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GOOD CHEER.
BY HAZEL J. BAIRD.

In the little neighborhood where the
Sterns family lived, it was often re-
marked what an exceedingly happy
family they seemed to be, and how
polite, congenial and well behaved the
children appeared. The people did not
understand that they were filled with
the thoughts of love, for the children
were all little Wees.

The Sterns family consisted of Mr.
and Mrs. Sterns, Frances Leone (as she
was called on the family register, though
no one ever applied that name to her
elsewhere), Gaspard and Charles, the
two smaller brothers, and the dear little
baby sister Letitia.

They had a lovely home, not so much
furnished with riches as with artistic
taste. ““ Cheer,” as Frances was called
by all who knew her, was a child of
lovely temperment; many wondered
how it had been brought about, as when
she was a small child she had been
quarrelsome, ill-tempered and selfish.
When she had been laid in the happy
father's arms, a wee baby, they were
without the knowledge that through
love all is made perfect. But when
the light dawned. Cheer became lovely
in face and character. And from that
time she was brought up in perfect
wholeness of good. The boys were born

in it, and Cheer was taking it as her
own part to awaken in baby a clear
understanding. She would wheel her
along in the go-cart on long walks and
give her good thoughts all the way or
carry her up and down and all over the
house telling her of Love. The baby
hail never been sick, as some mothers
think their babies must be, which is
really only fearful thoughts imparted to
them.

When Papa came home from the
office his dressing gown, slippers and
Unity, with neatly cut pages, were
awaiting him, or Cheer was ready to
read to him or tell him of some con-
clusion she had come to on some point
she had been thinking of, or to read to
him some poetry she had just finished,
for Cheer was a little poet. When he
left in the morning Cheer had some
beautiful flowers or a little buttonhole
bouquet for him with a lovely thought to
remain with him all day. No flowers
thrived as those under Good Cheer’s
hands, for her thoughts were for others
to enjoy; then anything Papa wanted
Good Cheer seemed to know it first, and
it was always done as near as she could
do it. He would find his letters written
for him if late, or the points for his
debate at the club all prepared. And
he said, | am sure it was every day,

{Concluded on page 8.)
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One Summer in Pacific Grove, or What Faith Did.

BY MARY BREWERTON DEWITT.
Chapter VIII.

FINDING A WAY.

velyn stood at their gate wait-
ing for Mrs. Winn to come
for her, as she had promised.
Then she walked slowly back
to the house and looked once
more at the time.

““It’s fifteen minutes after eleven now,
and she said eleven. Dear me, | can't
bear to wait,” she murmured disconso-
lately. “Well, maybe her clock’s
slower than ours,” she added as she
returned to her post.

Another fifteen minutes slipped by,
and still no Mrs. Winn.

“Well, there’s no use in crying,”
thought Evelyn, as she choked back a
sob. ““Mother and the boys are out on
the beach, and they’ll be hungry as
bears when they come home; then
mother'll have to get lunch, and none
of them will want to wait until it is
ready. | know what I'll do; 1’1l get it
for them, and then, for once, mother
can have a real restful time. How
pleased she'll be!” Evelyn smiled in
anticipation of her mother’s pleasure,
and set to work.  ““There’s nothing like
being btisy to keep one happy," she
added, as she put the forks and spoons
on the table.

Just as the kettle began to sing two

noisy boys burst into the kitchen with

their mother walking more leisurely
behind them.
““Why,” shouted Harry, ““did you

go and come back already?"
““Why, deal child! You don’t mean
to say Mrs. Winn did not come at all?”

The old custom house in Monterey.

cried Mrs. Evans, laying down her hat.
““Well, that's the way she always was
as a child, so impulsive; and the next
moment forgetting all about a thing.”

“ Never mind, mother; maybe she
couldn’t come today. | don’t mind,”
said Evelyn cheerfully.



4 Wee Wisdom

““She ought to have come!" cried
Jack with vehemence.

““There, there, Jack, quiet! Mother's
dear little girl!” txclaimed Mrs. Evans,
looking about her, ““if you haven't
lunch ready and waiting, and all of us
so hungry. Come, children, wash your
hands and we'll sit right down, as soon
as | make the tea. Evelyn, dear," she
added following her little girl into the
kitchen, and kissing her, ““it was a
noble thing for you to forget your dis-
appointment, and think of mother's
comfort. If you always take life this
way, you'll never know any sorrow."

“| felt bad at first, but then | thought
I'd go to work at something and forget
it, for there’s no use in crying over
spilled milk, *”Evelyn replied, handing
her mother the teapot. ““Come, boys,
lunch is ready,’”’she called cheerfully,
and the boys, as boys will, tumbled
into their scats without ceremony. Mrs.
Evans looked at them reprovingly.
Lunch being over the two boys picked
up their pails and started for the beach.

“ Now. that the boys are off, I'd like
to talk with you a little, Evelyn," said
Mrs. Evans, as she put away the last
dish and covered the table.

““What is it," asked Evelyn, as she
noted the anxious look on her mother's
face.

““Come on the porch and 1’ll tell you
there." Mrs. Evans took a chair from
the kitchen and led the way. “ Say
nothing to the boys," she continued,
seating herself; while Evelyn on a little
stool at her feet and resting her chin on
her hand, looked up into her mother’s
face. “ It's just this, Evelyn, I'm very
much troubled about our expenses. |
had laid aside money for our tickets
home, we must have food, and the other
morning 1 was obliged to break into
that money for our vegetables. What
we’re going to do | don’t know. Your

Aunt Rachel hasn't a cent to spare, and
though yours and Harry’s and Jack’s
earnings have helped, they won't cover

all the necessary expenses. 1 don't
know what to do.”
Evelyn sat wrapped in thought a

moment or two. then she spoke, ““But,
mother, we don’t have to go home
today or tomorrow, do we?"

“ Certainly not."

““Well, then why be troubled? We're
all doing the best we can, and as long
as we have enough for today, let us

Thefirst lumber building in California.

trust God for what we need tomorrow,
and when God wants us to go home
He’ll surely give you the money for the
tickets."”

Mrs. Evans wiped her eyes, and lean-
ing over laid her hand lightly on
Evelyn's head.

“1 never saw a child like you, Eve-
lyn.  flow is it you think of such
things? | know | should have faith,
and trust for what we need, but | do
feel that | ought to make some provision
for the future.”

““But Jesus never said so. He said,
‘Sufficient unto the day is the evil
thereof,’ and that means if we don’t
look for evil we'll never have it. Let’s
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do our part today, and God will take
care of the next day.”

““You're right, child. 1 know,” Mrs.
Evans replied.

“I'm going to begin light away,”
said Evelyn rising, and reaching her
hat from a nail behind the door. # I'm
going down on the beach and get some
more seaweed, and after that I'm going
to the Lakewood’s, and tell them how
beautifully you press them, and maybe
they’ll know some one who wants to
buy them, for at the curio store they
said they didn’t want anymore; they
had all they could use.”

“Oh, no, Evelyn, don't do that!”
exclaimed Mrs. Evans.

““Why not, mother?” Evelyn turned
in the doorway and knitted her brows.

““The Lakewoods have been very
kind, and it doesn't seem just the thing
to trouble them, it seems asking too
much.”

““You know best, mother, but 1
thought we might ask in order to find
out where the people live who want
these things”------ Evelyn broke off
abruptly. “ Oh, 1 never told you my
idea. It was for you to make waffles
and sell them here. | know you can
make them better than that man who
goes about in a wagon. People buy
from him all the time."

“I'll think about that, dear.” Mrs.
Evans smiled at her child's eagerness.

““l know what I'll do now, mother.
I'll go down on the beach and know
that God will lead me, and make me
think of just the right thing to do, and
I won't go to the Lakewood’s house. 1
guess they might not exactly under-
stand. Good-bye!” Evelyn caught up
her pail, and waving her hand, tripped
down their little walk, and clicked the
gate after her.

(To be continued

AN EASTER LESSON.

An Easter lesson, we are told,
Doth the little egg enfold;
The shell in limitations bind
The life within, which is divine.
"Tis life in embryo at first,
And seemeth but a thing of earth,
Bui brooding warmth and care combine

To make an energy divine.

No more content a germ to be
Of listless inactivity;
The lite within unfolds, expands,
And bursts all limitatkn s bands.
This lesson in the egg we see:
Who now is bound the Truth shall fp**.
For error thoughts of mortal min 1
Not long can limit life divine.

Wouldst thou the winged life make free?
Then do the duty nearest thee;

Quicken the germ of Christ within
Which frees from law of death and sin.

(Rom. 8 2, 13:10). —E.R A

THE STORY OF THE LITTLE GIRL.
BY MARGUERITE MOEBUS.
(Age 11)

Once upon a time, there lived a little
girl who lived in the woods. And she
used to go to the spring every day to
get spring water and blackberries.  She
lived in a little hut. All the flowers
and birds were her playmates.

One day when she was roaming
through the woods she saw a little fairy
queen of ad flowers and birds. The
fairy said to the little girl. ““I will give
you one wish.”

So the little girl thought and thought,
so she wished that she might have a
playmate, and so when she returned to
her little hut there was the sweetest
little girl sitting in her little chair, and
a basket of blackberries beside her,
and Mary and Rose were so happy.
They had bread and milk and black-
berries for their lunch, and this is the
end of my story.
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WHY | LIKE THE SPRING-TIME.
BY JENNIE C. SCHOFIELD.
(Nlee nJ

| like the Spring-time, because it
shows life and beauty everywhere and
in everything'. | like the joyous Spring
because of the beautiful flowers and
grasses that come peeping their heads
above the mother earth.

As soon as Spring is here, we see all
sorts of birds coming to greet us front
the sunny South, and straightway they
go building their nests of straw, 3ticks
and feathers in the apple trees, to raise
their tiny and flufly little ones. Some
birds, especially the Baltimore Oriole,
build nests that look like hanging nests.
They choose a place where two limbs
project from a tree, both of which are
nearly the same height from the level of
the ground, and are about three or four
inches apart; and from these limbs they
hang their nests, which are made mostly
of hair and feathers. The mother birds
lay about four or five eggs at a time.
The birds' breasts and backs are a very
brilliant orange color and the rest is
black. They are a little larger than the
common-sized bird. These birds are
not very common here.

Hatching and raising little chickens
is very interesting work on the farm
in the Spring-time.  Such fluffy little
creatures, with their little yellow breasts
and little gray backs. 1 love to feed
them, and see them run about with the
feed in their mouths to some more
suitable place to eat it, where the others
will not get it from them.

Then comes seeding time; to sow the
oats and barley and plant the golden
corn, and also the potatoes by the
bushel.

WHY | LIKE THE SPRING-TIME.

BY RUTH STIMSON.
(Age ia ,

| always call Spring-time the begin-
ing of Summer. It is my favorite season,
being neither too hot nor too cold, but
just right. The trees and flowers are
Luidding, and the sky is usually tinted
with my favorite color, blue, with the
lovely flakey white clouds floating
about.

It was a warm and balmy morning in
June when Little Bernice Wilton was
walking down the dusty country road
toward her home. She had gotten up
at the early hour of five, and after doing
her chores, she had started for the
country grocery store, and was now
trudging home with some early Spring
fruit under her arm. For a week she
had anticipated a picnic on this day.
Her brothers and sisters anti nearest
playmates were to go, and her mamma
had forgotten the fruit.

“ We are going to hunt wild flowers,”
she was thinking.

An hour later they were on their way
in papa’s big wagon.

“Oh, oh'" cried Bernice, *“ see those
pretty flowers. Papa, don’t you think
you could let me get out and get some?
My basket is the largest of all,” she
said, smiling sweetly up into his face.

The large wagon stopped, and Bernice
and one of the little girls jumped out
and picked some flowers. When they
started again they laughed and told
stoiies until they reached the place of
their destination.
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TOM'S GRANDMA.

BY M. BREWERTON DEWITT.

Grandpa says Fm naughty,
1 ather says | m bad,

Sister says. - You horrid Tom,"
While mother says, " It s sad.”

nn the Aunties cry .. For shame,”
The neighbors say. .. Ohi dear!

But Grandma crie; .. God bless ,he boy,
For T<jm , have no fear

"Notwithstanding all his tricks,
His heart is true. 1 know;

Some day he will begirt to think
And he will better grow "

Bless Grandma for that word for me,
Her children are all boys.

And she can stand the biggest row
Without, " Oh, stop that noise.”

And if a piece of cake is left,
She whispers, "Toni, come here
And slips the chunk into my hand,
With, "Not a word, my dear ”

If Grand' and ] lived all alone,
I know | could be good'

It helps a fellow quite a bit,
When he is understood.

““Whoa!” the horses slopped, and
out they pimped.

*“Come on; |
Bernice. ““See,
pointing.

After two or three hours of this fun
they decided to have their dinner, and
while eating they thought of a nice plan.
Papa was going to the city tomorrow,
and they would make wreathes of the
Howers they had picked and take them
to some of the poor sick people in the
town Mamma would make something
nice to eat, and they would also take
that.

| am sure that two or three families
were made happy besides the iamilus
who gave.

Alter it was all o\er Bernice said,
4+ These (wo days have been the happiest
I can remember. 1 just love Spring.”

“And why do yon like Spring so
well ?” asked mamma.

“ Because it is the best month to help
in, mother: that's why. Don't you
think it's a good reason?"

Let ail ol us work with Bernice, and
we shall always be happy.

see a place,” said
right over there,”

WHY | LIKE THE SPRING TIME.
BY VIOLET SMITH.

The Spring-time is so lIresh, green
and beautiful. The Howers begin to
bloom, the little birds begin to sing their
sweetest and happiest songs of praise.
They do not sing to make us sad. home-
sick or heart-broken; bill, they do sing
to make us all happy, inerry and gay.
They sing sweet songs of love.

The butterflies come flying around to
gather the sweet perfume from the
butter-cups and roses, and the god of
nature provides the sweetness and per-

fume in its stead. There is nothing
lost. The music of birds, bees and
butterflies swell the breeze. The fresh

rain drops on wheat, trees and flowers
to make them grow. And ti.en there is
a time for other things to have their
pleasant limes.

THE EASTER MESSAGE.
Love's sweet message | Il repeat,
Christ arose the world to greet.
Life’s from sin and sorrow free;
Life is one great victory.
—E.R. A
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(Continuedfrom 2dpage.)
“ How did we ever do without our Good
Cheer?”

And the mother would say, “ There
is no one like my Cheer; she is the
very light of the house, her good
thoughts keep us all happy.” And the
boys, whatever would become of them
without Cheer, she was the best of
play fellows and if anything puzzled
them it was Cheer who made it clear
and plain. If any dispute arose she
seemed always there to settle it. Charles
thought he could not overcome his fear
of the dark. One evening he was sent
to the corner to post a letter. He did
not wish to say he had the evil thought
of fear, so he got ready, but Cheer,
knowing his failing, was ready, too.
How thankful he felt. When they
were well started Cheer said, “ When
the black thought fear starts to enter,
say this little verse to yourself:

All through the day,
God is ruy stay;

All through’ the night,
God is my light.

““And remember that God, the good,
is your light, and that all the darkness
is your own evil thoughts; that it is not
different than day only as you judge.
Remember to see the beautiful in it all.”

Charles' darkness and fear vanished,
and a good thought took its place.

Good Cheer went to see all her big
and little friends, whose ignorant
thoughts had brought on them so-called
illness, and spoke the Truth for them
as she stayed and as one of her old lady
friends remarked, * The dear child
brings such a peace with her.”

The Sterns family wire nowhere
near a Truth school, hence the children
could not attend any such as they read
about in Wee Wisdom, but they did
not waste their time bewailing what
they did not possess. Cheer set apart
so many minutes of each day to the

study of next Sunday’s lesson. She
carefully studied Uniiy and the books
relative to it for points, read up the
encyclopedia for historical sketches,
and learned Wee Wisdom’s version
almost by heart. She copied all her
explanations and notes neatly in a
little book she had herself ingeniously
made for the purpose. The rest of the
family procured what points they could
relating to the subject, but it was
mostly left as Good Cheer's especial
work, as the mother thought it would
interest the boys more and do Cheer
herself much good. The mother and
father did not have as much time, and
they loved to hear Cheer's careful notes
and quaint thoughts on it all. On
Saturday evening they would all gather
in the cheerful library and study care-
fully all the readings, and mother and
father would explain anything that
puzzled the rest, and on Sunday morn-
ing they seldom failed to astonish their
teacher with their knowledge, perhaps
their superior judgment on points she
had never considered worth study or
noticed.

And oh, the things she did for the
mother, it was a little deed here and a
little deed there, the work of her fingers
seemed to show everywhere. She never
complained of anything that did not go
her way, oh no, (but then everything
did go her way) she knew no other way,
she was a child of Truth and Love.
And now though we shall have to dis-
continue our story, Good Cheer who
made the element good cheer so preva-
lent, will not discontinue her happy
work.

A little fresh-air child saw a herd oj
cows for the first time, and after watch-
ing them chewing their cuds, in amaze-
ment he said deprecatingly to the
farmer, ““O Mister, do you have to buy
gum for all those cows to chew?”
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SOME MORE OF SAM CAT'S
DOINGS.
(Continuedfmm January [Tee Wisdom.)
Dear Children of Ifee 4'isdo/n:

Aunt I'hebe is at the desk again to
write the rest of Sam's history, lie has
his catnip on the window; he seems to
enjoy good health, and these long winter
days gets in all the sleep he can.

The day 1 started on my visit to San
Francisco, 1 went on a delivery coach
wagon. Sam was on the roof of the
porch, and as | got into the wagon he
began to mew and whine, and wanted
Pa to hand him down so he could go
with me. In the first letter 1 got l'a
said Sam felt so bad that he would not
eat a thing for three days, that with all
his coaxing he refused to eat. | sent

Sam.
Sam a Christmas collar, and when Pa
put it on him he said Sam seemed to
feel better.
Pa talks Dutch to Sam, and when | got
a letter from Wee Wisdom’s editor, |
said, “ Sam, those little children want
your picture;” and he said, ““Yaw,”
just as plain as a child.
1 never saw Sam look so large as he
does this winter. Liver is his main food.
The other night Sam took a notion to
sleep with ““Ma,” and he crept up on
the bed between the pillows and head-
board, so softly and still as if he tried

not to wake me, but when he got to the
back of the bed he purred so loudly it
woke me up, and then | took him up
and set him out on the floor. He
purred so loud | thought he must have
been holding his breath before. He
likes to make a sneak and get into bed
with me; he always hunts my feet. He
is very heavy; he weighs fifteen pounds.

One time as Pa was giving him his
breakfast, Sam walked over to me. |
was still at the breakfast table; he
mewed and kept his tail going from side
to side. 1 said, “ Something is wrong
with Sam’s breakfast.” So Pa went
out and cleaned Sam’s plate, and put
his breakfast on it; and then Sam went
back to eating.

Sam helps me dress the fish. He will
get right in front of me, and as | open
the fish he helps pull out the entrails.

He is like little children, does bad
things and gets naughty sometimes, but
when | correct him he does not forget
it very soon. But Sam is here to show
you what he looks like, though he’s too
far away to talk Dutch tnyon. 1 am
seventy years young now, and | can
give the Wees some of my childhood
stories that | have remembered, if they
would like to hear them.

—Aunt Phebe.

HEAVEN ON EARTH.
BY GENEVE SHAFER.

Children, do you want to go to fairy-
land, or shall | call it heaven, which is
the state of perfect happiness? If you
do, then jump into that wonderful ship
called ““Imagination.” First we’ll go
to a little gurgling stream, where the
fish are all gold. These fish live on
pearls, or the little drops of water.
Now look at that beautiful green velvet
which the unknowing would call grass.
That deep red rose is a ruby decorated
with pearls. Could you, if you searched
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every jewelry shop in the world, see
anything more beautiful?

As we follow the stream to its source,
or beginning, we see a dazzling, spark-
ling diamond, called a lake; was there
ever such a large diamond worn
in a ring or necklace? Now look up at
that dome-like turquois of the sky.
There is no other blue as clear as that,
except the blue of your eyes. Did you
see that robin red-breast as he flew by?
Was not that the prettiest blood stone
you ever saw? The water of yonder
pool is like a large opal.

Is not this land of gold, jewels and
fine velvets like the promised land,
heaven, fairyland, or anything of that
kind? Then, to observant eyes, is not
heaven right here and now? We saw
on our journey nothing unhappy, all was
calm and peaceful; everything in nature
did its duty, hence a condition of perfect
happiness.

THE DADEVILLE LETTERS.

Dadeville, Mo.
Dear Wee Wisdom — | thought | would write
a few lines to let you know we were still alive,
and renew our subscription to Wee Wisdom, as
I haven't much to say and the others have
written. Please find money for another years
subscription for Wee Wisdom. | must close
Yours with love and blessings, J. G. Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | thought 1 would write
a little letter to you. 1 go to school and 1 like
my teacher. | am in the third grade. The
baby’s name is Loving Joy Ortlotf. The birds
still are tame. They come in the yard with the
chickens. It has not been very cold this winter.
We have not had enough snow to go sleigh riding.
The baby is five months old. Please put this
picture in Wee Wisdom. Your friend,

Grace Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | thought | would write
a letter to you. for it has been a long time since
I have written | have four brothers and
three sisters The baby is a bov He is five
months old  His name is Loving Joy Ortloff.

Mother and father take Unity. We love to read
the Wee Wisdom every month. That is all |
can think of this time, so | will close. Your
friend, Verdie Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | thought | would write
a few lines. 1 am nine years old | go to school.
I 'am in the second grade. | have a little brother.
He likes to play with me when | come home
from school. ~ Your friend, Charley Ortloff.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | have a baby brother.
He plays with my things and is so good. He
jumps when | come home from school.  He likes
to see me aud comes to me and likes to pull my
hair, and pulls it hard, too. Earnest Ortloff.

[This is in_Earnest's own little printing and
we appreciate it.— Ed.]

n

Sterling, Kansas.
Dear Wee Wisdom—1 am glad that | have
time to write My birthday was this month. 1
was to the glass blowers this afternoon. | gota
magnifying glass. The sidewalks were slippery
for two days. | had fun if I did take a tumble.
Our teacher went away last Friday evening and
Monday morning she missed the train = She
could not come then until Tuesday morning, |
was glad when she came. | am eleven years
young. The valentine Royal sent me is very
pretty. | wish to thank him for it. | thought it
very pretty. 1 know all the Wees have loving

thoughts. ~ 1 will close with loving wishes.
Your loving friend, Thanet Wright.
3 * N

LaFayette, Ind.
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have written another
story for you and hope it may be printed. My
papa brought me home a little puppy the other
day and we named it Tip because it has four
white feet, a white tip on its tail and nose, with

all the rest of its body black. Yours truly,
4 Ruth Stimson.

I Easton, Pa.
My Dear Friend—If | may be allowed a
choice as one of the big ““Wees" | would sav
have the Bible lessons by all means. | think
the?/ are (or have been) such a help to the dear
little folks to give them a right interpretation of
the Book and such an encouragement to right
acts and right living. | was sorrv_when they
were left out, sorry when Miss Rix gave up
writing them. But 1 am only one of many, so
would not like to influence in the matter, but just
to express my feeling. Dear little Wee Wisdom
is just as good as it can be and we love to see it

come. Yours very lovingly, A. E. Lothrop.

3 Ji

Crystal Springs, Ark.

Dear Wee Wisdom — As it is quite still now |
will write to you. | have not written to you in
some time, but | have been busy in school. 1
have two pets, a doe and a cat. It is so_warm
now. | like to read Wee Wisdom but I like the
story by Aunt Mary the best of all. | sincerely
wish it came twice a week. The peach trees
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wwill soon be in blossom. The violets are in
bloom. 1am going to school every day and have
made two headmarks this week.” | am in the
Fourth Reader, Primary History, Primary Spell-
ing and the third part of Arithmetic. 1 will close
for this time | remain your true friend,
Hattie Tompkins.

P. S. | am nine years old —H.

N. B. We ought to have Bible lessons in Wee
Wisdom —H. T. jC

1 am a little man,
| <lo the best | can;
When | get a little bigger,
1 will cut a better figure.
— Little Herald Davis.

¥ ¥
Huffman, Ind.
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little crippled
girl eleven years old. This is my first letter to
Wee Wisdom. My subscription was paid by a
dear friend of mine, Mrs. Pettit. | have been
crippled three years. Haven’t been able to go
to school since 1 was crippled. 1 cannot run and
play like other children do. 1 like Wee Wisdom
very much, it helps me pass away the lonesome
hours. | have no pets, but have a sister and
brother that go to school and a sister younger
than me. | hope to see this in print. From a
friend, Maud Bailey.
[Couldn't some of our Wees write to Maud, or
send her some of their good Truth books? Let us
all remember that the strong, free Spirit in
Maud ]is able to clothe Itself in a perfect body.
—Ed

Bath, N. Y.
Dear Wee Wisdom— As | have written you a
story about "Why | Like the Spring-Time' for
April number, 1 will also write you a few lines.
| hope my story will escape the waste, basket.
You can publish it in Wee Wisdom if you think
it is good enough. As | see in this month's Wee
Wisdom that you send sample copies to our
friends, so will you please send one to each of the

following’ Lovingly yours,
Jennie C. Schofield.

Raymond, Kans.
Dear Wep. Wisdom—1 got the little paper
today. 1 like " One Summer in Pacific Grove,
or. What Faith Did." | will write a story on
*Why) Like the Spring-rime,” and "A "Trip

to Oklahoma.” | will clo'e "with peace and
good will to men.” From a loving friend,
iolet Smith,
P. S. I will write about "A Trip to Oklaho-
ma,” some other time. | am going to work for
the doll. | am not after the doll alone, but want

the little Wees to read this health and peace
paper.—V. S.

Sr Louis, Mo.
Dear Wee Wisdom — | will take the pleasure
to write to you | am going to school every day
and 1 learn my lessons well and | get ioo every
day. There was snow on the ground for a week,

and it was very cold, | like the letters the chil-
dren write aud 1 love to write myself My
brother is nine months young | am nine years
in the spring. | am in the Second Reader. 1 like
my teacher very much. We lived nearly three
years in St. Louis, Mo. My sister, Bertha, went
to Sulphur Springs Friday afternoon  W’th lots
of good thoughts to all the Wees.
Your friend, Ida Schellhardt.

3 3 I»
Holton, Kans,

Dear Wee Wisdom—We send you siXx names
for your little paper under the prize offer. En-
closed find five dollars. The amount above that
for the six subscriptions is for this music bill and
the extra numbers sent for our Sabbath School.
We have such an interesting Sabbath School of
seventeen members. Mamma is giving us a course
of lessons in Truth, and we have little books in
which to write our statements. We commit
these statements and the Golden Texts. We
have two classes. The name of the one is " Light
Bearers," and the other is " Sun Beams." Your
little sweethearts,

Lavernia and Violette Leemam.

[Following this letter came another saying they
had gotten one more new subscriber, with the
prospect of adding two more still. The Leeman
girls are so far ahead in the doll competition, but
I think Aunt Mary will have something else for
the rest of you to try for. | want you to notice
what a fine business letter they have written, so
we put it all in.—Ed ]

h sM

Dear Wee Wisdom —I would like to write you
a letter about your stories. | love your paper
very much, because every story you have in it
teaches me a lesson. This is the first time | have
written to you, so | hope you will like my letter.
And the stories which I love best are all the
stories which Your teaching in Wee Wisdom tells
me. So | will say good-bye and the next time
I write | will have a still better letter.
Katie Geggus. (Age io'%
[Katie's letter is as bold and clear as print, her
letter is full of ap-pre-ci-a-tion for all of Wee
Wisdom's writers and we thank her. Katie
forgot to send her address and so we are unable
to Eaii her the extra paper containing her letter.
—Ed.
St. Louis, Mo.
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have long wished to
write to you. | like all the stories and letters in
Wee Wisdom. | wish it would come every week
instead of every month. 1 have no sister or
brother, but | have a little pet dog named Bessie.
| go to Sunday School every Sunday since | was
seven years, and now | am twelve years old. My
Sunday School teacher's name is Mr. H. H.
Schroeder. Now 1 must close my letter. With
best wishes to all, yours truly, Hilma Bender

33
Fruitvale, Cal,
Dear Wee Wisdom—If you wish to write a
story for the Wee Wisdom paper, can yon? Do
you have to write it on a subject or ran you
write any story you like? | go to the Home of
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Truth Sunday School in Alameda. 1 got a very
pretty doll for Christmas. It is two feet high. It
Is dressed in a blue silk dress and has a red velvet
coat. | like the stories in the Wee Wisdom very
much.  Your friend, Aimie Noonan.

[You can write a story for Wee Wisdom on
any subject you wish, though we have been
giving subjects for those who wished to see who
could write best on the same subject. We like
stories that keep the good always uppermost.—
Ed.

] 4

San Dibgo, Cal.

Dear Wee Wisdom — This is my first letter to
you. | enjoy taking you very much. This is my
third year of taking you. | hope to see my
letter in Wee Wisdom. We have no Truth
school in our city and | miss it very much. |
enclose fifty cents for another year. Your
loving friend, E. Lita McKee.

f Vs®

Washington C. H., Ohio.
Dear Wee Wisdom — This is the second letter
| have written to you. My uncle has sent me
your paper for four years. "| enjoy "One Sum-
mer in Pacific Grove, or, What Faith Did,” and
also the letters and stories the other Wees write.
Hoping the little paper success. | remain, yours
lovingly, Janet Stutson.

Grand Forks, B. C.

Editor of Web Wisdom — Some time ago
through the kindness of my dear grandmother,
your very nice little paper found its way to our
home way up here in British Columbia, and |
like it so much. You will please find one dollar
and a half for my subscription and also to these
addresses which'| send you. | am ?oing to get
all 1 can to subscribe for this nice little paper.
Now, dear editor, | want my dear grandmother,
who lives in Ophir, Montana, to write some
more nice little stories and have them put in this
ﬁaper so that | can read them. Grandma signs
er name as Aunt Phebe in the paper | received
from her. There was a letter about her cat
named Sam. | am a little girl ten years old.
There are six in our family, mamma, papa, three
brothers and myself. If this reaches you in
safety you will' hear from me again. Yours
truly, Alma Sloper.

[Alma's letter is like copv plate, it is so clean
and perfect. What a comfort it must be to the
teacher who has her lessons to look over to find
such writing and care as Alma's Yes, dear.
Grandma and Sam are both here for our April
reception.— Ed.]

ot it it

Alameda, Calif.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | love you berry much.
I laced u') my shoes like a good girl. | am free
and a half (years ) I live to Mrs. B'own's house
with my Aunt Mare-ny. | go to Sunday Kool at
Home of Toof (Truth.) Your loving
(Dictated.) Florence Cogley.
[Florence has the good fortune to be under

Aunt Mary's care for a season. Wouldn't you
like to be in her place’—Ed.]

St. l.ovis, Mo.
Dear Web Wisdom — | have long wanted to
write to you for | like you very much. | am a
little girl eleven years old. 1 like to go to Sun-
day School every Sunday. My mamma and
papa are both very good to me. My Sunday
School teacher's name is Mr. 11. H. Schroeder.
I must close my letter and hope to write another

one. Good-bye. Yours truly, lrene Jansen.

M?/ little boy six years old, Master Vernon L.

Wells says he wdl get a club of subscriptions for

Web Wisdom large enough to pay for his free if

you will send him sample copies and rates. 1

think he will do so. Vernon's Papa
[Good for Vernon — Ed.]

333
Chicago, I11.

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little boy five

years old and | go to kindergarten. | have just

received my first copy of Web Wisdom, and |

like it very much. And when | am through with

it I will send it to my cousin Sidney, who lives

in Sterling, 111 Yours for Wee Wisdom,

Walter L. Fay.

[That's the way to do, pass the good word
along— somebody else wants to know about Wee
Wisdom.— Ed ]

3 .4
St. Louis, Mo.

Dear Wee Wisdom — | have not written to
you for a long time, so | thought I would write
| think the letters in the February number are
all so pretty. | am going to school every da
and am in the fourth grade. My brother, Marcell,
has four teeth, and three are peeping out. We
are going to have an entertainment at the Divine
Science Sunday School. They are going to have
it at 3700 Olive street. My sister, Caroline, goes
to the morning school. Bertha is in the First
and the Second Reader We have lots of fun
where we live. We do not hear pretty birds
sing. My sister, Elsie, can talk English. M
papa goes to the Divine Science Sunday School.

Yours truly, HULDA ScllELLHARDT.

LESSON 1.

An Easter Lesson.—Mark 7 24-37.

Golden Text— Then were the disciples glad
when they saw the Lord.

APRIL 3.

We are glad when we find our Lord, that is, our
good true self. It is as though we waked to find
the beautiful Christ-child right within our hearts
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— that is the real resurrection — the Easter moin.

This lesson is all about healing. Jesus healed,
and he has said that we also may neal, but we
cannot heal unless we remember that it is the
Christ within that does the healing. We must
also have faith. If we ask our Good (God) to do
anything for us, and have faith, it will be done.
But we must ask wisely.

As this is Easter let us remember that everyone
is the Christ-child, that everyone has faith, "that
everyone has health, that everyone can do the
works of God, for everyone is the child of God.
Read the lesson carefully and notice the healing
done through Jesus. The woman's daughter
awaked to her true self, her healthy self, and
found her Good. The one wlio was deaf and
dumb was made able to hear and to speak, and
thus it was Afs resurrection morn, and glad
indeed he must have been to hear the wise words
of Jesus

Let us all be glad at Laster time, remembering
that we have the Christ with us always.

LESSON It. APRII JO.
Peter Confesses the Christ.—Mark 8s27 3S.

Gulden Text — 7'hou art the Christ, the Son
ofthe living God.— Matt. 16 16.

Peter knew that Ihe Christ, or the living God,
was in Jesus, but Peter had nut yet learned that
the Christ was also in his own heart. Let us
not forget this. If l'eler had known this he
would have had an easier time.

Jesus knew how to listen to the still small
voice, the Christ within, so he could tell his
disciples all that was to happen to him, that is, he
could prophesy. If we would follow Jesus and
do as he said, we must give up our way and do
the good, that is, we must ?we up the naughty,
impatient, cross way, and follow the kind, gentle,
Wtient way, and be thoughtful and unselfish.

e must not want things, such as toys, books,
clothes, etc. but we must want goodness. We
must give love to all and then what things (such
as books, toys, clothes, food and good times) we
need, God will bring to us, without even our
asking.

All"this will be made easy when we remember
that each one of us is the Christ-child, the sou
of the living God. Let us think this for every
soul we meet—tnan, woman or child—*“You
are the Christ," for in thinking well of others we
bless ourselves also.

We are all children of God.

LESSON HI.  APRIL 17.

Jesus Transfigured.—Mark 9=2-13.

Golden Text—A voice came out ofthe cloud,
saying, 7'his is my beloved Son; hear him.—
Mark g 7.

We are told to listen to the beloved Son. The
beloved Son is yourself and myself, and lives in
the heart of each and all  Listen to him. If we
think of God for a long time with great love, then
will we feel happy and glad, and our faces will
shine, as did Jesus' face, and everyone will think
us lovely, and feel that theY love to be near us.

There are some little children and some grown

persons | know, who, wherever theK go bringi
such love and joy with them that you hear on al
sides, How beautiful is this one, how lovely!"
and all because that one thinks of God, and
listens to the voice of Love.

When we are filled with holy thoughts, which-
ever way we turn we see only the Christ.

To rise from the dead, means to rise up from
old ways ol thinking as, naughtiness, sickness,
crossness, and so on, aud think of only love,
health, and happiness; for the first are untrue
thoughts, but the last are true thoughts.

‘The more we pray, ot think if God, who is
right here with us, the morn will we know the
Christ, the true self.

LESSON IV. APRII, 2Ll
The Mission of the Seventy.— Luke 10 1-16.

Golden Text — Fray ye therefore the Lord
of the harvest that he would send forth
laborers unto his harvest.— Luke 10:2.

God chooses them that choose Him to do His
works, at least so it seems, though God desires
all His children to serve Him.

The laborers, or workers, are few, because
so lew feel that they are God’s children, and
thus tear that they cannot do His works. No
one need fear for God is Love, and only Love,
ami in love we serve Him. All may do the
works of God il they will.

Sometimes people will not listen to our Truth,
but if we keep right on thinking true thoughts
we shall find someone who will listen.

Always have a good thought for everyone no
matter how they seem to treat 1». When one is
unkind, then is the time to be kind and think,
“God loves you and | love you.” Jesus said,
*“ Peace be to this house.” That is a good saying
and carries a blessing

We must be grateful for every good thing that
is given us and take everything that is good,
knowing that God sends it

We are in God s Kingdom (heaven) now We
know we are there when we feel happy and well.
When people do not listen to God's trdth they
suiter and are sick and unhappy. Then are we
in darkness, but if we listen to God we are in the
light, in heaven.

Let us try to be laborer» for God, thinking
God thoughts, doing kind acts, and helping
one another in every way possible

Hold these thoughts

I am a child of God.

I will remember God.

I will speak the Trutli

I will see everyore as a child of God.
I will heal with my loving thought.

A BXNAAAAAAAAA A ARRRRAAAARAAAAAAAA

- A PILLOW
A
t | love the Good,

| trust the night,
I bid the happy world
Good night!
ARAAAAAA AAAT AAAA AAAA AAARAA ARLA
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HE gladness of Easter is in our
hearts, and we fall right in with
the blossoming Spring and
blossom with it  Papa Harry
says, ““The word Easter
comes from the name ot the Anglo-
Saxon goddess of Spring, Eastra, and
that it is typical of the awakening from
Winter and the increase of new life and
love.” Well, we believe in the increase
of life and love all right, and we know
there isn’t a tomb or bound that can
hold Life and Love back when once
they quicken into and loving.

The little seed germ has to get a
move on it before it can burst its seed-
shell and bring forth the beauty of its
plant and blossom. And so it is with
the good purposes in our hearts, we
must bring them out with doing, if we
would have their buds and blossoms.
And that reminds me of a dear little
letter from a dear little boy whom |
have never seen. This is what it says:

Dear Editor—I am not a very unotl boy
in school or at home sometimes. 1 am nine
years old, and am in the 4th grade, | «ant to
be a good boy and do the right thing, but some-
how | am constantly getting into trouble. 1 think
I am selfish, impolite, too rough, and | like io
have my own way loo well | thought maybe
you would be so kind as to tell me of something
that would help me to be a better boy. | like
Wee Wisdom very much, and enclose 50 cents to
help it along, We have had only two copies of
it, and | like to read the stories and letters in it
very much  Your subscriber, with love, N. C.

Now, | like boys that want to be
good, and have the grit to say so. |
like boys that want to be bigger than
their faults. | like boys that are not
ashamed to ask how to be better. Why,
do you know, the old selfish self is
really the only tomb where Christ is

buried? You want to know how to roll
away this stone of error and let the real
self come lorth. Well, first you must

speak only that which is true of your
Christ sell. So instead of saying, 1

want to be good, say, ““Godmade me good.
IThat God made me that I am. God
made me unselfish and obedient; God
made me gentle and kind and true;
God made me thoughtful and loving.
| love everybody and everybody loves
me.” The belief that you are naughty
and selfish and rude and headstrong, is
the material thought that hides from
sight the beautiful, loving, gentle and
orderly spirit of your sweet self. That
isn’tyou at all. that's what you arc not,
dear little ““N. C." You are coming
out for Easter to be a real resurrected
Christ-boy, and all the blossoms of
living and loving shall crown your life
and you will radiate joy, and give
pleasure and comfort wherever you go.
We will all know this with you, dear
boy. God loves and blesses you.
jt

This Easter number shows a great
waking up of our Wisdoms. It is
nearly taken up with the letters and
stories you have written, and Ye Editor
is greatly pleased. There are some

little letters that came after the 15th
that will have to wait till next time.

&

Aunt Mary has made a new offer—we
hope you will be successful in getting
lots of new subscribers for Wee Wis-
dom. You have done well. The Leeman
girls won the doll.

3

The subject for May will be The J/iy>
Queen. The best stones of the little
writers are to be j ut into book form
and each little author is to receive one
free.
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AN EASTER EGG.
I heard a little crackling sound,
A crunching just inside the shell,
A little rustling in the nest,
But what it was | could not tell.

Then looking close | seemed to see
A downy head, a tiny chick,

And heard a sound that seemed to say,
““Open, open, open, quick!”

And then a little downy roll

As soft as silk perked tip its head,
And looking out beyond the nest

A chirping voice then softly said:

"eTo think 1 could be shut up there,
Within a tiny little shell,

From all that's beautiful and fair,
And brighter far than words can tell.

“ And yet | sometimes seemed to know

That some bright day the spring would come,
And something whispered in my heart

This little shell was not my home.

" And then there seemed to come a thrill,

A light seemed shining through the gloom;
| beat my wings against the shell —

And, lol the llowers were all in bloom.

“ No little shell could hold me now,

That | have learned of such sweet things.
How soft the air' how sweet the skies!

And how the little linnet sings™

(.SeZecle<7.) —May Eve

Florence’s pictures were crowded out.
Will have them for May.

Papa Harry's Easter
crowded out.

message got

TO THE WEE WISDOMS.

Aunt  Mary deWitt will
set ol mounted photographs, pictures
taken by herself, to the boy or girl who
secures ten or mure subscriptions to
Wee Wisdom before June 1st The
one sending in the next highest will
receive a book, and to all those who
send in some subscriptions, Truth cards
will be seul. Ask your parents lo
explain the word ““subscription,” and
tu help you in your work. In helping
Wee Wisdom you are helping others,
and you help yourself. It is God-like
to spread the Truth. Subscriptions
must be sent to

Wee Wisdom, 1315 McGee St.,
Kansas City, Mo.

give a

Chicago, 1.
Dear Wke Wisdom—1 wish to renew my
offer of flower seeds to those who can use them.
| have a large variety, some of them wildflowers.
I will sell them at five cents a package. Stamps
will do instead of coins, if they are put in the
letter so that they will not stick. /1 nickel or
dime can be put into a slitted card, so that it will
carry safely. Do not forget tn put a loving,
trustful thought back of it, and | will surely get
it 1 received the March number of your little
paper, and T enjoyed and appreciated the stories
very much. 1 will write another story for you
some time. 1 think the editor has a story of
mine that has not been published. | hope to see
it in print as soon as there is room for it. Your

oving friend, Walter S. Weller.

““To have faultsand know them and
not to reform them, this is indeed
failure.”

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

io to 24 copies, 40 cts. each per year.
25 to 49 copies, 35 cts. i?ach per year.
50 to 100 copies, 25 cts. each peryear.



Th masine .1. lletmore.

Ever in Thine own sweet way;
Teach me to be pure and true,
Show me what | ought to do.’

Christ is Risen

Ernst Krohn.
|
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Love di - vine!
Fath-er’s throne,
Harm-less Dove!
Him ye rise,

t
>
too, in
in  our

- fid - ing

Contributed by Unde John

Class Word—*“1 cAN DO AlIL THINGS

With spirit.

Christ is Christ Bles - sed Sav - ior,

Christ is Christ Now UQ-to HIS

Christ is Christ Sac - red Lil -y,

Christ is Christ Sons tf men, with
o *

T _ ro ! F
Chiist is ris - en! Christ is here, In your heart, nea,
Christ is ris - en! Christ is here, In all hearts as
Chlist is ris - en! Christ is here, Ho-ly Grail, Un - dy - ing
Christ is ris - en! Christ is here, Up to the tin

“ Father, lead me day by day, TuroungH

Christ whics
STRENGTHENETH ME.”
Jewel Word—AlIIl power is given unto
ME IN MY HEAVEN (MINI)) AND IN

MV EARTH (UOI>V).



