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OUR SUNSHINE BARREL.

Last month we told you about the
Sunshine Barrel which the “*Joyful
Circle” had put in the South parlor at
Unity Headquarters, and filled to the
brim with all kinds of nice things for

somebody.  You may like to know some-
thing about that somebody. We have
heard from Martha's doll, as Hollis'

letter will show; but llollis has not told
you all his mamma told us about the
doll, and its little new mother. Hollis'
mamma took the doll and some other
things with her when they went olf to
the country lor the holidays, for she
knew of a home where Santa Claus
never came, and where the children
needed some oi the fruits of the Sun-
shine Barrel.  Well, it was a large
family of children she dispensed these
treasures to, and made happy their
hungry little hearts.

But it was of doll Ruth she spoke
especially. She gave her to a little girl
who had never had a doll in all her life
(just think of that! ) And she said she
could never describe the joy of that
child upon receiving herdoll. Her face
became radiant, and her whole being
seemed transformed with a wonderful
new life. She was perfectly silent for a
time, and then hunting up her little old

rocking chair she sat down, and clasp-
ing her priceless treasure to her breast,
she began crooning it to sleep. Her
sweet voice gave expression to the joy
of her soul, and she forgot everybody
and everything as she sang on and on
for hours, making her own little tunes
and her own little words to suit her
blissfull motherhood. I'm sure Martha
is well repaid in knowing this, lot the
sacrifices she made in parting with her
old-time companion, Ruth. And so we

always are, when we give others joy.
But hear what Hollis says:

Kansas City, Mo.

My Dear Wee Wisdoms—Nr- doubt some ol
you would like to read a brief sketch of dollie
Ruth’s life now. She has Rone to make her home
in the country about twenty miles from Wichita,
Kansas with a little blue-eyed girl whose name
is Ruth  She calls her dollie, Margaret Ruth
This is the song she sings her to sleep with.

Rocka-bye, dollie darling, to sleep,

WiIide little mother glid watches shall keep;
Gently rest, dollie, no danger fear,

For love alone is waiting here.

Hoi.i.is Hedrick,

The Sunshine Barrel is still actively
in service, Lowell callsit, ““The give-
and-take-barrel," for somebody is always
putting in and somebody is always taking
out. Mrs. Thomas, who looks after
it, says: ““It's the most wonderful
barrel to always have in it just what
somebody needs, just when they need it."”
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STORY OE TWO BOYS WHO TRIED IT.

BY MARY BREWERTON DEWITT.

Chapter VI.

HENRY’S PARTY.

Mrs. Miles was an adept at entertain-
ing, therefore Henry's party was a
perfect success throughout.

Earl’s verdict was that it was “A
number one, tip-top affair.” And
Arthur’s that " it was up to the highest
notch, and couldn’t be surpassed.”

The night was a perfect one, balmy
and warm; so that the girls were able
to wear their thinnest and prettiest
dresses, while the boys appeared in
their best suits, bright cravats and
pumps.

The lawn was dotted with these human
butterflies of gay and sombre hues.
From every tree bobbed numerous
Chinese lanterns.  Smilax and gay bunt-
ing festooned the veranda and parlors
of the house. The children flitted in
and out, laughing, chattering, squeal-
ing. All was a babel of excitement and
pleasure.

Henry received his guests from the
broad veranda, while his young Aunt
Dora escorted them upstairs to assist in
the taking off of wraps.

When all had arrived Mrs. Miles
appeared upon the veranda, clad in a
soft cobwebby blue gown that was very
becoming to her pretty face and figure.

In her bright hair she wore two rich
red roses that seemed almost to nod a
welcome to the guests. She carried in
her hand a tiny silver bell, which she
rang to call the children together.

"See, children,” said she when the
voices were hushed to listen to her
words, "you will notice a line stretched
between those two trees over there on
the lawn;” she pointed to the trees.
"I have some small boxes to hang to
this line, in which are prizes. Each in
turn is to be blinded. Then you are
given a stick and are allowed two hits,
or three if you are not successful at first.
If you succeed in knocking one of these
boxes down, it is yours to keep. So
now take partners and form a line.
Boys, | will ask you to please select
girls for partners. You will find them
very willing to be invited, so do not feel
shy about asking." Mrs. Miles smiled.
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and the children laughed and scrambled
about for partners.

It was great fun being blinded and
hitting the air wildly with a stick,
though many were successful, and loud
then the shout that went up when a box
fell to the ground. Most of the boxes
contained very pretty surprises; some
were dtoll and some were useful. They
were well wrapped so that the fall to
the ground could not injure them. The
three boys known to this story were
among the fortunate ones.

Henry's prize was a dainty little basket
of candies, chocolate and almonds, tied
with blue ribbon. This he very gal-
lantly presented to his partner, Olive
Lightner, who had not been able to
strike any of the boxes.

Arthur discovered in his package a
white porcelaine statue of a rabbit sit-
ting upon its hind legs eating a lettuce
leaf. Earl found a white ivory-handled
pen knife, which pleased him very much.

The next game was London Bridge.
Then Mrs. Miles called them into the
house and sang for them just the songs
children are familiar with and love to
hear. After this Dora recited and told
some funny stories. This rest gave
tnem all a new zest for more games.
Then came a march played by Dora
Miles, and they all took partners for
refreshments.

Such a chattering, clinking of glasses
and rattling of spoons. Every one was
happy, and all had just what they liked,
for what child does not fall into raptures
over three kinds of ice cream, chocolate,
vanilla and strawberry, and every con-
ceivable kind of cake. But | leave it
for you to guess what else they had on
that bountiful table, and of course you
will guess correctly’

In front of each place was a bon bon
beside a dainty little supper-card, hand
painted, with a motto upon it. Each
child read the words in turn. Henry’s
said, “ Health is a blessing.” and Earl’s

read, “ Be happy in well doing.”
Arthur's was, ““Joy radiates to all."

Mrs. Miles entered the room once
again alter al) were served, and stand-
ing back of her son’s chair, raised her
hand for silence. All were attention.

“ Henry and 1 have been so happy to
have you with us this evening, and now
1 wish to tell you why 1 gave this party,
it is to celebrate my son’s recovery to
health. A tew weeks ago we thought
we would lose him, and now you see
him with you in perfect health—no
longer the delicate, sickly boy he was.
We are so thankful, and we want all to
rejoice with us. Henry will now tell
you ol his recovery.”

Henry laid down his napkin, and
rising, spoke a little timidly at first, but
gained courage as he proceeded.

“ Earl and Arthur here," waving his
hand toward his two friends, * were the
first to make me think that 1 could really
be well. They told me about the out-
door things —the leaves, the trees, the
llowers, all being healthy; and then |
began to think, and 1 see now how true
that is — God'’s Life being in everything.
His whole healthy Life is mine, and
belongs to me. From the minute !
thought of that | began to recover, aud
my mother helped me." Henry turned
a glowing face to Mrs. Miles, ““And 1
am so very glad to be with you all
to-night in this happy way."

The children clapped their hands as
Henry took his seat, and one of the
enthusiastic ones shouted, ““Hurrahl”

After supper there were a few more
games, and then the children put on
their things, and telling the hostess
what a delightful time they had had,
took their departure.

“ Didn’'t we have a glorious time?"
said Arthur, as he and Earl were on
their homeward way.

“ | should say' and Mrs. Miles knows
how to give a party,” was the reply.

[ 7u be continued. |
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I know a fairy light and airy,
Who always comes to bless,

All feelings gray she 'll chase away;
Her name is Cheerfulness.

| know another, 'tis her brother,
His name is fearlessness.

LITTLE FAIRIES.
BY AUNT ABBIE GOULD.

Golden Light shone down through
the branches of the trees with his one
great eye into the pool where the Rain
Fairies dwell. Tinta, the Rainbow
Goddess, gave the fairies their beautiful
dresses—bidding each bring a drop of
dew, make a wish, and lay it on a rose-
leaf where Golden Light could wink at
it, when lo, the dress came in the color
each fairy had wished.

So they flitted about the flowers, and
when Golden Light drew them into his
heart, in what the earth people call
water-rays from the sun, they fell again
to earth, and each one selected the flower
to light upon which was like its dress,
which made the flower more beautiful,
and it looked like diamonds.

““Now,” they said, ““we must go
away and find the little wigwam where
Silver Light shines on Cinderay the
Indian maid, and Fluffy the papoose."

All day long Fluffy lay asleep in her
birch bark canoe. The strings of wam-
pum were woven all about her. Her
little arms and feet lay still, and her
blue eyes under their heavy fringes were
closed, and her hair was just the color
of Golden Light’s shining. Cinderay
sat by her side weaving pretty baskets
and crooning a song she had sung to her
own little red papoose moons and moons
ago, before the Great Spirit had taken
it to the happy hunting grounds and

changed it to a star. But how she did
love this little white papoose. It had
come miles and miles across the ocean
from far-away Belgium, and it wore the
peasant dress of the native children
there.

Flufly had been hid from sight when
the Custom House officers looked in
Benco’s bag to see what they might find,
but only linen and stockings were to be
seen, so out of her native land she came
until at last she was seen by Cinderay,
and wanted at her wigwam.

But still Fluffy stept.  Cinderay
wished she would wake up, when she
heard a patter, and the Rain Fairies
came tumbling into the wigwam, and
sent a little shower of rainbow mist on
Fluffy’s face — when, what do you think
happened? She opened her eyes, sat
up in the canoe, and held her tiny arms
out to the little fairy people who belonged
to Golden Light. Then Cinderay was
so happy, for she knew she would have
life now; so she took her in her arms
and chanted, while the Rain Faries
danced:

““Golden Light, Silver Light, star, bright star,
Coming from the hunting grounds, oh, so far;
Weave a spell | cannot break
For my little papoose’s sake,

So she will be true to me
As the raven in the tree.

““Golden Light, Silver Light, star, bright star,
Little red papoose watch from afar,
Where the Rain Fairies dwell,
Never to the mortal tell,
But oh, come and live with me,
Dance around my greenwood tree."”

You must live today at your very best,
The work of the world is done by few;
God asks that a part be done by you.

— Sarah K. Bolton.
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A STORY OF THE FOREST.
A Fable.
BY THERESA B. H. BROWN.

H, me, oh, me!” Such a
pitiful wail, such a liny
wail, and it seemed to come
out from a bunch of grass
in the forked root of a

picturesque old slump of the forest.

“ What is the matter, Cousin Violet?”
said a pansy, bobbing up her head and
turning her face to the sky to catch the
raindrops that were falling.

Violet’'s head was drooping, and she
shivered as she swayed and moaned.
““Mother Nature awoke me too soon,
and | don’t like this cold, nasty rain.
My Imothers and sisters are still asleep,
and | am lonesome. | wish the sun
would shine. | can't even hear the
twitter ol a bird nor the hum of a bee,
and this old stump reminds me of a life
Ihat was and is not. Just listen, Cousin
Pansy, to that ugly wind singing through
those trees over there. What is it sav-
ing? “You'll soon be cut down; you'll
soon Im- cut down. Goodness! how
dreadful all this is!”

““Why, my dear little Cousin,” replied
Pansy, “ what dismal thoughts. ! am
enjoying this tain, look up as | do and
take the drops in your lace, they will
wash away all that dust of discontent.
My brothers and sisters are also asleep,
but | am not lonely. Just see how that
grass is bowing and scraping to us.
There is a nice young blade who wishes
to make your acquaintance, but because
you keep looking down you can’t see
him. Listen and you will hear the re-
mainder of the song the wind is singing
to the trees, and | assure you it is quite

joyful. It says, ““You will soon be
cut down, and some of you will sail
over wide seas, and visit the won-
ders of all lands. You will be laid
on hearths, and make indoor-sun-
shine lor dear little Wisdoms to warm
their wee hands and feet by, and yon
will help make homes that shelter from
the blast of winter.””

““Oh, hush,”’said Violet, ““your voice
tires me,” and her head drooped so low
that mud spattered all over her delicate
blue petals, and Pansy turned her face
of velvet and blue away from X iolet, and
smiled into the eyes of the grasses, who
had been so long trying to attract her
attention. Then Pansy and Grasses
had a merry romp together: the wind
whistled a tune for them: the raindrops
accompanied with a song, and the many-
hued mosses, that covered the dear old
stump, laughed in sympathy. But lower
drooped Violet.

The next morning the sun was shin-
ing, the wind had travelled on to the
places ol which he had sung to the trees.
The raindrops were no longer falling,
but glistened and gleamed from every
leaf and cup of moss and flower.
Mother Nature was touching them with
a wand made of a ray of sunshine, and
fast changing them into httle fairies
that flew softly and silently to the blue
dome above, whence they could, as they
floated along, look down upon their
beloved mosses, grasses, leaves, roots,
ferns and flowers, always ready to return
to them when Mother Nature called
them

All was still save the chatter of a tiny’
brook that was wending its bright way
through the forest singing a song of
praise to Love, in which all the ram-
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drops joined ere they ascended to the
skies.

““Oh, me: oh, me™ suddenly that
tiny wad broke upon the stillness.

1'ansy turning her face to her cousin
said, ““Dear Violet, the sun is shining
this morning, but you are just as sad as
when the rain was falling. You ought
to have played with us, we had such a
merry time. Now the sun is out, every-
thing is beautiful, and still you are
sighing.”

““Oh, me!” wailed Violet, “the sun
is so hot, it makes me sick, it crinkles
my petals and the specks of ugly mud

weigh me down, | can hardly breathe,
my face is so close to the ground. 1

wish it would ram again. Oh, me, oh,
me! I'm worse off than | ever was
before.”

Pansy turned away; she thought, “ !
cannot help Violet by talking to her, so
1 will just keep looking at the sun, and
be happy.” Then she sent out to dear
little Violet the silent fragrance of love
from her tender heart of gold, and Violet
stopped her complaining, and, although
she knew not why, was comforted. A
little breeze sprang up and whispered
to the grass-blade, and he jauntily
jostled against Violet until the dried
mud specks fell away from her, but
Violet said, “ What did you do that for.
Sir Blade? can you not be more polite?”

Grass Blade laughed, and still Violet
would not look up. And then a strange
thing happened. It was night. The
stars were out; fairies were making
merry around the old stump, except
where Violet stood; this little spot they
avoided, and had it not been for Grass
Blade, who nestled quite close to her,
poor Violet would have, indeed, been
lonely.

A voice called from out of the Deep.
*“Violet, Violet.” It was avoice like the
harp of a thousand strings, and all
vibrating in perfect harmony. Oh, the
music of that voice' *“*Violet, Violet.”

It was tenderness, reproof, love, sweet-
ness combined. ““Violet, darling.'
\iolet thrilled adown her tiny stem,
and lifting her sweet face to the moon-
light quivered with a new happiness as
she answered, “ Mother, O mother, is
it Jou?”

“ Yes, my child, | am Mother Nature.
1 have brought some dew with which to
wash your face; there, now it is clean
once more,” said Mother Nature, as she
kissea her offspring. ““See how your
Cousin I'ansy sleeps. Why are you not
sleeping too?”

\ lolet bent her head lower, but made
no answer.

“Ah, my dear one, | have heard your
complainings. See how the tears and
mud spots have soiled your beautiful
petals of blue.”

““1 will never complain again,” said
Violet. ““They were not true the things
1 said; the raindrops were for me, and
the sun, too; just as much for me as
tor the rest. My complaints were wrong
stories, all oi them; lhe raindrops
were not naughty, they were good, but
I would not listen when they tried to
remind me. | was naughty, Mother,”
and Violet wept.

““You are naughty no longer,” and
Mother Nature kissed \ iolet again and
again, until all the spots were gone quite
away from the beautiful petals of blue.
Then Violet nestled against Grass Blade
and went fast asleep, and Mother Nature
kissed them all: Pansy, Grass Blades,
Mosses and Violet.

In the morning sunshine awoke them,
and throughout the long day they
danced and sang and played together,
\ iolet, Pansy and Grass Blades, and at
night they went fast asleep again, but as
the skies grew into great billows of
purple and red at the dawn of the next
new day, they heard a murmur of song
and laughter: their brothers and sisters
were awakening all around them. But
the best of this true story is: Violet
never complained again.
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SOMETHING ABOUT WASPS.

BV NANCY SIMPSON.

ASPS are cousins of the bees, yellow-jackets, hornets and ants. They
build their nests mostly of clay: each nest is composed of three kinds
of wasps: the workers and the male and females. The workers do
nearly all of the work.

In the spring the female makes a nest and lays her eggs. The first
brood are always workers. It takes about a fortnight for the eggs to hatch. After
the first brood is hatched they help the female. The workers sting, while the
males and females do not. In the winter wasps dig holes for themselves.

There are thirteen families of wasps, the first ten being known as the digger-
wasps. The Masaridie and Eumendae are of solitary habits, and are known as the
solitary wasps.

The Vespidal alone are social wasps; these are also known as paper-wasps,
from the way they build their nests, for they build them out of paper. They also
include the various species of hornets. Other wasps are known as mud-wasps,
potter-wasps, sand-wasps and spider-wasps.

FOR THE PROTECTION OF CHILDREN.
BY GENEVE L. SHAFFER.

WENDOLEN, aged seven, had just returned from a two-years’ visit at
her aunt’s home. Gwen’s aunt was a Christian Scientist, and had healed
her niece of pneumonia, so when Gwen returned, words like error,
discord, omnipresence and claims, poured forth from her cherry lips as
naturally as doll ot candy.

She took great delight in playing lady, and healing her doll of ‘ ‘claims.” It was
on one of these occasions that her mamma’s best hat fell into the bath tub, which
was full of water for the purpose of purifying her doll. When Gwen’s mother
returned home, and discovered the fate of her hat, she put her daughter over her
knee and proceeded to administer with her hand a series of slaps, commonly
known as a good hard spanking. But at last, Gwen’s mother, fearing that she
might injure her victim, looked anxiously to find out why the ordinary seriesof howls
and promises of “ I-won’t-do-it-any-more ” were not forthcoming. She found
Gwen’s eyes were closed, and her dimpled face severely set —she was treating
herself that ““there is no sensation in matter," and the spanking was all to no effect.



HAZEL'S VALENTINE TO

AX ACROSTIC.
BY HAZEL I|. BAIRD.

Many true wishes (or you, my dear,
Yet again and again | send;

Rest assured they are much greater
Than the words which | have penned.
Little do my words convey,

Ten half the love | send your way.

Filled with blessings stiong and true
In the coming year for you,

Let them hear my message sweet,
Let them shine upon your way

Mid winter’s cold and summer's heal.
Only let this love of mine

Rich tn wishes good and ttue

Ever be your Valentine'

Mai ion's brother.

Merchantville, N J.

Dear Eoitop—We all wish you a Happy,
Happy Christmas and a Happy New Year, too.
We also send you a picture of our big brother
Fillmore (22 months young). He is quite a big
boy now He can do all sorts of things, helping
as well as hindering. For example be can upset
father's nail box so that the nails are all over in
every corner, and then help pick them up. But
he dont Ix-Ip much' he soon wants some other
amusement. His hubby is a horse  Whenever
lie sees one lie tells it to " Gee //." He is very
fond of pulling a chair to anything he can't reachs
Mother went out of the room for a few minute,
today, and when she returned she found Master
Fillmoie had pulled a chair up to her writing
desk and was on top of the desk, with the desk
contents all over the door. He calls mother
“ Ba Ba, father "papa,” and myself "To Do,"
and anyone whose name he does not know he
calls " Ba Ba." He is made a great jiet, but he
is not spoiled He is a boy all oser H" shouts
and sings and does everything a baby older than
him could do  Your loving little friend,

Marion A. Sleatf.r
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Denver, Colo.
Dear Editor—1 will write you a letter this
sunshiny day ~ We have moved away from our
old place where we used to live e now live
at 5151 Saint Paul street, Denver, Colo. It is
very lovely out here, but there are no trees as we
used to have. There is a large city school out
here.  The school we used to go to” was a little
one with only one room in it, We du not go to
school yet, but will go after Christmas We
wish to renew Wee Wisdom, as we cannot get
along without it Please find enclosed one-half
dollar mone¥ order for another year | must
thank you for the little book entitled. " Droi)(s
From Wee Fens, it is a very nice little book,
I will write again and tell you more about our
new home W ishing you all a Merry Christmas
and a Happy New Year, | am your loving friend,

BoTHILDA F. C> RTZ.

I» 1N
Pittsburg, Pa
Dear Editor Wee Wisdom — | have been tak-
ing Wee Wisdom for lour years. 1 find it very
enjoyable. Tomorrow is my toth birthday so
you see | have almost grown tip with it T like
It because it tells the 1ruth and its editors are
vegetarians.  All our family are with you there.
We have a world of outdoor friends, because we
don t eat them. | want my cousin, Queen Cun-
ningham, Englevale, Kansas, lo have Wee
Wisdom for one year for which please find 50
cents in stamps It is a Christmas gilt | use
blue paper; it stands for/r«/A. A Merry Christ
mas to all  Joyfully, Paul Coulter.
P. S.— Some time | will tell you how 1 helped
some little pets. P.

[Good for Paul, He lives and lets live, and
that's the Christian way to do. —Ed.]

4 4 4
Albany, N Y.

Dear Wee Wisdom and the Wees—I hope
you all have had a very Merry Christmas and a
very Happy New Year ft is a long time since |
have written to yon. | want to tell you about
my dog Cricket | don’t suppose you will think
lie is such a wonderful dog as we do, because
some of you have so many pets, and naturally
think your own pet is the smartest and dearest:
at least | do. Our other dog can not do a single
trick, hut Cricket (we call hitn that because he
jumps so much, not because he is the color of a
cricket, for he is white with brown spots.| can
sit up and beg, and speak 'Chess are all the
really, truly tricks he can do but lie is so cun-
ning that he doe- not need any more. For
instance, if we place a chair up to the table at
dinner time, he jumps up and takes possession of
it and eats wliat is set before him. and does not
cry for things which he <annot have, but waits
patiently until lie is served, and then he eats like
a gentleman. It is lunny to see him. lie takes
it so seriously  He also jumps upon the fence

and walks around on the ledge (which is about
tive indie- wide) until he comes to an easy place,
to jump down, then he jumps down on tne other
side. There are a good many #og when we
live, and not all of tuem like CTicket, and it is
pretty’ Hard for a little fox terrier to stand
against two or three collies, so when they chase
him he jumps upon the fence, looks down upon
them as much asto say, ' Don't you wish you
had me?" and then jumps down into his own
yard. | could not tell'you hall oi the things he
does, but even now as ! .im writing he -lands
with his paws on the edge of the table with his
nose just reaching above it. and looking at me so
beseechingly out™ of his big brown eyes that |
just know he is saying, *“ Will you give me some
of those nuts that you are eating, please? ” and of
course | can't refuse. Do you remember that |
told you some time ago about some little puppies
that we bad? Well, last year we had another
lot, and they were just as cunning as the others
| enjoy Wee Wisdom as much as ever, and |
think a little better | think | have said enough
lor this time, so | will close now with love.
From your friend, Dorothy ¥ Lathrop.

4.4 4

Leeds, N >
Dear Friend Wee Wisdom — | thought that 1
would write to you  We are all well and 1 know
you are the same  We are having lots oi fun on
the suow banks playing. Mv brother was sick,

but is all right now. He goes up town. 1 have
two brothers and three sisters. | am nine years
young | like Wee Wisdom very much. like

that little book, "Drops From Wee Pens," that
my brother and sister are in | wish you a
HaJpr New Year. | got a big doll and a ring
and a lol of other things  One of my sisters got
a pair of skates, and my other two sisters got big
dolls. 1 have not much to say, so goodby.
Yours truIP/, Selina Weiermuller

P. S. will send a present of Si on to help
the Wee’s paper and tile good work along.— Se-
lina's Mamma.

4 4 4

Los Y EGAS, N M
Dkvr Wee Wisdom — This is my first letter to
you. 1am ten years of age. | am 1ll the Fourth
Reader 1 enjoy reading the stories in Wee
Wisdom and the letters. | have one brother
His name is Ikey Mv brother has two dogs
One’s name is Yellow dog and the other Tige.
| had a beautiful pug puppie that ! called Dixie.
My own mamma lives in Phoenix, Arizona. She
sends me the Wee Wisdom first. | live here
with my aunt and go to school. 1 was born in
Kansas City, Mo., but have lived here eight
years  There are lots of little Spanish boys and
irls live here and 1 am learning to speak the
anguage Maybe | can write you something of
interest about the Spanish children here if anv
of von care to know of their lives Goodby,

little friends, From Mamie E Lewis.
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New York.
.Editor Wee Wisdom—I have just received
two Deautitul Roses” from yourJlower garden,
and some other sweet, lovely flowersbesides; but
somehow 1 like ““Loves Roses” best. Now,
dear mother oi 10,000 children, bright and happy,
please put these little pictures ot George Wash-
ington (stamps) where they will be most appreci-
ated, and in return send tne some more “ Roses.”
1 want to send them to some dear ones | know in
difierent states of consciousness. Bless your
dear mother heart.  So much love flows to"you
now from so many sources. God is good. In

His name, William C. Gibbons.

“ 3
OCR DADEVILLE BATCH OF LETTERS.

Dadeville, Mo.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | thought | would write
a lew lines to the Wees, as | have not written to
them for a few months. My friends love to read
the Wee Wisdoms, Some of them would like to
have the dear little ﬁaper, so | thought that |
would write and get the extra one_to give it to
them. 1 like to give them to my friends, because
| believe that they love to read the little paper.
J love to read the little story called, ¢ Minister-
ing Angels, or Story of Two Boys Who Tried
I Some of my friends read our Wee Wisdom
almost ever
deal of goo

month, and ! think they Eet a great
close.

d out of it.  Well, I?uesst at | must
ith much love, Your friend,

Verdie Ortloff

Dear Wee Wisdom — 1 thought | would write
a few lines. 1 love to read the dear paper. |
> to school, but we live on a farm and do not
%et to go every day. | wish you all a Happy

hristmas 1 have a verse to put in Wee Wis-

Here it is:
l.ove the days
And love the nights.
Love gives peace and joy and light.
Your loving friend, Grace Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom—I thought | would write

dom

a little letter to you for the Wees. 1 am six
)Il_ears young. My sister is guiding n\% hand.
he baby Is fifteen months young. hen he

ets a book he will say that he Is going to " ead."
uch love to the Wees  Your friend,
Sophia Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom- 1 am three years young.
| thought 1 would write a letter to the Wees.
My sister is guiding my hand. We have three
cats. The snow was falling fast yesterday.
Love to the Wees. Your friend,

Litlie Belle Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom —I thought | would write
a little line. The birds have left, but the snow
birds have come. We worked in the corn today
Our do? caught three rats today. | am eight
years old Ernest Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | thought | would write

a few lines. | have four sisters and three broth-
ers. 1 am ten years old. 1 snapped off corn
today. | am inthe Second Reader. The birds
built nests in the side of the house.
““Love the birds and

Love the flowers;

Love the fresh sweet

Morning hours.”

That is all | can think of. Your friend,

Charlev Ortloff.

[Six pairs of willing little hands have set to,
and told us the story oi six Truth loving little
hearts that want to send out love and blessings to
all the Wees  What a home this must be, with
eight brothers and sisters all remembering togeth-
er, that only thegood istrue! We wonder if their
brother Jacob thinks he s too big to write to Wee
Wisdom now. We remember nis good letters
of old.—to.] P 3

Mount lda, Ark
Dear Wee Wisdom — This is my first letter to
you. | have been taking the little paper for
nearly a year, and 1 am so glad to see it come
every time. 1 have a little pet cat. Her name is
l'opsy, and 1love her very much. | am going to
school, but have been sick for most a week and

have had to miss the time. | am in the third

grade, and like school ever so much. | am eight

years old, and will close. Yours very truly,
Eva Speer.

Eva will soon learn that wellness is the
fashion for Wee Wisdoms. Why! this getting
sick is all out of date; it belongs to foolishness
and ignorance. Keep this verse in your mind,
and you won't have to stay out of school, Eva

“ God is my Health, I can't be sick',
God is my Strength, unfailing, quick;
God is my All. | know no fear
Since God and Love and Truth are heIrEe."
d.

T jt oyt
Holton. Kans,
Dear Editor—We are having very nice
weather lately. 1 write to tell you how pleased
we were with our little books We thought they
were very nice, and | read them to papa even-
ings. Lavernia says to thank you for her book,
too, for she also thinks it very nice, but she did
not have time to write because we are making
doll dresses for Christmas. We bought eightdolls
that were small, and we will dress and give them
to our little girl friends for Christmas. Mamma
went to Topeka Tuesday and will be back Mon-
day. It is getting late and 1 will have to go to
bed. So good-night to all. and tell Rick I am
coming to see him sometime.
Yours with love to all, Violetta Leeman
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Moline, I11.
Dear Wbb Wisdom— | have written a fairy
story for Wee Wisdom. Some of it is true.
Flully is a must beautiful bisque doll, dressed in
native costume, that came to me in a satchel from
Belgum. The canoe came from the Wisconsin
Indians, Cinderay is a little ideal Indian maid-
en that comes into my mind with Flufly and the
canoe, and sio T weave my fancies mto this little

story Aunt Abbie.

I3 o«

Louisiana, Mo.
Dear Friends—1 send 50 cents for a love-
offering to Wee Wisdom. Mrs. W F. Suda
I We thank our good friend, and know she will
he happy in having made it possible for Wee
Wisdom to visit somebody shome, who otherwise
could not have paid the little paper's traveling

expense — Ed J
« 3 <
Chi<ago, 1.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | want to thank you so
much fur the book you sent me of " Summer
Stories.” 1 received it a few weeks ago, but hate
not had time to acknowledge it.

Your faithful reader, Nancy Simpson

3 «N3

Wallace, W Va.
Dear Wee Wisdom — This is the first time !
ever wrote to you. | like to read you very much.
1 am ten years old. | have a brother five years

old. His name is Carlos. We have lots of fun
together, | hate a toy Blano, and ran play a
tune on it. Santa Claus brought it tome. Ido

not go to school, The school bouse is too lar
away. Mamma teaches me. | am in the Second
Reader. | will get mamma to write this over for
me, so you can read it better. | like to read and
make pictures. 1 like to play and help mamma
work, too  With love to all lhe little Wees, |
will close  Your little friend, Blanche Di dley.

4
St. Louis, Mo.
Dear Wee Wisdom — Mamma subscribed for
Wee Wisdom. | think it is very nice. My Intie
friend, Hallie Upshaw, wrote to you ] am
eight years old. [ will close  Yours truly,
Erie Moore.
[Such nice bold writing as Erie's does ones
eyes g(])od, but he failed tu give his street number.
— Ed.

GOODNIGHT.
Goodnight, mother's darling; before I go to
sleep
| will ask God Who gave, to guard yon with
His love,

From sin and sorrow keep—
My little drop of comfort, rny little snow white
dove. —Mizpah

LESSON VI. FEBRUARY 5.

mJesus al Jacob’s Well.- <John4:514.

Golden Text — IVAosoever tvill, let hint take
the water of lifefreely.— Rev 22:17

Were you ever very, very thirsty? Then was
it not good to have some one bring you a bi
cupful ol cold water? How good it tasted, an
how much better you lelt after drinking it.  Biit
that water will nbt satisfy you forever. By and
by you an thirsty again ‘and you must have
another drink, and, too, you yourself must go for
the water It will nut always be brought to you.

At the well |esus told the Samaritan woman
that he knew of water, and had such water, that
would be as a well within one, springing up
forever —always there, More than this, he told
the woman he could give her of this water This
was the water of healing— the healing of sin. sick-
ness and sorrow. This means the pure, and holy
Spirit or the understanding of the Divine Self.

We all have the Holy Spirit within us. No
priest can give it to us. Money cannot buY it
But we can look at the life of Jesus and follow
in his steps. By so doing we will be made to
realize who we are—the sons of God This is
the descent of the Holv Spirit, the knowledge
that we are sons of God.

Jesus told us that long ago. Some people say
Jesus died to save us from sin. No: Jesus lived
to teach us this truth, and Truth saves us from
sin. There are wise ones on earth today who
know themselves as Jesus knew himself. ~They
know themselves as the sons of God and can
propesy and do wonderful things, being conscious
of the Holy Spirit within them.

Say these words often The Holy Spirit dwells
icithin me. God's well of living water bubbles
within me and satisfies me.

"Ask and ye shall receive." Simply ask God
lor th»- consciousness of the presence of the well
within vou, and give thanks that you now have
that living water that peace and harmony. As
you do this you will grow in conscious strength
and harmony and happiness.

LESSON VII. FEBRUARY 12.

The Second Miracle tn Cana.—John 4 43-54.

Golden Text — The same works that 1 do.
bear witness of me, that the fother hath sent
me —John 5:36.
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This is a lesson in healing Jesus healed the
nobleman s son without even going to him In
some places in the Bible we read, “ And he sent
his word and healed him.”

L here is power in a true word. Remember
this, dear children, anil let your words be healing
words, let them be true, kind «and noble words.
The nobleman represents the noble thought —
one who can understand and accept the truth
Can we not all do healing from a distance if we
let God think and speak through us as Jesus did?
Yau may if you will ““Where there's a will
there's a way."

| hope you are all acting as little healers,
sending out your thoughts of love and joy to all
whom you may meet. Send your thoughts of
cheer forth into the world, and be true sunshin-
era, lor in sunshine there is healing. A cross,
ugly face does not help anyone and those that
see it feel like being cross, too. Have smiles for
all.  Jesus carried a smile tull of sunshine for
all. He was not cross. Do not let your cross
feelings show out upon your face, for, if you do
S0, Jlou will be helpless to heal or to do for others.
God can only work through a cheerful counte-
nance, and the smile of cheer will heal or send
away all of your own cross feelings, for they arc
not real and cannot stay

God is the only healer. He works through yon
and through me to do good deeds. How glad
that nobleman was lo hear of his son’s recovery
to health’ How glad are those that we give the
word of Truth to!" How much gladder ate they
when we teach them that that same word, or
knowledge, of Jesus is within themselves and
that they can use it for themselvesand for others'

LESSON VIII. FEBRUARY I().

-Jesus at the Pool ot Bethesda.—! ohn 5T15.

Goldem Text —And a great multitude fol-
lowed him, because they saw his miracles.—
John ft J.

The point in this lesson is sin is the cause ot
sickness.  Without sin in the world there would
be no sickness ~ With only true thoughts of God
and His love there would be health everywhere

Some persons say, ““But God has altlicted
me." This is not true. God cannot give pain.
God is Love, and He loves you. Your part is to
know God as Love and so be healed. Go and
sin no more in your thoughts of God, for God
is Love.

Now, these people had great faith in this pool
of Bethesda, such faith had they that they were
many times healed when stepping down into its
waters. It was their faith in it that healed
them. Jesus showed the impotent man a greater
healing power than that within the waters.  Jesus
simply spoke tn the man and he was healed The
people did not like this Sabbath day healing,
and complained about it. First they found fault

with the man for carrying his bed then they
found fault with the one who healed him. One
whi. does uot have faith is apt to be fault-
finding.

Each one is Divine, a son of God, for God can
make no one unlike Himself, therefore each one
has that same power that Jesus manifested, but
that power must be used It must be used in
living a true life, in settin? a good < .ample, in
the healing of ourselves first and then in the
healing of others.

““Y'e ate of God, littlechildren Greater is he
that is in you than he that is in the world."
Recognize your power. Loo); upon yourselves
as Christ-like children; appreciate your Divine
nature, and thu? become at-one with God.

LESSON IX. FEBRUARY 26.

The Miracle of the {_>Qﬁ]ves and Pishes.—John

Golden Text—I am the living bread which
came downfrom heaven.— John 6:51.

After Jesus had performed so many miracles,
people began to he interested in him; so great
crowds followed him from place to place to see
what next he would do. Some were curious,
some interested, some longed for healing, while
others were really ready for his words of Truth.

Even his own followers the disciple: were
surprised when they found he expected to feed
so many with mly five loaves and two little
fishes, ~"But, nothing is impossible with God. and
Jesus knew this. So he bade the multitude be
seated The loaves and fishes were divived
among them, and all were fed,

God can feed us. He can supply our every
need but out faith must tie like that of Jesus.
If we. have used the last potato in the house,
and have no meat, and all our ﬁlour is gone, we
must know that God can and will feed us in some
way, and then take what He sends, no matter in
what way it comes, no matter how small it may
be, thankfullz graciously receiving the gift.
And we will thus derive a blessing.

After the miracle the people linew Jesus to be a

rophet, and declared him the me looked for

ow obedient we must bo to God to get the good
from His hand. Suppose the multitude had
refused to be. seated' Suppose they had said,
No, lie cannot satisfy us with so little! Then,
indeed they would have gone away hungry,
hungry in soul and liody, for Jesus ted both
the soul and body.

Today Jesus feeds us within our own soul.
Jesus Christ dwells withtu each aud all, for he
has said, "' am in you." The great | nu is the
God of us  God feeds us God lives us. We
are created in God likeness, in Spiritand in Truth.
We can du all things, knowing that the Father
worketh through us. Jesus said *“ Greater things
than these shall ye do "
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YE EDITOR’S SA NCTUM.

OME in, my Wisdoms. You

are always welcome in here.

1 see there are a goodly

number of new faces among

us this month. We are always
glad of this, tho' we never want to miss
any of the dear faces we have grown
familiar with. This is our own little
cozy corner, and we always bring the
best of ourselves /'» here; but do you
know, when we really get acquainted
with ourselves and each other, we find
out that's about all there is of us any-
way— the Best Self. We have to get
real well acquainted with ourselves to
find this out, and that’s what we'’re
here for. Did you read on our front
door plate, as you came in, this truth
about yourselves?—* Ye are of God,
little children.  Greater is Ide that is in
you than he that it in the world." Now
that's God truth about you, children,
llow do you like it? You don't know
quite what it means? Well, it says very
plainly, “ Ye are of God, little children. "
Now, if God means to you everything
that is good and beautiful and great and
wonderful, that's what you ““nrc of,"”
children. And it will make you very
happy and very good and very beautiful
and very great and very wonderful to

remember always, what you “‘are of.”
“ Greater is He that is in you than he
that is in the world." What does that
mean? Have you ever watched a little
seed burst open and grow? It's great, 1
tell you! You will notice, there’s some-
thing within that cannot be held back —
a power that pushes out and out, and the

little seed-shell must give way and let
this wonderiul Growei grow. We can
not see where in all the world it gets
the beautilul shapes and colors it sends
out; but n works as it it knew, and there
is nothing outside so wonderiul as this
invisible Worker working iroin within,
and it never forgets what manner ol
plant it came horn, either. So in you is
tins Greater One than is in the outside
world — this Wonderiul Spirit and Mind
that pushes its way right out of evil and
pain, and grows like what it came
from—God. Keep remembering this
and you need never be overcome by
evil or sickness, for greater is He (God)
in you than anything outside. Every
time you are sick or unhappy’ or angry,
it is because you have forgotten, “ He
that is in you” is greater than sickness or
unhappiness or anger. You can remind
yourself, 1 am of God. Health in me
is greater than disease. Joy in me is
greater than unhappiness. Love in
me is greater than anger. And you will
feel that unseen Power in you go right
to work pushing away the pain and
unhappiness and anger. And vou will
find the new pretty growth of happy,
joyful thoughts come quickly into your
mind, and life will grow all glad and
happy again.



\\ ee Wisdom "5

50 cents a year. 5 cents a copy.
Foreign Subscription, 3 shillings a year.
Published monthly by
UNITY TRACI SOCIETY,
1315 McGee St., Kansas Citv. Mo.

Entered at postoffi. e as «ccond-< lass mallei

February, J905.

BALLAD Ob | I'ALEETINE.

Sing a song ofa |'alenline,
That Johnnie sent to Bess;
It had a great big bleeding hi art,
. Ind told of great distress.

It traveled clear across the street,
Bess found it at the door;

She told mamma, ““ It's hurled so
I'sf'aid it's awful sore."

Soon Johnnie's rosyface appeared,
foy beamed in every line;
“1 say, Bess, don'tyou think that was
A bully Valentine? ”

We shall be glad to have Mane tell
us about her Spanish neighbors.

Good words for our Little Authors
are still coming in.

Be sure and learn to sing this new
song of thankfulness, our good friend
Mr. Krohn has set to music.

Mrs. Burtis, Mrs. Weireinullcr and
Mrs. Suda have contributed among them
two dollars, to be used in sending Wee

Wisdom to homes that need it. If
Hollis will give us the address of tin
little girl lie tells about, we’ll send her
one. Another little girl lias just written
how much she would appreciate Wee

Wisdom’s visits. We must send it
to her, too.

Aunt xMary says: ““The little books
with children’s stories is a fine idea, and
they are prettily gotten up. We all
like them. The children are especially
pleased.” She also says:

| see grammatical errors in Wee Wisdom
again It seems too bad that this little paper
cannot be perfect in its English, and in its out

ward form, as its preaching is so much along the
line of perfection The words | noticed were.

" It don't pay." They should be ““It doesn't
pay We must set a good example to the
children.”

[““.For the children,” you should have
said. Aunt Mary.]

It's Ye Editor who pleads guilty of
mixed conjugations this time, and she’s
real sorry she has set you such a bad
example b5’ telling Marjory last month,
““It don't pay," instead oi properly
saying, ““It doesn't pay.” She doesn't
excuse herself either, because the almost
universal way of putting it nowadays
is, ““It don't pay.” Wouldn't it sound
queer to hear people say, ““It do not
pay,” and yet don’t is just the shortened
way of saying not. We'll try to be
more careful, Aunt Mary; we thank yon
for your gentle reminder.

Wee Wisdom will be furnished in
quantities to Sunday Schools at the fol-
lowing rates:

10 to 24 copies, un cts. each per year.
25 to 49 copies, 35 cts. each per year.
50 to 100 copies, 25cts. each per year.



MAMIE'S THANKSGIVING.

Myrtle Jillmore. Ernst Krohn
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1 Dear Lord, 1 am thank-ful, so thankful, Ihat You are
2. For Life would be sure to go with You, And then no -
3. There would nev - er be an -y-thing do - ing; There'd nev-er be
tn  thank-ful, dear Lord, so thank-ful, That You are
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r a - way. I'm sure | dont know whatwould
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bod - y could live; And the flow - ers and grass would
y - thing done. With - out You, O Lord, there is

For | know all the good Sand
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hap - pen If would go off
with - er, And the no light could
noth - ing— Not thing un - der the
are must
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