apcstie Paul tells us that wo ought
“in overything to give thanks"”

hd o o

FEEKRY AND THE ECHO.
BY ALIOR W,

BERRY was a very sweet little boy, who
lived with }s parents in one of the beauti-
ful wooded valleys of Tenuessee. He had
no lttle brether or afster, and there were no
other children living near him, so he had to
play by himself when mamma was busy,

One day Berry was in the wocds playing
he was " Jack the Glant-killer,” and as he
grasped his imsginary golden hen he gave a
merry, ringing laugh, He had hardly
finished his laugh when he hoard it re-
peated, as he thought, by some one close te
him, He locked all rcurd, but could see
no one,

*Hello 1" he called,

“Hello {" came the arswer,

“Who are ycu!” called Berry.

Berry was getting angry row, for he
thought some one was makirg fun of him,
and you know little boys never like to be
made fun £,

“Y hate you !” he sald vebemently.

“] hate you!"” came the answer jrst as
vehemently,

Berry clinched his little hands and
stamped his foot as he cried, “I1l whip
youl®

“I'll whip you!” sald the other volce,
with (xactly the same c¢xpression as his
own,

Of course Berry counld no$ whip a person
whom hs conld not see, 50 he ran into the
house to tell mamma that thers was a
naughty little boy in the woods who sald he
hated him and would whip Mm, Mammea
st once saw the secret,

“Now, darling,” ste eald, as she kissed
tho flushed, angry fac of her little boy,
“go back sgain Into the woods, and call ount
to the li‘tle boy that you love him.”

So Berry ran beck, and stood in the very
same place where e had been standing
bofore, and called out very lomd, bui with
the angry ring all gome out of his voloe,

“1 love youl”

.

Tmmodiatel; came the reply, “I love
joui"

Now, I euppose most of my little readers
have already discovered the secret tbat so
£t zzled Berry. But bave ycu also dlscovered
another secret, which I want you to draw
from this ircldent{ Don't you see how
nicely this s'ory cf the Echo illustrates that
beautiful verse which Jesus has given you
as a guide through life !—“ As ye sow ye
shall reap” Don't you know that when
Berry gave forth words of hate and anger
he rccelved the same agaln, increased a
hundred-fold in strength ard volume, as it
ceme back to him from its contact with the
surrounding hills and treea! But when his
words and tones weie thoss of love, then
love was returned to him again, increazed a
hundred-fold.

Let all the little boys and girls who read
this remember that as Berry’s volce and
tones influenced the echo which was rs.|
turned to him, 20 to a greater or less extent
will your acts, your words, your walk in
life {nfluence the bearlug of the world
toward yourself, You are just starting In
life, and you know nst whether the sowing.
time will be long or short, Then, let each
little boy and each little girl kneel down
every morning and a.k God to make that
da; 's sowlng one of love ; for “as ye sow ye
shall reap.”

&
&

BOY LOST!

C waara ead cry! Every mother-heart
trembled &s it rung out upon the séill air,

It was the boy's body that we feared was
lost. Thoughts of the river, - f the rallrosd
croesing, of the prowling gypsles in the
nelghborhood, all rushed into our minds,

And whep, after s day cf heavy gloom,
the news spread through the town that the
boy was safe, what joy there was!

Then we thought of the boys that are
getting loet oll the time, and no one seems
to mind! The crowd thaé you see at the
otreet corners ; the boys who saunter along
p fing clgarettes; the little fellows who
are learning to swear and to fight, and to
speek vile werds; the toys who thick it is
many to treat mother with disrespect—O
what an army of such boys {s coming on!

Boy loat ! Yes, the world is losing boys
who ought to be growing into good men.
God is losing the strong, true boy-hearts
that he vau.s 80 much,

And the boys are loalng—everytling!

But there is saother army—the fearless,
truthful, obedient band, who mean to do
right, come what may.

Stick to this army, boys!
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THE SPARROWS,

Tnou smallest bird that wings the alr,
Tho Master cares for thes;

And, {f he csres for ono so small,
Will he not care for me?

His eye looks on thee frcm atove,
He notices tby fall;

Anag, 1¢ he cares for such ag thee,
Does he nct care for all?

He loeds thee In the sweet spring-time,
When skies are bright and blue;

He feeds thee in ttesutumu-time,
And in the winter tco;

He leads thee thrcugh the paihless air,
He guides tktee in thy flight;

He secs thee In the brightest day,
Axnd in the darkest night,

Oh! it his loving care attends
A bird 20 mean an? small,

WIll he &ct listen to my voice
‘When unto him I call?

Wil ke not guide me with his eye,
An¢ lesd me by Lis haad,

And bring me, In his ¢wa geod time,
Into the kesvenly land ¢

Oh! he who feeds the little birds,
And guides them in their fi'ght,

Wil watch above a little child,
And guide her feet aright:

Hel! Sake my feeble!ard In his,
And lead me to the skies,

And feed me with the plessant fruits
That grow in paradise.

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER,
STUDIES IX JEWwIsH HISTORY,

B.C 1063) Lxsson "X, [Sept. 1
DAVID AXD GOLIATH,
1 Sam. 17, 32-51, Commit to mems, vo. 45, 46,
GOLDXX TEXT,

If God be for us, who can be against
us! Rom, 8. 31,

OUTLINER,
1, 3aul a1.d David, v 92-39,
2. David and Goliath, v, 40 51,

QUESTIONS JOR HOME STUDY,

‘Who came again to fight the Israclites!?
The Philistines.

What great pglant was among them?
Goliath,

What did he call the Ierselites to do?
Choote & mun fo fight with him, °

Why were the Israelites frightensd 7 Be-
cause they bad no one stromg enough to
fight Goliath,

Who offerod to fight tho giant? David.

What did Saul eay! That David was
too young,

What did David tell S.ul? Tkat Ged
would glve him strength,

What did Saul put upon David? His
own srmour.

What did David prefer to this? A sling
and five small stones,

In whost rame did David meet Gollath?
In the nare of the Lord,

Yhat did hy ray the Xord would dot
Dellver the glant into Lis hards,

How was Goliath armed  With a sword,
and epear, and shield,

What did David throw with his allpg ?
A little stone,

What did the stone dot
glant in the forehead.

Who then tcok his sword and alew him *
David,

What did the Pbllistines do? Th.y fled,

In whose strength did Golfath trust ! In
his own,

What does God glve o kis children who
trust him? His own atrength,

WORDS WITH LITTLX PXOTLE,

Questions to Answer {o Yourself.

Have you ever met Glant Self-will?

Do you know that ke wants to elay you?

Have you used the sling of God’s truth?

Do you b:lieve that a littls word of Gad,
thrown in faith, will kill him,

CATECHISM QUESTION,

23 May we all kope for this grace t

Yes, throsgh the Saviour who was
promised when our first parents fell into
sin,
~ DOCTRINAL SUGGESTION-~Trust in QGod.

Lxsson X,
DAVID AFD JONATHAR,
1 8am, 0. 1-18, Commit o mem, ve. 3, &

GOLDEN TXXT,

There 1s a friend that sticketh cloger than
s brother. Prcv. {8 24,

OUTLIMER,
1. Davia's Danger, v. 1.3,
2. Davic’e Device, v 4 8,
3. Jonatban’s Oath, v. 9 18,

QUESTIONS FOR HUMR BIUDY,

Who was David’s true friend! Jora-
than, the zon of Saul.

Who was David'se emy! Kirg Seul

Why did Saul hate David? He wes
jealous of Sim,

What cid David have to do! Flee from
Saul,

Smote the

B.C. 1062} [Sep'. 8

What di! San’ ¢ muand! Th-: David
should bo killed.

To whom di{ David “cmplainal To
Jonathsn,
What did Jonathan say?! That bis

fathor wculd not kill him,

Of what dl. David convince Jonathwn?
OI Saul's hatred toward him,

What did Jonvthau « ffer sodo fur David 1
Whataver Davld asked him,

What ¢id David ask him?
wight hido In the feld.

Wkhat did ho want Jorathantodot To
find out whether the king wa- vory avgry,

Whin did Ssul expret to fio David?
Tho rext day at tho feast,

What did Jonathan promise to_doi_To
let David kuow how Lis fatker folt,

Why was Jonathan willlng te help David?
Becanse be loved him,

What strorg, true Fifevd have we? Jecus.

What does Jeaus want to dot  To savo
us from our cnemy.

Who is the enemy that wants to slay us?
Satan,

Thbat he

WCBLS WITH LITTLE FPioOPLE.
Jonattan was a True Friend,
Willing to he'p, self-forgetful, patlent,
and loving.
Jetus Is & Better Friend.
* One there §s above all others,
Oh, bow he loves!
His is iove bsyoud a brother's,
Obh, how he lovesi”
OATECHISM QUESTION,
24 How may we be saved from sint
Oaly through Jesus Chrlsh; the eternal
Son of God,

DooTRINAL SUGGESTION.— Covenant-
keeping.

A TRUE CAT STICRY,

Cxe day a cat who wanted to have s
little rest lay down on the &l'ting.rcom
floor and went to sleep. But sometbing
went wrong with a little girl who was In
the room, and she began to cry loudly.
Kitty stood it a lttle while, but at last,
losing all patlence, she walked up to the
little girl and gave her a ¥ x on the ear
with her paw.  The child ctled still lcuder,
and pretty econ the lmpatient cst gave her
another blow which nearly nccked her «ff
the little stool upon which sha eat. Then
the little miss was angry, and catching
kitty by the tail she dragged ber all sronnd
the room! Baf, had not the <. t as good a
right to be apgly and Impatient as $he
little gixl? I bope nove of the girls who
road this will ever act as cunel as this little
gl did,




Cunist axp Ntcovemvs,
(Read Joux 3, 1.21,)

“NO."
BY ELIZA COOK,

WorLp ye learn the bravest thing
That man can ever do?

Would ye be an uncrowned king,
Absolute and true?

Would ye seek to emulate
All yo see In story,

Of the noble, just, and great,
Rich in real glory ?

. Would ye lose much bitter care

In the world below?

Bravely speak out when and where
"Tis right to utter “No!*

Learn to speak this little word
In its proper place;

Let no timid doubt be heard,
Clothed with sceptio grace;

Lot thy lips, without dlsguise,
Boldly pour it out;

Though a thousand dulcet lies,
Keaep hovering about,

For be sure our lives would loss
Future years of woe,

1t our courage could refuse
The present hour with “ No!”

ABOUT ORADLES,
BABY ROSE'S WINTER NAP,

Lasr {all when the cold frosta came one
brave little bud that was trying to be a
rose grew quite black and fell off the atem,
Very soon the leaves fell too, and the chil-
éren all gaid, “This frost has killed the
rosebush.” They did not know that there
wero_baby-roses snugly sleeping on the old
rossbush.

THE SBUNBRAM,

If they had looked closcly they
would have found tiny little
brewo  cradles, ,ulto differont
frem the one in which Baby
Crocus took her winter nap
Thoy were very littlo and brown,
and were made of a good many
layers of something like & vory
thin, tough brown paper. Tho
whole was made snug by theso
layors being stuck tightly to-
gother.

When the weather grew very,
very cold the gardener covered
Mother Roaebush, Baby Rose,
cradle and all with a warm coat
of straw,

When the spring sun grew
quite warm and Baby Crocus was
quite wide awske, the straw was
taken off. Thena tiny little green
band was thrust out of each little
cradle. Old Mother Rose was
kept busy feeding each waking
baby with a kind of juice which she brought
up from $he ground in some wonderful
way. Then the bables grew stronger, and
stretched a great many green hands out to
the sun and air,

At last, one Juno morning, a sweet little
plnk face, all washed in dew, was lifted up,
and the children ssid, “Why, the rosebush
Is not dead! Here Is the sweetest rose that
ever was geen,”

THE GOLD DISH AND THE
RAINBOW.

BY MRS 0, A, LACROIX,

ArrER a gentle and refreshing shower
had passed over, little Lina went fo the
window of the sltting-room, and looked
with delight at the beautiful colours of the
ralnbow. “Dear mamwa” cried she, sud-
denly, “is it reelly true that every time
there i3 a ralnbow a golden dish falls from
it to the sarth, and that only some child
that was born on Sunday can find it? Are
there, indeed, such playthings as that in the
8ky; and for what children are they placed
there $*

Her mother replied to her thus: “There
is nc doubt, my child, but that thare isa
heavenly jewel of 80 much value that all
the wealth of earth may not be compared
with it The children who are to share
this jewel, however, have no need spe-
clally to be born on Sunday. The only
essential condition Is, that every day, and
ot all times, and in all places, they should
be a8 comely, modest, and good in their
bebaviour as they are in church on the

Sabbath, If you seek to bo a child of this)

claracter you will focn find this precien
jowel"

Lina applod herself diligootly to becomwm
goutle In beart and puro and good io he
conduct, and thon every Yiue theto wasa
rainbow sho hastened to hant over the
field, under tho ralnbow, for the gold dish,
All the Uttle folks that read this story
know as well as I that Lina mover found
tho dlsb, but In becoming every day more
gentle and more virluous she formed a
character ever more and moro aminblo and
lovable to eveiybody. When she became
several years clder, and ker mind was qulte
matured, her mother ssid to her pleassutly
one day when there was s ralnbow, “ Lina,
why do you not run to find the gold jewel
that hag fallen from the bow?”

“Dear mother,” sald Lina, ¢ when I did
that I was s little child, which belleved
everything withont thinking, but now I
understand what your words meant.  You
wished to mske me mindfal of & treasure
more nobls and more preclous than gold,
and which i really the gift ¢f heaven.”

“Yes, Lins,” replied her mother, “this
glft of which I spoke, and which surpasses
all the riches of earth, mskes man's trae
bappiness. We geek it entirely in valn in
the world which {s all around us; it is
within us, in a pure and good heart, that
we must hope to ﬁnd A

LEANING OM JESUS.

A urmrie gll lsy mear death, She hed §

been brought low by & sad and painful die-
ease, Not long before, her step had been
as light and her heart as joyous and gay as
any of her companions; but now her body
was racked with pain, the icy hand of death

{1
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had touched her, and sho was about to go §

into eternity.
“Does my Mttle one feel sad at the

thought of death " asked her papa, as ho §

watched the look of pain on her face.
“No, dear paps,” she said smiling; “my

hand 18 «ll the while in the hend of Jesus, |

and he will not let me go,”
“ Ave you afrsid, dear child?” asked her

minister at another time,

“No, I cannot fear while Jesus supports

me,” she replied, quickly.

“But are you not weary with bearing §

pain?”

don't mind the pain.”

She said, “I am leaning on Jesus, snd

And so this one of Christs lambs went S8
to the fold above, leaning on the Good £
Shepherd, who “gathers the lambs in his &

arms.”

leening on Jesus, so that we shall zot mind
paln or fesr death,

We, too,shall all die, Shall we be found S



