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Oil! what will become of thee, poor little bird?

The muttering storm in the distance is heard:

The rough winds are waking, the clouds growing black
They'll soon scatter snow-flakes all over thy back!
From what sunny clime hast thou wandered away?
And what art thou doing this cold winter day?

“/'w picking ike gumfrom the oldpeach tree;
The storm does nt trouble me.  Chee, dee, dee."

But what makes thee seem so unconscious of care?
- The brown earth is frozen, the branches are bare:
And how canst thou be so light-hearted and free,
As if danger and suffering thou never shouldst see.
When no place is near for thy evening nest,

No leal for thy screen, for thy bosom no rest?

“ Because the same hand is a shelter to me
That took offthe summer leaves. Chee, dee. dee."

But man feels a burden of care and of grief,
While plucking the cluster and binding the sheaf.
In summer we faint, in winter we re chilled.
With ever a void that is yet to be filled.

We take from the ocean, the earth and the air,
Yet all their rich gifts do not silence our care.

/1 very small portion sufficient will be
/T sweetened with gratitude. Chee, dee, dee."

| thank thee bright monitor; what thou hast taught
Will oft be the theme of the happiest thought:

He look to the clouds; while the birds have an eye
To Him who reigns over them, changeless and high.
And now, little hero, just tell me thy name,

That | may be sure whence my orach- came.

“ Because in all weather, I'T merry andfree.
They call me Winter King. Chee, dee, dee."

But soon there 'll be ice weighing down the light bough.
On which thou art flitting so playfully now;

And though there's a vesture well fitted and warm.
Protecting the rest of thy delicate form.

What then wilt thou do with thy little bare feet,

To save them from pain, 'mid the frost and the sleet?

“ [/ can draw them right up in myfeathers, you see,
To warm them, and fly away. Chee, dee, dec."

— By Miss Gould in Wilson s Fourth Reader
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l he Garden, the Gate, and the Key.

MARY BREWERTON DE WITT.
Chapter VI,—Uncle Noble Looks for a Gate.

WL-AkKJF HEN Prudence went
WIK>

into the
meadow the next day she found
the two girls awaiting her.

“ What makes you so late?”
asked Faith.
“I had to stay after school.”

“What for?” asked Patience.

““Oh, because —never mind,” and Pru-
dence held her head down.

““What are you ashamed of?”
Patience.

“I'm not ashamed,” answered Prudence,
lifting her head up.

“Well, tell us why von stayed so late.”

““Don’t ask her. Patience, for she doesn’t
want to tell, aud perhaps she was helping
someone hunt for their key.”

““I was,” answered Prudence.

“Oh, I know, you were helping that pale
little girl learn her multiplication table.
You need n’t hang you head over that, for
I think it was just splendid of you, for you
knew it would make you miss half of your
play time.”

“0 girls,” exclaimed Prudence, chang-
ing the subject, ““I pretty nearly forgot,
here’s a box of candy for 115 to play party
with. My Uncle Noble gave it to me; and
O girls, do yon know he is going to hunt
fora key to the wonderful garden! Uncle
Noble didn’t think it a bit silly when |
told him about it.”

“Why’, of course he couldn’t think you
silly,” said Faith. “ for it is all line.”

“Yes. but then sometimes grown people
laugh at children, and call them silly little
tilings.”

asked

“Yes, but only just a few that don’t
know any better.” added Patience.

“ Why, there’s Uncle Noble now, coming
this way, | wonder what he has in his
hand,” exclaimed Prudence, as she jumped
up from the ground where she had been
sitting.

“Hello, girls!” called out Uncle Noble,
as he came up to where they were. ““I
have something here for three good
children, an orange apiece —one for Faith,
one for Patience and one for Prudence. 1
came up here today to tell you how I found
my gate to the garden, tlie beautiful
garden that Prudence tdld me of the other
night.”

“Why, did you come out here at night
to hunt?” asked Patience.

“No, indeed, that v. as not necessary. You
know this garden of yours is a rather large
one, and 1 did not have to go far from my
store to go in one side, and there | found a
gate—yes, it was a big gate, Prudence,”
said her uncle, smiling down at her.

““Aud did you find the key as well?”
asked Prudence.

“Now do not be in such a hurry. Give
your uncle time to tell you about it. Yes,
I found the key, but just be a little patient
and I'll tell you all about it | was stand-
ing in my store this afternoon waiting to
see a gentleman who had promised to come
in at three o’clock. You all know what my
store is- -it is where | sell flowers.— for
Uncle Noble is what is called a florist.
Now back of my store 1 have a greenhouse
and a big garden Well, while | stood
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there wontiering if the old gentleman was
not coming after all. in he came very
much out of breath, and while wiping hie
forehead with abig silk handkerchief, for
it wan a very warm day. exclaimed briskly,
‘How <lo yon do. Mr. Comfort, how do you
do, sir? Are those white pinks ready I
ordered for a wedding — my sou’s wedding?
and by the way, as | havp a few minutes
to spare, I'd like to have a look at your
garden back there for I want to see the
different varieties of carnations you have.’
So | led the old gentleman back of iny
store and showed him my garden which he
praised very highly, and asked many ques-
tions about planting slips and seeds, all of
which | answered to his satisfaction. As
the old gentleman was about to leave he
paid me for the pinks, and then turning ab-
ruptly said. * Young man, don’t waste your
time nor opportunities, and above all don’t
be selfish. 1 see back of your grounds a
high hedge; no one can see through, nor
know anything of the treasures that are
hidden in your garden, nor do you yourself
know it. Find the key, Mr. Comfort, find
the key, and the flowers will reveal their
secrets to you, for they are filled with
wisdom,” At these words | began to think,
and | wondered what can the old gentle-
man mean? And | looked about outside
and realized that 1 had no gate, for the way
| enter is from the back of my storp. So
after the old gentleman had gone | left my
man inside lo attend to the customers, ami
I took the big shears and commenced trim-
ming the hedge. Ar last after cutting and
clipping for some time | found a strange
gate underneath a tangle of vines, a gate
I never knew of before was there, I shook
it but it would not open for me. Now, 1
looked at it two or three times, and soon |
saw a big rusty key at one side. This key
had not been used for so long that 1 had to
try many times before 1 could succeed in
opening the gate with it. 1 was surprised
to find when the hedge was cut and the
gate open that my garden seemed very new'
and strange to me, arid what is more |
discovered two flowers 1 had never spied
before growing there, and each one iHiight
m» a lesson. N iw that garden of mineis

another end of the garden you have found,
but. yours is yours and mine is mine. Now
you see, little children, Uncle Noble could
neither find his gate nor his key until he
first went to work to give others a pleasure
nnd this was done in cutting down the
hedge, so that, those who walked without
might have a glimpse of the beautiful
flowers that, grew within.  We must, never
be selfish with anything we have, for what
we have is not for just one to enjoy but for
all. 1 see by my watch now that it. is get-
ting near the dinner hour and time for all
of you to scamper home, so good-bye.”

“Uncle Nolde, will you tell us about the
flowers and the lesson tomorrow?” asked
Faith.

“Yes, tomorrow I'll meet you here and
tell you all about what the flowers told me,”
answered Uncle Noble.

I wished to reprove our Frances for
something, so ! told her to go upstairs and
stay there until | gave her permission to
come down. She cried for a few minutes,
then she got quiet as a mouse. | thought
she must be thinking it over with herself.
Then she broke out into a Truth song,
““Kind words are wonderful little seeds,”
to the tune of ““Arbor Day." Her voice
was a little husky, but she stuck it out
until she had finished the entire verse.
Then she called down to me asking if she
might come down. | replied, “No.” Thon
she struck up another Truth song. This
time her voice was clear and free from
sorrow. After she had finished she called
down again asking if she might come down.
I answered, ““Not yet.” Again she struck
up for the third time. There was a ring of
mirth and joy in her words as she sang,
““Do you look for wrong and evil?  You
wdl find them if you do.” to the tune of
the chorus of ““The Blue and the Gray.”
As she finished | called to her to come
down. She was all smiles wheu she ap-
peared —the cloud had passed away.

—Uncle John.

“ Hasty words often rankle the wound
which in‘jury gives; but soft words as-
suage it, forgiving cures it, and forgetting
takes away the scar.”
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TO THE WEE WISDOMS.
LINNIE FAULKNER.

Were | a great magician,

With power to give to thee

The greatest treasure ever known.
What would that treasure be?
Would it be gold or land, think you,
Or jewels rich and rare?

Or would | place upon thy brow
Fame’s wreath of laurel fair?

Ah, Wisdomsdear, though all of these
On thee | might bestow,

Still't would not be the perfect gift—
That gift which few below

High heaven’s vaulted archway

In this earth life are given —

The gift which, rightly understood.
Throws wide the gates of heaven.
Like One of old 1 would not give
That which the world deems best,
But rather grant thee Perfect Peace—
That gem of sweetest rest.

May [ie who marks the sparrow’s fall
Grant now this wish of mine:

That 'mid the seeming storms of life
His Perfect Peace. >t thine.

GEORGIE AND THE BEE
AUNT SEO.

EORGIE’S mamma invited him
to K° nutting with her one day.
Georgia was delighted, of
course. It was a beautiful quiet
autumn day; the ground was
covered with gold, crimson and
brown leaves, and the woods gave out a
fragrant, piney odor which brings to the

heart a sense of restfulness and peace.

Such lots of shiny brown chestnuts
among the rustling leaves!

Georgie ran here and there, and did not
gather as many as mamma, who remained
in one place and gathered all around her:
but that did not matter, since she had
brought Georgie along for a good time and
he was to do what pleased him best.

“ Oh, mammal!” he cried, “ I'se found a
drate lot of flies wiv gold wings.”

‘eHave you, dear?” she answered, going
on with her work, when suddenly Georgia
screamed and ran to her holding out his
little hand—

“It bited me, it bited me!” he cried
with a great shower of tears rolling down
his cheeks.

NK/Y's

“ Why, Georgie, it must have been a bee,
and it has stung your hand,” said mamma.

“ Kiss it, mamma,” he sobbed, and mam-
ma kissed it saying, » 1 know what will euro
that sting. Georgie; can you guess what
itisi”

‘sDoes you mean the Good, mamma?”

‘eYes, dear, for the blessed Good is every-
where.”

‘“Can you see it, mamma?”

‘Yes, indeed, right in my little boy, for
if the Good is everywhere, surely it is in
my baby.”

“Is the Good in my hand? Why, mam-
ma, it’s all goned away!! it's cured!!! and
sure enough the little hand was all right.
While Georgie had been listening to his
mainnia he had forgotten the hurt, and
mamma had been thinking some true
thoughts about God everywhere, especially
in Georgia's hand, so Truth healed the
stillg.

“*How did the Good make it cured?”
Georgie asked.

“My dear, is not the Good health and
comfort and peace?”

“Course it is. mamma.”

“Well, Georgie, where is health and
comfort and peace?” »

“ Doesn’t you know, mamma? Why, it’s
ever’ where, des where the Good is.”

““Is your hand in the everywhere,
Georgie?”

Georgie considered the matter, and an-
swered, “ 1 'sped it is.”

“Now, 1 suppose you are telling the
truth, Georgie? ”

“Why, mamma does you fink | tell a
lie?”

“No, darling, you are telling a great and
beautiful truth when you say that you are
in the everywhere Good, and telling the
truth heals. There cannot be any hurt in
God, and God is everywhere.”

“But, mamma, the fly wiv gold wings did
bited me.”

“Well, Georgie, when you, and I, and
everybody tell the truth about God all the
time there will be no hurts or stings.”

“Den | link we better tell the truf,
mamma
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LITTLE JOY BETWEEN HER TWO SISTEKS.

Joy’s Way.

VIRGINIA BELLE WADDINGHAM.

WISH every Wee Wisdom knew

Joy! When | say .loy | don't

mean a state of mind, for | nu>

sure yon are all acquainted

with that joy: you wouldn’t he
Wisdoms if you were not.

No. the Joy ! mean is a little girl. And
of all the round, rosy, roly poly dumplings
of girl-, | think Joy is the roundest, rosiest,
and roly polyest. I'm sure it would do
you good just to look at her.

She has a round, rosy fave, with two big
round blue eyes peeping from under a
cluster of round golden curls, and a perfect
little ruse-bud of a mouth

Of course, her little figuie is as round as
it can possibly be. ami best of all, her
character promises lo be well-rounded, too.
Now a r<und character, dearies, is one

where all the good qualities are cultivated,
for if any were left out it would not be
perfectly round, would it ?

Besides there are some interesting things
about Joy. lu the first place she is named
after no less a personage than Aunt Joy in
“Wee Wisdom’s Way.” and as if that
wasn't enough for one little girl, she looks
like Miss Rix. your own Miss Rix. who
writes the sweet Bible Lessons for you

Mies Rix knows and loves her, and as |
said in the beginning, | wish every Wee
Wisdom could know her.

*Joy lives with her grandmother, and as
dear grandmother has had much trouble
and sorrow in her life, at times she grows
sad.

One day she was feeling especially sor-
rowful. because her son bad gone away—
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to the Klondyke, I think it was—at any rate,
it was to some place a long way off, where
grandmother felt there were hardships and
dangers in store for him. and a possibility
of Ins never coming back. She had tried
hard to look upon the bright side, but try
as she would there seemed to be no bright
side, and the tears would come in spite of
her determination to be brave and cheerful.

Auntie May. her daughter, had come to
cheer her up, for she knew that grand-
mother would grieve for her son; so Auntie
May had come fully resolved to bo cheery
and bright, but somehow, when they got to
talking matters over the prospect began to
look dark to her, ami before slie realized
what she was doing she found herself
mingling her tears with her mother's, and
they were just in the midst of the dolefulest
scene imaginable when in walked .Joy.

“ Well!” she exclaimed, surveying them
with wide-open eyes. “ | thought you were
Truth people! That’s not acting Truth.”

And Joy steadfastly regarded her rela-
tives, disapproval depicted on every feature
of her expressive little face.

Joy was only live years old, Iml she was
an earnest Trulli student, and thoroughly
believed in the old adage of “ Practice what
you preach.”

So she climbed up into a chair and fold-
ing her chubby little hands together she
said, ““Now, we’ll hold the thought that we
are all happy. Just ad happy as we can
be." So grandmother and Auntie May
wiped their eyes and joined little Joy in
her meditation.

There was a long interval of silence and
then Joy opened her eyes with the words.
*'Now let’s act happy!” ami straightway
she burst into such a merry peal of laughter
that her hearers could not help joining in.
(for there’s nothing so contagious as a
good, hearty laugh) aud the more they
laughed, the more she laughed; so they
laughed and laughed, till the whole house
rang with the merry sound, and the bright
side of things flashed out aud the shadows
were chased away, and the echoes of that
laugh are still traveling on. for Auntie May,
who told me the little story, says she laughs
every time she thinks of it, ami | hope

some of our dear little Wisdoms will take
up the joyous peal and semi it reverberat-
ing ’'round this staid old globe; for
laughter is a great sunshine maker.
*| Laugh, and the world laughs with you,
Weep, and you weep alone,
Foi the sad old earth must borrow its mirth.
But has trouble enough of its own."
And a very sensible old earth is it |
think, not to go around borrowing troul le.
and don’t you think it would be a good
idea for all of us to adopt little Joy’s way.
and when we think a good thought to act
as if it were so? Aud verily it will be so.

Bright and Natural Remarks.

Nrw York City. N. Y.

Dear Unity Friends— On Christmas
day 1 received, among other pretty gifts,
six copies of Vol. I. of ““AVee \\isduiu
Library” for which | want to thank you.
and on the appearance of which 1 want lo
congratulate you. The children whom |
have given them to were delighted with the
stories—“The Red Caps,” -The Real
Santa Claus,” and “ Phil,” being applauded
over and over again " Thoughts with
Wings” called out a natural little criticism
from a little girl who looked at the illustra-
tions as if fascinated. ““If there had only
been some more .Jolly Thoughts, and if
they had been sitting up thereon the head-
board, would n't it have been an awfully
nice story? They would have said such
funny things about recess and after school,
when Alice was coming home.” J suppose
““recess” and “ after school” are when she
hears amusing and agreeable things said.
The story could easily he continued,
couldn | it. ai.d another day of Alice’s
life given as a picture, after she Imd learned
to train her thoughts a little? Thanking
you again fur the pleasure the children
received through the book-, aud with best,
wishes for the New Year, [ am.

Yours sincerely.
(Mrs.) Wilhelmine Smith.

‘t The joy that leaves one heart unblessed
would be fur mine tou small.”
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The Au-to-bi-og-ra-phy of A Nickel.

| suppose all nickels have very similar experiences.
We are so much more busy, it seems to me, than larger
pieces of money, especially gold pieces—they seem to
stay at home very closely — anyway, | very seldom meet
them, and | am out and about a good deal.

1 wonder if others have noticed, as | have lately, that
when one becomes interested in a certain line of work,
play or thought, everywhere one goee one finds that so
many others, suddenly it seems, have taken up the same

line?

This is the way it has

been with me ever since

I got picked up out of

the mud, scrubbed and

put into that birthday

cake; that was a transi-

tion, wasn't it? In more

ways than one it was

a complete revolution.

I got into circulation

among an entirely new

set of people from that

time, and everywhere |

go | hear a note sound-

ed, and feel a sweeter

atmosphere surround-

ing me, and the blessing which Mrs. Frank

gave rue has been with me everywhere.

1 have been put in the contribution box

with a silent blessing which 1 could feel

thrill through the lingers that dropped me
there.

A little girl got me for doing an errand
around the printing office, and she kept me
close and warm in her mitten all day while
she tried to earn another, but when night
canie on she sighed a little, but still with
a thankful blessing gave me to the baker
for a loaf of bread to take home to her little
brother and sister who were too small to do
errands.

The jolly, fat baker passed me out. with
other change and more bread, with a happy
New Year blessing, and on the hands of
the one who got me this time hangs the
tale 1 am going to tell.

My new owner was talking so fast, when
she dropped me into her purse that | don't
believe she noticed whether | was a nickel

or a penny. She had been invited to go
with a party of Truth Students down to
Merchantville. N J. When 1 heard the
name “Truth Students,” | knew in a mo-
ment that | was with the same sort of
people as Mrs. Frank, which made me
very glad, for | did enjoy helping to buy
that coat for Freddy, aud I thought | might
have another same kiud of a chance. |
kept myself close in the change pocket of
my mistress’ purse, waiting for the time
set for the trip to Jersey, and although 1
had risky moments when it seemed as if |
should certainly get paid out to someone
who was not going to take that much-
talked-of trip, 1 didn’t get picked out of
my corner till we were fairly started on
the ““trolly” to Merchantville. Then —
well, I thought my fate was sealed, for my
lady took me out and held me in her lingers
waiting for the conductor to come along,
and just when he did aud she made a
motion to give me up, her friend waved
her hand back and said, “No, no, this is
my treat; put up your money,” and with
what a thankful thud | jumped down into
my little den again, for 1 knew all danger
was over now till after 1 had seen that
entertainment.

Perhaps you think I had small chance of
getting much fun out of it, Bhut up in that
black leather pocket-book, and so I should
but for the fact that it was very old and
worn out in spots, and one of those spots,
small but big enough for a nickel to peep
through, was right down in that corner
where | snuggled, and as my mistress kept
me in her band, 1 had the best chance in
the world to see and hear, and 1 used all



Wee Wisdom 9

the eyes aud ears | bad, too.

When the car stopped, the ladies found
that it was too late for the “bus” to take
them to the house to which they were in-
vited, so we all had a delightful moonlight
walk, and as it was only a short distance
we were very soon there, and such a bright,
cheery place it was. where the ladies met a
hearty welcome, and were soon made to
feel very much at home. Gay bevies of
white-dressed girls seemed to be every-
where. The three whose home it was did
the honors with a sweet dignity, showing
the guests the Christmas gifts, an admirable
family of dolls, and then up stairs to the
big tree which glittered all over as if it too
were laughing as its shinning tinsel deco-
rations caught the gleam of the cheerful
open fire.

After things had settled down a little
‘mUncle John,” whom all the Wee Wisdoms
know, came and told the people that every-
thing was ready for the event of the
evening. The audience was seated in the
back [tailor, facing the front, where the
piano was sending forth sweet strains, and
we were told that the ““Unity Class of Wee
Wisdom” would entertain us with recita-
tions and singing. Then came Marion to
tell us wliat Wee Wisdom stands for —you

can all read it ou the inside of the front
cover of Wee Wisdom for December.

We had intended to give the whole
program of the pretty entertainment,
but it will make us go into many details
which would make this chapter too long,
but I cannot help telling you how well each
oue did her part, and how bright and
happy everyone was—all dressed in the
badge of Purity (white), with faces shiniDg
with the love-light, which every act and
word made more manifest. It was a beau-
tiful picture.

The very Wee-est Wisdom was to have
recited the XXIII. Psalm, abbreviated, br.t
before so many strange faces her courage
failed, but she gave us a smile and “ Uncle
John” told us what her recitation would
have been, “The Lord is my Shepherd, |
shall not want. Amen,” and | am sure the
whole spirit, of the beautiful Psalm is ex-
pressed in these words. “ Little Sunbeam ”

they call this dear little child, not three
years old, | think, and anyone can see she
is well named.

One of the most interesting numbers was
singing and acting by the whole class the
beautiful hymn beginning with “Open my
Eyes.” The little ones forgot they were
before an audience, and with their eyes
fixed on their teacher every thought was
given to the concerted motions which were
easy, natural and graceful as the birds,
with their clear young voices ringing out
so sweetly, the dear song lived and breathed
before us.

After this came the ““True Prayer,” and
it was indeed a prayer, the soul’s sincere
aspiration. The little ones seemed to feel as
closely closeted with God as if they were
alone in their rooms instead of standing
before their first audience. Everyone felt
touched by the tender holy influence.

We were then recalled to the business of
the evening by the distant tinkling of a bell
and in came a fairy —yes, indeed, a verita-
ble fairy—in fluffy white and silver
spangles, she announcing herself as the
“Twentieth Century Kris Krinkle, whose
name is Love.” and | assure she was a
great improvement over the old style. She
had a big bag that was almost heavier than
she could carry, but she at once began
lightening it by scattering the gifts she
had brought for each member of the class —
a box of candy and an orange, and to each
of the visitors a copy of ““Wee Wisdom
Library,” a pretty little book brim full of
the nicest stories.

Then the pleasant visit closed with many
heurly congratulations aud good wishes
for everyone, and | soon found myself cut
in tho world again, Imt | heard so many
good things that I am sure they will cliDg
to me and attract me to do good errands
wherever | go. —G. N.

" Do you look for wrong and evil?
You will find them if you do;
As you measure to your neighbor
He will measure back to you.
Lcok for goodness, look for gladness,
You will find them all the while;
If you bring a sm'ling visage
To the glass you meet a smile.”
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*'| hold you in thought, dear brother,
As 1 sit in the silence alone,
To gather from infinite fullness
e blessings 1 claim for niy own.
1 hold for you earth's richest treasures;
I claim all that's God-like and true;
And the tenderest thought my heart doth

hold
Is the thought that it holds for you.

“1 hold you in thought, sweet friend.
The seed of the truth you shall sow;

Hearts shall be lifted and bettered
Wherever your presence doth go.

With the “Sword of the Spirit" you'll

conquer,
God's grace shall enfold you anew;
And the Christ-lore thought my heart
doth hold
Is the thought it holds for you."

—Recited by Marion.

[to be memorized.]

Dover. Maine.
Dear Wee Wisdom— About a year ago |
wrote this little poem, thinking I would
send it. to Wee Wisdom, but | have kept
neglecting it. | fully intended to send it
for the August number, but the time seemed
to go so quickly, as | am afraid it goes with

many little children. If you think this
equal to publishing, I would be very glad
to have it. There are so many nice
things iu the little paper | am afraid
mine won't be equal We have no science
schools in our town, but I think they must
be very interesting. I really think we
ought to have Mrs. Fillmore’s picture for |
am sure all the Wee Wisdoms would like
to see her dear face. J enjoy the Bible
Lessons very much. 1 take them to Sun-
day School every Sunday, and my teacher
reads them and "also some of the stories to
us. 1 lend my paper to a little friend of
mim» and she enjoys them very much. too.
I will close with a great deal of love to all
the Wee Wisdoms.

Helen Dyer Paine.

Richfield Springs, N. Y.
Dear Wee Wisdom —Please lind en-
closed 10.50 for which please send me Wee
Wisdom one year beginning with the Janu-
ary number. Wee Wisdom is the nicest
ﬁaper | ever have taken. Wishing you a
appy New Year, | remain your [oving
friend. Greta Gyer.
[Such a nice little business letter, Greta.
-Eu.l
Pender. Neb,
Dear Wee Wisdom — In m?/ little Wee
Wisdom paper | have seen children writing
to you, and so I thought I would write. I
would like one of Mother Sparr's moss
cards or one of Mother Truth’s motto cards.
| take Wee Wisdom. 1 send you also a few
versos that 1 have made on the other slip
of paper. Hoping to see my letter and
verses both in next month's paper.
Very lovingly. Anna Vogt.
verses.
With tender and loving care
Dear Jesup watches over all of u.
He is the very best friend of all.
Where e’er we roam he is always with us.
With his loving nnxels he watches
Over our beds at night.

He will never let anything evil get to us.
How nice it is to be a friend of Jesus.

[We think Anna means the Christ.—Ed.]

San Antonio. Tex.
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am eight years
old and like Wee Wisdom very much. 1
have read in several Wee Wisdoms about
several of the cousins getting moss cards
when they write to you. and I hope to get
some of your Wee Wisdoms very soon.
Please send me a moss card. Yours lov-

ingly, Marguerite E. Wellman.
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Angleton, Tex.

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little girl
in iny ninth year. You will rind enclosed
five cents fur one of your papers. And
would like very much to have a moss card.
Your loving friend. Della Nelson.

I S.— Here is stamps for the moss card,
too.- 1) N

A+
11ARTLEY, Tex.

Dear Wei: Wisdom —This is the first
letter 1 have written to you. 1 wish you
would tell me what a muss card is. | read
iu my Wee Wisdom about them but do not
know what they are. | like my Wee Wis-
dom very much. There are many nice
stories _in it. The Pillow Verses are so
nice. They are nil true. I think. This is
all 1 will say this time. | hope my letter
will not be thrown in the scrap basket, and
I will try to do better next time. | will
send a verse for Wee Wisdom.

Dear God today | u il do lay best,
And to-uitfht throukh Thee 1 will rest.

. Annie Blair.
* *
Wilmington. N. C.
Dear Wee Wisdom—T thought 1 would
write fora Truth motto. | think Mother
Sparr is nice to us. 1 am only ten years
old. | have a little brother tive. | had a
nice time when Santa (’lans came ‘round
Christmas. | f yon have one of the mottoes
to spare | will take one. Love to all.
Augusta M. Southerland.

I send ten cents.— A. M. S.

anna’s business letter.

Dear Str:— | thought | would write and
fell you that | have taken Wee Wisdom for
one year and my term is out. 1 would like
to take it again for 1901, and please write
and tell me if you want me to send yon
$0.50 for trie year 1901. Yours truly,

Anna.

Be you tempted as you may,
Each day and every day.
Speak what is true —
True things iu great and small;
Then, though the sky should fall,
Sun, moon anti stars, and all.
Heaven would show through.

— Alice Cary.

New. Wee Wisdom Library.
trated. pages. 25 cents.

Ilus-

THE MYSTERY OF THE SEED.
BY LUCY LARCOM.

Children dear, can you read

The mystery of the seed —
The little seed that will not remain
hi earth, but rises in fruit and grain”

A mystery, passing strange.

Is the seed in its wondrous change;
Forest aud flower in its husk concealed.
And the golden wealth of the harvest field.

Ever around, and above,

Works the invisible love;
It live» in the heaven and under the land,
In blossoninnd sheaf, and the reaper’s hand.

Sower, you surely know
That the hariest never will grow,
Except for the angels of Snn and Ruin,
M ho water and ripen the springing grain.

Awake, for us, lieart and eye,

Are watchers behind the sky;
There ate unseen reapers in every band,
Who lend their strength to the weary hund.

When the wonderful light breaks through
From alioie on the work we do,
We can see how near us our helpers are,
Who carry the sickle and wear the star.

Sower, you surely know
That good seed never will grow
Except lor the angels of Joy and Pain,
A\ ho scatter the sunbeams and pour the rain.

Child, with the sower, sing!

Love is the everything!
The secret is deeper than we can read,
But we gather the grain if we sow the seed.

A dear little fellow who is visiting his
grandma over in Kansas City, Kansas, was
told by her when complaining of a pain in
his side that God did not make pain, and
so it was nut true, and lie must say to it,
““Get thee behind me, Satan.”

The next morning he climbed out of bed,
struck a defensive attitude as toward some’
menacing foe. and boldly commanded
“ Satan, get away from in front of me."
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HARRIET H. RIX.

LESSON V. FEBRUARY 3.

Parable of the Ten Virgins.
Matt. 25:1-13.

Golden Text— IPatcA therefore; for ye
know neither the day nor the hour wherein
the Son of man cometh.— Matt. 25:13.

Everybody who comes into this world has
a great central light and five little lamps to
take care of and till with oil from the great
central light. Now have you thought of
the name of that central light, and of what
the live lamps are? No? Why, you carry
them wherever you go, sleeping or waking,
child or grown-up man or woman, yon never
can get away from them, because the great
central Ii?ht is your love-self, or the oil of
the parable, and your live little lamps are
the live eyes of the body, seeing, hearing,
smelling, tasting and feeling. These are
the five virgins, and if they are wise ones,
they will always look ro the great central
light, or fountain of love, to give them
power to do right, to enjoy life in the true
way, and to let their light shine; but if
they are foolish virgins, they may think for
a long lime that they can get along without
ove and be happ¥, ut that foolish thought
only makes trouble and suffering for them.
The foolish virgins with empty lamps that
will not burn can become wise ones If they
go about it iu the right way, and that right
way is just the way the wise ones took —
turn to the great central light of love that
is within.

Now | said that the live lamps must be
filled with the oil of love before they could
lie wise enough to do any good, or enjoy
God’s beautiful world. Let us see how
that can be true. Your first lamp is your
eye. Did you ever feel cross and all wrong
inside as ?/ou started out on a pleasure
trip?  Well, nothin% you saw pleased you,
did it? Nothing looked beautiful, nor
could you even see the good you might do;
that was because you bad been foolish and
the lamp of #ye was not filled with
love. But, oh, how changed ever?/thing
seems when this lamp is filled with love —
everything is beautiful.

So it is with the lamps of the ears, they
can only be wise ears and able to hear the

truth and enjoy all the sweet notes of life
through the power of love.

Now the other three lamps are just the
same, each must be supplied with the oil of
love. Everﬁthing you eat tastes better;

ou see nothing to complain of iu your
ood when love and kindness are felt in your
heart, aud this is just the outside shell of
ﬁeace aud happiness, while the inside, or
ernel, is holy joy that only comes when
truth tastes good to us, when good tastes
sweet.

Do you see the difference between the
five wise aud tbe five foolish virgins? The
wise virgins live iu the kingdom of heaven,
and the five foolish ones keep themselves
out.

LESSON VI.
Parable of the Talents.

FEBRUARY 10.
Matt. 25:14-30.

Golden Text— So then everyone of us
eliall (jive an account of himself to God.—
Rom. 14:12.

Here we have a lesson on faithfulness.
Jesus wished to show the peoEIe that they
must be faithful to their work in order to
be happy, so he told them this storﬁ about
tbe talents that teaches so plainly that it is
not so much what we have that counts in
life, but what we do with what we have.
While we all know that as children of God
we have all blessings, the fullness of all
good, yet some people seem to have more
than others, some have five talents, some
two, while there are a great many people
who think they have only one talent.

Several years ago a boy I know started
to come to one of the Home of Truth Sun-
day Schools. He was then a bog with only
oue talent, for he had always been called
had and stupid, aud some people who did
not know better laughed at him. In this
Sunday School he learned the truth about
himself, that his one talent could be turned
into five. He had faith and tried iu every
way to be faithful to the Christ-child within
him, and he was successful, for today he
has plenty of friends, is a bright, happy
young man. and r useful one, too

It is such a blessing to be faithful, but
to be untrue never blesses anyone. Per-
haps tbe man with the five talents had
health, wealth, strength, beauty and power,
but if he had not used them for the good
no doubt he would have lost them, and
could not have heard the blessing of the
Spirit within him, ““Well done, good #nd
faithful servant, thou bast been faithful
over a few things. | will make thee ruler
over many things.”

Now. in the beginning the second one
had only two talents; perhaps he was poor
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and sick, and all he knew was that he was
alive and that he could love, so instead of
complaining about his empty purse and
his sick bo z he wont to work with love,
because he knew it was all powerful, and
through the faithful use of it drew to him
every other blessing—health, wealth, power
and peace. Nor let us think that one
talent is too small to do any good, but
rather thank God that we have something
to build upon. Little beginnings make
reat ends. Little drops of waler and
ittle grains of sand make the mighty
ocean ~ Many little faithful thoughts make
the great Christ mind.
1I' you cannot be faithful to one talent,
how could you 1nke care of two or five?
One little loving heart like yours can
Qakqt a dozen hearts happy in a day.
ry it.

LESSON VII. FEBRUARY 17.
The Lord’s Supper. Malt. 26:17-30.

Golden Text - This do in remembrance
of me.- Luke 22:1'».

Our Golden Text for today says, “This
do in remembrance of me,” and we want to
know who it is that, we are to remember,
why it is necessary, and how we can do it.

This one who is spoken about is the
Christ. Spirit of love and truth always with
us and always in us; our own true selves,
which if we always think about and re-
member its presence, will draw us ever
nearer and nearer to itself, to its goodness
and power.

In order that we may always remember
the truth about ourselves, that we are pure,

ood, true children of God. aud never make
the mistake of thinking we are evil and
can do wrong, we must speak true words
about ourselves that will be true about
every Christ-child, and this is eating and
drinking the flesh and blood of Christ. If
this seems hard for you to understand now.
do not trouble your little head and heart
about it but just trust and some day it will
all be dear to you, just as plain as two
and two equals four

Of course you cannot eat and drink real
human flesh and blood, so that is not what
Jesus meant. Now suppose 1 take out the
words ““flesh and blood.” and put in their
place “ words of truth,” then I think you can
understand much better, for you know how
to eat words of truth. You know, children,
that whatever you eat and drink becomes
a part of yourself, so Jesus wanted to
show that eating, or speaking, true thoughts
would make you pure and good.

Whatever you think gou are really eat
ing with the mind, and this makes your

mind. Now the Lord’s Supper means eat-
ing and drinking Christ thoughts, such as
this: “1 am (Jod's child and cannot sin, be
stck or afraid” ““J love the (Jood with all
my heart,” etc.

Think all the truth you can, do all the
good you cun. love all the people you can,
and you will eat the Lord’s Supper al the
Lord's table, right in your pure heart, not
once in awhile, but always.

FEB. 24.
Matt. 26: 36-46.

Golden Text— Not my will, blit thine,
be done.— Luke 22:42.

Our lesson today is all about watching
and praying, and to do this means to keep
the thoughts ever on the good, for you
know that every thought of good is a
ﬁrayer. Kind thoughts are the very beet

ind of prayers, and are always answered.

Now 1 am going to tell you something
about prayer that perhaps you never
thought of before, it is this, you can answer
prayers yourself, for did you not know that
God works through His childieu, great and
small, to answer prayers? He does, aud
not only through people, but through the
beautiful fields of grain, the ripe fruit, the
rocks, sand, sea, water, and in fact every-
thing in the world. Many people are
praying today for health, peace, wisdom
and love, mid you may answer some of
these Erayers if you will let (rod work
through you freely

Prayer is just talking to the good, and
letting the good talk to you. How glad we
are for what the truth has taught ns about
prayer, for it tells us that our good does
nut want u» to beg for health, peace, or any
good thing, but that we can just go to it.
as we love to go to our dear earthly mother,
and put out our hand for the blessings she
so loves to ?ive us.

Dear child, all you have to do is to have
faith in the All Good, ever present, and
ever loving, and every blessing will lie
yours.

'To know and see God’s presence every-
where is the prayer of faith, wisdom and
love. When little children fully trust the
wisdom ntid love of the Good, then they,
gke Jesus, say. ““Not my will, but thine, be

one.”

Sometimes little children think they have
a will of their own. then they are called
willful, obstinate, and disobedient; then
come the unhappy hours, the tears, the
impatient and cross words, bill by wutching
and praﬁing this can be overcome, and the
will of the All Good will appear, so gentle

| ESSON V IIf.
Jesus in Gethsemane.
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and yet so .firm, so meek and tender and
yet so strong, so patient and yet so positive.
Let us all plant this seed thought, in our
heart today, “1 love, to do whatever my
Good wants me to do."

g YE EDITOR'S SANCTUM. L]

Welcome! dear Wisdoms. Welcome!
There never was a happier band than we,
because we are banded together in all that
is beautiful, good and true. H’e know who
Our Father is.

We are beginning to find out. like our
““Elder Brother” Jesus, that all that the
Father hath is ours. Just think of what
that means for us! “All that the Father
hath!” What a wonderful thought to think,
when we look up into the great fields over-
head where Our Father pastures his flock
of worlds at night, that because it all be-
longs to the Father it belongs to us. What
vast possessors we are! And then when
the great arc light of Day is turned on,
and we see the wonderful goings-on here
in plaid and creature, then, too, we still
know “All that the Father hath is mine.”

And the way we know it is most wonder-
ful of all. We know it because the Father-
Mind is in us. We are one with it all,
because the Father-Life is in us, and
though we seem to live in little house-
bodies. yet there is that in us which cannot
be shut up or hindered.

Think of it! There is nothing too great
to be true of us and the Father.

There is nothing too good to be true of
us and the Father.

“1 and the Father are one.”

One Substance, | and the Father.

One Life, | and the Father

One Intelligence, | and the Father.

One Love, | and the Father.

We know this is Truth, and so we glorify
the Father and the Son by always telling
that which is true of ourselves and God.

We tell of the beautiful life and health,
everywhere present, because God is all and
God is life.

We say to the appearance called sick-

ness and disease, Yon are no-thing. The
Father and 1 are health.

When we stick right to our oneness with
Health, how can the nof-health creep in?
It cannot.

And when we keep knowing that “The
Father and | are one" Intelligence, why,
do you know, there’ll be no more hard
times getting lessons. One little girl found
this out and always “just knew her
lessons." she said, ““because | know God is
my intelligence.”  Everything comes so
easy when you-'re going God's way. God'’s
way is Wisdom’s way. And. “ Wisdom’s
ways are ways of pleasantness and all her
paths are peace.”

Ye Editor thinks our talk has taken this
direction today because the voices of the
world are telling so much of the not-true
of life. Now there’s the wold LaGrippe.
The mortal falls right down and lets it do
all those things described by the untrue.
Let us take up that word aud spell it ac-
cording to Truth, and send it out as a
missionary of health reformed aud trans-
formed.

L stands for Love that casts out fear, and
is the greatest thing in all the world.

A for Able— Ability to be strong and
freen

G is a wonderful letter. It stands for
God ajid Good, and so can do no evil.

R helps make Right, and Righteousness,
and so is a host for the good.

1 stands for the very heart of Being.
We cannot say anything of ourselves with-
out 1. ““/am the light of the world.” / has
no place in making disease and darkness.

P P comes next. Blessed P’sl They
stand for Peace and Power. P isalways
on the side of good.

E —“The last shall be first.” E shall no

more stand for evil and error, but for Eden
and Excellence.

Then this name that has caused such
mortal terror rightly spelled is—

L (Love), A (Able), G (God). R(Kight-
eousness). | (I am), P P (Peace, Power).
E (Excellence).

Now you be sure and always spell it this
way when you hear the word spoken.
“The tongue of the wise is health.”
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.February, igci.
St. Valentine!

MY VALENTINE.
1)o you want a valentine?
You can share this one of mine.
It is full of love and truth,
Full of health and full of youth;
Like the ring that has no end
Is my 1alcntaie, iny friend;
Round anti round and round and round
Its unfailing love is found;
Always just the same to you,
Beautiful and strong and true;
Giving, giving, giving, giving
Life and breath to all things living.

Oh' you guess my I'ateutine,

You accept this gift divine,

You confess through smile and nod —
' Tis the Omnipresent Gott.

Helen’s poem doesn’t appear for the
reason that “ Ye Editor ” is sure she gave it
to the printer, and ye printer thinks she did
not., and between them both it is missing.
Now it Helen will only come to the rescue
with another copy she will do us all a great
favor and make us glad.

We have gotten Mother Truth and
Mother Goose interested in the matter of
our Truth Mottoes, ami if they do their
whole duty, we’ll have some jingles for you
that will make Harmony, Peace. Health,
Love and Good Humor more popular in
the nursery than “Jack and Jill,” ““Little
Tom Horner.” “Jack Sprat,” and ““Hey-
diddle-diddle.”

Who will send us a good Easter program
for the use of the Sunday Schools?

Upon hearing of the insurrection of the
Indians, Ralph Barton had an insipration
aud straightway put it down in a red,
white and blue cartoon, remarking to his
mamma, ““Here’s a pretty sharp way of
experience when they won't go by Wee
Wisdom's Way.” We wish you could see
this picture, but being in colors it will not
bear reproducing. Uncle Sam with coat-
tails flopping is making the Indian in war
paint and feathers drop his bow and arrows,
while the eagle screams at his feet, and
behind him a meek little Chinaman is
saying, ““All the samee likee me.” It is
quite a picture, and we waut Ralph to do
some illustrating for us in black and white.

The Merchantville ““Wee” Society did a
really very wonderful thing in their Christ-
mas entertainment. They show that they
are not only learning all of Wee Wisdom’s
truth statements, but that they intend to
sow them broadcast and help the Good
Sower sow m all available soil. | wonder
how many of you really memorize the truth
verses, and so put them where you can get
at them in time of fieed  If you will write
over the white walls of your memory-room
Truth Statements, you will lind them like
good, strong friends ever ready to stand by
you. Our Merchantville Society, for some
reason, has forgotten to send us their Truth
and Jewel Words for February, but we
are glad that Mr. Nickel has let us enjoy
so much of their beautiful entertainment.

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.



Wednesday

Loving Good

K always brought
Into sight

Thro’ loving thought,

Wif  -Sunday

This sweet Law,
Dear Lord, I know:
I will reap

The good I sow,



