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June!

June, sweet June!

Rose month, Rose bloom!
Golden Rose! Red Rose!
Pink Rose, and white!
Everywhere fragrant air.
Everywhere delight.

Like the rose, let there be
Fragrance in each heart.
Glowing with love's purity.
Sharing with, love's surety.
Life hath naught apart.

Our Margaret’s story of ““The Violets” is
so good we leave it for August.

Many things have laid to be crowded out
again —some letters, one from Miss Hix
telling about -Joy. We'll have it nexttime.

Thomas’ full name is Thomas Dudley
Howe, and he lives with his papa, mamma,
grandpa, grandma, and Aunt Myrta, at
Orchard Grove laHH, not far from Table
Rock, Neb.

A dear friend, who thinks our Mothers
Truth and Goose are a little slow in getting

out their cards, has sent a lot of her own
arranging to meet the present need. She
is one who loves you so, and you can know
her as ““Aunt Mary.”

Wee Wisdom wdl be furnished in quanti-
ties to Sunday Schools Ht the following
rates:

lit to 24 copies, 30 cents each per year.

25 to 49 copies, 25 cents each per year.

«50 to 100 copies, 20 cents each per year.

A NEW VOLUME.

Volume 2 of Wee Wisdom Library is
now ready for its readers, and wn hope to
have 1l large demand for it, as it is tilled
with good things, entertaining, healing,
enlightening. You may be glad to know
that the lovely story “How Marjorie Blos-
somed ” is one of the stories in this Volume.
The other stories are: ““While Hazel
Waited,” ““The New Shoes,” ““Whatso-
ever,” ““How Tulips were Made,” besides
poems aud illustrations. Price, 25 cents.

DECORATION POEM.

DEDICATED TO THE SOLDIERS OV THE CIVIL Win,

HALLIE LUCILE FAUCHER.
Agu 15.
Today our people, brave and true,
Bring flowers in memory of you,
Brave, patriotic men:
To deck your graves and show their love
To you whose spirits huve risen above
Sorrows and trials that were then.

We love and honor you. dear ones.
Who proved so true your country’s sons
In time of war.
Though oft you thought of those at home,
Who waited long for you to come
Back from afar,

You bore up bravely 'gainst the foe,
And made your countrymen to know
That you were brave.
Nov]y o'er your graves the flag you fought
or.
During that time of terrible war.

We proudly wave.

Although we know you are not dead,
Ami lying there in your lowly bed
Beneath the sod,
YOI.IJI’ spirits are living and working with
ove
For those who do not realize that above
All sorrow is God.

But still as a symbol of love and of peace.
The bringing of Howers will never cease
To cover your graves,
For oudr people believe iu the true, the
ood.
Aud in each of yon it really stood
For the one that saves.

God is Light, Love aud Truth,
This we learn iu our youth.

— Hazel Kiel.
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FLORENCE HARVEY.

NUMBER of large trees had

been left standing in a vacant

lot right in the midst of the

little town of Laigbton. making

a beautiful place for the boys
of the village to gather unmolested by
older people. This heavenly Spring morn-
ing a party of lads had collected in this
favorite spot; they were evidently bent on
mischief, for they were hiding behind some
of the larger trees, and each boy was carry-
ing his hat most carefully, filled with what
appeared to be black eggs, but really were
mud balls, well patted and pressed into
shape.

One of the boys peered cautiously forth
from behind a tree into the garden opposite,
where an old woman was working among
her flowers; be gave a low whistle, and
said in n subdued tone of voice, “All safe!
‘Old Rink’ isn't, looking!” The call of
“All safe, boys!” was passed down the
line, and then with one accord they ran for
auother tree a little further ahead, dodged
behind it, and stood very still, while they
waited for the next order from their leader.

They were now directly opposite a tiny
cottage, nestled among the flowers of a
most beautiful garden; it was so covered
in the bloom of a glorious white rose as to
give it the appearance of a bank of snow;
an enormous old cherry tree stood just
back of the house, its overhanging branches
clothed also in their Spring dress, which
assisted much in giving the very pictur-
esque effect to the little home.

When the boys had taken breath for a
moment iu their new hiding place, Johnny

Morrow’s saucy little face peered out from
behind the tree to see how the land lay;
he again gave the low whistle, aud called
quitely, “All safe, “‘Old Rink's" lookin’
t'other way!” Then, like so many monkeys,
the boys climbed the trees, and swung
themselves into the topmost branches,
where they hid among the clusters of
leaves, so that it would have taken a skillful
eye to have found any one of the rogues,
who all the time were most tenderly guard-
ing their hats filled with mud-balls.

In the sweet garden opposite, “Old
Rink,” as the boys called her, was working
among her flowers; such adelicious garden
as it was! It fairly scented the whole
neighborhood with the fragrance from the
heliotrope, mignonette, and jessaminp that
grew ill it. Miss Rincon had lived there
many years; indeed, it was her hand that
had planted the beautiful white rose as a
slip that, was now climbing in such luxuri-
ance over the house, while she and the
cherry tree had grown old together.

She loved her flowers, and smiled on
them, but otherwise appeared to be hard
and cold. She had always thought unlov-
ing things of people, and necessarily her
face had grown like her thought, so it was
drawn and wrinkled looking, she being so
ugly that one of the boys said it made bis
face ache to see her. They enjoyed teasing
her for the pleasure of hearing her scold
and snarl at them.

The most beautiful thing in the garden
to the boys was “Old Rink’s” cherry tree;
during the season it was fairly laden with
luscious fruit; they were the kind that
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when ripe were so red that they were
almost black, and so large that, it took two
bites to eat each one. While the cherries
were ripe, poor Miss Rincon’s life was
made a burden, guarding them from the
boys; many a moonlight night she had sat
up to prevent the scamps from stealing a
march on her, for when it was bright they
could see to pick the fruit. There were
plenty of other cheery trees in the village
of Laighton, but they did not have a cross
old woman to guard them; really, the
best part of the fun to the boys was the
excitement of having “’Old Rink” scold
and chase them.

As she worked in her garden this beauti-
ful  Spring morning, with the blossom-
covered cherry tree filling the air with
fragrance, and the world with beauty,
she was thinking that she would have it
cut. down, before the fruit was ripe, and
for once get the best of those boys. She
dearly loved her old cherry tree, and the
thought of destroying it. caused a tear to
fall from her eyes and splash upon her
hand, making her feel more than ever
hard and bitter toward those *‘rascals of
boys.”

When she had finished her morning’s
work in the garden, she gathered up her
tools. [Hit. them away, and went within her
cosy little home. She had just stirred up
the lire, ami set the tea-kettle on to boil,
when she was startled by the dull thud of
something falling against her front steps;
too well the poor old soul kuew what the
noise meant, for she had heard that sound
many times before.

“Ob, those horrid boys, why do they
pester me so?" exclaimed she to herself.
She peeped out from behind the slats of
her closed shutters in time to see the
second well-aimed bail of mud laud with a
bung against her front door. She looked
across the street in the direction from
which the missiles were thrown, but not a
boy was to be seen. She knew if she went
outside to find them she could not do so,
for she had tried it many times before.
She stood looking out of the window with
a dejected air, thinking hard thoughts
against the boys in particular, and the

world in general, while all the time the
mud balls were Hying through the air.
always landing on her porch or front, steps.
At first she made up her mind to pay no
attention to the youngsters, but wait until
their supply of ammunition had given out
and then to quietly sweep off her steps;
but the boys were particularly naughty
this morning, there apparently being no
end to the lumps of dirt, Miss Rincon’s
temper rose every time one hit the porch
with a bang until she fairly boiled within.
Finally some mud struck the shutter
through which she was peeping; that was
one ball too many, and catching up her
broom she filing open the door, and tore
outside to see if she could tind those boys.
She rushed frantically up and down the
street in pursuit of them, vowing dire
vengeance upon the one she would cutch:
but. look as she might, she saw nothing but
the old forest trees standing so quietly
opposite her little home, as if they wanted
to protect the little cottage nestled in the
midst of the Spring blossoms, among which
the birds were sweetly singing, making the
only sound that was to be heard.

Miss Rincon felt sure that Johnny Mor-
row was the boy who was leading the other
youngsters on. hut she had not seen him,
and she could hardly complain to his
parents when her suspicions only were
aroused against him. No dirt was thrown
while she had been outside, and, hoping
the boys had gone off. she went within her
home; no sooner was the door Hhut than
another ball of mud fell against it with a
crash.

“Oh! those horrible boys, why don't
they let me alone? T just hate them! |
don't see what they are good for anyhow!”
and the poor unloved old soul burst out
crying.

Even ugly ““Old Rink” would have
enjoyed being loved, only like a great,
many other people in the world she did
not know how to draw the affection of those
with whom she camo in contact: she adored
her flowers, but then they were so sweet
aud responsive, while boys were such pests.
She did not realize that it was her own
hard and bitter thoughts that repelled
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everyone from her, as well as seaming her
old face with lines and wrinkles.

The balls of mud were still falling at
regular intervals, and as the lonely woman
realized her inability to cope with those
mischiefs of boys aud prevent her sweet
little homo from becoming a target for
their missiles, it caused her to lift her
clean white apron to her face and cry bit-
terly, As she sobbed she said, “ I'll move
away where there are no boys!” aud then
paused in the midst of her tears tothink
where such a place could be found.

Just here, the front door bell rang, much
to Miss Rincon’s horror, feeling so dread
fully that anyone should find her steps in
such a condition, but as it could nut be
helped, she went to answer the summons.
Susy Turner, the daughter of one of her old
friends, stood there with rather a puzzled
look upon her face.

““Why! Miss Rincon, what has hap-
pened!” asked she. Even as she spoke a
well aimed mud ball llew right in between
them.

““Oh, dear! oh. dear'. What shall I do?”
almost sobbed the old woman; then raising
her voice to a high key, so those scamps of
boys could not help hearing her wherever
they were, she hollowed at them, ““You
ought to be ashamed of yourselves! T
going to send for a policeman!” but. even
as she spoke, another lump of dirt fell at
her feet. ““You horrid boys!” she now
fairly screamed, becoming almost beside
herself with rage. Then, remembering
Susy who hud gone in, she shut the door
with a bang, and followed her into the
sitting room.

““Why, Miss Rincon.” exclaimed the
young girl, ““who is making you so much
trouble?”

“Oh! those boys!” snapped the poor old
soul. ““They are the bane of my existence!
1 just hate boys, and | think I'll move
away so as to get rid of them.”

““But. Miss Rincon, what good will that
do, fur there are boys everywhere? There
is no corner of the earth where they can
not be found, and in abundance, too.”

“No, I don't suppose there's any getting
rid of the little pests,” and she heaved a

sigh as she realized her inability to exter-
minate the two-legged nuisances.

” How exquisite your cherry tree looks!”
exclaimed Susy in her endeavor to divert
her old friend.

“Yes, but I'm going to cut it down!”
answered she. in a high vexed voice.

““Have it ent down!” cried Miss Turner.
“Why,what for?”

“Oh. those horrid boys pester my life
out through cherry season!”

“Is that so!” said Susy sympathetically.
“ Boys, then, are really your problem in
life, are they nut? Everybody has some-
thing that seems especially hard for them
to overcome.” Miss Turner became lost in
thought for a few moments, and then said.
“Duyou know I'm sure | could help you
with those boys, so that you would not
have to cut down your cherry tree, or move
away either.”

“Could you!” said Miss Rincon, won-
deringly. " What would you do?”

““ Make friends of the boys,” replied
Susy. ““You see they just do all these
naughty things to hear you scold.”

“I>0 you think so?” said the old lady.
“ Why, those horrid boys call me “Old
Rink." aud they’ plan to eat’Old Rink’s’
cherries, steal ‘Ohl Rink's’" Howers, and
throw mud on “Old Rink’s’ steps.” Asshe
spoke her eyes became hard ami eteely,
while the wrinkles in her face seemed to
grow deeper.

“1 know | can help you, if you will lot
me have my way, and do just what I tell
you!” replied Susy.

“Well, what would yon suggest? Let's
hear your plan!” said Miss Rincon, as »he
settled back in her chair with such a for-
bidding air thut Susy hardly had the
courage to say what was in her mind.

““Well!” began she, ““you see boys
are n't such dreadful creatures as you think,
but they do love to tease! My plan is-----,"
and she leaned toward her old friend,
whispering something in her ear. As Susy
unfolded her project to Miss Rincon, and
that lady realized what was necessary for
her to du to win over the lioys, she felt it
to he an impossibility for her toperform;
what Miss Turner said made Miss Rincon
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give many a sigh aud groan, she not hesi-
tating to tell her young friend that her
plHm was impossible to carry out. But
Susy was undaunted, and as she talked she
became so enthusiastic that finally “Old
Rink” actually consented to try what she
proposed.

“ Did von say you would come aud help
me?” inquired she.

“Oh, yes,” replied Susy as she arose to
go. ““I'll get everything ready, and the
party won't cost much but love, for so very
little amuses children.”

After Susy Turner had gone, and Miss
Rincon sat thinking it over, it really seemed
impossible to her that she could have
promised to do such a foolish thing.
“What! give a party to those horrid boys!”
she said aloud. “And I'm to give them
lemonade and cake, and play games with
them under the cherry tree. Dear! dear
me!” sighed she as she arose to get her
broom to sweep the steps, now that the
canonading bad finished, probably owing
to the lack of ammunition.

[ 7<> he continued.]

A TRUE STORY.

Walton got a bad bump while playing,
and after one or two exclamations and
having nie kiss his eye, he said, “ 1 am (iod’s
child; my eye need not hurt.” and he kept
back the tears and soon was at play. This
is about a Wee Wisdom four aud a half
years of age. — M. B. 1).

It will not be long before Wee Wisdom
will celebrate her fifth birthday. We will
want a reception after the manner of the
one we had last August. So be ready to
participate. Every one of yon is invited
to take some part in the festivities. Come
in story, song, letter or picture, but be on
bund without fail. Come early. We will
leave the editing to “The Boys” and the

Ding-dong-bell,
| am sound and well.

Dickory-dickory-dock,
Of the Truth I talk.

A Letter From One Who Loves You.

Jly dear Wee Wisdoms;

For many a day | have wanted to write
to you, so now I am going to do it. Some
of you 1 have seen face to face, so we are
good friends already. Perhaps you are
now wondering what "Aunt Mary”(assome
of the little ones call me) has to say to you
iu a letter. The truth is she hits a big
heart fur little people all the world over,
and so she wants you all to feel at one
with her.

Let ns play that yon are calling upon
me. here in my room. One little girl
cries out, "Oh. who's dolly?” Aunther
little girl exclaims, "There's another doll
sitting uu the book shelf —see the little
one dressed in pink.”

“That one is Pinkie,” | hasten to explain,
““and the larger one with brown eyes anil
curlsis Lillis. They are my dolls, and |
keep them to entertain other little girls’
dollies. Why do you laugh? 1. too, am a
little girl, only I'm not so small as you,
that's all.”

What have | to amuse the boys? Books
ami books, and pictures and stories! Bring
me the red book from the third shelf. See
here is““Bre’r Rabbit,” and we can read
all about him, or else I'll tell the story.
Here are some rocks aud here are shells.
The shells came from a Flace not far from
San Diego, culled La_.Jolla (pronounced La
Hogluer). Yes, 1 visited there last year
and picked up many many shells. Shells
tell us wonderful stories; they, you know,
have been the homes of the little sea
animals, but those we find are empty, the
little tenants have left them so we may have
them. If you hold a big conch shell to your
ear you will hear it say, “ Life. life, life, is
everywhere,” at least that is what it says
to me.

Now you may look out of my window,
my pretty round window with tbe five large
panes. What can you see? Why, that Is
Oakland, but if we were going there we
would have to cross a bridge, for Alameda
and Oakland are separated by water called
the estuary.

Now that you know where to find me |
shall expect, to hear from tlie Wee Wis-
doms, and shall look forward wilh such joy
to receiving your little letters.

God blesses you all.

Lovingly your friend.

M ARV Brewerton de witt.
2316 Buena Vista Ave,
Alameda. Cal.
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THE BLUE PIG WITH THE
BLACK TAIL.

It was a rainy evening, and it was cold
enough for a fire in the grate in grandma’s
room: so after supper, all the Adams
children went there. Somehow grandma’s
tires always glowed more brightly than any
other fires.

“ It’s just the kind of a night for a story,”
said Toni throwing some pine cones on the
blaze.

““So it is,” agreed Helen Hnd «Janie.
“Grandma, won't you please tell us one—
one we have never heard before?”

Helen perched on the arm of grandma’s
chair, and Tom aud Janie settled them-
selves on the rug before the tire, and waited
for the story to begin.

“ Let me see,” said grandma, as if think-
ing. She closed her eyes fur a moment,
but the knitting-needles kept Hashing in
the fire-light, for grandma could knit
without looking at her work.

“Once upon a time,” she began.

““Oh! that’s the right way to begin,”
said Helen, clapping her hands while Tom
applauded softly with his feet.

"Once upon a time, there lived a heathen
king, who had an ambition to own a blue
pig with a black tail. So he sent a mes-
senger to another heathen king, who said:
*O king, live forever! My king says you
are to semi him a blue pig with a black
tail, or---- ’

"The king thought this sounded like n
threat, so ho interrupted the messenger,
saying, “Tell your king that | haven't a
blue pig with a black tail, ami if | had----- '

“The messenger did n’t wait to hear any
more. He went back to his own country
and told bis story, and immediately war
was declared between the two nations.
After both sideshad suffered much loss, a
truce was affected, and the two kings talked
the matter over.

““@What did you mean by telling me to
send you a blue pig with a black tail,
or ----- '? the second king demanded of
the first.

Why, | meant, or any other pig if you
didn’t have a blue one with a black tail.

But what did you mean by sending word
that you had none, ami if you had----- 9

“ | meant to add that 1 should be glad to
send it to you, of course.”

“Then the two kings shook hands, aud
led home what was left of their nnmes,
feeling very silly, no doubt.”

Grandma finished the story in her usual
tone. Then, to the surprise of the children,
she began talking in different voices— just
like a phonograph, as Tom said afterwards.

“ Helen, have you seen my composition?
I left, it on the desk last night. If yon
don’t help mefind it. I’ll have to take----- "

“I guess you won't take iuv composii ion.
It's stealing to copy, and | don't believe

"You don’t believe | wrote any? You
are a nice sister.”

““Ob, Janie! my new story book is gone
again, and you----- ”

"1 haven't touched your book; if you
would keep your eyes open you would----- ”

“I'm no more of a sleepy-head than you
are.”

The children were very quite for a
moment, then Helen said:

“We did n’t expect a story with a lesson,
grandma, we're - we’re a little surprised.”
Grandma'’s eyes twiukled.

" If the shoe fits, put it on.” she said.

“It fits me.” said Helen, slowly.

“Ami me.” added Janie.

“Our feet must be of the same size, for
the shoe fits me”—this from Tom.

" We were scratchy this morning,” said
Helen, who was usually the first to confess.
“Perhaps if | had waited to hear more
when Tom said he'd have to take my com-
position ----- 7

““l didn’t say so at all." broke in Tom.
“l was going to say that if you didn’t
help me find it, I’d have to take a demerit.
But you said you did n’'t believe | had
written any composition.”

“No, 1 didn’t; nor did | moan to say so.
I was going to say that | didn’'t believe
you would copy a composition.”

““Oh.” said Tom.

“ But Helen,” said Junie, ““what did you

Concluded on page tj
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[These seed word» are contributed from Inoinh to
month by the Wee WI-dom Society of Merchantville, New
Jomey, uiwl ure for the use of all Wkk Wihdom’m Truth
sowers.]

Claw Word—We Dwell in Him, and He
in Ns.

Jewel Word—I am Truth. w
Sony Word —Truth in Song, No. 29.
Verse Il'ord —

The knowledge that Jesus Christ is the
subjective spirit of every child.
“ The Jiingdom of Go: is within you."

The understanding that our word is the
builder of our environment.

““For va/ithyout the Word was not anything made that was
made,

“‘Be ye therefore perfect, .
Even as your Father in heaven is perfect.”

[to be memorized |

Brockton, Mass.

Dear Wee Wisdom— I write for my little
niece. Viola Hutchinson, who sends “ Eu-
lalia” a name for her baby brother. It is
Verne. One of her playmates in the
kindergarten has that name anil she likes
it. Viola’s little brother cawe before she
was old enough to help name bitu. His
name is Clarence. A friend who has the
Wee Wisdom papers sent Howe of them to

Viola al Christmas. She was delighted
with the stories anti pictures, ami more
than anything else with the picture and
words on the outside of each number. |
made up a little story about it. and had to
“tell itover.” aud over again many times.
And now ! want to tell the Wee Wisdoms
a great secret. It is this: 1 am almost
sure that your letters helped the mammas
and grandmas and aunties in the beautiful
Christinas holidays as much as they de-
lighted the little Violas, Marionsand Leons.
Love to all the Wee Wisdom people.
Aunt Ella

[Won't ““Aunt Ella” tell usall the story
she told Viola about Wee Wisdom’s frontis-
piece.— Ed. |

*k*k .
Mt. Etna, Ind,

Dear Friend — Wee Wisdom has er][ioyed
mK home very much and | would fike to
take it another year. I think it would be
very nice to keep on knowing each other.
This paper has made my home happg for
the last year, and how good it would be to
make m%/ home happy another year, |
tried to have some of my friends take the
good little paper, but they would rather
take ﬁapers of the world ‘which do them
not the good Wee Wisdom does. The
ood little paper! 1| would rather take

od’s paper that does me good, and is
willing to help everybody. It helps us to
love one another, Hnd keeps us from evil.
| do uot want to be sick, and this little
Eaper helps me very much. I wouldn’t
ave as much belief in Godas | have if it

hadn't been fur this good ﬁaper. It has
helped me so much. 1 think 1 am God’s
child and cannot be sick. | would like to

have my imine pul into the Silent Unity
Society to help me in my music and studies,
aud to be a good girl How well | would
like for you to speak the good word sol
can get my music lesson good.

Yours faithfully.

Giiacie Olive Doub.

*

Kalamazoo. Mich.
Dear Wee Wisdom—I mu a little girl
seven years old. My mother has often
read stories from Wee Wisdom for me. and
about the moss cards Mother Sparr makes
for the children, and 1 would be pleased to
have one. 1 will send a stamp. With love

toall. Goodbye. Ethel B. Bussard.

. S— Wdl you please send my little
brothers, Roy and Ross.each Heard? They
will write you a letter sometime.

[Mother Sparr is not furnishing cards

now. that is to be Mother Truth and Mother
Goose’s work herenfter.— Ed |
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Los Angeles, Cal.
Leak Wee Wisdoms and big ones, too, as
in Truth we are really the kawe. As you
asked to hear from Joy'’s Bisters, 1 thought
I would write to you and send one of iny
poems. The poem which I send is for
Decoration Day, aud 1 have tried to put
Truth into it. "1 hope you will like it, aud
if yon do 1 may send another one some-
time. | am fifteen years young, and have
been in the Truth since 1 was six. Little
Joy has never known anything else but
Truth and so she thinks nothing else. My
older sister, Mabel, also loves the Truth,

and so | say we are three Truth sisters.
Yours in Truth,
Hallie Lucile Faucher.

*
Brooklyn, N. J
_ Dear Wee Wisdom— I have been intend-
ing to write a story for you for a long time,
and have just finished one entitled, “The
Violets.” | hope the boys and girls will
like it. | aiu in the seventh grammar, and
go to school every day. | have a kitten
named Punch. He is very black, has silky
fur and a little white spot on his neck.
When we are at the table he goes from one
to another and sits up for something to eat.
My favorite story iu Wee Wisdom Is ““The
Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”
Yours in Truth,
Margaret Washbourne,
o Age ten years.
Spokane, Wash.
Dear Wee Wisdom — 1 would like to see
Wee Wisdom in magazine form, but 1 am
afraid 1 will have to demonstrate to get it.
I would like Royal for the baby’s name, so
would my little friend. Madge. Enclosed
are five stuffings for the June pillows. |
have them for June, because June lathis
my birthday. 1 will be thirteen years
young. | would like a Truth card. Well,
good-bye for this time.
Your affectionate friend,
Zaydee Smith.

* 4

Foxcroft. Maine.
My Dear Mrs. Fillmore — 1 enclose my
poem of which you so kindly thought
worth printing, and also 50 cents for Wee
Wisdom and gl.oo for Unity. | forgot to
tell my age in my other letter, and as 1
like to know how old the children are that
write pieces, | thought I had better tell
mine. | am thirteen years. 1 will close

with a great deal of love.
Helen Dyer Paine.

[Your poem will come out in August.
—Ed\]

Austin, Tex.

Dear Mrs. Fillmore—Love and Peace.
It is so long since | wrote lo you that |
thought 1 would write to you today. | like
to read the stories in your little paper, so 1
thought I would like to write a story; itis
called ““Pink’s Valentine.” Would you be
so kind as to send me one of your Truth
curds? Lovingly,
Ima Anderson.

[*“Pink’s A'alentine” will appear in Au-
gust Wee Wisdom.— Ed.]

Bath, Maine.
Dear Wee Wisdom— | thought that |
must write to you and tell you what | read
in Wee Wisdom last night about having it
changed into a little magazine. 1 think it
would be a uice thing, for wo do need the
good so much, but it would be a nicer thin
if it did n’t cost so much to have it changed.
I am a little girl nine years old | go to
school, aud like it very much. 1 read in
the Fourth Reader. 1 expectthe Fifth as
soon as | get through the Fourth. Please
send me a Truth card. | must close, with

love to all. Your friend,
Jennie C. Schofield.

[You see, Jennie, if Wee Wisdom dresses
up like a magazine, she will have a much
bigger dressmaking bill to meet, and how
can she pay it if her little friends don’t
want to help her out with it? What little
Truth-lover cannot save two cents a week?
It will take a Iittlje less than that to pay for
Wee Wisdom enlarged and in pretty maga-
zine dress.—Ed.]

Grand Forks, N. D.
Dear Wee Wisdom—1 am seven years
of age. My brother was six months of age
yesterday, and mamma is making him short
clothes. = He’s a pretty baby, and that’s
true. From Virgina Stivers.
I send a verse.

God is our leader
Wherever we go.

Shoshone, ldaho.
Dear Wee Wisdom — Ray is a little bo
four and a half years old who is very muc
interested in Wee \\isdom and other
Sparr aud the moss cards.  Although so
young he reads well in the Second Reader,
and reads the little letters and Pillow
Verses in Wee Wisdom. He wants a moss
card very much.
Written by his Mamma.
Mrs. Ellen Millsats.
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NATURAL LESSONS IN NAT-
URAL HISTORY.

CONDUCTED BY *“ PAPA HARRY "
X.
An Easteb Morning Walk.

ASTER Sunday dawned warm
and bright, and as koon as break-
fast was stowed away out of
sight, Orion anil Albert con-
cluded they wanted to go ¥ out

in the woods,” so, as soon as Mamma had
started for Unity Hall, they, and a basket
of the usual implements, took Papa and
boarding an electric car were soon at
Washington Park.

A Cardinal Grosbeak and a Flicker were
sending forth a beautiful Easter song that
floated out over the hiflH. echoing through
trees, helping to raise the living creatures
to the higher life. Robins were running
arouud bathing their brown bregsts with
the dew on the rich green grass, and the
omnipresent English Sparrows were loudly
discussing the news of the day. Some
Black Snowbirds flitted away, zigzaging
through the bushes, the white feather on
either side of their long tails forming a
halo of light around their delicate forms
timt harmonized well with the scintillating
water drops on the undergrowth. A Pewee
flew over a little bridge and alighted on a
fallen tree, and the boys aud Pupa ran
under the bridge and discovered a most
exquisite little nest made out of mud, hued
with horsehair aud covered over with
growing green moss. It was just finished,
and did not as yet contain the usual frail
white eggs—eggs more delicate than a
Hummingbird’s eggs. The little Pewees
snapping their bills, flew at the intruders,
who laughing ran away, leaving the Pewees
to feel proud of their great victory. Orion
found a bunch of beautiful lichens on a
stump and he gathered Hoe to carry home
to Mamma. Some Kingfishers were flying
around uttering their jerky notes, evidently
happy to bathe in the glorious sunshine.
The boys came to a second little bridge,
and going under found another Pewee
nest more beautiful than the first, which

also contained no eggs, neither did the
owners appear, so Papa concluded that it
had been robbed aud the first nest found
was the pair’s second effort.

Strange noises were heard down the
creek aud Albert wanted to know, “ What's
that?”

“Frogs talking.” replied Papa.

“I never heard them make that kind of
a noise,” said Orion.

The boys crept quitely along the bank of
the creek and soon came to three old fat
frogs arguing about something, evidently
the weather.  After watching them awhile,
Orion dropped a chunk of mud among
them and two dived out of sight, but the
third refused to be frightened, but sank
under the surface of the water and kicked
up a lot of mud so he could not be seen.

Away in the distance a Crested Titmouse
was musically calling “ Peter-Peter-Peter,”
but just why he wanted the Saint the boys
could not guehs. A Yellow-bordered But-
terfly floated by—a living jewel Ha H
messenger of Spring. It had probably
hidden all winter in some hollow tree, and
was now glad to again make friends with
the flowers. The little creek was full of
water cress, flowers aud moss, and over it
all hopped cute little Grasshoppers aud
ran pretty little Spiders, while a few bees
aud beetles buzzed along.

The intense blue canopy overhead, the
bright green grass underneath, the dazzling
sunlight, the hum of life, all made a fitting
day for an awakening world to commemo-
rate the arising of its Savior. Even the
little creek seemed happy and contented,
and preached an endless sermon as it flowed
quitely and grandly on its winding way.
Here Pupa became absent-minded and
stepped into the creek and his shoes took a
good big drink.

Climbing up on the path the boys found
the stump of a small tree in which a Hairy
Woodpecker hail bored a cunning little
hole. A Comma Butterfly passed, but
stopped long enough to say ‘eHello” to the
creek. The dam was reached and climbed
and the peaceful lake lay spread out to
view sparkling in the sunlight. Along its
banks were many men fishing, but greatly
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to th© satisfaction of the hoys, not a fish
was caught. Some < 'hick-a-dees up among
the trees were having a ““big talk.” A
little .Moth llew out over the lake but turn-
ing reached the land iu safety. Walking
along the bank the boys discovered many
little springs under the surface of the lake,
which were throwing up sand aud small
pebbles and looked like they were boiling.
The boys played they were volcanoes
throwing up bowlders and lava. A little
Boat Beetle came along and he was named
Vulcan, but when he tried to dive down
into a crater the little volcano tossed him
up with the miniature bowlders in great
glee. Some baby Grasshoppers fell into
the lake, but were rescued with life-lines
of straw.

Albert exclaimed, “Watch me make a
great splash,” and picking up a large rock,
he threw it aud it fell right into the basket,
and rock, basket ami all. rolled off the bank
aud sank in the lake!

The hoys secured long sticks and went
along poking in the grass and watched the
frogs jump in with a ““ker-plunk,” which
reminded Papa of the time when Orion was
doing the same thing und fell into the lake,
making such a splash that Papa thought it.
must, be a larger frog thau any he had ever
seen, till Orion came up spouting water
like a whale. Some Spiders would run out
onto the surface of the water and dodge
underneath on the underside of leaves and
play that, no one knew they were there. A
pretty little pearly-shelled Snail was found
but put back into the water.

They came to a long, tall bridge and tried
to find another Pewee’s nest, but failed.
They did find a nest, of the original paper
manufacturers—Wasps. A Wood I'ewee
Hew off a <xooseberrv bush — the first bush
to get green in the Spring. Large moss-
covered bowlders were scattered around
and with a clear, sparkling creek, and dense
growth of trees and brushes, made quite a
wild and beautiful scene. A hollow tree
was found, around the base of which were
scattered many nut shells cut in a peculiar
manner, showing that Mr. Fox Squirrel
had his residence there.

This creek was followed a good distance

aud a small stream was found running
intuit. Albert cried, “ Oh! here is where
it leaks out, but I didn't know water could
climb up hill.”  Among the leaves all
around pretty little pink and white wild
flowers were peeping out, the first wild
flowers of the season. Albert fell off the
bank of the creek, but was caught by Papa
and did not. get wet. Orion wasn't so
fortunate a few moments later A Nut-
hatch seemed to greatly enjoy Orion’s
baptism.

After tearing an old stump lo pieces lo
examine the bugs in it, getting some snail
shells, and investigating how some bushes
seemed to grow out of the solid rock, they
went back to the lake and passed around
to the east side. A little pond was seen
with something floating upon the surface,
which proved to be a \\ild Duck—a
Redhead. This rare and beautiful bird,
although usually very shy, did not seem
at all afraid but allowed itself to be ap-
proached within ten feet, where it paddled
‘round and ‘round in circles, much to
I'apa’s surprise and Orion’s aud Albert’s
delight.  Finally when ““shooed” it arose
and sailed away over the trees. There were
many frogs ““talking,” and Albert soul they
were saying, “Come back, little duck.”

The boys and Pupa passed around the
lake and over the dam and came again to
the little stump with the Hairy Woodpeck-
er's excavation in it, and there, as busy as
could be. wuh a pair of Black-capped Chick-

a-dees building a nest in it! How these
busy little birds did work! and on the
Sabbath!! and Easter!.! Some of our

orthodox ministers would have been ter-
ribly shocked to see how busy all the free
creatures were laboring that delightful
Easter morn - each busy about the Father’s
work and fulfilling its mission. The boys
placed pieces of wood iu the creek nnd
played they were boats going down the
river. A flock of little Goldfinches were
hard at work fuzzing out sycamore balls,
eating th© seed ami sending the yellow
down flying in the breeze to scatter seed
and perpetuate tho species.

The boys had now arrived at the depot,
nnd took "a car for home. Papa looked at
his watch aud found that they had been
gone only two hours, but it would take
volumes to tell about all they saw and did
and said and thought in the two hours
of that inspiring Easter morning.
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HARRIET II. RIX.

LESSON IX. JUNE 2.

Jesus Our High Priest in Heaven.
9:11-14, 24-28.

Golden Text — 77»¢ words that | speak
unto you, they are spirit, und they are life.
—John 6:63.

Little children. Know ye not that ye
are the temple of the living God, and that
God dwells in you? Well, itis true, true
of everybody, no matter where they are
horn, or what the color of their skin, they
are all blessed with the presence of the
dear Christ-child in their hearts.

Now do uot be troubled at this tulk of
Paul's about the blood of Christ; no, do
not worry your little heads about it, anil
bye and bye you will understand much
better just what it means. You see Paul
was a Jew, and his religion had taught him
to sacrifice animals to God, and that their
blood would make him pure. You know,
children, that people are sometimes very
slow in chaugingfroiu one way of thinking
to another, and thus it was with Paul, for
after being converted to the Christ, instead
of dropping his old teaching about the
blood of animals cleansing people, he just
changed it a little, and began to teach that
it was the blood of Christ that would save
and purify, and this is true when we fully
understand the meaning of blood. Now.
no one’s blood that rims red through the
body can save you from sin. fear or igno-
rance, but. the life of Christ can. and blood
means life.

This true life of harmony, health, peace,
and all good, is right in your heart now.
Your heart is the Kingdom of Heaven, the
home of Christ, and by knowing this it
saves you from sin and suffering. Jesus
once ftalked about his blood, telling his
disciples to drink it. but. when be saw that
they were puzzled about it lie explained
that what he really wanted them to drink
was his divine life, his true words, saying
to them the Golden Text of this lesson.
“The words that | speak unto you. they
are spirit and they are life” The more
you drink in the truth that Jesu« taught,
the wiser, stronger and happier will you be.

Heb.

LESSON X. JUNE 9.

Acts 22:6-16.

Golden Text—J was not disobedient
unto the heavenly vision.  Acts 26:19.

Obedience is one of the steps in the
ladder of Truth, and no one can go up
higher who thinks he can skip this step.
It 1s a very strong and helpful step to the
one who uses it. Little children who love
and obey their parents find it easy in after
years to obey the voice of the Good. |
thiuk that when Paul, who gave us this
lesson, was a little boy he must have loved
to do whatever his mother and father asked
of him, because he was so full of loving
obedience to God as a man. All the good
you see in | he world is the result of obedi
once. And all the beauty, too. We must
all, from tiny tlower to man, obey the good
and tne true within and around us, then all
is well.

The little seed obeys the call of life
within to manifest beauty, ami puts forth
its many shoots. When these appear above
the ground they obey God's sun that
ever tenderly and gently coaxes them on
into more perfect manifestation until leaf,
stem, bud and tlower, all obeying the voice
of their Good, the rich, ripe fruit at last
comes forth. Even so God calls upon
each one of us. in the voice of the spirit
within, to obey whatever love ami truth
would havp us do. and it is well with those
who listen and obey. As all the good comes
from obedience, so all the trouble comes
from dis-obedience. You probably remem-
ber the stories of Adam and Jonah, and of
the hard times they had because they
refused to do that which was right, but as
soon as Jonah repented and became loving
and obedient peace returned to him.

The heavenly vision that opened to
Paul’s sight is what we all may see, the
Kingdom of Heaven within, and the beauti-
ful white light is the Truth, for Truth is
the %reatest light in the world-—yes. far
brighter and more beautiful than the most
beautiful electric light you ever saw.
because the electric light cannot show you
God's Kingdom while Truth do s.

Jesus Appears 10 Paul.

LESSON XI. JUNE 16.
Rev. 1:9-20.

Golden Text—Jesus Christ the same
)ﬁs'éerday, and today, and forever — Heb.

Jesus Appears to John.

We're not to think of Jesus Christ as 1
man with a body any more than we think
of God in that way. and when John de-
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scribes Jesus in Revelations, we are to see
it as a symbol or picture of a state of mind.
You all have pictures on the walls of your
rooms; some of these are Howers or people,
animals, or landscapes, but stopa minute
and think, are they really Howers and
people, animals and trees? No, they are
only paintings or drawings representing
these.

Well, just so it is with this lesson. John
drew a picture in words of the Christ state
of mind. He did not see a real live man
standing with seven stars in his hand and
a sharp sword coming out of his mouth
aud eyes of lire. Oh, no, but this was the
best way he hud of telling you that the
Christ is all-powerful, his words strong aud
true, and his sight, or knowledge, full of
spirit aud life, for the right hand always
stands for power. The seven stars are the
seven Christ lights that send forth that

ower into the world to do God’s work of

ealing and freeing, and their names are
love, faith, wisdom, harmony, peace, gentle-
ness and meekness. These heart stars will
shine away all darkness. The two edged
sword coming out of the mouth teaches us
that the word of Truth is to do the work of
Good for us— the words that deny all evil
and atlirin all good.

Jesus Christ is the same divine mind
living in the hearts of all people in all the
past, in the hearts of all people today, and
iu the hearts of all people forever. Just as
we declare that the alphabet is the letters
“A” and “Z” aud all the letters that come
between, so the Truth shows us that Christ
is Alpha and Omega, the first good, the
last good, and all the good that comes
between, and this good Christ is our very
life and all we are.

LESSON XII. JUNE 23.

A New Heaven and a New Earth.
Rev. 21:1-7, 22-27.

Golden Text— He that overcomethshall
inherit all things; and 1 will be his God,
and he shall be my son.— Rev. 21:7.

Here is another word picture. This time
it is a beautiful description of the Kingdom
of Heaven.

The first, thing that takes place iu our
life, after we accept the truth that the
Kingdom of Heaven is within, is the receiv-
ing of anew kind of sight, for in order to
see this Kingdom we must have the right
kind of eyes, spiritual eyes. Wheu this
change takes place how different everything
and everybody in the world appears to us.
The world has truly become a new heaven

aud a new earth, full of goodness and
beauty, just as John saw it.

Ouce people ignorantly thought that the
Kingdom of Heaven was a grand city of
pearly ﬂates aud golden streets, far away
up in the sky, but because this idea was
not true it had to die away, and in its place
came the new heaven, or the right idea of
heaven, which taught that God’s Kingdom
was right thinking, a city of the heart.

Have you read the verses of the lesson
over carefully, and did you notice what
John saw outside the Kingdom, and what
he saw inside? This was his way of saying
evil is au unreality and bus no place with
the real, only the good is real, only the
good is true.

Outside of the Kingdom is fear, unbelief,
lies, tears, sin, pain, sorrow, and death, for
God did not make these, therefore they are
not real. These must all be put out of the
mind, and this process is what our Golden
Text calls overcoming. We must come
over from them to God’s side, the side of
the good, and there we will find unending
joy. perfect peace, health, and the fullness
of pure love.

To overcome means to work, to serve, to
be cheerful, to forgive, and iu fact to do
everything in the name of Christ until no
thought is left in the mind but good. All
of God’s children are to enter into this
blessedness sometime, somewhere, and as
many as so will may enter into it now.
It only awaits our faithfulness, our will-
ingness.

LESSON XLl. JUNE 30.

REVIEW OF THE SECOND QUARTER.
Read I. Cor. 15.

Golden Text— God hath both raised up
the Lord, and will also raise up us by his

own power.— I. Cor. 6:14.
Subject: Christ the Ever Living.
* * m
April 7th.— The Resurrection of Jesus.
Luke 24:1-12.

Golden Text—Now is Christ risen
from the dead.— I. Cor. 15:20.

God is life; there is no reality to death.
God's life tills everybody and everything,
for it is everywhere.

* * *

14th.—Jesus Appears to Mary.
John 20:11-18.

Golden Text—Behold, 1 am alive for
evermore.— Rev. 1:18.

Mary stands for love.

April

Where love is
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God is, and to every loving heart God
reveals the Truth that love is alive forever-
more, therefore there is nothing to fear.
X * *
April 21st.— Tile Walk to Emmaus.
Luke 24:13-35.

Golden Text— Did not our heart burn
within us while he talked with us by the
way 1 — Luke 24:32.

“Ja | walked by my-eelf, | talked to my-eelf,
And my-aelf «aid this unto me:

1 Make friend» with be true to thyself.
And th) self thy good angel will be.""

By keeping my words and my thoughts
pure I shall walk with (rod.
X X «
April 28th.—Jesus Appears to the
Apostles. John 20:19-29.

Golden Text — Blessed are they that
have not seen, and ifel have believed.—John
20:29

| have faith in God. | have faith in man,
| have faith in myself. | will bring forth
divine manifestation by my word of faith.

* *

May 5th.— Jesus and Peter.
John 21:15-22.

Golden Text— Lovest thou met—John
21:17.

1 love God. the Good, with all my heart,
with all my mind, with all my soul, and
withall my strength, ami my neighbor as
myself  Love never failetli.

* X *
May 12th.— The Great Commission.
Matt. 28:16-20.

Golden Text —Lo, | am with youalway,
even unto the end of the world.—IA&it.
28:20.

I am willing to do whatever (rod wants
me to do. Tue Christ who is always in me
and with me does God’s work.

X A X
May 19th. —Jesus Ascends Into Heaven
Luke 24:44-53; Acts 1:1-11.

Golden Text — While he blessed them,
he was parted from them, and carried up
into heaven.— Luke 21:51.

_The Kingdom of Heaven is within me. the
kingdom of peace, health and harmony.
All good is mine.

* *

May 26th.—The Holy Spirit Given.
Acts 2:1-11.

Golden Text— When he, the Spirit of

truth is come, he will guide you into all
truth.—John 16:13.

| am a pure, loving child of God. The
spirit of Christ within me teaches me all
things. X X X

June 2d.— Jesus Our High Priest in
Heaven. Heb. 9:11-14, 24-28.

Golden Text—The words that 1 speak
unto you. they are spirit and they are life.
—John 6:63.

The life of the Christ within me saves
me from fear, sin. sorrow aud evil here aud

now. X X X
June gth.— Jesus Appears to Paul.
Acts 22:6-16.

Golden Text—1 was not disobedient
unto the heavenly vision.— Acts 26:19.

I love to be obedient. It is easy to be
good and true. lam alwajs in tbe presence

of God. X X X
June 16th.— Jesus Appears to John.
Rev. 1:9-20.

Golden Text—Jesus Christ the same
yesterday, and today, and forever.—Heb.
13:8.

In my real nature I am changeless, for |
am spirit. | have always been and forever
will be God’s child.

XXX

June 23d.— A New Heaven and a New
Earth. Rev. 21:1-7; 22-27.

Golden Text — He that overcometh shall
inherit all things: and J will be his (Jod,
and he shall be my son.— Rev. 21:7.

“All that the Father hath is mine.” |
am a child of God. therefore all good
belongs to me.

[Note to Ye Editob — This is a poem
made up for Jone number of Wee Wisdom.]

Forth comes June.
Ina garment of green.
Roses are in bloom,
And tlowers everywhere are seen.

Too soon she gives up
Her roses and bloom,

For July and hot summer
Follow her soon.

— Zaydee Smith,
Spokahx, Wash.

Once 1 was iu the cellar where it was
dark and ! couldn’t get out, aud | said,
““God is with me,” and | wasn’t afraid any
more.—Sunday School pupil.
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IM'H the trees a-beckouing and
the fiowers a-blooming aud the
bees a-humming and the birds
a-singing and all the voices of
June a-ealling outside, it looks

as if “Ye Sanctum” might be vacated at
any moment, and then what! Would there
lie a blank in Wee Wisdom where ought
to be the very soul of this glorious June
day? O Robin, don’t stand there and coax
Ye Editor from her pen, but tell her. tell
her. tell her how she ma/ give her Wis-
doms the very essence of all this that so
tills and glorifies this -lune morning! And
sweet voices without tempt no more! but
tell 11s the secret of all the joy aud beauty
and freedom that pulsate sweet life outside

Dooh the robin speak? Is it the trees
and the Howers that tell it, or is it the
united voice of It all that speaks so clearly
this message: ““There is no without and
within, there is no yon and us. lie are
all the one glorious manifestation of glad-
ness, beauty anil freedom. H'e are not
separate, we. are one in Om-ni-pres-ence.”

What a message of joy! Then dear
hearts, walls cannot hold us. aud there ir
nothing, absolutely nothing, to make us
feed shut in or shut out or shut off any
more. We are one with it all, because we
are It. “All that the Father hath is mine.”

We glow in the heart of that fragrant
rose, for we are one with love and beauty.
We sing in the melody of the winged
songster, for we are one with harmony and
joy. Wecanonly see that which we are.
A thousand years ago a wise man said:

“What thou seest —
That thou be-est.”

So, dear hearts, because we are one with
that glad, pure life that pulsates It all, we
see this glorious, radiant day of June, its
colors, its wings, its songs, are all in us,
and we in it, and the Infinite Good in all.

Can we not see.
Can we not know.

There is no(st)lace
To come and go;
dust here, right here.
Our good we find

In loving heart.

In willing mind.
Rejoice and be that
Which thou ait—
The light of Good.
Of Good the Heart.

AN EASTER OFFERING

FOB THE “*DIN’IBB OF THE DIS,”

A Basket woven by the fingers of Faith.

Luscious Fruits from the Tree of Love

A wreath of Liliae from the Garden of
Purity,

And Dasies from the Land of Innocence,

A MESSAGE FROM DREAMLAND:

““The Basket will never break.
The Fruits will never die.
The Flowers will never fade.”

The “ Den-er.” have a frieud in
Mary Fairy.

The Blue Pig With the Black Tail»
Continuedfrom page p.

mean when you said, Aly new story-book
is gone again, and you----- e

“1 was going to say, you found it for me
only last evening, if you had given me the
chunce to finish the sentence.”

““Oh,” said Janie, looking rather foolish.

“T want to know why you said that about
keeping my eyes open”” Helen demanded.
“Yon needn’t have twitted me about bemg
a sleepy-head, if you do get up first in the
morning ”

“| did n’t twit you. | was going to say,
if you would keep your eveR open, you
would Hee the book on top of the book-case,
where you left it.”

It was Helen’s turn to say “ Oh.”
all three children laughed.

“You see,” said grandma, as she rolled
up her knitting work, ““that people who
haven’t the excuse of being heathen jump
at conclusions. Often half a sentence
sounds very different from a whole one.
You children haven’t felt quite right
towards each other all day, because you
didn’t wait to hear the end of some
sentences this morning. I’ve noticed this
failing before, aud thought it time to call
your attention to it.”

“ We'll try to remember the bine pig with
the black tail,” said Tom, as he picked up
grandma’s ball and handed it to tier with a
courtly bow.—Adelaide L. Rouse.

Theu






