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DING, DONG DELL
Dingy dong belly the kitty's in the well. 
Who put her in? No one. She just fell. 
Who pulled her out l  Big John Stout.

Isn 't he a noble boy 
To always help where there are needs 
By loving thoughts and kindly deeds?
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t OMl-' right in, all of you dear Wisdoms, and 
we will have a little visit all by ourselves, 
before we renew our birthday festivities.

. I am so pleased to be with you again and 
to see all our old Wisdoms back for an
other year, as well as a goodly number of 

new (aces you have brought with you.
You have a cordial welcome all of you to the Wn: 

W isdom family, and may be sure of a blessing every 
time W ee W isdom visits your home. W ee W isdom 
is a little seed-sower, and your mind and heart are the 
good soil into which her little truth-seeds shall fall 
and bring forth a wonderful growth of wise and loving 
thoughts and deeds. Why, do you know, it is for.you, 
dear Wisdoms, to fill this whole big earth just full of 
joy and health, of peace and plenty blossoms? You 
are to do this through remembering always “ the 
loving thing to do." Back of all the doing is the 
thinking.

The thoughts you think, the little words you say.
Are the little seeds you scatter day by day.Because we did not finish our birthday party last 

month, we are taking up the greater part of our room 
for it now and so it comes that “ Lovie ” and “ The 
Fireplace," and Lucy Kellerhouse’s “ Teddy’s Trust," 
must wait till the next time. We are sure you wil 
all do your best the coming year to make W e e  W is 
dom  and yourselves a power for filling the old world 
with blossom and perfume.
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$art|>===€xtra
[These gifts were intended for the Birthday number of W ee 

W isdom, but they came too late for the party, and so we are able 
to set another dainty table for the W ees.—E d.]

i l lp  QErtp to f^ogemite G alley

BY RUTH MOEBUS

AST month we started for a trip to the 
o '  Yosemite Valley. We rode on the train as 

far as Merced, and then changed cars. We 
rode along and saw all the lovely views of 
the Merced River. It was very hot, but 

the scenery was so lovely that we didn’t mind that 
much. It rushed along so quickly until at last we 
found ourselves at El Portell Station, and here we

GENERAL VIEW o r  THE TALLEY

got off and walked up the path to the hotel. W e 
were very dusty, so we had to wash, and then we
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had dinner. The next 
morning after breakfast 
we took the stage and 
drove through the valley 
to Camp Yosemite. It 
was a lovely ride. We 
saw El Capatan and the 
Bridal Veil Falls. They 
call this the general view 
of the valley, and you 
can see it on the picture 
I am sending.

We were finally let 
down from the stage into

M ARGUERITE AND H E R  MULE

the camp and were shown 
where our tents were, and 
sister and I had a tent to our
selves.

We liked the camp very 
much and could see the Yo
semite Falls from our tent.

About the third day we 
were there we went to Glacier 
Point on mules. We liked 
the ride up there, and I will 
send you a picture of my sis
ter and her mule.

When it came near lunch 
time we sat down near the

NEVADA F A L L S
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river. We then went with our guide to a railing where 
we looked down and saw the Vernal Falls. We then 
got on our donkeys, or mule§, and went on until we came 
to the Nevada Falls, and here |  got a picture which I 
send you. We traveled on until about 3 o’clock, and 
then reached Glacier Point, and the first thing I did 
was to look over the railing. I t was a beautiful view 
of the valley, and we could see some of the camps and 
meadows. We went to bed early, as we were going 
to walk down the short trail in the morning. The 
next morning we started out about eight to descend 
the trail. We reached the bottom about eleven o’clock, 
and from here we rode back to the camp.

g  demonstration
BY HILDEGARDE VAN BRUNT 

(11 years old)

m H E R E  were three girls walking home from school. 
JL I was one of them. School had just let out and 
the sidewalk and streets were filled with children go
ing home. Suddenly we heard the sound of a motor
cycle behind us. We looked up and saw one in the 
gutter heading right for us. I was so surprised that 
I couldn’t move. The next thing that I knew was 
that the motor-cycle had knocked me down.

I just said, “ Oh,” when the cycle came down on 
me. The man riding it landed in the lap of another 
girl, while the third girl escaped without any hurt. 
I attend the Home of Truth, but my companion did 
not go there. When we got home we found we had 
black and blue marks all over our legs and arms. 
We were surprised to know that they did not hurt us. 
My companion has often wondered why it did not hurt 
her more, but I know why and all the little Wees do, too.
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&o ftlargaret anb jtiarctlla
by  u n c le  ben

When I was traveling in the West,
Not very long ago,

I met two pretty little girls;
They were so nice, I loved them so.

Marcella's five and Margaret's ten,
And both are very sweet;

They're just the kind of little girls 
I always like to meet.

They live with Grandma on the farm;
They are her heart's delight, 

Because they're good and kind to her. 
And make her home so bright.

Marcella sometimes speaks a piece, 
When she is in good plight,

But when she gets a little off 
It's hard to get her right.

Margaret is a thoughtful child,
And always very kind;

A nicer, brighter little girl 
You’ll seldom ever find.

I’ll ne'er forget these little girls, • 
As on life’s way I wend;

And tho' I live for many years.
I'll love them to the end.

ft*
»
»

»

— Sent in by Margaret Bulkeley
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“ f è e o t B i t

a N  1  other page I  the picture of a dear little 
I  )  boy named George Fitzroy Tytler. You would 
not bave to know him long before knowing that he is all 
love. His arms are full, he likes to have them so, 
and he says they are “ long enough to hug all the 
babies in the world;” but he means tha t his heart is
big enough to love them all.

Many a time when in town has he slipped off the 
seat in the street car and gone up to pet and adm ire 

•some little child. Once he went up to a tired m other 
and said, “ You have a very sweet little baby .” The 
way her face lit up showed the pleasure he had given. 
Geòrgie loves all the animals, too, and does not think 
it right to kill them. L ast summer a young man 
working for Georgie’s father made a practice of shoot
ing birds and squirrels — any animals, in fact, ju st to 
see if he could hit them. One day he shot a nice 
little chipmunk that had come up to eat scraps from 
his lunch. Geòrgie quickly picked up a stone and 
threw ,t hard, hitting Mr. K.; so his father said quite 
s arply, “ Why, Geòrgie, what did you do tha t for?
„ K- wasn’t doing you any harm .”

h a m p e r WaS- thC httIe chiPmunk doing him any 
heT„t. ? e0 7 'e c la im e d , and he never let up until

So you see evenuti K' fr°“  shootinS animals, 
to thoughtless, big'men.0̂  “ “ ¡¡¡¡I valuable ,essons

th a fX c th e 'c h e r is h e f  Ì9  ÌÉ great P S  I
« y s «  many Z j S ?  1 1  “  »  mother-” H e 
to think of Which lo tell6S 1  h*r i l I  would 9  hard 
get anything she ask« ^ nd S * s so eager to
H K é t c b ^  ‘° ’,‘ha. half the time he

before he learns what it  is.
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G E Ò R G IE

Geòrgie is not “ too good to be true,” and has no 
idea of growing a pair of wings. He is every inch a 
w illfu l, boyish boy, and has a great deal to learn; 
but so long as his heart is crammed full of-love, there 
w ill never be room for anything less pure.

See the bird on the chimney top,
Singing away w ithout a stop?
H is song is always f u l l  o f  cheer,
For he knows tha t a ll is good, my dear. — B.
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RUPERT, WILLIE AND DENIS
BY ROSE EVELYN FOLEY

IHE sun was shining very brightly; there was 
|  hardly a cloud to be seen; the waves lapped 

W\ lazily on the sand and the green fields and 
I  woods stretched beyond the bluffs, for it was 
|  an ideal day on the coast of Victoria. Many 

children were playing about very happily, but one 
boy about fifteen years of age, lay under a spreading 
Banksia or native honeysuckle tree.

He had no companions but his own thoughts 
and they seemed to be rather moody companions, 
for there was a slight frown on the lad’s brow, 
and his merry gray eyes were clouded, and his deter
mined mouth was set in a purposeful line. H is name 
was Rupert. He intended trying for a competitive 
examination, which, if he passed, would entitle him 
to a scholarship in college, but lately his work was 
falling behind; his opponent, Willie by name, always 
excelled in his exercises. Rupert made up. his mind 
to do better work; but just then a whistle, peculiar, 
sharp, interrupted his thoughts. He answered it, for 
it was a signal between him and his chum, Denis. 
Just then Denis himself appeared, and called out mer
rily, “ Hullo, Rupert, old chuml But what’s wrong? 
You look glum!”

“ Everything’s wrong,’’answered Rupert, gloomily.
“ Don’t say that, Rupert,” said Denis, “ You 

know things appear wrong only as long as we see 
them so. But won’t you tell me all about it, Rupert?”

Rupert did so and Denis said, 1 Well, cheer up; 
come for a row in yonder boat now, and when we re
turn we shall study Greek and Euclid (your weak 
subjects). But trust in God and banish such words
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as ‘ fail ’ and you will be successful, you know, 
Rupert.”

Denis was a bright boy, always ready to see the 
silver lining to the dark clouds.

Rupert’s face cleared, for he was fond of all out
door sports, especially boating and cricket, and he be
gan to whistle a merry tune as they walked to where 
the boat was. They spent a pleasant hour or so. 
When they returned they went to Rupert’s home, and 
up to his own “ den,” where they studied for an hour 
and a half, then Denis remembered he had promised 
his mother to be home early.

Every afternoon, Rupert and Denis studied to
gether till the final examination.

On the night before the examination, when part
ing, Rupert said suddenly to Denis, “ If I win, Denis,
I shall owe it to you.”

Denis smiled and answered, “ Not to me, Rupert, 
but to God, in whose care we all are. But goodnight, 
Rupert, for mother will be anxious about my staying 
so late. That reminds me, she sent her best wishes 
for your success tomorrow.”

“ Thank her very much for me, Denis, and now 
goodnight.”

As his friend went down the path, Rupert stood 
looking at him, thinking what a friend he was, but 
just then his mother called, “  Come here, Rupert, boy, 
I want you to help me tonight, dear.” He cheerfully 
did the work mother set him, and that night when she 
kissed him goodnight, and smoothed his curly 
brown hair, she felt very proud of her son, for it was 
an exceedingly hard examination he intended to try 
for tomorrow.

The class has just assembled in the spacious school 
room and in the interval before the examination has
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begun, Rupert glanced at the severe looking inspector 
and then at the teachers and scholars, who seemed 
very solemn.

H e clasped W illie ’s hand, the boy again st whom 
he was to compete, for these two boys so far excelled 
their mates that the scholarship w as p ractically  d i
vided between them.

Rupert looked at D enis, who nodded and smiled 
cheerily. T h is brightened Rupert exceedingly, for the 
examination has just begun.

First came an easy paper of E n glish , then a rather 
stiff Algebra, but the Greek and E u clid  and L a tin  were 
so very difficult that Rupert had to leave some prob
lems unsolved. H e again looked at D enis for some 
encouragement. D enis smiled reassuringly, and R u
pert continued with renewed energy and w as much 
pleased to find one or two passages that they had 
done a day or so before.

B y and by the Principal sent for him; and as he 
passed by, W illie  clasped his hand and tried to speak, 
but could not; Rupert passed on to where the Principal 
was waiting. H e placed his hand on the lad ’s shoulder 
and said, ‘ ‘ M y boy, I have much pleasure in award
ing you the scholarship. You have won it w e ll.”

“  B ut— but W illie? H as he failed?”  asked Rupert.
The Principal answered, “  Tw o scholarships are 

to be awarded, but I kept this a secret, as I did not 
intend to award them unless two com petitors’ papers 
were nearly equal. But come with me while I an
nounce it to the school, for I know you will be anxious 
to tell your mother,”  and you may be sure mother 
was very proud and glad of Rupert’s success.

Rupert was indeed very glad that his winning did 
not debar W illie  from the scholarship.

Denis did not enter for the examination, for his 
father always intended him to attend a college.

W illie, Rupert and Denis became inseparable 
friends and were often spoken of as ‘ ‘Three L eaf 
Clover.”

They together went to college, and afterwards be
came successful and clever men, leading noble and 
righteous lives.
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GOSPEL OF NATURE STUDY

THE LAW  OF EXPRESSION 

SERIES VII.

GOD’S G IFT OF TH E COAL

OSAGE CITY M INERS

The story of earth-building has been divided into 
four great divisions, known as times. These times
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re agaia separated into other divisions known as ages. 
The first divisions were four in number and were 
given Latin names, meaning first, second, third and

The first division was the period in which dry land 
first appeared on the earth, and was the subject of our
last lesson. >

The fourth time was the period in which the plants,
trees, animals and people were created.

The second and third time came in between these 1
two.

In the last lesson we talked about the soil and the j 
different kinds of rocks — bowlders and stratified rocks.

Stratified rocks áre separated again into two other ¡ 
divisions called fossiliferous and non-fossiliferous. 
Fossiliferous rocks are those in which we find the re
mains of shells, ferns, fishes, plants and even animals 
that have lived long, long ago.

The non-fossiliferous rocks are those which have 
no fossils in them.

Sometimes we find fossils in the coal that we burn. 
We children have just now returned from the coal 
house, where, with the aid of the microscope, we were 
enabled to discover many dainty little fern patterns, 
woody fiber and fragments of stems.

Often in the cold winter evenings as we sit by tho 
warm grate fire, we look with wondering eyes at the 
big lumps of coal being changed into bright, cheery 
flames for our warmth and comfort.

These are the sunbeams of long ago, which were 
stored up in leaves and stems, and which now come 
as beautiful treasures, gladdening and cheering us at 
our own family firesides and shining out again their 
beautiful light in the same wonderful world in which 
i i  shone a£es and ages ago. You are wanting to
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know how coal is made, and how these plants and 
things came to be buried in the earth so long ago.

In the State of Virginia, near the city of Norfolk, 
there is a low watery piece of land about forty miles 
long and twenty-five miles wide. This place is just 
covered with trees, shrubs, vines, mosses, ferns and 
roots. Streams of water find their way in among 
this tangled mass — from which all the sand and 
dirt have been filtered out by the tangled roots and 
matted vines.

The water in this damp place is as black as the ink 
that you write with at school, and if you were to drop 
a shell or stone into it, it would sink, if it were not 
for a perfect mat of tangled mosses, vines and roots. 
Everything is so still and lonely that it has been named 
Dismal Swamp.

Men have dug way down ten or fifteen feet and have 
found nothing but peat, which burns like coal, and 
which, if pressed hard together, would be like coal. 
Now we can understand how coal is formed and how 
this swamp might be the beginning of a coal mine. 
When the leaves and trees fall, they, are covered over 
by more trees that grow each year and finally, after 
thousands of years, many layers of trees have fallen, 
and are covered over and have been pressed so tightly 
together for such a long time that the woody fiber be
comes hard like rock. Now it is ready for people to 
burn and we call it coal.

We can understand, too, how ferns and shells be
come buried between its -layers.

The coal mines in the State of Kansas were once 
low, wet marshes, such as has just been described. 
Not long ago we children took our camera and went 
to pay a visit to the coal mines of Burlingame, Scran
ton and Osage City, Kansas.
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W e drove in a carriage from the  ho te l m  B urlin - 
„ 1 1  mjne a  m ile or two ou t from  th e  tow n.

^  First we saw  what is called  the sh a ft, w hich  w as

B U R LIN G A M E M IN E  S H A FT

Here is a picture of it which we made for you.
In the shed at the left there is steam power ma

chinery which raises or lowers a little coal car into the 
mine. When the little car is full of coal it is taken on 
a track through the shed at the right where it is loaded 
into railroad cars to be shipped away.

Way down in the mine, under the ground, men with 
their picks work all day long getting the coal out of 
the ground.

My, how dark it is down therel Not a ray of sun
shine. The miners could not carry a lantern around 
with them, for they need their two hands to work with. 
So the only way they can do, is to wear little 
lamps fastened right in the front of their caps. W her
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ever the miner goes the little light from the lamp on 
his cap shines on ahead and shows the way.

We were at the mine when the men had finished 
their day’s work.

They came out all covered with coal dust, but their 
faces were so honest, kind, sincere and true that they 
were beautiful to look upon. All of them were Ital
ians and could not speak a word to us.

The gentleman who was with us made them under
stand that we wanted to take a picture of them. Then

M IN ERS

the big man on the right told the others about it, and 
they wailed just a minute to be photographed before 
they started home for their suppers.

One of the men has his pick with him.
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their dinner buckets, and the little lam ps on I

^  These men love the light just as much as we do, I  
t i t  as much as the flowers do; bu t they are willing 
to eo way down into the black darkness of- the m m e l 
■! order to earn the bread and butter for the mama I  
“ d tbe children. These papas love them ch.ldren 
tast as much as your papa loves you. And these 
papas are as glad as can be to do any thm g for the chfl-
dren’s happiness and comfort, " t  ' i i

We can hardly understand stronger or purer love 
than this, and still the good book te lls us that the love 
of the dear heavenly Father is even more tender.

S O M E  M IN E R ’S C H IL D R E N

Here are three little people who watched and 
waited for papa to come out of the big black hole»
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and when he did, joyously they ran to him with 
kisses, many never minding nor seeing the coal-soiled 
face.

On our way to the carriage we walked with the 
third miner in the picture. We were with him as he 
neared his little cottage home and you should have 
seen how happy and glad the mama and baby Jose
phine were to welcome the papa home to a good warm 
supper.

M IN E R  AT HOME

W e found here a regular little settlement of Italian 
miners. And the one thing we noticed above all others 
was, that each was kind and thoughtful of the others.

The cottages were small and there were not many 
things in them, and yet the people were happy.

And so we find that the place in which we live has 
nothing to do with happiness.



22 W E E  W ISD O M

W e are shown that happiness is  not found in the 
things that we call ours.

The Great Teacher, Jesus the C hrist, m akes ev er y 
thing so plain and sim ple. H e te lls  us that h ap p in ess  
is in the heart.

Let us learn th is so that we m ay sa y  it in the dark  
or on the street car or anywhere:

God in my heart makes my happiness.

Let us begin to l iv e  in h a p p in ess , and let h ap p i
ness live in us right n o w .

W hen we sit by our p leasant coa l fire , le t u s send  a 
kind and loving thought to the good m iner w ho labors  
patiently and w illingly in the darkness that we m ay be 
made warm and com fortable.

Let the m iner’s little  light ever be a sym bol of that 
beautiful divine light w ithin each  on e of u s , w hich  
shines on ahead and points the w ay through a ll that 
appears dark and unlovely into the sh in in g  path  of 
love and joy and peace.

&torp of 3Beti)e£iba
HOW ALBERTA TOLD IT TO HER SUNDAY SCHOOL CLASS

Jesus Christ and his Word took the place of the water in those 

days. I think that God sent the angel once a.year to trouble the 

water that anyone who was sick, if he could step into the water, he 

believed he would be made whole.

When Jesus saw the sick man he told him to take up his bed 

and walk, and the man believed what Jesus said and did what he 

told him to do, and he was made whole. He didn’t say he was 

sick and couldn’t take up his bed and walk, but he did it without 

q estioning him. And I believe that everybody ought to obey 

God and ask no questions, and then everybody would get well 

and be well. That’s what I think about it.
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D ear Wee W isdom — Many happy returns for you. I hope 
this will be the best birthday you ever had. I was ten years young 
my last birthday. You have been a regular visitor every year. I 
like you so well I could not do without you. My little sister, Mar
cella, is five years young. She loves to have me read the stories to 
her. Grandma is very much interested in “ The Story of Lovie." 
My little cousin that lives in Kansas City has been visiting us. 
Grandma gave us a lawn party. We played croquet and all kinds 
of games. We had a fine time. Vacation days will soon be over 
and it will be time to start to school. I like to go very much. 
Every morning when I start to school I ask Divine Love and Infi
nite Wisdom to guide me. It helps me so much with my lessons. 
I am taking music lessons. I like my teacher so much. I will 
close for this time, with love to all the Wees and dear Auntie 
Fillmore. Your loving Wee, Margaret Bulkbley.

Dear Wee W isdom—  Elsie Foley asked me to write to you, 
which I am very pleased to do, I like Wee W isdom very much; 
Rose lent me some copies. I live here at Collins Street. Mel
bourne, with my Auntie, who is the manager of the New Thought 
Club. W e have a number of magazines, but we like Unity as 
well as any. We have some of them also from Rose. I think Miss 
Hudson, who is the honorable secretary of the Club, is going to 
send for it, and some of the members are, too. We have beautiful 
rooms and very nice meetings. I am so glad that I know this beau
tiful Truth. With my love to all the Wees.

My  D ear L ittle  Wee W isdom —  My first idea of the Home 
of Truth was one Sunday I called for our little Elizabeth, then 
four years old, and I waited in her class for her. While there I 
heard the teacher say, "N ow , how do you build a house?" One

" sweetness to all," " happiness," etc. Then it took me there. I 
wish to be a Truth child, so here I am. I am very fond of the 
way they teach the word of Christ, and I also enjoy your dear 
paper. If it was not for that one Sunday I would never have 
read about it. Now a word about the Home of Truth. I

49
49
49

»

Cameron, Mo.

J* j í
Melbourne, Australia.

Evelyn Irene Hulett.

&
Alameda, Cal.

said " love,"another " truth,” ** health," "goodness," "kindness,"
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jjn.1* ^ / mmIv nini
the
to w__
Hoping your little v 
are unable to be ne<

___ i„nioce to go and pray. to our GoiJ. They teach
. i  ___ l  . .ah  m /w p  tf ra n  T r a n  ia lrp  tVia t i m A

vour little Wees will continue to do good work to all who- 
finable to be near a church and bring some nearer to Christ..
U l l a U  1 7  w I f  A T 7  H T C U n n,E wma E. F isher.

G rinnell , Iowa.
Dear Wee W isdom — It has been a year since I wrote to you 

last, so I think it is time I am writing, or W ee W isdom would not 
continue her visits to me any longer, and I do not want her to miss 
me one month. I have three new pets, a mother cat and two kit
tens, and they are as cute as they can be. A friend who comes to 
see me every Sunday has a kodak, and she took my picture with 
my dolls yesterday, and if it proves good I will send you one. It 
was a very warm day yesterday so we decided to have our dinner, 
out doors, and we chose the grape arbor. It was like a picnic. I 
spent two weeks of my vacation in Marshalltown, and had a very 
nice time, and I got my kitty there too. Enclosed you will find 
traveling money for a year, a poem and a post card to show I have 
not neglected my art studies. And I wish to thank you for the en
couraging words you gave me in reply to my letter last year. In 
God’s blessing I am your little Wee, G ertrude L ange.

Here is the poem:

Happy is the summer time,
With all it’s joys and pleasures:

And glorious is the autumn,
When we feast on it’s rich treasures.

Gertrude’s post card
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C aspar. Ca l .
Dear Mrs. F illmore—  I am up visiting Mrs. Hubbard. 

She is sick in bed and I come up to visit her very often. She said 
that you would remember her and she wished that you would make 
her well. 1 am taking Wee W isdom and 1 read it to Mrs. Hub
bard as soon as it arrives. 1 like to read “ The Story of Lovie."
I have been taking the paper since January and like it very much. 
Mrs. Hubbard has a nice little garden, with roses, carnations and a 
very nice collection of flowers. I also have a nice flower garden of 
my own. I have a dog named Prince and a cat named Snowball. 
She has a little kitten and she coaxes it off into the woods to play. 
They have a red and blue contest. The blues are ahead of us now. 
We have a very good minister. His name is Mr. Brown. He is 
going to Utah to preach. I am very sorry to have him go. I live 
up on Knot Hill. I brought a little friend up with me to visit Mrs. 
Hubbard. Well, as news is scarce, I will close for this time. 
With love, Blanche Cargile.

j i t  j t  jfc
C aseyvillb, III.

Dear Wee W isdom —  Enclosed you will find fifty cents for 
the renewal of the W ee Wisdom. We all like the little magazine 
very much and think we could not do without it. There are many 
interesting stories in it. I think it is very lovely this month. This 
is my second letter to you. I will close with love to you and all of 
the Wees. Annie Stolls.

T yabb, Australia.
Dear W isdom — Your visits to our home have been very enjoy

able, more especially since 1908. 1 have been alone, for my only
two sisters have gone to a ladies’ college in Melbourne. I was so 
glad last Thursday when Wee W isdom and all her brothers and 
sisters came into our school. 1 had to get some of my schoolmates 
to assist me to carry them home, and I have had a grand time read
ing you all. One day father was driving along when he heard a 
little cat mewing, so he got down and picked it up and brought it 
home to me; but the dear little kitten is blind. It knows my voice 
so well and I want all the W eek to help me to treat it. I am 
bringing a little girl with me this year and she encloses you a let
ter. Her name is Evelyn Irene Hulett. I am bringing her to 
W e e  W is d o m 's  birthday party; and now, as it is the twenty-first, 
we shall have to run to reach it. I must now conclude. With love 
to all the Wees. Your loving friend, Mary Elsie F oley.

Cooper, M ich.
D ear W ebs —  What made you so late this month? I could 

hardly wait till you came. Myl but you had a big birthday party. 
I am sorry I cannot send anything but a letter for Wee W isdom.

F aun W il l ia m s .
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Alameda, Cal.

Wee, .  .jk
N ucla, Colo.

Dear Wee Wisdom —  I am coming to the birthday party, bring
ing a poem that I made up and illustrated myself. * I don’t suppose 
you would call it a poem, but 1 hope to see it in print in the Au
gust Wee Wisdom. Well, I will close, wishing you many happy
P .  -  .  V  ______ 1 _______ I __—  X T L T * .* * .  W t M V T I T  P  A T X 7 T  T J V

* Winnie’s poem and picture appear on pages io and i i  of this num ber.

Saul and Jonathan Slain in Battle — I. Samuel 3i:i-i3.
Golden T ext —  Prepare to meet thy God —  Amos. 4:12.

The golden text gives us the keynote of this story. The fight
ing between the Israelites and the Philistines and the death of 
Saul were to prepare the Philistines to meet their God. It had 
been a long time since they had remembered Jehovah. Since 
Saul had become king, the Israelites had not listened to the gen
tle voice within, which we know is the king over all things. They 
began to look without all the time, and gradually they forgot how to 
listen to the Spirit. When we continually look at material things, 
we begin to think they are very real. So it would seem that the 
Israelites or truth were being overcome by the Philistines or error.

course this can never really happen, but to those who have for
gotten the power of God, it sometimes looks that wav

birthdays. I am your loving Wee.

LESSON IO. SEPTEMBER 6 .
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su p p o se  th at n o w  in  th e ir  tro u b le , th e y  w ill rem em b er th at w on 
d e r f u l  p o w e r  w h ic h  h a s  h e lp e d  th em  m any, m any tim es, and  

w h ic h  n e v e r  fa ile d  to a n sw e r  w h e n  th e y  ca lled ?  I f  th e y  do that, 

th e n  d o  y o u  n ot th in k  th a t th e  b a tt le  an d  a ll th e ir  seem in g tro u b le  

w a s  to  p r e p a r e  th em  to  m ee t th e ir  G od? W e  w ill  h ea r  m ore 

a b o u t th is  in  th e  n e x t lesson.

LESSON I t .  SEPTEMBER 13 .

David Made King Over Judah and Israel — II. 
Samuel 2:i-7; 5:1-5.

G olden T ext — D a v i d  -w e n t o n  a n d  g r e w  g r e a t , a n d  th e  
Lord of h o s t s  w a s  w i t h  h i m . — II. S am u e l 5:10.

H e r e  is  a n o th e r  s to ry  a b o u t D a v id . W e  a ll lo v e  th is sh e p 

h e r d  k in g  o f  th e  Is r a e lite s  an d  n e v e r  tire  o f h e a r in g  o f  h is lo ve  and 

g e n t le  s tr e n g th . N o w  y o u  m a y  th in k  th at th e  ex p ressio n  g e n tle  

s tr e n g th  so u n d s q u e e r , b u t y o u  m ust k n o w  th at th e  stron gest p eo 

p le  a r e  th o se  m ild , q u ie t  so u ls  w h o  tru st in  th e  p o w e r  o f th e  S p ir it  

w ith in  th e m , a n d  w o rk  w o n d e rs ; b u t th e y  a lw a y s  do it q u ie tly . 

W e l l ,  th is  D a v id  w a s  ju s t  s u c h  a  m an. W h e n  th in gs a r e  in  a  tu r

m o il, a n d  h e  d o e s n ’t k n o w  e x a c t ly  w h a t to do, h e  asks Jehovah. 

D a v id  g o e s  u p  to  H e b r o n  a n d  is a n o in te d  K in g  o f  Judah. S o  you  

s e e  it  is  ju s t  a s  w e  s a id  in  th e  last lesso n . T h e  p e o p le  o f  Isra el 

h a v e  g o n e  b a c k  to  th e ir  o ld  s a fe  w a y  o f  lis te n in g  to  th e  v o ic e  w ithin . 

I t  is  r e a l ly  th e  o n ly  w a y  to  le a r n  th e  tru th  a n d  k e e p  in  D iv in e  or

d e r .  T h e n ,  too, t h e y  h a v e  D a v id , w h ic h  m ean s lo v e  an d  fa ith , as 

t h e ir  le a d e r .  K e e p  lo v e  a n d  fa ith  in  y o u r  h earts, and h a v e  the 

S p ir it  w ith in  as k in g  in  y o u r  Isra e l, a n d  e v e ry th in g  w ill  go  sm o o th ly .

LESSON 12. SEPTEMBER 20.

Review
Golden T ext —  And David ferceived that the Lord had 

established him king over Israel, and that He had exalted his 
kingdom for His people Israel's  sake.—  II. S a m u e l 5-12.

T h e  le sso n s  o f  th is  q u a r te r  b e g in  w ith  th e  sto ry  o f  th e  Is r a e l

ite s  a s k in g  fo r  a  k in g , a n d  c a r r y  us a ll  th ro u g h  S a u l 's  re ig n , w h en  

th e  p e o p le  o f  Is r a e l fo r g o t  th e  S p ir it  w ith in , a n a  en d  w ith  th e  b e 

g in n in g  o f  th e  r e ig n  o f  th e  s h e p h e r d  king.



One lesson which l think should be impressed upon us is this: 
W e must be very careful of our wishes. Because if we wish long 
enough, and in the right way, as I have said before, we will 

probably get what we wish for. But very often after we get it we 

discover that it is not at all what we want. Sometimes it gives us 

a great deal of trouble. So the best way is just to say, everything is 

in Divine order, and my own will come to me. Th en  all goodwill 

come to us, and we will never have anything to regret. In short, 
the whole quarter can be summed up in this: Never forget to
look to the Spirit fo r  guidance in all your affairs.

2g W ISD O M

LESSON 1 3 . SEPTEMBER 2 7 .

Temperance Lesson — Isaiah 5:1 i-23-
Golden T ext —  Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging, 

Prov. 20:1.

And here is another temperance lesson. I j B e temperate in 

all things." How very important that must be, because we have 

so many lessons about it. W hy, if we could do that, just think how 

happy we would be. W e ’d never be angry, or sick, or unhappy. 

W e’d never eat too much, play too much or think too much about 

dress or money, because all those things are intemperate. But we 

would always do the right thing at the right time. W e ’d always 

be happy and well and strong and free. W ouldn’t that be glorious? 

It sounds so simple, too. Just be temperate.

This lesson is about strong drink. W e know that drink makes 

people do what the Israelites did, forget their God, and we all 

know enough to be temperate in that respect, but what we do not 

all know so well is, how to be temperate in all things. It isn’t hard, 

but you must keep at it all the time. E very time you find your

self getting angry, or unhappy, or doing anything that you know is 

intemperate, just shut your eyes and get real still, and say, “ I am 

guided by the Spirit within me". Th en  all your anger, unhappi

ness or whatever it may be, will slip away, and you w ill feel so 

peaceful and full of joy that you will wonder why you never tried 

it before.

Gee! is that the school bell ringin' ?
Goodness! where's my books and h a ti  

Doesn't hurt i f  I  do miss singin'.
Wonder where they can be a t l  — B .
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• It se e m s a long time since I placed a reluctant 
little hand in my mother’s, and stumbled for the 
first time into the school room. I have stumbled in 
a good many first days since, and have always been 
a little nervous, but my fear never rose to such heights 
of positive terror as on that, my very first day. When 
I looked at row after row of clean sleek-haired, tragic 
looking little individuals, I was very much tempted 
to run. But I didn’t. 1 remember slipping into the 
seat which had been assigned me, and sitting in the 
same position, looking at the same spot on the black
board for what seemed to me hours. At last, how
ever, I mustered courage to look about, and it was 
not long before I was whispering, giggling, writing 
notes and throwing paper wads in the regulation way. 
And I soon learned to love that little school room, 
with its blackboards, chalk, pointers and erasers; 
its scarred and battered desks, whose under sides were 
plastered with numerous quids of chewing gum, and
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th e  litt le  b la c k -h a ire d  te a c h e r  w h o  g a v e  m e  s u c h  a  

w ise  and lo v in g  s ta r t  on  th e  r o a d  to  k n o w le d g e .  B u t  

th ere , it se e m s to  m e I a m  t a lk i n g  to o  m u c h  a b o u t  a  

ce rta in  lit t le  re d -h a ire d  g ir l .  H o w e v e r ,  I m u s t  te ll  

y o u  one m o re  th in g . Y o u  k n o w  t h a t  s o m e t im e s  

th in g s  d o n ’ t g o  s m o o th ly .  W e  d o n ’ t s e e m  to  b e  a b le  

to learn  th e  ru le s  o f  g r a m m a r , o r  w e  h a v e  t r o u b le  in  

a rith m e tic . I k n o w  h o w  it. g o e s ,  b e c a u s e  I h a v e  b e e n  

th ere . B u t  I n e v e r  m e t a  d if f ic u lt y  t h a t  I  c o u ld n ’ t 

o v e rco m e. I k n e w  a  s e c r e t  t h a t  a lw a y s  h e lp e d  m e . 

It  w a s  t h i s : I le a r n e d  th a t  i f  I  s t a r t e d  o u t  e v e r y

m o rn in g  s a y in g , God is my intelligence, m y  le s s o n s  

w o u ld  co m e e a s y .  N o w  s u p p o s e  y o u  t r y  t h a t .  I f  

th in g s  seem  to  b e  g e t t in g  t w is t e d ,  j u s t  s t o p  a n d  s a y  

th a t o v e r  a  fe w  t im e s , a n d  t h in k  a b o u t  i t .  T h e  f ir s t  

th in g  y o u  k n o w  e v e r y t h in g  w i l l  s t r a i g h t e n  o u t  b e a u t i 

fu lly . I h a v e  tr ie d  it  a n d  I k n o w  it  is  t r u e .

TH E S M IL E S

I f  there were smiles fo r  sale 
A t some fa ir  market where 

The rich, the poor, the low, the high. , 

Might hurry with their change to buy, 

What crowds would gather there i

Yet there are smiles enough,

A nd each might have his share,
I f  every one would do or say

g m | one —  kind thing every day,
To lift some other's care.

-  S. E. Kisbr, in Chicago Record-Herald\
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T e lls  us th a t  th e  f a l l  is  here;

There's a h u rry  a n d  a  b u stle  
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the years, and hopes to make herself wel
come in every home. Subscription, 50 
cents per year.


