THE SUNBEAM.

Watey Hanp WinL Yoo Have?

“ALL THE WAY.”

But o youthful pilgrim, I,

My journey’s just begun.
They say I'll meet with sorrow
Before my jouraey's douno
The world is full of trouble,
And trials too, ﬂlny vy,

But I will follow Jesus
All the way.

Then, like a little pilgrim,
What ever I may meet,

I'll take it, joy or sorrow—
And lay st Jesus feot;

Ho'll comfort me in trouble,
He'll wipe my tears awsy ,

With joy I'll follow Jesus
All the way.

Then trinls cannot vex me,
And pain I need not fear;
For whon I'm close by Jesus,
Grief cannot come too near,
Not oven dea h can harm me,
\When deata I meet one day,
To heaven T'll follow Jesus
All tho way.

WHAT ONE LITTLE WORM DID

; alist who saw it told tho owner that, if loft
. alone it would kill the tree. Tho master of

the park scarcoly believed it possible; bub
next summer tho leavesof the sycamore fell
very eurly, nod in the following year it
wasg o dead, rotten thing. One worm can
kill o whole tree  One sin or ovil habib
. persisted in can ruin a child for whom
, Christ died.—Children’s Bread.

THE MISSION FOR THE SICK.

RoGcER DELAND wassick. He was jush
+ sick enough to becross. His picture-book
fell offthe bed. His playthings hid under
the bedclothes, and Roger cried. His
. mother read aloud to him, bub hy did not
{like the story. Then she told him the
- true story about the “Mission for the
| Sick.”
| “Kind Jadies met in a hall,” sho said,
| “and took with them fruit, flowers, and
1 good things for sick men and women, aud
_dear little children.” Roger was pleased.
. Ho thought about the rission some time,
: Then ho said, “I wish I could send my
roscbush in the little red pot.”

“You can if you wish,” replied his
{ mother, “ and I will write a pote for you."
; Roger's oyes grew kbright. His mother

A NUMBER of people wore unce aswem- | wrote, ' Roger Delund sends this rose to

bled 1 s grand park, und the owner j gomo  sick child.”

Then it was sent

pointed to a magmtficent sycamore tree, away in a nice hasket.

which was dead and decayed to the core. .
was kalled by o the postman bronght Roger a note. It

«That tree, said he,

single worm.”

Two years beforo .t was as bealthy as

Three days after the owers were sent

i said :

“ Dear little boy,—I am lams. I ecan

uny treo1n the purk , tut voe day & worm never walk. My .wother goes out wash-
about three mches long was seen o be | ing. 1 um wloue all day. I used to ery.
foretng 1ts way undor tho burk. A putur-, I never cry simo the rose-bush came.

I git in my chair and watch it I tha |
you and mothor docs too. I learndd
writo hefore I foll down on thoicc. ¥
mother cannot write, but sho will ask @,
to bless you. Sho can work botter, for i1 88
roso keopa mo company. Mother used
cry, too, whon I wus loft alone. )
“Tho roge will grow forover, sho aaygil
I hopo it will not die. e
“ My mother says it will nod dio iny
protty pob, tho goodness will keop growixg
I ghall nob let it die.
« Your friend,
«MaRy BmENNAN" §
Whon Roger's mothor finished readis
the note, her little boy looked very happ
Aftor thab he sent little Mary somo of
toys. He is well now, bub he novor fxg
gets the Mission for the Sick.—Cur Lit}
Ones.

THE DIAMOND RING.

TuE merchant, Willinm, sailed over
sea to o distanb country, where he made
lurge fortune by his industry and clova
ness. Many yearsafter he returned hong
When he landed, he heard that his rchl
tions had met to dine at a meighbourig
conntry-house. He hurried there, and digi
not even wait to change his clcthes, whi;
had got somewhat damaged on the voysg

When he entered the room where hy
relations were assembled, they did r:d
scem very glad to see him, because iy
thought that his shabby clothes prov
that he was not rich. A young Moor whegll
he had brought with him was disgustedg
their want of feeling, and said, *“ Thoso s
bad men, for they do not rejoico at secigl
their relative after his long absenco.”

“ Wait o momend,” said the orarchanti
a whisper; “they will soon change th:
manner.”

He put a ring which he had in
pocket on his finger, and behold: all thgl-
faces brightened, and they pressed arourfl
dear cousin William. Some shook hanig@
with him, others embraced him, and s¥
contended for the honour of taking hin
home.

“ Has the ring bewitched them 2" nske
the Moor.

“ Oh, no,” said William, * but they guess
by it that I am rich, and that has wor
power over them than anything else.”

“0O you blind men'” then exclaime
the Moor, “it is not the ring that bas te
witched you, but the love of money. Ho
ig it possible that you can value yellr
wetal and transparent stones more higug
thon my master, who is suck s not
wan ? '—Child's Oum AMagazine
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