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Once Little Miss Bright Eyes with Grandma and Tray 
Went off fo r  a walk on a bright summer day.
Laughing and talking and finding sweet flowers,
Never were spent any happier hours.

“ Who sends the sunshine, the blossoms and trees?"
Bright Eyes asked Grandmama. “  Tell me now, please."' 
And Grandmama answered, her voice pure and sweet, 
"Such blessings all come from  the Father, complete."

“ I  never have seen him," Miss Bright Eyes said then 
|  I've  looked fo r  him everywhere, time and again."
Then she looked up at Grandma, and saw with surprise
The Father's good angel in Grandmama's eyes. —  L. H. H.-
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1 H I S  is  th e  w a y  it  h a p p e n e d : R o b e r t  W ils o n  

a n d  W i l l i e  M o n k  w e re  u p  in th e  tre e  th ro w 

in g  a p p le s  d o w n  to  A r c h ie  S m ith , w h o  

g a th e r e d  th e m  u p  in  a  p ile . T h e  g ir ls  sa t 

u n d e r  th e  b ig  p ru n e  tre e  a t  th e  o th e r s id e  

of th e  o r c h a r d , a n d , a f te r  th e  m a n n er o f  g ir ls ,  w a ite d  

for t h e  b o y s  to  b r in g  th e m  th e  a p p le s .

M a r g a r e t  G r a y  w a s  h o ld in g  a copy o f W ee W is
dom in h e r  h a n d , a n d  w a s  s a y in g , “  W e  h a v e  read  

everything in  h e re , n o w  w h a t  s h a ll w e  d o ?  ”

“  I ’m  a fr a id  w e  w o n ’ t h a v e  any m ore g o o d  lo n g  

afternoons l ik e  t h is  to  p la y  to g e th e r ;  sc h o o l b e g in s  

next w e e k ,”  s ig h e d  M ild r e d  Monk.
“ I’m glad it does,” said Nellie Nelson, “  and yet 

we have had such good times this summer; we can’t 
have half as good times in the winter, can we?”

“ Let’s have a club this winter,” said Sallie Pet- 
tinger. “ We could have no end of fun, and we could 
have a president and secretary and a name, and we 
could wear a badge, and oh, girls I we could have so 
much fun; let’s do it.”

Then the boys brought the apples and the girls 
told them about the club, and the boys thought it a 
fine plan, and — well that is how it happened.
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Of course there were lots of things that had to be 
done before it was a regular club, but the five girls 
and three boys soon got to work, and when it was 
time to go home the new club adjourned in the proper 
parliamentary manner.

Margaret Gray was elected president, Sallie Pet- 
tinger was secretary, and Robert W ilson (men under
stand money matters better) was treasurer.

The name was what caused the greatest amount of 
thought. “ Sweet Brier,”  “ The B oys and G irls’ 
Club,” “ The Bee H ive,” and several other names 
were discarded, however, when Lois Pettinger said, 
“  Let’s call it ‘ W ee Wisdom C lub,’ ’cause we made 
up the club when we went over in the orchard to read 
the magazine; and then it would seem kind of ’pro- 
priate as we are going to read stories from W ee W is
dom in our club.”

It was really a good idea, and the more they talked 
about it the better it seemed, so at last “ We e  W is
dom ” became the name, and all were satisfied with it.

Of course they must have badges, and in spite of 
the fact that Nellie wanted red, because red was the 
color of life, and she had heard her mother say that 
“ there was nothing deader than a dead club,” yet 
they decided upon pink and blue, because Archie 
liked pink the best of any color and W illie liked blue 
the best.

Then they all ran home and the afternoon shadows 
crept across the orchard grass where Sallie, Lois and 
Archie lingered to talk over the plans for their new 

. club — what they would do and how they would do 
i t ; then they went into the honse where Sallie, as 
the newly elected secretary, wrote out the following 
minutes:
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Our T own, September 5, 1908.
T h e  W ee Wisdom Club held its first meeting under the big

gest prune tree. T h e members are Margaret Gray, Robert W il
son, M ildred and W illie Monk, Archie Smith, who is visiting us, 
Lois and me. W e had Margaret for president, Robert for treas
urer, and me for secretary. W e are going to have great big 
badges of blue and pink ribbon tied in a bow. W e are to meet 
every Friday evening after school, because school gets out at half 
past two on Friday. W e are going to read W eb W isdom and 
write stories and do lots of other things all winter. Margaret 
thinks that we had better make some Christmas presents for the 
orphans that live across the river, but Robert Wilson wants to 
make some for our fathers and mothers. W e didn't decide yet 
what to do. It’s getting late now, so I must close for this time.

Very truly yours, Sallib P ettingbr.

Sallie showed the minutes to her mother. “ Are 
they all right, mother?” asked the little girl, anxiously.

“ They are very complete and clear, which is the 
important thing always,” she was told, “ but we do 
not end the minutes of a meeting as if they were a 
le tte r; and in speaking of one’s self, we do not use the 
personal pronoun, * me,’ * my,’ or * I .’ You should say 
in speaking of yourself, ‘ the secretary ’ or use your 
name just as if you were speaking of someone else.”

“ Don’t you think we will have a jo dandy club, 
mother? ” asked Lois.

, “ Yes, I think you will, if one of your endeavors 
is to eliminate slang,” was the reply.

“ What does eliminate mean?” inquired Lois.
“ Cast out, or leave out,” answered mother.
“ Cast out slang, leave out slang,” repeated Lois, 

wonderingly. “ Oh, yes I know what you mean about 
slang, you want us to ‘ cut it out ’—all right, we will.”

After dinner the children went to bed, but not di
rectly to sleep ; for they talked a long time about their 
club, and even when the sandman did at last catch 
them, he sent them off to a land of clubs and badges 
and motions, and they were called to order only by the 
breakfast bell the next morning.
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M ary Brewertoo de W itt

Jt

Y pet, I see you've lost your smile, 
Why, can't you find it, dear ? 

Could it have melted in the rain ? 
Now, that is very queer!

We'll hunt about among the chairs,
And on the floor we'll look,

And in the grass amidst the flowers,
And down beside the brook.

Quick, take my hand and run with me, 
For we must find that smile*

Why, bless my heart! what's this I see ? 
'Twas here this live long while

And so you thought you'd try a cry,
To see how it would feel;

But to a loving girl like you,
The smiles will surely steal,

And play about my darling's mouth, 
And make a cheery day;

Now run away, you sobs and sighs, 
Love's smile has come to stay l
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M Y  T R I P  T O  Y O S E M I T E
ii.

M IR RO R  L A K E  AN D  H A P PY  IS L E S  

BY RUTH MOEBUS

'f |^ H IS  time I am going to tell you about the trip to 
I  Mirror Lake and the Happy Isles. We started 

out early in the morning at about six o’clock in the
stage and went to 
Mirror Lake and 
got out of the wag
on just in time to 
see the glorious sun 
come peeking u p 
over the first peak. 
After you h a v e  
watched it come up 
you go a little far
ther and see it come 
over again, and so 
on until you have 
seen it nine times. 
You can see it in 
the water, as it is so 
clear. You see how 
clearly it reflects 
the mountain i n 
the picture I am 
sending you.

After we h a d  
stayed at the lake 
for awhile we got 

mirror lakh in  the stage and
rode to Happy Isles. We left the stage when we 
reached the foot of the trail and started to walk
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to the Happy Isles. There are many different views| 
of the Isles, but I I  
will send you only 
one, as I am afraid 
the Editor couldn’t 
print t h e m  a l l ,  
there are so many- 
I hope you will get 
an idea of how  
beautiful they are, 
but you never will 
know until y o u  
have seen t h e m  
yourself.

We had our lunch 
along, so we spent 
our w h o l e  d a y  
there. There are 
lots of little squir
rels who run out 
on the trails some
times, and they are view  of t h e  h a ppy  isl e s

very cunning. I
would like to have taken a picture of one little 
fellow who sat eating a nut, but they are too frisky.

We now started to go back to the camp, but be
fore we had gone far we saw an artist with his outfit 
painting a picture of the Happy Isles. It was very 
beautiful and interesting to watch, but it was getting 
late so we started back to the camp once more. It is 
a very pleasant walk, and we met some campers who 
were making dinner by the road, and it made us hun
gry, so we hurried on to get ours.

We reached the camp just as the sun was going 
down, so we saw a sunrise and a sunset that day.
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I see that I will have a little more room so I will tell 
you something about the Indians oi Yosemite Valley.

We went to the camp where the few Indians still 
remain, and saw them all but the man. There are

three women and a 
little boy and the 
baby. The oldest 
squaw's name i s 
Lucy, and she is 
very funny in some 
ways. She wouldn’t 
let me take h e r  
picture so I will tell 
you about her. She 
has short gray hair 
and ooks very old, 
and she can hardly 
walk. S h e  has 
very small feet and 
wraps them up in 
cloth.

The little baby 
is a girl and h e r  
name is Alice, and 
her mama’s name

A S Q U A W  A T  W O R K  • T-> • i tis  .R1  s 1 1 ! H e r  
m other m akes baskets and beads and sells them to 
the people. The little  boy is very shy and won’t talk.

T he other squaw  let me take her picture, so I will 
send  you one. I m ust tell you that they still eat 
acorns and make bread of them. They put them in 
an acorn house and dry them, then shell them and 
take large stones and grind them into acorn flour and 
m ake bread.

I would like to tell you more, but I guess I will 
w ait till next tim e to finish my story.
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TED D Y'S T R U S T  C O M P A N Y

LUCY C. KELLERHOUSE

May berry s thought they had troubles. 
Papa Mayberry had gone away the year be- 

I fore on a long journey. He would never re
turn; but they were to go to meet him, one 
by one, when word came. That might be 

many, many years hence; in the meantime Mama May
berry and the two children tried to do what papa had 
done — keep the fire burning and the pot boiling.

The first thing that Mama Mayberry did was to 
keep boarders. After a year of this she sat down and 
counted up the two columns of “ credit ’’ and “  debit,” 
and found that the bountiful table which she had 
spread and her moderate charge had left her in debt. 
Hilda was going to high school, after which she 
hoped to teach. Teddy went to school and sold pa
pers.

“ I cannot help feeling discouraged,” said Mama 
Mayberry. “ I do not see how Hilda can keep on at 
school. She will have to go into a store.”

Hilda sighed as she looked at her school books. 
“ Don’t cry, mama,” she said bravely. “  I will help 
all I can.”

“ I will try dressmaking next,” said Mama May
berry, “ but I don’t believe I ’ll succeed.”

Teddy looked up from counting of pennies.
“  Of course you won’t, mama,” he said gravely.
“ I don t see why I shouldn’t ,” she said with some 

energy.
Mama, I ve changed my mind; you will succeed.

I just thought you wouldn’t because you said you 
knew you wouldn’t, that’s all.”

He went on with his little pile of coin. 1 I t’s this
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way, mama,” he said, sitting back on his feet like a 
little Turk, and looking up at her, “ if you don’t 
think you’re going to come out all right, why you won’t. 
It’s settled right there. You’re thinking of the out- 
side things that are going to happen ; and not of the 
inside, real, true part that makes all come out right.

“ Mama,” he added, “ I’m the man of the family 
now. I’m little, I’m only eleven, and I can’t do so 
awfully much; but I feel I’ve got to take care of you 
and Hilda. I have a plan, and when I’ve got it all 
clear in my mind, I’ll tell you all about it.”

Then Teddy went on stacking up his pennies, for 
that was the business before him just then. Mama 
Mayberry, having caught his spirit, said that she 
would buy a new sewing machine and pay off monthly 
for it, and Hilda must continue at school.

Teddy put away his pennies in the family pocket- 
book. Then he sat down and wrote, in a large, plain 
round hand the following words upon a large bit of 
cardboard:

i i

“  I t’s this way, mama,” he explained, “ whenever 
you or Hilda or I want anything, we must go to the 
Trust Company for it. We are really the Trust Com
pany ourselves. Now, say you want a new sewing 
machine; if you trust real hard and true you’ll get it. 
How do I know? Why, didn’t you read to us these 
very words, ‘Ask and receive that your joy may be full.’
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jj>g (3od’s way of doing things, and we must do this 
way. He is the big stockholder of the company and 
supplies everything. The capital is awful big. |  
just has no end. When we think of outside things, 
we forget all about the inside capital, which we can all 
draw on and keep drawing on. W e just give our note, 
which reads like this:

D LEASE pay to the undersigned whatei>er he 
wants.

|Signed in fa i th )
TE D D Y M A YB E R R Y.

Hilda was smiling, “ I need a new dress,” she 
said.

“ Then open up an account with the Trust Com- 
pany, ” said Teddy promptly; “ only instead of putting 
in, you draw out. You just put in trust. You 
might just as well have a new dress as 4 the lilies of 
the field.’ ”

Mama Mayberry had clasped her hands and they lay 
folded in her lap. Very softly she repeated:

“ Consider the lilies of the field; they toil not, 
neither do they spin: yet Solomon in all his glory was 
not arrayed like one of these. If God so clothe the
grass of the field, how much more will he clothe you, 
O ye of little faith?”

This is a practical age, believing in material things; 
III I ■  sPfiDg of pure water breaks through tbemoun- 

e, and lives from age to age, the same spring
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of truth to quench the soul’s thirst. Teddy had found 
a spring of clear water.

“  Now that papa’s gone away, we just have God,” 
he said. “ He knows how things ought to be, and 
he’s going to take care of us. We musn’t stop to 
worry, but just go ahead. Things come to us 'cord
ing as we are ready to receive them, so if we just fix 
ourselves right we needn’t mind the rest.”

Mama Mayberry knew this was true, and she used 
to think she believed it was true when papa was alive 
and all was well. Now, however, she made up her 
mind to know it was true, so she cheerfully took stock 
in Teddy’s Trust Company, paying in faith and re
ceiving in supply.

How did the Company prosper? What a question! 
Water seeks its level and faith finds fulfillment, so if 
you think you have trouble, start a Trust Company of 
your own, and you will find that you never can over
draw on the capital stock. When you throw a ball 
up it obeys the law of gravitation and comes down; 
and when you trust, you receive, for your faith obeys 
another law, and God’s laws never fail.

So, of course, Mama Mayberry got her sewing ma
chine; and then she drew largely upon the Trust Com
pany and got plenty of custom. Hilda went to school, 
and had two little pupils after school; and as for 
Teddy, he sold papers to his heart’s content; and though 
this isn’t a fairy tale, but one that can happen any 
day, “ they lived happy forever after.”

“ Do your best when in the schoolroom; 
Do your best at work or play ;

Do your best whate’er befall you— 
Do it bravely day by day.”
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THE SUNBEAM'S S T O R Y
BELLE BURT

T was the early morning time, at the beginning 
of a June day, bright with promises. The 
East was ,all rosy and golden with the 
coming of myriads of beautiful sunbeams 
that were rapidly descending upon the 

earth and all its living creatures.
I was up and out betimes, that I might enjoy the 

awakening of all things to a newness of life. I had 
seated myself upon a little knoll, listening to the 
greeting that seemed to come from all sides to meet 
the new day. It seemed like one grand paean of thanks
giving going up from all things to the great Father 
for his care and protection during the hours of rest 
and slumber, and the thought welled up from within 
me, oh the joy of just living and being one of his liv
ing creatures!

The earth was nowall flooded with an army of sun
beams, their golden armor glinting in the sweet, fresh 
air of the morning.

As I sat entranced with the scene so indescribably 
beautiful before me, a band from this shining, glisten
ing army came and clustered around me. They 
nestled in my hair, ran little races over my forehead, 
head, kissed my eyelids and went dancing down over 
my cheeks, chased each other as in hide and seek, 
around my lips and ran down about my throat.

“ Oh, shining ones, in your raiments of light,” I 
said, 1 1  pray you rest awhile your merry dancing feet, 
just cuddle down here with me for a time and tell me the 
story of your lives.”

“ With that they all seemed to join hands and 
their tiny, flying feet went faster than ever, and the
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music of their song and laughter rippled everywhere 
in the morning breeze.

At last, at a signal from their leader, they settled 
down in tiny rows in every spot that gave them wel
come.

“ Now, tell me," I said, “ about your little lives, 
that seem so beautiful. Where did you come from? 
How did you get here? Why did you come here? 
Why are you so happy, and are you always so full of 
life and joy? Was your home most beautiful that 
you came from? Did you want to come here, or did 
they make you come?”

One little sunbeam held up his hands for me to 
stop, and in a voice in which was mingled consterna
tion and surprise, he asked, “ Do you expect such tiny, 
little creatures as we to answer questions so much 
bigger than we are?”

Another little fellow doubled himself up while the 
golden ripples of laughter came from his tiny throat, 
when he could control himself he said, “ Why you 
have asked questions that you people with all your 
wonderful brains could hot answer about yourselves.”

“ Oh,” he said, “ this is too funny for anything,” 
away he went again into another fit of giggles.

At last order was restored and they conferred for 
a little time together, to see who should answer my 
many questions. Some seemed to think the leader 
should be chief spokesman.

At last it was decided, that in view of the fact that 
there were so many questions and they covered so 
much ground, that the work should be divided amongst 
a number, and still others should be appointed as 
monitors, so that if anything of importance was likely 
to be left out the speaker could be prompted a 
little.
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The leader assigned the first question to one very- 
bright sunbeam, known to the others by the name of 
Golden Beam.

He rose in his place in his tiny golden sandals that 
forever seemed to be on the move, and he said, “ Say, 
pretty lady, could you answer this question yourself?"

I had to confess that while I might answer it in a 
general way, I could give nothing very definite about it.

“  Well," continued Golden Beam, “  It is recorded 
in our little hearts, that the elements that go to make 
up our little lives come from the Father, a Being who 
is so wise, so strong, so good, so loving, that we need 
never have one fear about anything. He never for 
one moment forgets us, never for one instant refuses 
us life, light and sustenance. We know that he is 
our Father and will be forevermore. In our journey 
this morning, we came from a most beautifui home, 
the great golden sun that has just now climbed the 
eastern hills and sends his loving light to you. I 
wish I could tell you all about this glorious place, but 
there are some secrets about it that we must not tell 
to any one yet. The time will come when we shall 
find a brain that can receive it all, and then we shall 
whisper the secret to that one, and then by and by the 
whole world will know it. But, say, it is too funny 
for anything, the ideas that people have about this 
great beautiful sun home, to think that some should 
say that it is one great mass of fire whose tongues of 
flame lap out for thousands of miles into space." At 
this, knowing little smiles went around the whole as
sembly of sunbeams. ‘‘ W ell,’’ he went on, “  the- 
world will be a great deal wiser some day and a great 
deal happier too."

“ 1 came from this sun home all resplendent with 
gl orious light, millions of others are constantly com-
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ing, whilst others are being ushered in there to take 
our places. 1 shall leave it to some other beam to tell 
why we are here.

With a most gracious bow and smile, he took his 
place in a little row of sunbeams.

The leader then called out a tiny ray, known 
amongst his mates as Tiny Eyes, because he was so 
small, “ You may answer the next question Tiny Eyes, 
because it is your first trip out from home and you en
joyed your ride so much.”

At that, a little one with his eyes all abrim with 
merry light stood up and said in a voice that sounded 
like the musical tinkling of tiny bells. “ Oh, it was 
the jolliest that ever was; Oh, we came so fast, so 
much faster than I ever can tell on tiny waves of 
ether, they said it was. A very wise teacher told us 
all about it and said it was everywhere throughout all 
space, that the great good Father made it, not only for 
us to travel on, but so that he could send anything he 
wanted to to any of his creatures on any planet. Then 
we heard the voice of the Father in our little hearts, 
saying, * Be not afraid, launch out into the deep, go 
earthward, return not hence until you have accom
plished the work whereunto I send you.’ And away 
we came full of delight to do his holy bidding.”

(To be continued.)

Oh! the world is fu ll of playmates 
Wheresoever we may go —

Playmates, tnerry playmates, happy 
Friends who love us so.

Peep within, then, little people,
A t the pretty picture's smile,

And be like the world around you,
Happy playmates all the while.

— Sent in by Georgia Worley.
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A ll  a b o a r d  fo r  L a u g h t e r l a n d  —  

’ T i s  a  p le a s a n t  p la c e ,

W h e r e  th e  s u n  o f  h a p p in e s s  

S h in e s  in  e v e r y  f a c e ,

W h e r e  th e  c a r e s  o f  t h is  o ld  w o r ld  

Q u ic k l y  a r e  fo r g o t ,

A n d  th e r e ’ s  n e v e r  a n y  c lo u d ,

A n y  p a in  o r  b lo t !

A l l  a b o a r d  fo r  L a u g h t e r  

R e g io n  o f  d e l ig h t !

C a n  b e  r e a c h e d  b y  a n y  |

G o e s  a b o u t  i t  r ig h t .

F ir s t  y o u  s h a k e  y o u r  tro  

T h e n  b e g in  to  s m ile ,

A n d  y o u ’ll  g e t  t o  L a u g h  

In  a  l i t t le  w h ile .

C h ild r e n  d w e ll  in  L a u g h  

’C a u s e  t h e y  d o  n o t  k n (

W h a t  m a k e s  g r o w n - u p  p 

B u r d e n s  a s  t h e y  g o .

L i g h t  h e a r t s  s e e k  fo r  L a

O p t im is t s  g o  t h e r e __

G u e s s  it  i s  th e  g la d d e s t  \
M e n tio n e d  a n y w h e r e !

—  Birmingham
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G O S P E L  O F  N A T U R E  S T U D Y

THE LAW  OF EXPRESSION- 

SERIES V il i .

G OD’S STORIES IN T H E  R O CK S

The time in which the coal beds were formed and 
in which fossils were locked up in rocks, was called 
the Paleozic (Pay-lee-oz-ic) time.

In this lesson we shall not study the rocks, except 
as treasure-houses for animals, plants, shells, etc., 
which lived long, long ago. This study is called by 
a long name, Paleontology, and means just simply the 
study of fossils or things that have lived in other days 
and have been preserved by Nature in the rocks.

Recently three of our own W ee  W isdom  Band 
made several trips to the Kansas State Hous e, as well
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as to W ashburn College, for no other purpose than to  
stu d y the fossils and make little sketches of them  for 

th is lesson .
T hey found preserved, perfectly, in the solid rock,, 

a large turtle, fish, worms, ferns, leaves of all kinds,.

th er th in g s w hich en- 
. m a r k s  a n d  m a n y  oth  ago-
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Many thousand of 
years ago this im
pression was made by 
an animal unlike any 
that lives in the world 
today.

Are these not mar
velous sermons which 
we read in the stones, 
and should we not be 
v e r y  thankful fo r  
them? Why, if every 
book in the wo r l d  

should be destroyed, we could even then read cor
rectly and accurately from the rocks the complete 
history of the world from its beginning to the present 
time.

Tn the rocks we find truth We truly know this, 
because what we find are more than pictures ; they are 
impressions of the things themselves, and even a part 
of the things themselves are left on the stone pages 
for us to see with our own eyes and touch with our 
hands. One day a teacher of natural science took his 
pupils out into the groves, on the hillsides and along 
the streams for observation study. Seated on an old 
log beside a beautiful stream, his eyes earnestly di
rected on a grand old bowlder, he lead by the aid of 
his microscope a most interesting story.

The rock had come many miles from the place 
where it then rested. The teacher even told the di
rection from whence it came. Every little mark or 
scratch was full of meaning and served as a link in 
the beautiful story.

From another rock, upon which were seen little in
dentations, the teacher read of a rain storm which fell
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in large drops, ages and ages ago; about n o o n  o n  a 
very hot day. He also read that the wind had q u ic k ly

RAIN MARKS M ADS BY RA IND RO PS W H IC H  F E L L  T O  T H E  EA R TH  A G ES AGO

covered the raindrop impressions with a layer of loose 
sand.

It surprises us to know that through understand
ing and with the seeing eye, so much may be read from 
what appears to be a cold, dumb stone. The teacher 
knew that the day on which the storm occurred must 
be hot or the marks would not have dried so quickly. 
The sun would have to be very hot so he read that the 
drops fell about the middle of the day when the sun 
is the hottest. He knew that the impressions had 
been quickly covered with sand, for if they had not 
been they could not have been thus preserved. Later 
the sand and water were pressed closely together and 
the solid rock was formed.

Near Forest City, Dakota, in a country that was 
once inhabited only by Indians, and just across the 
Missouri River from what is now known as the Sioux
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Indian Reservation, there is a large rock ; large 
enough for a dozen people to sit on at one time. The 
Indians call it “ Medicine Rock," and on it are many 
perfect impressions of hand and footprints. The In
dians say that these are the hand and footprints of the

A F IS H  O F O TH ER DATS

Great Spirit, and those who are called “ medicine 
men ” often go to the rock to talk to the Great Spirit. 
We know that these hand and footprints were made 
just as the raindrop impressions were. And aren’t we 
glad that we know that the Great Spirit is all and in 
all, within you and me and within everybody and 
everything, and that we need not go to any particular 
place to talk with our kind and loving Father. We 
can talk with him any time, for he is always with us.

And aren’t we glad that the Indians and every
body are beginning to know this glorious truth. W e e
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W i s d o m ’ s  c o v e r  picture tells the beautiful story, where 
the children of all nations have found the Christ-child.

L i t t l e  G r a c e  o f  t h e  A p a c h e s  w i l l  h e lp  h e r  p e o p le .  

H e r  p ic tu r e  a t  t h e  b i r t h d a y  p a r t y  s h o w s  that she is  

s h in in g  o u t  h e r  l ig h t .

Just as we find the truth of the ages through the 
stone impressions, so do we every day find the truth 
of God’s love. We see it in every little blossom, in 
every cloud and in every little spear of g rass; we 
hear it in every wind harp and in every bird song; 
we see it more clearly shining from the soul windows 
and through the eyes of every child of God.

T^EAR kind God, I thank you that I have the see
ing eye and the hearing ear for all the beautiful 

gifts that are mine.

Could play the p iano ,
A  nd sing in a loud, high key ;

A nd  this little  Anna  
H ad a beautiful manner

O f counting her one, tw o , three : 
1 ‘ One fo r  the Good,

Two, do as you should;
And three is for Love and met ”

| ii||| happiness, not now and then, 
But every blessed day I 

And let your life reflect at least 
The half of what you say.”

L I T T L E  A N N A

B y Aunt M ary

I T T  L E  Anna
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H5 E P I S T L E S  »
^ o r o j j ^ o . o . o j ;  0. 0.  o r 0, 0, 0.  0, 0,

tHere is a mislaid Birthday greeting. We can’t tell how it ever run 
away and hid while W ee  W isdom was having her party. But we’re elad it's 
found itself for October.—E d.]

Alameda, Cal.
D ear W e e  W isdom —  I am asked to write a letter. I go to 

the Home of Truth’ Sunday School and my teacher is Mrs. Moebus. 
I have read your little books and think they are awfully nice. Mrs. 
Moebus told me that it was W ee  W isdom's birthday, and told me to 
write to you about the good I have done through going to the 
Home of Truth. One night I slept with my brother and he woke up 
with the appearance of a bad toothache. I treated him and said 
that God was his health, he could not be sick. When I looked at 
him he was asleep. I am eleven years old and I live at 1738 Ala
meda Ave. Well, I think I will have to say goodbye. I send my 
love. Your affectionate friend Alice L evy.

Los Angeles, Cal.
D ear W ees and Editor —  I have received 

W ee W isdom for a birthday gift for a year, but 
this is my first letter to you. My year is up now, 
so I won't get it at home any more, but at our Sun
day School. It is our Sunday School paper. I go 
to the Home of Truth. I love my Sunday School 
teacher very much. Her name is Mrs. Annie 
Moore. I hope to see my letter in print when I 
get my W ee Wisdom at Sunday School. My papa 
gives me lessons on the cornet, my brother, Ray- 

I  mond on the piccolo, and a little girl named 
b k l l f . b a k t t  o w  Myrtle Faust, that goes to our Sunday School, 
whet, 10 years old lessons on the violin. I was fourteen years old 
September 19th. Raymond was twelve September 5th. I will be 
in the B 7th class and Raymond in the A 5th. I will send you a 
nice little motto I learned in Sunday School last Sunday.

/  love everybody 
And everybody loves me.

Everybody's friend, Belle Bartlow.
P. S. I will send you my picture which was taken four years 

ago. I resemble it, but do not wear curls any more.
i  J» J»

Claypool, Ind.
Dear Wees — I thought I would write you a little letter. I 

will send yoi some verse! I think that Wee Wisdom is a nice
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little book. It has.such, nice little stories in it. I think that the 
little Wees are doing fine in writing stories we all like to read. 
I will start to school the 14th of September, but I will write you 
if I do go to school. I will be in the fifth grade, and am ten years 
young. Truly your little Wee Georgia W orley.
1 P. S. I thought I would send you a penny. . G. W.

[W ee W isdom thanks Georgie f<?r the penny for it brings a big lot of 
love with it and means a Prosperity Seed.— Ed.]

*
D ear Mrs. Fillmore — This is such an interesting letter from a little 

girl in South Africa, whose mother I knew in California some years ago, so I 
am sending it for the little paper. Lovingly, Mary peWitt.|

Gatoona Siding, Gatoona, R hodesia, S. A frica-,'";
D ear Aunt Mary —  I ’m a little girl eight years old, living in 

Rhodesia, South Africa, in huts made by natives, of trees covered 
with mud and a grass roof. We live on buck, wild-hog arid birds 
Capt. Carr shoots. W e have a wild cat for a pet. W e have to 
shut cows and chickens up tight, for there are lions and panthers 
out at night, although we haven’t seen any. Brother and I have 
come here to spend six months with Mrs. Baker Carr, Kit, John 
and little D ’Arcy. This iscalled Cantiglass Farm —■ 3000 acres of 
virgin ground. The huts are called Ttaias. There are eight of 
them. It took five days to come up by train from Cape Town. 
All our water has to be carried about a mile in buckets by natives. 
There are.about twenty-two natives working on the farm, the cook 
also being one. This is the winter season although there is no 
rain, and it is quite warm. I am Edith Fraser, and as Mrs. Baker 
Carr is very busy, I am writing you about the farm. W e can’t 
get any vegetables or fruit for love or money. E dith F  raser.

[We thank Aunt Mary ever so much for letting us read Edith’s letter 
and will send her a Wee Wisdom'containing it. Won't she be surprised to 
see it in print? What a long, long way off it is to South Africa 1 Hunt it up 
on your maps and see how far Wee Wisdom will have to go to find Edith- 
And we’re glad she isn't afraid of the lions and wild creatures, for they don’t 
want t® hurt anybody, they just want something to eat. We wish she’d 
tell us about her wild cat and how it looks and acts and lots and lots of things 
that would interest us and we will tell her things in return that will interest her.—E d .]

Alliance, N eb.
Dear W ee W isdom— This is my second letter, I will soon 

have to go to school again. I have a new wagon in which I haul 
my brother around. I expect to go out on a claim next spring, 
which l am very glad of. W ell, I will close now hoping you and 
all the Wees are well. Yours truly, Cecil S ugden.

well?—'ipij which is HItrue way of doing it, to hote  or to know  that all are



WEE WISDOM 27

L E S S O N  t .  O C T O B E R  4 .

David Brings The Ark to Jerusalem.— n. Sam. 6.
G olden T ext —  Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, 

an d  into his courts with praise.—  Psalms ioo: 4.

The ark spoken of in the title was a sort of box, and it con
tained the promise God made to man, “ All that I have is thine." 
No wonder David wanted to bring it to Jerusalem. But on the 
way the king began to think of material things and left the ark in 
a house by the wayside. Later, however, David and his people 
returned and got it and carried it into Jerusalem with praise and 
thanksgiving.

This promise was for us, as well as for David, but sometimes 
we, too, forget it. Let us not forget God's agreement with us, 
that we are to share in every good thing. We are all to enter 
into the state where we have all good things, and we must enter 
with songs of praise and thanksgiving to the wonderful Spirit which 
teaches us the way.

L E S S O .V  2 .  O C T O B E R  I I .

God's Promise to David.— I. Chron. 17.
G olden T ext —  There hath  not failed  one w ord  of  all  his 

go o d  prom ise . — 1. Kings 8:56,

This lesson says that God’s promises to David did not fail. 
Now God has made promises to all of us. He has promised 
health, love, joy and all good things, if we but know how to claim 
them. Then, why is it that sometimes we don’t seem to get all 
this good? It is because we do not claim it. We say, ' Ob, I 
knew this or that,” when we should say, ‘ ‘ God is my intelligence ; 
or we say, ‘ ‘ I would like to be strong," instead of saying, I am 
strong in the Lord." All the good things which have been prom
ised are ours for the taking, and this wonderful truth we are 

learning teaches us how to secure them.



W i t h  Ye  E d i t o r

You all know about the little gam e, “  Pussie wants 
a corner?” Isn’t it fortunate for us th at Blanche 
found her corner all right? Who would have believed 
she has been in it a whole year? Doesn’t seem  like it, 
does it? But then she’s made a lot of h ap p y  thoughts 
for herself and all of us since she found her corner. 
But, come to think, Blanche has always had a corner 
on W ee  W isdom  and happiness. W ay back the first 
time I met her, she was a wee herself, but just as en
thusiastic over the little paper as she is now. It was 
born in her to love the good and true, and she ca n ’t 
help it. In her love message to you she did not tell 
you she was very busy with her studies, busy as busy 
can be, yet with always time to meet you in her cor
ner. I would like to tell you, so’s she couldn’t hear; 
for she might not want me to say all I ’d like to tell 
you about her. She is attending the School of Ora
tory, and, Oh, you just ought to hear her speak and 
read. W h y ! she can seem just like a wee bit of a 
tiny girl, or she can make her voice big and important 
like a great strong man’s —  or she can imitate such 
funny ways and voices. I tell you, our Blanche 
is great! But she won’t like for me to say it. Some 
of these times you’ll see. Blanche will astonish this 
old world and tell it some big truths in a wonderful 
way.

V
Isn’t Ruth’s “ trip” fine, though? It’s next to 

going one’s self to Yosemite, and I’ve an idea she’s 
taken all these views herself. Isn’t she lovely to us? 
You must all be sure to show your friends what a 
nice visitor W ee W isdom would be in their homes this 
year. She has a great future before her and you are 
fortunate to make her your guest. |  Lovie ” has been 
on a vaction; she’ll be back in her place soon. With 
best love and blessings for all our Wisdoms, I am 
faithfully yours, Ye Editor.
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October, 1908
Gold, gold everywhere,
Gold a-flying through the air.
Fill your pockets and fill  your t i l l ; 
October has plenty fo r giving, still.

Gold, gold soft and bright,
Gold a-bringing sweet delight, 
Wealth and plenty your heart enfold 
Buried from sight in October's gold.
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THE SPECIAL EDITION OF

W EE WISDOM'S W A Y
is nearing completion, and will be ready for delivery in a 
few weeks. We have aimed to clothe this bright beam from 
the Sun of Truth in a dress worthy of it, and pleasing to 
those who have desired something suitable for the library 
and for gifts. It will be handsomely illustrated, printed 
from new type on toned paper, with broad margins, and 
handsome cover. Price, $1.00, postpaid.

! .  o  to e  ’ g  & o £ i e g

is now ready for delivery. A beautiful story treating of 
soul growth. 32 pages. Printed in large type on heavy 
dull-enameled paper, with art paper cover. Price, 25 cents, 
postpaid.
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A  BLUE M A R K  HERE IS * WEE 
W ISDOM 'S" warning; that the term of 
her present visits has ended, and that she 
would like another invitation, with a little 
traveling: money, so that she can keep up 
her list of friends and do her work. ** WEE 
WISDOM" grows wiser and better with 
the years, and hopes to make herself wel
come in every home. Subscription, 50 
cents per year.
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