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WEE WISDOM

STANDS FOR

The unwarped faith that belicveth and hopeth all things.

‘sAll things are possible to them that believe.”

The freshness and purity that beholdeth Good Always.

“Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.”

The joy and gladness that are fullness of life and health.

“In Thy presence is fullness of joy . .
Thon wilt show me the path of life.”

The truth that frees from the clutches of race heredity.
"One is your Father, even God.”

1 he knowledge that Jesus CArist is the subjective spirit of every child.
"The kingdom of God is within you.”

The; understanding that our word is the builder of our environment.
“ For without the \\ ord was not anything made that was made.”

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

— Jesus.
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The Real Eastertide.

Nell! Nell! Listening Neil.
Lost to voices in the shell.
'Tis the winged life, andfree
That is beckoning unto thee —
Of the wonderful and true,
Of unhinderedjoy, and new —
Soundless, wordless voices tell
All. All. ALL to Little Nell.

Wonderful' In radiance fair
Floating in the azure air,

Like sweet cherub heads with wings,
Nell beholds such lovely things.
They are thoughts she sent one day
When in fain a dear child lay;

And the lilies tall and white
Are her brave words for the right.

So, our Nell this Easter day
Finds the great ““stone rolled away,"
Finds the sweet Christ waiting there,
All life'sjoyful truths to share—
| Finds that every word and thought,
i Deed and action, in love fraught,
Lives and thrives, nor ever died—

And this makes joyous Eastertide
* See illustrated cover.



Wee Wisdom

The Au-to-bi-og-ra-phy of A Nickel.

Mr. Nickel’s Introduction.

It is with great pleasure | wuke ruj first bow to the readers of J1be Wisdom iu
the capacity of au author.

1 nut really not so young aH wy years would indicate. For ages | was locked
up in the crystal palace of the gnomes, deep under the ground. | suppose the
wouterful eecruis of the underworld would interest you greatly, but n-1 hud no
head | brought away no memory of them, llow | was rescued, how | was put
th ough tiro and water, how 1 was mixed nud umulxed and mixed over, rolled, nnd
pounded and stamped to become 1 citizen of the United States and geta govern-
ment position, | can never explain. You aill have toga to Ihe U. H. mint ortho
Eu-cy-clo-pe-dia to And < ul.

You will please take notice | am alniiy- accompanied by the ““Uoddess of
Liberity,” and Unit my motto is “ r. I’lubibvs Unum.” | think this is the reason
1 was so willing to 11-teu to the tending of Wee Wisdom in Fred’s home, and so
ready to learn about the good and true, the loving nnd kind, which Fred and hi*

dear mamma talked so much about.
Now, | want It understood by all my little a-man-u-en-ses (that means you who
undertake to write down wtiiil 1 have to say for Wee Wisdom | Ibid t oM & Science

Nickel and Intend to do good andbless wherever | go.

talk error.

I shall always refuse to

I shall alway s rejoice to tell about the good. Please bear this in mind.

ClILKI'TICK |I.

Written by Fred Ken Munson, age 13

1 am A Nickel, One
beautiful, cold, sun-
shiny day, as 1 was
lying peacefully in a
little china dish with
another nickel and a
penny and some collar

buttons Upon the folding bed, Wee Wis-
dom came into our home, and a little
boy’s mamma read Chapteb 1 (that was
not chapter one) of "Tlir Autobiography
of A Nickel" who did not keep his
engagement. When her little boy cume
home from school she asked hint if he did
not want to do something for A Nickel.

“If it is for you, mamma dear, 1 will do
it without ti nickel.”

““But this,” she said, ““is something you
cannot du without A Nickel, for the nickel
is to help you. and you are to help Mr.
Nickel keep an engagement that he failed
to keep last month, because no one would
help him “translate what he bail to say
into readable English.””

So the little boy’s mamma took me out. of
the little dish and laid me on his desk,
aud the little boy looked at me a long time,
and he told his mamma that | was a young
nickel, only one year old. But what a great
amount of good one little nickel can do in
one year! llow many little children I could
make happy, into how many homes I could

help carry the wonderful truth, and he
said he hoped | would always go where J
wozild hear toothing but truth and love.
So they decided, then and there, to send
me and the other nickel and the penny to
Wei. Wisdom, who, they said, was very
wise anti would know just where to send
its that we may keep on doing the most
good.

1 amsoglad 1 have learned the way to
be happy while a young nickel, that | may
begin my life right. There is only one
way to be happy, and that is to keep trying
to make others happy.

The little boy’s mamma has told him
[hut —

“ Every day If u fresh beginning,
Every luorn fs the world made new;
You who nre weary of sorrow uud finning
Here is n beautiful hope for you,
A hope tor ino, nud n hoy e foryou.”

So the old nickels need not be discour-
aged, it is never too late to begin to live
(ruth.

11 But you hi Ip me, and- I will help you,
Then what n wonderful work we will do,”
| love to hear Wee Wisdom read. 1am
ko well and happy today. 1 feel so "loving
and kind," as Marion says.

But I am now ready to leave my happy
home and go out. into the big beautiful
world to help the other nickels send the
truth to little children.
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AN EASTER PARTY.

AUNT SEG.

11 WISH we could have an Eas-
ter party|” exclaimed Eliza-
beth Gray, a little girl of ten
years, to her friend and play-
mate, Ella Wright.

The children hud been speaking of Easter
and all that it meant to them. They had
learned to think of Jesus Christ as their
dearest comforter aud friend, and were
wishing that they might, in some special
way, show their love for him.

*"Yes, we might have something like a
May party,” suggested Ella.

< But | don’'t see how we could have
one without aqueen ora— king.” Elizabeth
thoughtfully replied. ““No one could, be
king in Jesus' place, you know: 't wouldn’t
be right. Oh. I know!” she joyfully cried,
throwing her arms around her little friend
and whispering eagerly, so that the trees
and birds and flowers might not hear. |
suppose. Ella whispered back again, and
not even the meadow lark, who stopped
singing for quite a while because he was
so interested, you know, could catch a word,
or give me a single idea concerning the
wonderful discovery occupying the atten-
tion of these two little girlish minds.

1 will stop right here to explain that !
am Miss Marion Gray, Elizabeth’s auntie,
and a teacher infthe Sunday School. The
children are in my orchard laying plans for
an Easter party. A little later Elizabeth
said to me, “Auntie, please tell me some-
thing about raising from the dead.”

Elizabeth had learned that every event
in life has a spiritual meaning.

“My dear,” | answered, “the death of the
body is simply laying aside a garment
which we can no longer use. If the soul
entirely leaves tho body, then the body has
become a cast-off garment of flesh, and is
uot to be mourned over any more than an
old dress, for the soul at once has anew
dress, or body, in which to manifest and
has lost nothing at all. This experience
comes to all at the present day.”

“Won't it be so always, Auntie?”

““I cannot tell you what will be, dear,
but 1 can tell you what | think will happen

by and by, when people come to know more
of the great power of God in themeelves.
To be raised from the dead, Elizabeth,
really means the soul becoming alive to
truth. Then the soul begins to instruct
the mind, and the mind sends living mes-
sages of Truth into every part of the body,
and the body becomes really alive with the
perfect Life. Before this new condition,
soul, mind, aud body seemed only to hang
on to life, and not to have life within
themselves.

Now. in this new condition, the body may
become tine—spiritual —obedient to the
spirit dwelling within, and it may be so
pure —so spiritual —so unearthly that it
will not be seen by earthly sight, in which
case it will not die, but be lifted up out of
sight of mortals. ] do not say this will be
so; | say it may be. Do you understand
me, Elizabeth?”

“Yes. Aunt Marion, | understand, but
do you think Jesus' body died?”

“Not really, my dear. It seemed to die,
and would have, if Jesus had not possessed
the power to keep it alive until he wanted
to use it again. He had learned to use his
Father’s will—his Father’s power: for he
had proved himself to be the Son of God
in every way, and all that the Father had
was and is his.”

“Couldn’t Jesus have had another body
and not tried to raise the crucified body?”

“Certainly, but be had a lesson to teach
the people. They must know the power of
God even to raise the dead to life. They
must know that they also have this power.
They must be taught how to find God in
themselves, and how to make a godly body
—or a body jiure and whole. Jesus came
to teach them truth, and he would not leave
them in ignorance of how to use all the
power G*od, their*Father,*had givein them.:

I am not going to tell you how that
party was planned, but instead. | invite you
tn be present and learn a beautiful lesson.
It is the afternoon of Easter Sunday, and
I will take you into the orchard. The apple
trees are pink and white, the peach trees a
vivid pink, the plum and pear trees t.re
pure white, and the grass is like green
velvet. In the midst of the green is a pure



4 Wee Wisdom

white cross, and above the cross, suspended
by invisible wires, a golden crown of yellow
daisies. At the base are pots of Easter
lilies, the pots being hidden under branches
of green. A message was left at the church
inviting all friends to be present, providing
they would be very good and not talk, and
also that they would leave the space around
the cross quite free for wliat watt yoiny to
happen.

The friends are all here and silently
waiting.  Hush! from just behind the
hedge comes floating strains of music, soft
and low; now athrong of girls and boys
arrange themselves around the cross. The
girls are robed in white, the boys wear
white ribbons, and each one carries on the
left arm a wreath of white lilies, and the
heavenly music floats on. Presently the
tallest boy and girl approach and hang a
wreath upon each arm of the cross, and
their attitude is full of loving reverence.
This is repeated until each child has given
its love offering to the Lord, and the music
floats on. Suddenly all is silent; not a
sound; not a word. The children stand
with bowed heads and closed eyes. A few
moments of intense stillness to which even
the birds seem to contribute. * * * Now
the music breaks the heavenly silence;
the children join hands and move rythrni-
cally around the cross singing—

“ Jesus blessed the little children,
Long yearn ago.”

I turn to the audience and perceive that
every heart is touched. | feel the com-
munion of soul with soul. | know the Lord,
is in our midst.

* * * * * *

As the last strains die away upon the
soft warm air, the white robed ones softly
move away, one by one, their friends fol-
lowing. The power of silence, is strong
upon us all. Now my child comes to me
and we sit long in the loving sunshine, be-
fore the shining cross with its golden crown
and its wealth of love offerings, in the
midst of living green, and wo feel that
every tree and bird ami luid and Hower are
saying—softly saying, ““Blessing, and
glory, and wisdom, and honor, and power,

and might, lie unto our God forever and
ever. Amen.”

HOW WE GOT ACQUAINTED.

H. LOTA KUEHL.

Y| PAI'A was janitor at a large,
beautiful church which stood
on a corner, and our home was
in pretty rooms in the rear.
A little patch of well-kept

grass at the back made a beautiful spot
for spending the summer evening, as papa
always took care that both the grass and
mamma’s plants had plenty of water each
day to keep them fresh aud green; for we
lived iu a city of the far west wheie rain
isso scarce that even the trees have to be
watered.

Across the side street, and opposite our
side door, stood a little old-fashioned
double house whose front doors would
have opened directly on the stone sidewalk
except for a very narrow porch between.
One day a new family, who had a little girl
with long, golden curls, moved into one
side of the old-fashioued house. We
watched them moving in, and many days
listened to the little girl practicing on
the piano, and saw her at play on the
sidewalk, and wished so much to ask her
tocome and play on our grass. But we
were timid, and the little girl was timid
too. aud so none of ns spoke, but watched
each other and smiled to each other across
the street. We did not know that mamma
saw what was going on until one day she
called us to her and said she was going to
make her two little girls very happy, aud
that she was going to invite the little
girl across the street to take tea with us
that very afternoon so that we might
become acquainted.

Then she washed our faces and combed
our hair, and handed us pretty gingham
aprons to put on while she wrote a little
note for us to take to the lady across the
way. It read:

To the Mamma of the little, yii | with
golden curls: —For many days | have
watched my two little ones smiling across
the street to your little girl and have
noticed that she smiled back, and have
wished to help them to become acquainted.
With your kind permission | should be
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happy to have your little girl take tea with
us at five o’clock this afternoon. From

The Mamma Who Lives in
the Back of the Chibcii.

We took the note to the lady who was
standing in the door talking with her
little girl. She read it and looked very
glad and asked us all to step inside. Then
she sat down iu a rocking chair aud
gathered us all closely to her and kissed
us many times, and told us she was very
glad to accept the invitation for her little
girl had been wishing very much to play
with us. That afternoon a little before
time for tea the lady came to our dour with
the little girl, aud after exchanging greet-
ings with mamma left her with us ““to be
glad together” she said. When ten was
ready we found that mamma had placed a
low table on the grass and bud spread it
with nice things to make children happy,
and after seating us and talking with us
a little while she left us “to be glad
together" and went into the house.

We are quite big girls uow and the
pleasant acquaintance continues, and we
are always so glad to mamma for helping
us to know each other. Our little friend
still lives iu the old-fashioned house, but
we have moved to another city.

A Letter to Wee Wisdoms.

. Tboy, N. Y.
Dear H'ce Wisdoms:

I want to tell you how happy | have
been made by the receipt of one of dear
Mother Sparr’s ““moss cards.” Aud the
funny part of it all is. 1 don’t know really
who sent it. or who to thank for it. True,
iu renewing my Sub_SCfIEtIOI’I fur Unity
and Wee Wisdom. 1 did throw out rather
a strong hint for one, (for 1 had been
WIShInﬁ for one ever since 1 first heard
about them), but knowing them to belon
especially to the children, I hardly dare
consider mxself_an_ eligible candidate for
one. But here it is. "Sent by someone
who felt 1 needed just this inspiration,
aud | tly with my treasure straight to
you Wee Wisdoms. You will be glad !
am brought to you through Mother Sparr’s
““moss card.” and allow me_a few moments
conversation with you Shall I tell you
the first thought J had whan I looked upon
this Christmas and New Year's greeting?

1 saw Mother Sparr engaged in arranging
these beautiful TusseH that were to give
so much pleasure to you children. ith-
out a thought of self, or of giving where
she would be certain of returns, she was,
carrying on this luburof love with the hope'
of making you happy, and helping 5ou to
I|e_|good. My second Ihuughtwas, Do the
children realize what this means? More
—much more—than the beautiful mosses
arranged so prettily upon the card are the
loving thougnts sentout through them to
yon. ~As she is giving of her best for your
pleasure and happiness, so must she ex-
pect you to give out to others from all the
goud” you are getting. She would have
ou, “Little Sunbeams.” “Little Love-
eams.” letting your _|I?ht of Truth, shine
even uow upon every little boy and girl you
chance to meet—and so the beautiful
“moss cards” fulfill a grand mission if
each little Truth-seeker will but follow her
example of unselfish love. )
Whenever my eyes rest upon this card 1
shall_ think of you all— a baud of workers
helping to spread the grand Truth that we
whose ‘eyes are partia IY opened have re-
vealed to us. und J shall wish for you now
and always prosperity and success.
Very sincerely your friend,
Arnt Sabah,

[Oh. you innocent “Aunt Sarah’ it
would have taken a heart of stone to have
withstood that '‘rattier strong hint” you
referto. I'll leave it to the \\ ibdoms if it
wouldn’t, for this is just what you said:

“And tho dear Wee \\ isdom | enAoy al-
most mure than all the rest. Dear Alother
Sparr!  Hasn’t she the loveliest face’
wish I were a little girl and could have one
of her moss cards, Can't | cut off a cipher
and call myself six years of age?”

Now. wouldn’t you cut off that cipher,
(we don’t believe in’em anyway), and make
“Aunt Sarah” eligible to the kingdom of

heaven and a moss card !— Ed.]

“Mamma, | gue”s | have found out
where the pins aud needles go.”

“ Where, child””

“Why. the bees and the hornets use 'em
for stingers, and the devil's darning needles
get the losj. shawl pinB.”—Selected.

The interesting little story on the fol-
lowing page, entitled “ Whatsoever,” is re-
printed. by request, from the December,
1893, Wee Wisdom.
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Homerand Norman, aged respectively four and three years, were
the recipients of a beautiful little kitten, which they tenderly loved, and
especially enjoyed taking it to bed will- them, and the kitten equally
enjoyed cuddling between the little boys in their soft warm night-gowns.

One night after the little boys had fallen asleep, their mother
reel serva remove the kitty to the barn. | hey awoke

early next morning, and missing
their little playfellow, sprang from

| their bed and hurriedly dressed to
go in quest of it.

' | he first real blizzard of the winter
had come that night, and it was
bitter cold. The plants were all frozen
in the window, the little pigs were
frozen in the pen, and when Homer

““They especially enjoyedtaking fitly tobed  and Norman opened the barn door

vt them.” and called ““kitty! Kitty!” there was

no familiar “m-e-w! >”in response; but to the right of the door they
found their kitty dead, frozen stiff; its paws stretched out, its teeth set,
its eyes glaring, and all covered with frost.  Pitiful sounds of weeping
came up from that barn.  The funeral
procession started to the house —the
two heart-stricken little mourners
carrying the frozen cat between them
as they would an iron rod. Enter-
ing the sitting-room they cried out:
“O mamma! how can we live with-
out our Kitty ?"

““Don t you /ink, mamma, asked
dear little Norman, as he held the cat
by its frozen tail with one little hand
and wiped his tears with the other —
“don1t yOU fink that the GOOd Father “ 7wo hegrt-shiclten little mourners','carrying
would gim it back to us if we ask ihefroren eatbetween them.
him? You know you said whatsever we ask the Savior for He. will
gim it to us. '

rhe mother saw that her little sons were ready to take God at ! lis
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word. But as she looked upon that frozen, dead ““whatsoever” she
stood a moment hesitating, when dear little Horner came to her rescue
and said, ““Brother, I speck its this way: If the Good Father thinks
it best for us to have our Kitty, | le will gim it back to us if we ask [|lim
in the dear Savior's name."

That settled the question, and down went the little boys on their
knees, side by side, two little gingham aprons with pearl buttonsup the
back, (I see the picture now as vividly as ! did the real twenty years
ago,) two pairs of dimpled little hands folded in prayer, two little heads
bowed low and quivering with the very intenseness of the heart's peti-
tion, alternately praying and rubbing the dead kittie with warm flannels.

()ne — two—nhours sped by with no
abatement in the zeal of the two little
believers: now they prayed, now
they rubbed, never slopping to doubt
or question.

At the end of the third hour, the
mother, who was quietly ““ponder-
ing these things, ' whispered to her
husband —

“1 just now saw a
pulsation in that dead
kitten' "

“ Impossible!”. re-
plied the husband:

“ your sympathy for the
boys has made you nervous; that thing is as dead as a door-
nail; and—anil— but—my! Did you see that? It breathe,

By this time the entire household was interested. A pulsation at
intervals of fifteen, ten and five minutes, and by noon the kitten walked
across the floor and the prayer-meeting closed with. ““Wethank you.
Good Father, for giming us back our little kitty. Amen.”

N. M. A
1 Good Method.
ANNA M. PRATT.
There was a little schoolma’am *“ Let’s all subtract unpleasant things
Who had this curious way Like doleful dumps and pain,
Of drilling in subtraction And then.” said she. ““you'll gladly see
On every stormy day: . That pleasant things remain.”

— N7. Nie/tolas.



Our little Easter visitor is Grace Maurine Adsit. She came to
dwell in a certain home in Westfield, Wisconsin, early one morning on
the 30th of September, 1896,

Why she came to that special
home at that special time was be-
cause a dear papa and mamma,
who had already been blessed with
three sons, wanted a daughter.
They had been studying and think-
ing for two or three years about
the Truths of Being and were liv-
ing much in the spiritual thought.

They wanted to see a beautiful
expression of truth in the form of
a little daughter. So they asked
the ““Infinite Life" to bless and
bring into manifestation their uni-
ted desire for this dear little girl-
life.

After that there were still hap-
pier thoughts thought in that home.
There was music and beauty and
joy, love and thankfulness ex-
pressed everywhere, that the nest
of this wee birdling of Thought
should be downy ami pure.

So the months rolled on like a
happy song till nine were gone.

And then—the dear little Birdling came from her hiding into the
welcome arms of parents and brothers.

When her little tongue found out the cunning way of speech, her
first sentence was “ | am perit” (spirit). ““God is lub” (love) followed.
Now she says, ““Grace love everybody.”

She is very fond of looking at pictures and reading stories from
them. One day she came across the picture of two rabbits, ones ears
pointed up and the others were hanging down. She didn't know how
to read that picture, so she asked mamma, and mamma explained, ““that
is a rabbit with its ears hanging down." Then down went her small
finger on the ears of the other rabbit as she said, * This rabbitgot cars
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She has heard her brothers say much about their “ Report Cards.”
So when the moss cards came to her she called them “My Port Cards.

Grace has quite an idea that she was always connected with the
events of this family. When she hears them relating anything that was
done over so long before she was born she will quickly say, ““I was
there, too, mamma.” One day she got a Testament that had been
given her mamma when a girl. She sat down in her little chair and
tried to read it, saying “mine, mamma.” ““No,” explained mamma;
““grandpa gave it to me when | was a little girl. © «“Well.” said Grace,
““| need it. don't I? Well'on grandpa sent it to wr." She’s a useful
little maiden and likes to ““help mamma.”

Upon this sunny Wee Wisdom health, strength, love and fearless-
ness are always in attendance. Her parents, Jacob and Mary Adsit,
(her father's name ought to have been Joseph) are living and preaching
this gospel of Love and healing Truth in Westfield, Wisconsin.

God blesses their home.

Kathryn's Prayer.

A few years ago there lived in the City of Wyandotte, Michigan, a
sweet little girl.  We will call her Kathryn. At the time to which we
refer she was about four years old.

The newspapers had just brought the information that a meteor
had recently fallen into the State of Colorado. Kathryn heard her
papa and mamma and grandma and uncles and aunt talking about it
and finally she asked, ““What is a meteor, mamma?”

Her mamma told her that it was a great mass of molten metal and
rock that looked like a great big black rock, and had the odor of brim-
stone. “And did it come down from the sky, mamma?” she asked.
Her mamma told her it did, and then she asked, ““Could a man lift i,
mamma?” Her mamma told her it was much too big fora hundred
men to lift.

Then she said, ““God lives up in the sky, don't He mamma?”
Her mamma believed so, and told her that was right.

After that little Kathryn did her own thinking. When ready for
bed that night she knelt down and ““said her prayers,” as usual, and
after she had asked God to ““bless papa and mamma and all the rest of
the folks,” and take good care of them all, she paused to reflect a
moment, when she remembered the meteor, and then she closed her

prayer with these words: “And please. God, don't throw any more
stones.”
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J am the Way,
1 am lhe Truth,
I am the Life,
/am! lam!

[To be memorized.]

St. Louis. Mo.
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I am sending
these three pieces fur the Wee Wisdom.
We are three of Bro. H. H. Schroeder’s
Sunday School pupils. _ Yours truly.
harles Heinrich.
[The ““we” here referred to stands for
Charles, Dailie and \V alter Heinrich. Each
has made a beautiful selection for Wee
Wisdom.  Charles has copied the 23rd
Psalm for his selection; Jailie, “All Things
Brightand Beautiful,” and * Little Walter,
five dyears young.” sends the poem, “A
Good Boy.”—Ed.]
Lane, Kansas.
Dear Mrs. Fillmore — 1 take your paper,
Wee Wisdom, aud like it very much. |
love to read the letters the little girls and
boys write for your nice paper. 1 think
the story about “*Mary’s Ups and Downs”
ir very nice. | saw a letter in your paper
that Mrs. Brown wrote. | always delight
in reading what she writes. | would love
to have one of your beautiful ToHs cards.
I think Mother” Sparr is very nice to make
such nice cards for the children. 1 will
close for this time. Your loving friend,
Millie Nofsinger.

Channing, Texas.
Dear Mother Sparr—I! atu eightyears
old and my little brother Edgar is five.
We read the letters m Wes Wisdom and
think them so nice. We don't have much
here in Texas. We_ have two pet Kitties.
Edgar wanted to write to you but don’t be-
lieve you could read his letter. We do
want a moss card so bad. We will send you
a violet full of love from mamma’s window.

We are your loving friends.
May and Edgar McAllister.

LATER MAY AND EDGAR WRITE:

Dear Mother Sparr —

We received the moss cards. They are
so pretty. It is so good of you to make
such dainty cards for little boys and girls.
Will tell yon what Edgar and | saw today.
Papa opened a car door and we stepped in.
There were five grown buffaloes iu stalls;
one had such a large head. Edgar says to
tell you that some Tittle chickens just Came
last night ami they say “‘tweet, tweet.”

We are your true friends in Truth,
ay ami Edgar McAllister.
*kk

Santa Ana, Cal.

Dear Mother Sparr —1 would fike one
of P/c_mr moss cards very much. We keep
Belgian Hares and they are all quite tame.
| have H little one called Frederick, and
brother and sister have some, too. Doris,
my sister, has a little fellow called Billy
Boy. and Mac, my brother, one called
Uncle Tom. We have them for pets. | am
nine years old and in the fifth girade._ I
like to go to school and hope I will go iuto
the A class soon. As | skipped the fourth

gl;r_ade | am uot sure of passing. | like the
T'illow Verses very much and enjoy read-
ing them. | hope 1 will see my letter in
rint in next Wee Wisdom. Your little
riend, R Edna Robbins.
o
Urbana. Onio.
Dear Mother Sparr —I like Wee Wisdom

very much. | am twelve years old. Mamma
takes the Unity and likes it very much.
A friend sent a Wee Wisdom over to our
house for me to read and | subscribed for
it that night. | would like a moss card
very much. Yours truly,
Jessie Belton.
P. S— 1 send some stamps.

*kk

Hudson, Mich.
_Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a Truth boy
eight years old, and would like a moss
card. Please send meone. Mamma takes
Unity. Love to Mother Sparr. With best
wishes, Hoy Bow.
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Cosby, Mo..
_Dear Wee Wisdom—I HT a little girl
eight years old. and | go to school Hwl 1
am in"the Fourth Reader. My aunt gave
me some Wee Wisdoms to read. Please
send me a moss card. Yours truly.
Luella Veraguth.
***
Walnut. I1I.
Dear Wef Wisdom— | am nine years old.
mid 1 take Wee Wisdom. | have a cat and
a dog. | would like one of Mother Sparr's
moss cards. | have taken Wee Wisdom
for onewear and n half and I like it very
much. When | saw Mother Sparr’s picture
| thought it was very nice. 1 have two
sisters, Marion and llutli. Marion is three
years old and Huth is twelve.
Ogden C. Morlan.

“WEE WISDOM’S”

J/i Dear Wisdom:

me extend my acquaintance.

Jl

Chicago, I11.
Dear Wee Wisdom — My Grandma reads
Wee Wisdom to me and 1 like it so well.
I'm nine years old. | go to school and I'm

in third grade. Please send me one of
Mother Sparr’s moss cards. From your
little friend. Alice-Tones,

*' %

Brandon, Man.. Can,
Dear Wee Wisdom— | would like to have
one of your moss cards very much. We
have taken Unity and Wel Wisdom for
some time and we find them very helpful.
When In Los Angeles, Cal which is my
home. | was healed of inflammation of the
eyes through the Home of Truth in that
city. 1 do wish we had a Home where the
Truth was taught in Brandon | remain

yours hi Truth, Alice Paterson.

LETTER TO YOU.

Kansas Chy, Mo., April. 1900.
Yem see, two of me comes to your home this month.
you why | bring my extra selt along this time,

I will tell
1 want you to help

| want to go into the homes of more girls and boy> and tell

them oi these beautiful truths we love so well,
to be a joyful, healthful, prosperous home.

| want every home
! waul every little head

to have a downy pillow of pure, wholesome thought to rest upon.
Don't you? Well, what will von do to put me in somonew home for

a year?

You know somebody whu wants wr.

Who is it?  You will

bless both them and yourself by bringing us together.

Knowing that you will succeed.

| am yours for Ihe good and true,

Washta. lowa.
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am twelve years
old and go to school every day. 1 have une
sister ten years old and another nearly one
ear old. "1 iove to read the nice stories in
ee Wisdom. Please send two moss cards,
one for my sister Lulu and the other for
myself. y school is not half a block
away. My grandma was in California last
year and she gathered some sea moss her
self. Well, | hope many good works will
be done for Wee Wisdom, and God will put.
far better thoughts in your head so you
maggrlnt it in Wee Wisdom. Love to all,

and God ho with you.
Eva Leota Mattoon.

WEE \\ ISDOM.

Chicago, Il1..
Dear Wee Wisdom- | am a little girl

ten years old and am in the fifth grade.
1 went to Mrs. Militz’ Sunday School today
for the first time and enjoyed it very much.
Mrs. Militz gave me a Wee Wisdom, and |
war- told she gave them to her class eve&y
month. | read_that you send moss cards
to those who write for'one and | would like
very much to have one. and | will be very
much obliged for one because | have never
seen sea moss. 1 enjoyed the Sunday
School so much that iuv sister is going
next Sunday with me. Your very loving
friend, M arcella Ashton.
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JUVENILE BIBLE LESSONS.

BY 1T R M
LESSON 1. APRIL 1.
The Blessed One.— Matt. 4:25 to 5:12.

Golden Text — Blessed are flie pure in
heart: for then shall see God.— Malt. 5:8.

Now let uh read the Beatitudes all to-
gether. .
You know what the Beatitudes are, don't

you? those verses that all begin with
what word?
Yes, Blessed. Isn’t that a dear word!

Aud what does it mean? What does mamma
mean when she says to baby brother. “ You
blessed baby ””? And how that baby laughs
and coos when she says it!  He is so happy
and he makes everybody so happy, too.

_ Why, there! that’s what blessed means,
i'ust to be haﬁpg and make everyone else
_|an;/, too. Nobody is too little to do that,
is li’

What is the name of the blessed one iu
everybody that smiles so sweetly, and says
such Iovmﬁ words, ami does_such good
things? That'sri h_t, it’s the Christ child.

Have all of you this Christ-child iu you?
Of course. Jesus said so once, when lie
was talking about little children. ““Their
angels do always behold the face of my
Father which is iu heaven." and your angel
is your True Self or the Christ-child.

~What was it in the Lord Jesus that made
him bless the People so when he began to
talk with them? It was the same One that
is iu everyone of us. which is our Lord and

was his Lord, and is the Father and the
True Selfof us all. It has many names,
hasn't it? What are some of the other

names, children? Love and Life—yes.
and Health and Good and God.

In these Beatitudes our Teacher names
over the different kinds of people that will
learn about the Truth and so be healed and
grow happy anil make others happy.

There are eight.

The poor in spirit.

They that mourn.

The meek.

. Those that are hungry for truth.

The merciful.

The pure in heart.

The peace-makers. )

. Those who are treated unkindly
when they are being good.

Perhaps you can fiud all these kinds of
Eeople in you. Every child has the first

ind. “poor in spirit."" because you know
they HHy children don’t know much Hnd
can’t do much —when really yon can do
everything through Christ in you. It is
just “such” people as you that are in the

O~NTRUTDNWN—

heavenly kingdom, happy and free.

Now the second, the mourner. Is that
ever iu you? Do you ever feel sorry when
you haven't minded mamma, or when
you've hurt sister, or were naughty in some
way? Then you hail the mourner iu you
that is sure fo he blessed right, away, ami
you'll feel so comfortable as that naughty
self flies away before the Christ-child, who
alwa)(]s seeksto do good aud be kind to the
one that was not treated right.

Then the meek. Is that one in you? It’s
the one that is never angry or proud or
selfish.  Why. ehildreu, do you kuow that
if yon would never be angry or proud or
selfish thut you would inherit_the earth —
that is. have all the good things of life?
What a happy time that would he—to be
able to give everybody any good thing that
was wished for. You cun be a regular
fairy god-mother if you love God with all
your might. God is Ho good. )

Bein hungr¥ for the truth is just like
being hungry for bread and buiter after
school. Don't it taste good? How we love
to hear truth and to read it and to learn it
in those dear little pillow verses. .

Next is merciful. | know H_ little girl,
that whenever her papa whs going to whip
brother would beg and beg papa not to do
it, and almost always succeeded. And. do
you kuow! that little girl never received
an Wh|p|p|ngs herself.” She was so merci-
ful herself that no one could have the heart
to hurt her even in the least way. It's the
Christ-child thut makes 115 merciful

The next two are easy. You know all
about being pure in heart and so seeing
God. the good everywhere, and why mak-
ing peace brings joy and blessings.

Now for the crowmngi one of all. 1 won-
der if you can be gentle and loving when
some one has acted unkindly to you. And.
when they talk agains* you, are yon patient
and forgiving? =~ Such a blessing comes
then. Because then you become like a
great giant in good foryon grow like the
greatest Blessing that ever walked the
earth. Who is that children? Yes, the
blessed Lord Jesus Christ.

LESSON 2. APRIL 8.

Precepts and Promises. Matt. 7:1-14.

Golden Text — Whatsoever ye would that
men should do to you, do ye even so to
them. Matt. 7:12.

Did yon ever know H girl who talked
against other girls? If you will notice
ou will find other girls talk against her.
hat is just the way the carnal mind always
works. ~ The carnal mind—what is that?
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It is the one that is not your true self—
some people call it._mortal mind, the one
that claims to get sick aud to make mis-
takes aud to do unkind deeds.

Now, people who are finding fault an*
not happy, so the Master tells us uever to
find fault wuh others, for if we do some
one will find fault with us, and so there
will be inharmony all the time, aud that is
not heaven. BeSides, that is not the way
to cure people of their faults. Right in
these verses (3. 4. 5) Jesus tells us how to
do_that: instead of thinking about the
evils in other people ("the mote that is m
thy brother’s e e’g let us see that there be
no evil in ourselves nt all - no beam in our
own eyes. If you wish another girl would
be more polite, then be even more polite
and thoughtful yourself and not. talk about
her, and soon she will try to be like you.
because she cannot help”but admire you.
Lf yon wish the teacher not to be so cross,
don’t call her names or talk against her.
tmt silently say kind words to her, be
sweeter ami kinder yourself, and soon she
will change. .

Now, what can the Master mean by this
next_verse (-»2_. Let us read it together.
|_think that tie means that there are some
tilings that are so sacred that we should
never talk about them with any one who
will say unclean things about them or
make fun of them because they don’t know
any better. Perhaps mamma can tell you
maore about this _1f she will send to the
Mother of this little paper. Myrtle Fill-
more, for a_five-cent leaflet called ““At
What Age.” it may help her to tell you.

“Ask and it shall be given you” say our
neavenly Father by his Spirit in Jesus.
Then he tells us that our Father. God, is
just like a good earthly father and all that
you ever need to think is. “ Would a good
man of this earth give me that thing 1 wish
for.”” And if you see he would, then you
can ask it of God. Ami if yon do not get
){our answer |mme_d|ate(ljy, then yon must
earn more Tru*li. in order to know how to
live and speak and act so that nothing can
keep the good away from you that God has
already given you.

Verses 12, 13, 14. Have you heard about
the ten commandments? You know they
tell us not to lie, or steal, or Kill— quite a
list so long that not many people remember
them. But Jesus tells us that if we will Jo
only those things to others that we are
willing others shall do tons that we shall
be keeping all these laws. That is very
plain tosee. It is the Christ-cliiJd in us
that keeps us straight and tine. That is
the only One that goes into the kingdom
of heaven. And we are all that One.

I.LESSON J. APRI1 15.

1 he Daughter ol Jairus Raised.
Marx 5: 22-24; 35-43

. Golden Text— lie not afraid, only be-
lieve. Mark 5:3(1.

Once we thought we all bhd to die to go
to heaven. But now we know belter.

We know we are all to live just like the
trees that keeﬁ on tur hundreds ot years
und keep fresh aud strung and beautiful
all the time.

That is_ what Jesus came to teach, and if
we Jive like him we shall nut die and we
shall keep others alive, too. And even if
we should fall asleep like this little daugh-
ter of Jairus, then the Christ workin
through somebody could waken uh an
bring~us back to life.

Those that peojle call dead are not
really dead. hey are alive and they
think ami love ami are doing good just the
same as ever, because they ure Mind now.
just as they were before.

Jairus was a minister and when besought
Jesus first his daughter was still alive, but
soon a servant came to tell him it was no
use to ask help any more for she was dead.
That is the way some people give up think-
ing that the Christ might heal disease but
he cannot heal death.

_lint the Truth will not letyou draw an
lines at al) It asks us to believe in Life
in God, not in death or evil—"“Be not
afraid, only believe ”

When he comes to the house to wake the
daughter from her dream of death the
people begin to séoff at such an idea.
Then he has them put out, just as we put
unbelieving thoughts out of mind, and he
takes with "him only those that have faith.

It. is always best when we give anyone a
treatment to take them by themselves, so
thut those that laugh and are doubtful will
not_have any influence upon them.

The Christ-child, your real Self, can do
everything that Jesus did. That is the
Truth in you and It tells you just what to
say and how to act with every case. It is
the One in you that will live forever, and It
will show you how to keep this body, your
little house, just as long as you please —
hundreds of years It need never be sick
or suffer from any accident, or grow old or
weak, but keep just as a beautiful vase is
kept as long as it is useful and there is a
suitable place for it in the world. Jesus
raised up his own body, and «o taught us
that we need not depend upon people, for
we have the power within ourselves both
to heal us and deliver us from death To-
day we celebrate Jesus' victory over death,
which lias become a sign to 1ly that the
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whole world shall finally trung h over death
through the power of the God-truth, and
then no one will ever die again.

| ESSON 4. APRIL 22.

The Centurion’s Senant Healed.
Luke 7: 1-10.

Golden Text- /At <is afather pitieth
his children, go the Lord pitieth them that
fear him. 14 103 13.

1'his officer in the army who asked Jesus
to heal Ins servant while yet at a distance
showed a wonderful knowledge of the
power of thought. Hesawthat Jesuscould
send his thought to the man and so heal
him  And Jesus did it.

\Ve do uot need to go to people to heal
them, we all know this and most of us have
seen Reo le cured tluit have never seen
their healer. . .

Once there was a little four year-old ?lrl
who healed her auntl* that” way. Tler
mamma had been treating Aunt Mary for
several days but did not seem to reach her
case, and one evening she returned home
from visiting Aunt Mary mid her face
looked so troubled and puzzled that her
little daughter, whose Hatue also was Mary,
asked her about her auntie.

“She is very sick,” replied her mother,
“and | cannot seem to reach her.”

“Lot me treat her, mamma,” eagerly
asked little Mary. )
~ »Very well, daughter,” said her mother
indulgently, not thinking she would do
anything but play attgl_vmg treatment.

ary Seated hérself in her rocking-chair,
closed” her eyes, keeping very quiet. Soon
she began to move uneasily in her chair
and to wrinkle her brow “and then she
opened her eyes mid said: )
~ “Aunt_Mary won't shut her eyes.” which
information sounded rather strange, as her
aunt lived several blocks away. )

“Well, tell her to do so, dear,” said her
mother now quite interested.

Tr;en Mary continued her absent treat-
ment.

“Now she’s all well,” finally she ex-
claimed with a sigh of relief

And sure enough, when her mother went
the next morning to call upon her she was
up nut of bed and engaged in the house-
work perfectly well. .

She remembered distinctly the night be-
fore the feeling. that she must close Imr
eyes and keep still, for it was tlie last thing
she remembered before falling asleep.
She slept soundly the night through for
the first time in weeks, and when she awoke
wa< healed. .

God is the great Healer in us all, and He

can use a little child just the same as a
grown-up person, and sometimes it would
seem better, because they are so pure anil
loving and full of faith.

LESSON 5. APRIL 2Q.
Jesus and John the Baptist.
Luke 7:18-28.
Golden Text— He hath done all things
well. Mark 7:37.

John was a minister who belonged to | he
old school of preaching. He wasawonder-
ful teacher and Ins preaching caused the
people to stop sinning ami live purer lives
S0 as to be ready for the new teaching
which Jesus was to bring in.

Most of the ministers of today are of the
same style as John, and they have been
doing good work, getting the people ready
for the teaching that we are having now,
and_lhat is gomg]l all over the world soon
setting people Tree from diseases and
death. o o
_ Many of the ministers are beginning to
inquire into this teaching, and they are
receiving the same answer that Jesus sent
to_John: that all the signs of the true
ministry are here, the blind are seelngl, the
lame walking, all manner of incurable (?)
diseases are belng healed, the dead are
being brought back to life, and it is taught
that even body can receive these divine
powers. . . .

John did not do anj healing and it was
not expected of him. ~That is true also of
the ministers of the past. They have all
been looking for a Christ outside them-
selves. . o

But Jesus knew the Christ was in him,
and everyone who follows in Jesus’ steps
knows the Christ-child is the True Self
ami that It isin each oue of us. It isthe
Son of God, which we are. We tire the
King’s children and so all the good and
great things of life belongi_ to us. We

on't have to live in deserts Tike John, and
be poor, and get into prison and have our
heads cut off. = It was because John did not
know he was the Christ that all these
things came to him. Yet he was a very
great mau. _ .

But the tiniest child that knows what
Jesus knew is greater than John because
he can keep his life and be himself a
mighty ruler over all the earth by being a
aule;1 over himself anil sin. disease and

eath.

“ Zeal without knowledge is lire without
light.”
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YE EDITOR'S SANCTUM.

—— AST Fall one of these three boys
who are privileged to call “Ye
Editor" " mamma” went about

7 the home yards with spade and

hoe and hide away in the
brown earth such quantities of ugly-little-
potatoey- looking things—‘““bulbs” he
called them.

And note? Well, you should see what
has come of it! All over the yard little
banners of bright color are unfurling them-
selves. Even before the last snow fall, tiny
white spears pierced the black earth and
made way for "My Lady, Snowdrop.”
When the snowhakes fell upon her a few
days later, she shone out among them fear-
less and unchilled. The snowflakes melted
away, but our Snowdrop is still here. How
wonderful is this springing forth of life
and beauty! If these little withered bulbs
could hold such dreams of beauty, and
bring them up out of the cold earth, what
shall we not do with this Splendor of —
that Something that shines within us, so
deep, we think it’s ‘way off in heaven, we
cannot tind words to tell what It is like,
but it is more beautiful than anything our
eyes have ever yet looked upon. Trying
to tell about this inward Splendor some
have described fairies and fairyland, and
others, angels and heaven. But we, dear
Wisdoms, well know It is our own glorious
Selfhood waiting to come forth. Once, so
long ago men call it 2,000 years. Jesus
brought the glorified One forth—and this
is what we cull Easter.

Our dear Mother Sparr is about her
sweet work of love again, gathering the
deep sea beauties for you. We did not tell
you about the dark word that came telling
it did look as if our dear friend were very
near moving out. of her dear old house.
But the Word of Truth went forth and our
sweet friend is growing stronger and more
beautiful as the days go by. She sends
you loving words and blessings, for some
way she feels that your love and truth
words Tor her have kept her here to go on
with her work for you. A new lot of moss

cards have just arrived, and wo hasten to
till some waiting calls. ““Ye Editor” is
delighted with the sweet spirit of returning
something to her again, which so many of
the dear Wisdoms show Of course, there
must be pains and expense iu this work she
has so lovingly undertaken for you.

In response to “A Nickel's” call for A-
man-u-en-ses four Wisdoms have already-
stepped to the front. Fred Rea Munson,
of Topeka. Kansas, has the right-of-way,
being first. Those following Fred’s begin-
ning will please bear in mind that “A
Nickel” is strictly Scientific and has gone
out on a mission of good.

This other nickel seems of a more ma-
terial turn of mind, so we will start him
out in a story by himself, and call it A
Nother Nickel. 1. Chapter written by
Jessie Swaim, South Bend, Ind.; 11. Chap-
ter, Theresa Beckett, St. Louis, Mo.; 1II.
Chapter, Bessie Pyatt, Kansas City, Kan.
Now. we want you all to take an interest
in Messrs. Nickel, both one and two. and
help them tell their story.

4

Thanks to the three Wisdoms who have
sent in Pillow Verses; they will be used
next mouth.

Little James had been imparting to the
minister the important and cheerful in-
formation that his father had got a new
set of false teeth.

“Indeed, James?” replied the minister,

induIPentI “And what will he do with
the old sef?”

“Uh. 1 s’pose,” replied little James,
"the,y’ll cut’em dowu and make me wear
'em.”— Selected.

The dog had been chasing his own tail
for a quarter of an hour.

“Papa,” guoth Willie, "what kind of a
dog is that?

“A watch dog, my son,” responded the
parent.

Willie pondered a moment.
““Well,” he finally observed, "from the
length of time that it lakes him to wind

himself up, | think he must be a Waterbury
watch dog.”— Selected.
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HELEN AUGUSTA FUSSELL.
April’s glad,
And April’s sad,
April’s awful fickle.
| don’t know why,
But she’ll always cry .
If the sun shiné much or mickle.

April sighs

And April cries, . . .
Till ““her tears rin down like rain.”
And there appears.

Through her tears,

Laughter sweet again.

So many good things had to be left over,
but they won't spoil.

Remember Brightside is only $1.00 per
year. Address, Brightside, Denver, Colo.

Miss Lucy Swaim has lovingly lent her
skillful pencil to help Wee Wisdom to this
pretty Easter cover. We are all grateful
to her.

Be sure, everybody, to read the Bible
Lessons this month. They are written by
somebody who loves us dearly. Guess
who it is?

How good that Mr. J. W. Bennett has
given us a graceful sketch of Mr. A Nickel
making his first bow to us! We thank
you. Mr. Bennett!

Let none forget that. Wef Wisdom’s
Birthday edition is to be gotten up by the
Wee Wisdoms themselves. Better begin
to get your part ready right away. Try
your best on the August number.

Wee Wisdom

BOOKS THAT CHILDREN NEED.

How Edith Found Fairyland......... S0.75
BY Nina Lillian Morgan. We are sure
all who read it wdl bear us our in the
assertion that it. is the very best book
ever written for children.

Springwood Tales.........cccccecvevine 1.00
By Helen Augusta Fussel. A book of
stories ami verses as fresh, fragrant, and
acceptable as ““The flowers that bloom
111 the spring, tra, la.”

Big Truths tor Little People................ 5°
By Alice E. Cramer. This book is a
collection of excellent little stories and
truth talks published in Harmony, and
are very instructive.

1.25
A sweet,

A Gap in theFence ......cccceeveee

By Harriet Louise Jerome.
pure, delightful story.

The Story of Teddy........covvveiriinnn. 65

By Helen Van Anderson. 'This is a most
entertaining story of a boy of ten years
aud just the kind of a book the boys will
enjoy. We highly recommend it.

Aunt Seg’s Catechism..........ccccccooeinnne 25
By Sarah Elizabeth Griswold. Six simple

truth lessons for children. Splendid tor
Sabbath Schools.
The Cup Bearer ........ccccoeeecevvennnne. 1.00

B_?/ Helen Van Anderson. This book is
filled with verses, sketches, stories and
pictures that is said will entertain a
whole family of boys and girls for a year.

The Wonderful Wishers of Wising Well.
By Annie Rix Militz. A charming fairy
tab* warranted to help little folks get
their wishers all straightened out. Price
15 cents.

All the above books and booklets for sale by

UNITY TRACT SOCIETY,
1315 McGee St., Kansas City, Mo.

UNITY.

A forty-eight page monthly metaphysi-
cal magazine devoted to Practical Chris-
tianity, including healing and regeneration.
The “interpretation of the International
Bible Lessons are given every month.
$1.00 per year. Sample copies free. Ad-
dress Unity Tract Society, 1315 McGee
Street. Kansas City, Mo.
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twelve
lessons in
I'rarliral
['lirislianily
woven into
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interesting

narrative.
By MYRTLE FILLMORE.

F1IIEND wrote: "W'ie Wisdom's Way” is

oue of the sweetest stories | ever read.

Oue can feel the “soft warmth,” of the God

presence as one reads of the child-like

trust All mothers, all fathers, all chil-

dren should read the book nnd get in touch with
the spirit of it.”

Postpaid to any address on receipt of 25 cents.
Special rates for quantities.
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1315 McGee St.. Kjnsas City, Mo.
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