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Æ S O P  V E R S I F I E D  

Wbt Cat aub tbe jilonkep
LID A  H .  H A R D Y

monkey and a pussy cat.
Each friendly as could be, 

Together lived for many years 
In the same family.

One day they spied some chestnuts brown,
All roasted, sweet and hot,

And Mr. Monkey tried his best 
To get them, but could not.

So then the monkey said, ** Here, Puss, 
i You know Just what to do;

You have such graceful nimble paws,
'Twill be no trick for you."

So Pussy, pleased with words of praise, 
Complied with his request,

And went to work with all her might,
) And did her level best.

And while he praised, she worked and worked, 
Till no more nuts were there;

And then she stopped and looked around 
To claim her proper share*

But every single nut was gone;
The monkey laughed with glee,

And Puss resolved to nevermore 
tjive heed to flattery.

»
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T H E  S O N G  O F  T H E  V I O L E T

ELIZABETH  CARTER

P
E R H A P S you have heard of Prince Golden- 

heart who saw only the good and beautiful 
in everybody and everything. He was a 
musician and played many instruments, 
but he loved the violin best of all. He 

spent many happy hours writing and playing the 
lovely harmonies that came to him, he said, from the 
wind, flowers and even heaven itself.

The court gave an annual concert at which was 
given a prize for the best interpretation, either in vocal 
or instrumental music. This prize was usually given 
to Prince Goldenheart, because he, more than any 
other, gave soul to his music.

One boy named Paul was a good musician, but he 
had never won a prize, and was so jealous of the 
prince he could scarcely think of anything else. He 
spent his time wishing his father and mother were 
king and queen and he a prince. He really thought 
he couldn’t accomplish anything because he hadn t 
the same things as the prince, and his books and play
things never satisfied him if they weren t just li e
those of the prince. .

He bad a beautiful voice, but he wouldn t sing
often, and tried to play the violin instead, because t e 
prince did. He neglected and despised his own talents
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and opportunities and tried to copy the prince. Even 
now as the time drew near for the concert he was 
practicing on his violin long hours daily, but without 
much hope of winning the prize.

One day as he was walking in the garden near the 
palace he heard the prince playing, and it was so 
beautiful that he was filled with despair. He knew 
he could never play like that, and sank down on a 
bench and listened and listened. The prince coming 
to the window saw Paul sitting out there, looking so 
sad and doleful, that he felt he must do something to 
cheer his playmate if possible. Laying aside his 
violin he ran down to Paul, who greeted him with a 
frown. He asked in the kindest way what was the 
matter, and Paul answered very grumpily, “ You 
know what is the matter. How can any of us hope 
to win the concert prize when you play? ”

The prince thought for a few moments, and then 
told Paul what he had wanted to say so many times — 
that each one had his own talent, and Paul was mak
ing a mistake in trying to play the violin when he 
could sing so beautifully. Paul listened, and then 
asked where he could find any songs to compare with 
the music he, the prince, played. For answer Gold- 
enheart laid his hand on Paul’s arm, and pointed to 
the bed of violets near by. Paul heard what he had 
never heard before, and although he had been told 
such things did happen, he hadn’t believed it possible. 
The violets were singing a lovely song, to which Paul 
seemed to hear the words, and when the prince gave 
him a pencil and told him to write them down, he 
obeyed ; all the time listening to the melody until it 
seemed to become a part ot himself.

The prince took him to the music room in the 
palace, and seating himself at the piano began an
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accompaniment and Paul sang as never before. Every
day after this until the concert Goldenheart and Paul 
would go to the garden and listen to the violets and 
then go to the music room.

When the great night came there was a great deal 
of excitement when it was whispered that the Prince 
Goldenheart had asked permission to play the accom
paniment to Paul’s song, for everyone knew'how 
jealous Paul was of the prince, and how badly he had 
spoken of him. When the number was called the 
silence was intense, and was not broken, excepting 
for the music, for a few seconds after the song ended, 
and then there was a tumult. Of course, Paul won 
the prize, to the great delight of the prince, and 
equally of course, the boys were the best of friends 
ever after. But best of all, Paul learned from the 
prince how to find and hear music in everything and 
everywhere.

T H E  E E A S O N F O ^ I T

I  pucker up my lip s and w histle,
A ll  through the livelong day.

I  w h istle even when I  w ork,
A n d  alw ays when I  play.

M y m other doesn 't think it ’s pretty, 

B u t th ere's a reason why,
W hen lip s are puckered  up fo r  kissing, 

T hey'er not in  shape to cry;

B u t then I  ca n 't k iss a ll the time,
So you m ust surely see 

P u ckerin g  up my lip s to w histle's 

The n ext best thing /o r  me.
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THE WEE WISDOM CLUB
BESSIE EVANS P E T T IN G E R  

VI.

THE SECRETARY'S M INUTES

I H E  C lub m et M arch 5 ,  1909, at the sam e  
place as a lw a y s. A ll o f u s  w ere  there and 
w e had two v is ito r s  : A rch ie  S m ith , our 
cou sin , cam e up from  to w n , and  th e other 
C hester, the new  lit t le  b o y  th a t h a s  ju st  

moved into the yellow  h o u se , around  th e  corner from  
M ildred’s u n cle’s . H e  is  an a w fu l n ice  l i t t le  b oy  and  
if his folks are go in g  to liv e  here a lw a y s  w e are go in g  
to ask him to join  our C lub.

W e fixed up the nursery w ith  fir b o u g h s , an d  m ade  
a platform  of som e b o x es, and it lo o k ed  ju st lik e  the  
school hall w hen w e had an en terta in m en t a t C h r ist
mas time.

All of us Club folks d ressed  up in  th e  m o st lo v e ly  
costum es you could im agine. M argaret had  on  her 
m other’s pink bath robe and a b la ck  la c e  sh a w l, and  
she trimmed a b ig  hat w ith  yards and  y a rd s  o f iv y  
vine until it w as perfectly b eau tifu l and ju s t  m atch ed  
the rest of her costum e.

The boys dressed up like In d ia n s, and  th e  rest o f 
us looked nearly as fine as M argaret, so  it w a s  a real 
“ swell occasion ,” as a soc iety  lad y  w ou ld  sa y .

W e all had to do som ething and tak e  part in  th e
program, so w e dressed up to  m ake it  m ore lik e  real 
acting.

Margaret read a story she made up ; Mildred sang 
a song; Nellie recited a piece ; in fact, she recited one 
and a half, as she forgot in the middle of her piece 
and had to say something else; Robert told of his 
tnp to Pennsylvania last summer, and he told it awful
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ood ; I do believe he will be a good talking lawyer 
when he grows up. Margaret says he is getting 
enough practice while he is a boy, he ought to make 
it count for something by and by. Willie did some 
real smart tricks with a glass of water ; he said they 
were electrical tricks, but I don’t think they really 
were.

When Lois got up I was surprised to have her 
read two of my verses she had found in my desk. 
They weren’t any good, anyway, and she read them 
so horrid, and giggled right in the very most im
portant lines, and of course when Lois giggles it 
makes every one else do the same, so my poems did 
not have an appreciative audience. Here they are, 
and I hope they will look better in print than they 
sounded when Lois read them:

S P R IN G

W hen little birds come Hopping,

A n d little birds come singing,

A  very happy message they w ill bring.

A n d this m erry song they’ll sing

“ It is Spring, now remember, it is Spring.”

W hen blossoms are hanging onto the trees.

And fall at the touch of gentle Miss Breeze ;

Flow ers are swaying, and seem to be saying,

“ Com e, go a-M aying, com e, go a-M aying.”

H O N E Y S U C K L E  W IN E

W hen ere the curtain’s lifted,

And displays a sky of blue,

And the flowers are wet and shiny,

With a drink that we call d e w ;
T h e re ’s a buzzing and a humming 

Round the honeysuckle vine ;
’Tis then the bees are drinking 

Up their honeysuckle wine.
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For my part, I recited the piece mother 
for me when I lost the one my teacher g a w ^ 6 Upl 
learn. You know Lucy Addie Jenkins U 
Lucy,” the one who wrote “ Princess Blue B e l l ^ ^ l  
our Christmas present. This is what mother wrote' ■

Lucy Addie Jenkins, she is the nicest one!
She tells us youngsters stories ’at is the bestest fun.
Lucy comes to call on ma; then me and sister Lo 
Climb in the chair, aside of her, we know she likes us so 
When ma is called a minute by some one at the door 
Our chance we seize for stories and beg for fairy lore.
And so she gets well started; (Of course our ma's polite 
She’d not int’rupt the story, cause that would not be right.)

So Lucy Addie Jenkins tells us the greatest yarns,
About the cows and horses ’at talk at night, in barns.
And then there is a princess, her name is Geraldine,
Her home’s a great big castle an’ everything ’at’s fine.
But one day an awful giant grabbed her in his hand,
And took her off to his house, 'way in another [land.
And, Oh! we get so frightened ! we shiver and we shake,
And snuggle close beside her, and then her hand we take.

And Lucy Addie Jenkins, she laughs at us, and says,
,r At’s enough for this time, I’ll finish some o’ these days "
An’ when her call is over and we are sent to bed,
Then me and Lo are scared to death, and cover up our head. 
And Lo says. What’s ’at noise? It sounds just like a spook!r 
“ It’s just a door ’at’s open, but I’m afraid to look.”
And when it’s most to midnight, and every one’s asleep,
My sister Lo will yell aloud, and out of bed she’ll leap.
Then ma ’ill come to our room, to help us quiet down.
She tells us “ It's all nonsense," and says it with a frown.

And Lucy Addie Jenkins don’t care a single mite,
How much us kids is frightened, or ma is up at night.

W e  are going to pop corn and bake apples at our

next meeting and tell conumdrums.
Sallie P ettinger, Secretary.
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FRŒNDLY BARTERING Wim |ND,ilB
f o j ,  BERTHA ELETTA TYTLER

II.

■ H h t  ®  * 4  ¿ 1
■  1 e M  »  ««d) t » .
■  ■  t  p  I  » »  i  ■  ■  h
h .» e  entirely spoiled m , trading, had they come îd v  
sooner, for they immediately started to sneer at the 
baskets and at their valuation by the Indian women

and ended by offering money for the pink shawl thé
Indian woman had gotten from me. She straightened
herself up, tossed back her big braids, and with a per- 
fectly magnifi
cent gesture of 
disdain, s a i d , !
“  I don’t want 
y o u r  m oney.”
T h e n  s h e  
showed t h e m  
the breadth of 
her back a n d  
never t u r n e d  
around again.

M y  s w e e t 
faced friend had 
gently informed 
me t h a t  those 
(Indian) women 
were “ well off,” 
but s h e  w a s  
much too polite 
to say so of her
self. baby tenny
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I photographed the children, or most of them, as 
you see in the picture, which is none too clear; alSo 
dear little “ Tenny,” the baby in the crowd. The 
Indians had their own kodak along so they did photo- 
graping on their own account.

Before the ten days of their stay were over I had 
grown quite friendly with them all, and let them bor
row my laundry tubs and boards — anything they 
wanted, in fact, for they were so clean. The men were 
delighted, because I told them of the only place where 
fishing is good near here, so they brought back sixty 
big trout, one day, enough even for their big crowd 
to eat.

M r s . Sweet-face and six or eight of the children* 
came almost every day to see me. I soon found out that

they were all very 
wealthy Indians, 
living in big brick 
and st one houses of 
their own, and edu
cated at Carlisle 
College in Pennsyl
vania. You can 
imagine how I felt 
about having of- 
ered them old 
clothes 1 I 11n t 
over my apologies 
and explanations 
to the others b y 
Mrs.  Sweet-face 
one day, and she 
brought back the 
assurance that they 

the Ewistie-tammo” h a d  u n d e r s to o d
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it happened. They let me know that I could never 
have obtained the baskets for any consideration, had 
they not seen that I appreciated the Ah-ka-pa’s 
from their standpoint. They take an immense 
amount of time and trouble to make these baskets, 
being composed of hemp with corn husks split into 
fine shreds (by holding one end between the teeth), 
and then wound around the hemp. They make colored 
patterns by winding yarn around the same way.

At the time I closed the deal for the two lovely 
baskets, what do you suppose the Indian women were 
doing? They were preparing a “ Wistie-tammo,” 
their version of what we call a turkish bath. Look 
carefully at the picture and see how cleverly they 
have twisted willow boughs into a cover or hood ; in 
the foreground is a fire, heating the stones that they 
pile under the wicker-work. Then the Indian gets in 
and the frame is covered very tight with skins, etc., 
and the bather pours cold water on the hot stones, 
causing such steam that a white man (who tried it) 
declared to me it was awful. They stay about an 
hour in the steam and then jump into the nearby 
mountain torrent, for they always make their wistie- 
tammos near a stream.

One day a fierce storm came up as we were eating 
our noon meal. I had wished the Indian braves good- 
luck as they started off fishing, and had waved a 
friendly God-speed to the women when they rode by 
on their way to pick berries, so I knew that only a 
blind old woman and the smaller children remained in 
camp. First one terrific flash of lightning struck the 
hillside opposite us ; then, as I was rising to leave 
the table, there was a blinding light and such ear- 
splitting noise that I thought my ear-drums had been 
broken, and I had to cling to the table to keep from
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being thrown down by the force of the shock j 
not take more than that to show that the lightni h 
missed our cabin by very, very little. Tn ,  »  °

, , , , a momentwe heard a roar and my wee boy pointed to the flam
darting up a tall tree on the hillside about fifty feel
away — half-way between us and the Indian camp
I immediately thought of the little children and the
blind old woman left alone there, and ran over to see 
how they had fared. Two little boys ran out and 
clung to me, crying, “ Our camp will all be burnt out!” 

Then a tall young man I had not seen before came 
out, and growled something that sounded like, ‘«Shut 
up,” but, of course, nicely brought up Indians never 
would use such an expression as that, but, as I said, 
it sounded like it. The young man’s eyes were closed, 
and he asked in very good English, “ How far is the 
fire? I can’t see it very well.”

I realized at once that he was totally blind, but 
was too proud to say so. I answered, “ You know 
how far you are from the creek? the burning tree is 
just that distance from your wikkie-up.” Then I as
sured him that there were plenty of men close by, and 
I would call upon them and have the entire camp 
moved to safety if danger threatened. He thanked 
me very nicely and I went home.

I concluded my friendly bartering with the Indians 
by the acquisition of five more very fine ah-ka-pas. I 
paid no money, but managed to exchange them for 
something the Indians wanted, and had many a jolly 
talk and laugh with them. Later on a storekeeper 
from the nearest town came by, and I showed him my 
collection. He was amazed, especially upon learning 
that I paid no cash. He said, “ I have been around 
here for many years, but never can get them without 
paying the top price.” Almost in the same breath he 
said the Indians bored him to distraction, and he dis
liked talking to them. It is very easy for even the 
wee-est of you Wees to see why the Indians didn’t 
laugh and chat with him ! Isn’t it ?
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%tje ©tree little  butterflies!

H R E E  little butterflies, ||̂ /zg and gay  

P la y e d  in  a g a rd en  one summer d a y : 

O ne w as yellow  an d  one was white,

A  n d  one was red as the sunset light.

4 great black cloud came up in the I Test,

A  nd p o u red  down rain fro m  its riven crest; 

It  drenched the butter flies'1 dainty wings.

They trem bled with cold, the tiny things.J  J o

They sa id , u We must f in d  some friendly flower, 

To take us a ll  in out o f  the shower\

They knocked at the door o f  the Lady Rose, 

Whose ruddy heart, like the liearthflre glows.

Oh, L a d y  Rose, w ill you take us in f  

The rain is cold, and our clothes are thin, j 

The Rose coldly shook her dew-crowned head. 

/  have not room fo r  so manyfl she said.

1 The red one here with me may stay,

The white and the yellow must go their way.

Though it  be d ren chin g  and dreary weather,

The butterflies said, uwe w ill keep together.
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a please, D am e L ily , to take us in ,
The rain  is cold, an d  our clothes are tliin T

The L ily  lif te d  her la n g u id  head,
“ Gay colors d a zz le  my eyes," she sa id .
« The white one here w ith  me m ay stay,
11 The red and ye llow  m ust g o  th eir w ay. 3»

“ Though it he w eary a n d  w in d y  w ea th er,"
The butterflies sa id , “ we w i l l  keep together." 
They knocked a t the door o f  the Sunflow er ta ll, 
Whose golden castle could hold  them a ll.

“ Please, M r. Sunflower, let us in ,
“ The rain is cold, an d  our clothes are thin  
The Sunflower looked from  his heigh t o f  p r id e  
A t  the three little  butterflies side by side.

“ The yellow  one here w ith  me m ay s ta y ,
The red and the white m ust go  th eir w ay."
The butterflies heard him, a n d  sa d  a t heart, 
They could not make up their m inds to p a r t .

| P hat ever may come o f  w in d  or w eather J 
They a ll declared, “ we w ill  keep together§
The Sun w as listening overhead, 

nd heard what the three little  butterflies sa id .

■  I  ‘hem 1 8  bro th er;
I■  H  B  B  i  1  "»other,
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And he sm iled a sm ile so bright and warm,
I t  s c a t te r e d  the clouds and stopped the storm.

I  tie g rea t black cloud-rags blew away,
The garden  bathed in sunlight la y ;
The raindrops g litte red  like diamond rings, 
A n d  the three little butterflies dried their wings

The sunshinew arm ed them through and througho  O
Then a ll together a w a y  they flew.
Children, dear, in L ife 's  stormy weather, 
Love one another and keep together.

—  Selected.

A  C O R R E C T E D  S O N G

I  kn ow  as I  res.d the sw eet story of old 

T h a t  Jesus is h ere am ong men,
T h a t  h e  still b rin gs his ch ild ren  like lambs to the fold 

W ith  the sam e lo vin g care now as th en ;

T h a t  the sam e C h rist is here to heal and to bless 

W ith  the T r u th  that m akes all people free.

W h o  b e lie v e s  him today, still hears the Christ say,

“  Let the little ones come unto me."
— The Shepherd.
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C h i l d - G a r d  e n i n g
CONDUCTED BY LTDA H. HARDY

GOSPEL OF NATURE STUDY
T H E  L A W  O F  E X P R E S S IO N  

SERIES X III.

G O D ’S G I F T  O F  T H E  F R U I T

A n d  G o d  s a id ,  L e t  t h e  e a r t h  b r i n g  fo r t h  . . j

th e  f r u it  t r e e  y i e ld in g  f r u i t  a f t e r  i t s  k in d ,  w h o s e  se e d  

is  in  i t s e l f ; a n d  it  w a s  s o .

W e  h a v e  n o w  fo l lo w e d  t h e  t i n y  b r o w n  s e e d  o n  its  

w o n d e r fu l  jo u r n e y ,  fr o m  t h e  t im e  i t  w a s  p la c e d  in  th e  

c o o l  m o is t  s o i l ,  u n t i l  it  u n f o ld e d  a c c o r d i n g  to  G o d ’ s 

la w  o f e x p r e s s io n  in to  a  b e a u t i f u l ,  p e r f e c t  f lo w e r .

I n  o u r  le s s o n  a b o u t  t h e  f lo w e r  w e  le a r n e d  a b o u t 

th e  p is t i l  o f  th e  f lo w e r , a n d  w h a t  a  v e r y  im p o r t a n t  a n d  

n e c e s s a r y  m e m b e r  it  i s .  Y o u  r e m e m b e r  w e  fo u n d  th a t  

th e r e  a r e  th r e e  d iffe r e n t  p a r t s  to  t h e  p i s t i l : th e  o v a r y ,  

s t y le  a n d  s t i g m a ; a n d  t h a t  t h e  o v a r y  i s  t h e  h o llo w  

c a s e  w h ic h  h o ld s  th e  o v u le s .

T h a t  w a s  a  m a r v e lo u s  s t o r y  w a s n ’ t it ,  a b o u t  th e  

p o lle n , h o w  i t  f a l l s  fro m  th e  a n t h e r  o r  t o p  o f  t h e  s t a 

m en  o n to  th e  s t ig m a  o r  to p  o f  t h e  p i s t i l ,  t r a v e l l i n g  

d o w n  th e  s te m , o r  s t y le ,  o f  th e  p i s t i l ,  in t o  t h e  o v a r y ,  

c h a n g in g  th e  l i t t l e  o v u le s  in to  r e a l  s e e d s  w it h  b a b y  

p la n ts  in s id e  o f th e m , w ith  r o o t s ,  s t e m s ,  l e a v e s ,  f lo w 

e r s  a n d  f r u i t ; o n ly  n e e d in g  th e  s o i l ,  w a te r»  a ir  a n d  

s u n s h in e , to  b r in g  th e m  o u t b e fo re  o u r  w o n d e r in g  e y e s ?

N o w  lis te n :  W h e n  th e  o v a r y ,  w i t h  w h a t  i s  in s id e

i t ,  g r o w s  a n d  d e v e lo p s  a  c e r ta in  le n g t h  o f  t im e , w e  

s a y  it  is  ripe. W e  c a ll  it  fru it  a n d  lo v e  to  e a t  i t .
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W hen the tube or the calyx grows fast to the ovary, 
it also becomes a part of the fruit, and sometimes, as 
in the apple and pear, it becomes the greater part of 
the fruit.

There are three different kinds of fruit: 1. Fleshy
F r u i t s ;  2. Stone F ru its ;  and 3. Dried Fruits.

In fleshy fruits the whole wall becomes thick and 
soft. The berries, tomatoes and grapes belong to this 
class. Did you know that the orange is only a big 
berry? In  stone fruit the outer wall of the ovary 
thickens and becomes soft, while the inner grows hard 
like a nut. Cherries, plums and peaches are stone 
fruits. In  dry fruits the ovary sometimes remains 
thin, sometimes it grows hard. Cocoanuts, hazelnuts, 
chestnuts and acorns belong to this class. The next 
time you eat an apple, remember that it is only a 
ripened ovary, and that making the juicy pulp was 
not the most important work of the tree. The first 
and most necessary work was the forming and grow
ing of those little brown seeds, which you see safely 
housed in their snug smooth treasure boxes, hidden 
within the pulp.

Think about how long it took the mother tree 
to make the perfect f ru it! Next spring when you see 
the pink and white petals leave the apple blossoms 
and go sailing off like tiny boats, you just open your 
bright eyes — and right there at the end of each blos
som stem, you will see a tiny hard, green knob. All 
through the spring and summer these little knobs will 
be just growing away, and growing away, and finally, 
in the autumn, in the very places where the little 
knobs were, you will find lovely, juicy apples, full 
grown and ripe. Just look at that large spreading 
apple tree 1 It began with a wee tiny cell, in the bot
tom of a pistil, in a blossom. And look at those lovely
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rosy apples'. All the time that they were growing, a 
tiny little apple tree was growing inside of every 
shiny brown seed.

Froebel said, “ The largest tree may have sprung 
from the smallest seed, and the greatest human action 
slumbers in the first sensations of the infant soul.”
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J u s t  a s  t h e  s e e d  c o n t a i n s  t h e  t r e e ,  s o  w it h in  th e  

m in d  o f  e a c h  c h i l d  o f  G o d  i s  w is d o m  a n d  k n o w le d g e , 

w h ic h  m a y  b e  b r o u g h t  f o r t h  a c c o r d in g  to  G o d ’ s  la w  

a s  s u r e l y  a s  t h e  t r e e  i s  b r o u g h t  fo r t h  fr o m  th e  se e d . 

A  t r e e  i s  w h a t  c o m e s  t h r o u g h  e d u c a t in g  a  s e e d . D id  

y o u  k n o w  t h a t  a  t r e e  i s  a n  e d u c a t e d  s e e d ?

W e  a r e  b e i n g  e d u c a t e d ,  w h e n  t h a t  w is d o m  an d  

k n o w le d g e  w h i c h  G o d  p la n t e d  in s id e  o f u s  is  b e in g  

d r a w n  o u t  a n d  u s e d .  W e  h a v e  le a r n e d  b e fo re , th a t 

e v e r y t h i n g  w e  s e e  in  t h e  w o r ld  is  a  s y m b o l,  o r is  ju s t  

l i k e  s o m e t h i n g  t h a t  i s  in  t h e  W o r ld  B e a u t i fu l  w h ich  

w e  k n o w  a b o u t ,  b u t  d o  n o t  s e e .

T h e  s e e d s  w h i c h  w e  p la n t  in  o u r  g a r d e n s  a re  lik e  

t h e  t h o u g h t  s e e d s  w h i c h  t h e  d e a r  H e a v e n ly  F a th e r  

p l a n t s  in  o u r  s o u l  g a r d e n s .

A s  t h e  t i n y  b r o w n  s e e d s  b r in g  fo r th  fru it  o f th e ir  

k i n d ,  s o  d o  o u r  t h o u g h t  s e e d s  b t in g  fo rth  fr u it  o f  their 
k i n d .  J u s t  s o  s u r e  a s  r a d is h  s e e d s  b r in g  fo rth  ra d 

i s h e s ,  l o v e  s e e d s  w i l l  b r in g  fo r th  lo v e .

G o d ’ s  b e a u t i f u l  s t o r y  b o o k  t e l ls  u s  a b o u t th is . I t  

s a y s ,  “  W h a t s o e v e r  a  m a n  s o w e th  th a t  s h a ll he a lso  

r e a p . ”  A n d  “  Y e  s h a l l  k n o w  th e m  b y  th e ir  fru its . 

A n d  i t  s a y s ,  t o o ,  “  T a k e  h e e d  to  y o u r  w o r d s .”

A n d  s o  w e  f in d  t h a t  ju s t  s o  su re  a s  w e m u st care  

f o r  t h e  s e e d s  in  t h e  g a r d e n  a n d  g iv e  them  th a t w h ich  

t h e y  n e e d  i f  w e  r e a p  g o o d  f r u it ,  ju s t  so  su re  m u st we 

t a k e  c a r e  o f  t h e  t h o u g h t  s e e d s  i f  w e  w o u ld  h a v e  them  

b r i n g  f o r t h  t h a t  m o s t  b le s s e d  o f  a ll  fru its : the fru it o f 

t h e  S p i r i t ,  w h ic h  is  lo v e ,  jo y ,  p e a ce , lo n gsu fferin g , 

g e n t l e n e s s ,  g o o d n e s s  a n d  fa ith .

“  I f  I  w ere a sm ile  I ’d chase the frown 
F r o m  country, c ity  and town j 
A n d  w ith k in d n ess I ’d seek a place 
O n  every  hum an face .’
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HOW ELEANOR GOT HER NEW DRESS
MABEL HAZELTON

H ,  m o t h e r ,  d e a r , ”  c r ie d  E l e a n o r  G o r d o n ,  

r u s h in g  in t o  t h e  r o o m  w h e r e  h e r  m o t h e r  

s a t  s e w in g ,  “  M a r y  C h e n e y  h a s  a s k e d  

m e  to  h e r  b i r t h d a y  p a r t y  n e x t  S a t u r 

d a y .  D o  s a y  I  m a y  g o . ”

M r s . G o r d o n  lo o k e d  l o v i n g l y  d o w n  a t  t h e  e a g e r  

l i t t le  fa c e  a n d  s a id ,  “  I  d o n ’ t q u i t e  s e e  h o w  y o u  c a n ,  

fo r  y o u  h a v e  n o  d r e s s ,  a n d  m o t h e r ,  y o u  k n o w , h a s  n o  

m o n e y . I ’m  s o r r y ,  d e a r . ”

E le a n o r ’s  fa c e  f e l l  a n d  a  b i g  s o b  c a m e  u p  in  h e r  

th r o a t , b u t  s h e  s u d d e n ly  b r ig h t e n e d  a n d  s a i d ,  “ M o t h e r ,  

d o  y o u  re m e m b e r  w h a t  M i s s  A l i c e  s a i d  a b o u t  G o d  

w a n t in g  to  g iv e  u s  a l l  t h in g s ,  a n d  t h a t  w e  o n ly  h a d  t o  

a s k  h im , a n d  th e n  t h a n k  h im  fo r  g i v i n g  i t  to  u s ?  S h e  

s a id  th a t  fa ith  in  h im  w a s  e v e r y t h i n g .  I ’ m  g o in g  t o  

a s k  h im  r ig h t  n o w .”

A n d  w it h  th a t  s h e  p lu m p e d  h e r  h e a d  d o w n  in  h e r  

m o th e r ’ s la p , a n d  p r a y e d ,  “ D e a r  G o d ,  I w a n t  a  n e w  

d r e s s  fo r  M a r y ’s b ir t h d a y  p a r t y ,  p le a s e  s e n d  it  r i g h t  

a w a y  off q u ic k , a n d  th a n k  y o u .  A m e n .”

T h e n  sh e  ju m p e d  u p  a n d  c r ie d ,  “ I k n o w  t h a t  I 

h a v e  it . O h , I ’m  so  g la d ,  a n d  m a y  I r u n  a n d  t e l l  
M a r y ?  ”

T h e  c h ild  lo o k e d  so  h a p p y  o v e r  th e  a n s w e r ,  a n d  

so  s u r e  o f it , th a t  M r s . G o r d o n  h a d  n o t  t h e  h e a r t  t o  
s a y , N o .

“ W h o  k n o w s ,”  sh e  th o u g h t, “ P e r h a p s  a  l i t t l e  
c h ild  s h a ll  le a d  m e .”

A n d  a t  h e r  h a lf  d o u b tfu l n o d  E le a n o r  f le w  o u t  o f  
th e  d o o r to  te ll  M a r y  th e  g o o d  n e w s .

C o m in g  h o m o , th e  N e w  Y o r k  t r a in  w h iz z e d  b y  b 
s c a t te r in g  th e  le a v e s  r ig h t an d  le f t .  S o m e th in g  b le

e r

w
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o u t  f r o m  o n e  o f  t h e  r e a r  w i n d o w s ,  a n d  c a m e  d a n c in g  

a n d  s k i p p i n g  t o w a r d  h e r ,  a n d  t h e n  s e t t le d  a t  h e r  fe e t  

l i k e  a  t i r e d  c h i l d .  W h a t  d o  y o u  t h in k  i t  w a s ?  A  

n e w ,  c r i s p ,  d o l l a r  b i l l .

E l e a n o r  p i c k e d  i t  u p  w o n d e r in g ly ,  a n d  th e n  sh e  

t h o u g h t ,  “ W h y ,  t h i s  i s  m y  d r e s s ,  o f  c o u r s e .  A n d  

H e  s e n t  i t  t o  m e ;  I  k n o w  H e  d id .  I ’m  g o in g  h o m e  a s  

f a s t  a s  I  c a n  a n d  s h o w  i t  t o  m o t h e r .”

H o w  p l e a s e d  m o t h e r  w a s  w h e n  h e r  l i t t le  d a u g h te r  

g a v e  h e r  t h e  b i l l ,  a n d  t o ld  h e r  h o w  it  c a m e  to  h e r .

I  I t  c a m e  r i g h t  t o  m y  f e e t ,  m o th e r , d e a r , an d  

s t o p p e d  t h e r e ,  j u s t  a s  i f  i t  k n e w  t h a t  I  w a s  th e  lit t le  

g i r l  f o r  w h o m  i t  w a s  s e n t . ”

W i t h  t h a t  d o l l a r  M r s .  G o r d o n  b o u g h t  s o m e  d a in ty  

l a w n  a n d  m a d e  a  d r e s s  f i t  f o r  a  p r in c e s s .  A n d  E l e a 

n o r  w o r e  i t  t o  t h e  p a r t y  t h e  n e x t  S a t u r d a y ,  a n d , a s  

s h e  t o l d  h e r  m o t h e r  a f t e r w a r d s ,  “  I  h a d  ju s t  th e  

b e s t e s t  t i m e  in  m y  d r e s s  t h a t  G o d  s e n t  m e .”

A  W IS H  F O R  E V E R Y  D A Y

M onday I wish for eager feet,

On errands of love to g o ;

T u esd ay I wish for a gentle voice,

W ith  a tone both soft and lo w ;

W ednesday I wish for willing hands,

L ove’s duties all to do ;

Thursday I wish for open ears,

W ise words to listen to ;

Friday I wish for a smiling face,

A  brightener of home to b e ,

Saturday I wish for quickened eyes,

G o d ’s beauty all to see ;
Sunday I wish for a tranquil heart,

That may to others joy impart.
__The Ram's Horn.
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G atooma S id in g , G atooma , R h odesia , S o u t h  A frica .
D ear Au n t  M ary — T h a n k  y o u  s o  m u c h  f o r  W ee W isdom. I 

I w is h  I c o u ld  te l l  y o u  m o r e  a b o u t  th e  w i ld  c a t ,  b u t  a s  it  a te  some-1 
o f  o u r  c h ic k e n s , w e  s e n t  it  in  a  s a c k  b y  a  k a ff ir  b o y  to  a  m in e r  
w h o  w a n te d  it. W e  d id  h a v e  t h ir te e n  c o w s , b u t  o n e  d ie d  b e c a u s e  
th e r e  is  n o  g r e e n  g r a s s  in  th e  v e ld ,  a n d  a n o t h e r  o n e  r a n  b a c k ' 
e ig h ty -s ix  m ile s  to  its  o ld  h o m e . W e  o n ly  g e t  t w e n t y  q u a r ts  o f  
m ilk  a  d a y . I  d o  w is h  th e  r a in  w o u ld  c o m e  a n d  m a k e  th e  g r a s s  
g r o w  fo r  th e m . T h e  o th e r  n ig h t  a  b r o w n  b u c k  s to o d  a n d  lo o k e d  
at us q u ite  n e a r  th e  k a ia s . I ’m  g la d  n o  o n e  s h o t  it. T h i s  is  o u r  
su m m e r h e r e , C h r is tm a s  b e in g  o n e  o f  th e  h o te s t  d a y s  in  th e  y e a r , 
b u t w e  a r e  lo o k in g  f o r w a r d  to  a  C h r is t m a s  t r e e  ju s t  th e  s a m e . 
M o th e r  a n d  I a r e  g o in g  h o m e  to  C a p e  T o w n  in  a  f e w  w e e k s . W e  
ta k e  a  b o a t a  B e i r a ; g o  d o w n  th e  E a s t  C o a s t ,  s t o p p in g  a t  a l l  th e  
p o rts  on  th e  w a y . It  ta k e s  e ig h te e n  d a y s  f r o m  t h e r e  to  C a p e  
T o w n . I 'm  lo o k in g  fo r w a r d  to  it v e r y  m u c h , a s  I  h a v e  n e v e r  b e e n  
on  a  b o a t b e fo r e . K i t  a n d  I  b o th  e n jo y e d  y o u r  le t t e r  a n d  p o s t
c a r d s  v e r y  m u c h . W e  a l l  s e n d  lo v e  a n d  M e r r y  C h r is tm a s .

D ear W ee W isdom— This letter tells you about the farm where my 
niece and her husband and three little boys live. The little girl. Edith, only 
eight years old, I have never seen, but I knew her mother in California when

D ear W ee W isdom — I am glad to get the W e e  W isdom  ; 
there are so many nice stories in it. I go to school e v e r y  d a y . I 
am nine years old. I have a little sister. I have c h ic k e n s  a n d  a  
cat. I like to go to school. I have lots of little friends and a  k in d

,^ RAR W eb W isdom —  I  l ik e  y o u r  l i t t l e  s t o r ie s  v e r y  m u c h . 
C h ris tm a s  is  th e  b e s t  o n e  o f  a ll .  I  a m  n in e  y e a r s  o ld  I th a n k  
yo u  fo r  s e n d in g  m e  th e  tw o  e x tr a  W ee W isdoms. I w il l  g i v e  
th em  a w a y  to  a  l i t t le  g ir l  w h o  h a s  n o t g o t  a n y . A  f r ie n d  
h e lp e d  m e to  w r ite  th is . G o o d  b y , f r o m  B essie Kennedy .

^  D enver Colo.
D ear W ee W isdom— T h i s  is  m y  first le t te r  to  y o u . |  have 

read s e v e r a l c o p ie s  o f  y o u , b u t  n e v e r  s u b s c r ib e d . I d id  n o t have

4 ?
«
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N o v e m b e r  13 , 1908. E d it h  F r a se r .

I was only a little girl. Yours lovingly, "Aunt Mary” d e W it t .

C in c in n a t i, O h io .

m am a a n d  p a p a . Y o u r  l i t t le  f r ie n d , R uth P ulliam .

Vallejo, Cal .
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time to w rite a story, so I send you a picture that tells a storv T 
cannot draw very good with a pen so I drew it in nencil 
Enclosed you w ill find 50 cents for which I hope you will send m l 
the little magazine for one year. I am in the seventh grade of 
Clayton school in Denver. Yours truly Margaret E penter

I  ¡I  1 love drawing and expect to take lessons when I'm out of school. M E H
[M argare t’s drawing is very good but a« it -«__

lines will a llh av e  to be gone over with India ink before the etcher^u n m a k t  
use of it. We 11 try to get it ready for W ee  W isdom at some near date - ^ . 1

I-, , , ,  . . w est B erkely, Cal.
Dear W ee W isdom- T h i s  is the first time I ever wrote to 

you. I have been taking you for two years, and like you very 
much. I am eight years old. I have two sisters and one brother. 
My brother s name is Henry. One of my sisters’ name is Inga, the 
other is Mary We have been up in the country. We had a fine 
time there. I like this little prayer very much:

God is my help in every need,
God does my every hunger feed,
God walks beside me, guides my way,

Through every moment of this day 

I now am wise, I now am true,
Patient, kind and loving, too ;
All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the truth that is in me.
God is my health, I can’t be sick;
God is my strength, unfailing, quick ,
God is my all, I know no fear.
Sin ce God and Love and Truth are here.

F r o m  y o u r  n e w  W e e , Marie Kelley.

[We are glad Marie knows our little prayer. We say it in c°?^e.1 
every Sunday morning in Unity Sunday School, and wish that every 
all the world knew it, and realized the truth of it. Hannah Mo re K 
wrote it years ago, and it is counted as part of the scripture of mo 
physics.— Ed.]

Palo Alto, Cal. 
D ear W e e  W isdom —  I h a v e  received W ee W isdom^ 1 Uke 
r y  m u c h .  M y  m o t h e r  g o t  it  f o r  m e  th is  y e a r  a n d  n « ct y

to  h a v e  it ,  I m u s t  n o t  hofe f o r  I  know I  ^ n T i t  is a n  ex- 
/ y e a r s  a l t e r .  I  h a v e  “  L o v e  s  R o s e s , a n  - ,  *
i n g l y  g o o d  s t o r y .  I  a m  s e n d in g  y o u  a  m on  y  c G o o d  S t o r y  B o o k le t s  |  w h ic h  I  a m  s u r e  I ™ U e n j o y  v e y  
h. I  w i l l  t r y  a n d  d o  a s  B l a n c h e  s a y ^ B e k m n g  wm ^  

1 G o d ’s  c r e a t u r e s . ”  M y  m o th e r  a n d  fa th e r  a n d  aI1

l to  g e t t in g  Unity. W i t h  lo ts  o f  lo v e  y0 ’.^ be in the 8th  

i t t l e  Wees. I a m  t h i r t e e n  y e a r s M jfc v J ife ,  
e  in  F e b r u a r y .  F r o m  y o u r  lo v in g  l i t t le  s u t e c r  y>



I not subscribers. 1 anvvery fond of poetry, and I write some, too. 
I am sending you one, which Mrs. Hardy might utilize in " The 
Gospel of Nature Study,” about "God's Gifts." I have several 
more I will send you some time. I bring also a picture of a blue 
jay, for I am interested in drawing and anyone who draws. I will 
write to Lora Fay when I get time, for she is just my age and in 
my grade.

With much love, I remain your Wee. W innie R o w ley .

[W ee  W isdom is glad to continue her visits to the hom^of our youna 
poetess, and join her in the appreciation of all God s Gut .
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T erre H aute, Ind.
Dear W ee W isdom — I have never written to you. My Aunt 
you to me for Christmas. I could not do without you. I have 

been reading the letters, and noticed you telling of your grandmas. I 
have a great grandma. She is eighty-six years old (young). I am 
ten. I am in the sixth grade at school. I have two brothers 
older than myself. I have nobody to play with, but I have a lot 
of toys, a great big doll, a little dog and cat and some gold fish 
which I got for Christmas and a lot more things. Well, my letter 
is getting long. I must close. With best wishes.

Charlotte Kruzan.
[C harlo tte  has om itted  h e r s tre e t num ber and so if she fails to get her 

extra W e b  W isdom it will be on th a t account.— E d.]

D a d e v il l e , M o .
D e a r  W e e  W is d o m  — I take my pencil in hand to write you a 

few  lines. I am five years old. I can read W e e  W is d o m . I love 
the little stories in W e e  W is d o m . My sister's helping me to write 
this. I have lots of pets. A dog and a cat. She is a pretty gray 
cat and my dog is yellow and white. I love to learn little verses 
o u t o f W e e  W is d o m . I  started to write and my sister helped me. 
That is all can think of now. I will close. From your loving 
reader, J oy  O r t l o f f .

[Joy has done real well, I think, the first three lines of her le tte r were 
all her own. then  sister helped her out. We rem em ber when first we heard 
of little Joy, one of her sisters told us of a new baby that had come to them 
and they had nam ed her after Aunt Joy in “ Wee W isdom’s Way.” So we all 
know she is a T ru th  child and do not wonder that she can do so much her
s e l f . —  E d .

D a d e v il l e , M o .
D ea r  W e e s  — I write a few lines to you. I am seven years 

o ld . This is m y  first time to write to you. I thank you for your 
W e e  W is d o m . I read your little paper. I have a doll and a cat, 
p r e tty  g r a y . Your friend, L il l ie  O r t l o f f .

D a d e v il l e , M o .
D ear  W e e  W isdom  —  I th in k  I  w ill w rite  a fe w  lin e s to you. 

I am  te n  y e a r s  o ld  an d  am  in th e  th ird  book. W e  h ad a  go o d  tim e  
N e w  Y e a rs. I  w ish  y o u  h ad  a  g o o d  tim e too. I  h a ve g o n e  fo u r  
y e a r s  to sch o ol. W e  h a v e  a  n e w  house. It isn't q u ite  done. I  
w ish  I l iv e d  c lo se  to yo u r h om e. W e  go to school. I  like m y  
books. W e  h a v e  a  d o g n am ed  H e n r y , an d one nam ed B o b . F ro m  
y o u r lo v in g  frien d , S ophia  E . O r t l o f f .

S t . L o u is , M o .
D ear  W e e s  —  T h is  is m y first letter to you. I  thou ght I 

w ou ld  w rite a letter to the W e e s  and tell you how I e n jo y  W e e  
W is d o m . I think so m uch o f it. I  look forw ard to its co m in g  
e v e r y  m onth, an d I am  so in terested  in all the stories, e s p e c ia lly  
"  T h e  S to ry o f L o v ie ." I am  in the sixth grade, and I am  tw e lv e
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years old, with much love to all the little Wees. I am i 
little Wee, : Emma Boei£ S .<*'™ 8

. T y f f e , Ala
D e a r  W e e  W is d o m  — I am a little five-year-old boy. \ g0 t I 

school. I study arithmetic, spelling and reading. I work f0° I 
mama Saturdays to earn enough money to get Wee W isdom. My 
home is on Sand Mountain out in the country where I get pure 
air and the beautiful sunshine. I have a nice home. I have one 
brother and two little sisters. My papa has a store. I get many 
playthings. Iam  enclosing $1.00 for W e e  W isdom for myself 
and my little cousin, Lucile Bell. Amos Gibson.

[W hat a  big m an-boy Amos must be. W e are real glad to know him, 
and thank him ever so much for introducing W e e  W isdom to his little 
cousin.— E d .]

WEE WEE BENHAM’S VALENTINE TO WEE WISDOM.
It came too late to show you last month. So our young arti 

Billy has made a sketch of it. Only in her valentine the hear 
red and the cupids are pink and the ribbons white. The li 
w h i t e  envelopePopens and this is the message on its little sheet 
naner “ Cupid Cottage, Love Lane,
P P ’ £  W orld  o f  L ove, to you|



Blanche’s Bible Lessons

LESSON 10. MARCH 7,

Philip and The Ethiopian —Acts 8:26-40

G o l d e n  T e x t  —  Ye search the scriptures, because 
ye think that in them ye have eternal life; and these are 
they which bear witness of me.— John 5:39.

Once upon a. time a great man who lived in Ethiopia went to 
Jerusalem to worship, and he rode in a chariot. When he was 
coming back across the desert, he was reading the Bible, and a 
man named Philip, who had been sent by God to the desert, called 
to the great Ethiopian, and asked if he understood what he was 
reading. The man answered, “No," and asked Philip to ride 
with him in the chariot, and explain the Bible to him. So Philip 
gladly rode with him, and explained to him about Jesus. The 
man was so convinced and delighted that when they came to a 
pool of water he asked Philip if he could be baptized. Philip 
told him that if he believed in Jesus with all his heart, there was 
nothing to hinder it. So the Ethiopian was baptized by Philip.

Now, what is it all about? Well, in the first place, Ethiopia 
means darkness. This great man did not understand the truth, 
but he wanted to learn. Now if anyone wants to learn the truth, 
then there will be a way provided. The Ethiopian had gone to 
Jerusalem. That means that he was peaceful inside. We must 
get peaceful and still or we can never know the truth. Philip 
means power. The power of the Spirit came to help this man, 
and it will come to us. We will have power to understand the 
truth if we are still. This man of Ethiopia wanted to be baptized 
and Philip said if you have faith it is possible. We must have 
faith to do anything in this world. So the man was baptized. All 
his untrue beliefs were washed away and he knew that he was a 
child of God.

All of us are going to let the power of the Spirit wash away all 
unreal thoughts, so that we w ill know that only the good is true.

LESSON I I .  MARCH 14 .

Aeneas and Dorcas—Acts 9 :32-43

G o l d e n  T e x t  —  And Peter said unto him Aineas, 
Jesus Christ healeth thee: arise> and make thy bed. And 
straightway he arose.—Acts 9:34*
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In this lesson w e read about an old friend of ours, Peter 
•Vnd Peter, as you all rem em ber, m eans faith. We like to read 
about faith, it does so m any things that seem  wonderful, that it |  
like a fairy tale. B u t the best part o f it all is, that we know it is true. 
No matter how hard a  thing m ay look w e know  that faith can do 
it easily. So when w e read about P e te r  te llin g  this man, who has 
been in bed eight years, to get up, w e are not surprised. Although 
when we read about D orcas, the good wom an whom Peter 
awakened from the dead, w e re a lize  that it w as faith that made her 
come to life.

But now we com e to the part that does us the most good. T h e  
stories of Peter teach us that, what faith  d id  in those days, faith  
can, and does do, now. W e have all read stories o f people, who, 
when they repeated certain words, or w aved  a certain wand, could 
command the obedience of the fairies. B u t if  th ey forgot the 
words, or lost the wand, the pow er was goae. F a ith  is m ore won
derful than any m agic wand, because w hen w e o n ce ge t it we can  
never lose it. Nobody can take it from  us and it n ever wears o u t  
Then, too, it will make us strong and w ell and happy. It w ill bring  
us all we need, and through faith w e can be just what we would  
like to be. W ho could wish for more. K e e p  faith by you and in 
you and you can do even more w onderful things than P eter did in 
the days of old.

L E S S O N  1 2 . M A R C H  2 1 .

Review
G olden T e x t— They therefore that w. re scattered 

abroad went about preaching the word— Acts 8:4.
The lessons of the last quarter tell us the story o f the things 

that happened in the ten years after Jesus died A ll these lessons 
teach us that the Christ Spirit did not die, but w ent on doing good 
t rough other people; through Philip, for instance, and Peter and 
Jo n. All through this quarter we have been reading about the  
wonderful things which were done in the name of C h rist N ow  

^ n,e . rist Spirit is in every one e f us today and is just as  
powerful as ,t ever was. Remember that and use it.

LESSON 1 3 .  MARCH 28.

Temperance Lesson —  Prov. 23:29-35.

f̂ Blf ThiTa7ad‘d f L  f r ' J ' BI ¡¡§1
what a blessing these temnar

us and remind us. Every so oft ance ê ŝons are. T h e y  guide  
too much or cry too much to to eat too much, talk
about money and clothes. H « ,. angry or to think too much

comes the still, small voice say-
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in g . " B e  te m p e r a t e  in  a l l  t h in g s .”  W e  s e ttle  d o w n  in  th e  r igh t 
p a th  a g a in , a n d  w e  a r e  th a n k fu l  f o r  th e  re m in d e r .

It m a k e s  m e  th in k  o f  a  h o r s e  th a t is  b e in g  d r iv e n  a lo n g  a  road  
•with a  ¿ te e p  p r e c i p i c e  o n  e i t h e r  s id e . O n c e  in  a  w h ile  th e  horse 
w i l l  s e e  so m e  g r e e n  le a v e s  a t  th e  s id e  o f  th e  ro a d , an d  w ill  p u ll 
th a t w a y  a n d  b e g in  to  e a t  r a v e n o u s ly ,  g e ttin g  n e a r e r  a n d  n e a re r  
th e  e d g e  o f  th e  e m b a n k m e n t. B u t  a lw a y s  th e  v o ic e  o f  th e  d r iv e r  
w i l l  u r g e  h im .b a c k  in to  th e  r o a d . W h a t  a  g o o d  th in g  it is  fo r  the 
h o r s e  th a t  h e  c a n  h e a r  th e  v o ic e , a n d  th at h e  listen s to it. W e , 
to o , a l l  o f  u s , a r e  g o in g  a lo n g  a  s tr a ig h t  ro ad , som etim es w e  fo rg e t 
t o  k e e p  it  a n d  th e n  a lw a y s  w e  h e a r  th e  still, sm a ll v o ice  a n d  get 
b a c k  on  th e  r o a d  a g a in .  W e  a r e  a lw a y s  g la d  to g e t b a ck , fo r  it is  
m u c h  m o r e  c o m f o r t a b le  o n  th e  sm o o th  road .

L e t  u s  k e e p  o u r  e a r s  a n d  o u r  h e a rts  o p e n  to the v o ice , and 
a lw a y s  o b e y  th e  c o m m a n d : "  B e  te m p e ra te  in  a ll th in g s .”

irB lan ch e 's  Corner. J
Did you ever notice how much 

like the months people are ? Now, 
March, for instance. Have you 
ever met a man, rather fleshy, 
perhaps, blustering a great deal, 
puffing very much, indeed, who 
speaks in a loud voice and stands 
up very stiff and straight, mili
tary style; forward, march, 
fashion, you know; almostevery- 
one is afraid of him, because he 

is so gruff, but when you know him he is just the best 
kind of a man; always has something hidden in his 
pocket for you, and really loves you in his own way. 
Now, if that isn’t like March I don’t know what is. 
Always blustering, blowing and puffing; making 
more noise than all the other months put together, but
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underneath it all, in the heart of March, lies the gras3 
and the flowers ready to grow.

Then, of course, you know people who are always 
either laughing or crying. They are never at a happy 
medium. Isn’t that like April, all showers and sun
shine? Yet they are lovable.

The June people are full of life and growth. They 
love everybody, and everybody loves them.

To me September is the most beautiful month, and 
the people whose natures are like September the nearest 
perfect. There is a balance and poise about Septem -' 
ber people, as there is a tinge of the yellow wisdom 
in September leaves. June people have lots of life, 
but it bubbles and sparkles. September people have 
life, too. There is nothing dead about September. 
It is the height of life, but it flows steady and power
ful and sure at the very center of their being. They 
are made up of all the good qualities of the March, 
April and June people, mellowed down into the poise 
that is nearest perfection.

Watch people you meet, and see if you can tell to 
what month they belong by nature. It is interesting 
and very profitable, too, for remember, that under the 
coldest and most blustering of months lies the warmth 
and life of Mother Earth. So in the heart of the 
sternest, sharpest, most unpromising of God’s children 
there is, if we know how to reach it, the warmth and 
life of the Almighty Spirit.

LiUle bundles of love are floating 
A ll around in the atmosphere ;

Let's keep them passing to one another 
A ll the days of the bright New Year.



Young folk’s Magazine 
Devoted to

Practical Christianity.
Wisdom's ways are ways o f  p lea sa n tn ess , 

and a ll her ta lk s  are te a c e ."

MVRTLE FILLMORE, E d ito r . BLANCHE SAGE, A ssociate E d ito r
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Foreign Subscription, 3 shillings a year

5 cents a copy
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Forward, M arch  /  the winds are blowing;

F orw ard, March  7 the snowflakes fly; 
Forward, M arch  /  fo r  they are bringing 

Roses to us by and by. — B .

Our Wisdoms are doing well. Keep on. Such a 
lot of letters as came flying into our Sanctum, telling 
of the happy homes and happy hearts W e e  W isd o m  
visits. We have heard of several homes that have 
found health and prosperity since W e e  W isd o m  

became their guest.

W e e  W isd o m  will he furnished in quantités to 
Sunday Schools at the following rates I

10 to 24 copies, 40 cents each per year.
11 to 49 copies, 35 cents each per year.
50 to 100 copies, 25 cents each per year.



"six good story  bo o klets
For B oys a n d  G irls. a ll for $ 1. 0 0 .

Wm  Wisdom * L ibkaev contains six volumes of 64 

„ g*, each. The first, second and fourth volumes are short 

Truth stories. Volume three is a complete story in itself, 

• The Garden, the Gate and the Key." Volumes five and 

six were written by the children, and are very unique and 

pleasing, Price, 25 cents per volume ; $1.00 for the six, 

postpaid.

THE NEW  EDITION OF

l o b e ’ s E o s e s
B Y  L U C Y  C .  K E L L E R H O U S E

is now  rea d y  fo r  d e liv e r y . A  b e a u tifu l s to r y  tr e a t in g  of 
soul grow th. 32 pages. P r in te d  in  la r g e  ty p e  o n  heavy 
d u ll'en am e le d  p a p er, w ith  a rt  p a p e r  c o v e r . P r ic e ,  25  c e n ts , 
postpaid.

V V  B U S H E D  15V

U N I T Y  T R A C T  S O C I E T Y
Unity Building, 913 Tracy Avenue 

KANSAS CITY, MO,

**r A BLUE MARK HERE IS |  WEE 
WISDOM'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 
t years, and hopes to make herself wel
come in every home. Subscription, 50 
cents per year.


