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gread haste for the doslor,

2 THE SUNBLAM.
- W&‘HE SNOW-STORM. said Sadie, “and noxh summer I will ask | membering what he had learned in physi-
THE, my psapa to lob me do tho samo.” *. - |ology, placod his finger on $he mevered
BLow, blow; snow, anow, How many of our little boys and girls | artery ri;iht above the wound. Then, with
. gv:;{ihangfzs (;glfl:& could carn $heir missionary money this lnl vvox'dt cJ con;:ort o the frizhiened ehild,
116, 81155 -l way ! o Aent Joe
All the day and night. y who lived jush acrosa thesirees. In o fow
N——— smmmo | e el b b
qHurrygogbg :JF bed, & “ WoAT does hero meap, memmai” a;oefé the accid:n?‘;lhno arfery wasyliftog
Rub your noso, warm your toes, asked litle Dick Morton, pausing thought- | .14 4he danger pu‘.
Foteh along the sled. fully in $ho middle of a long line of words

Red-cheek girls, wavy ourls,
School-house down the lsne;
Fingers tingle, sleigh-bells jingle,

Jack Frosh come again.

Hurrah! hurrah! now for war:
Build the white fort bigh.
Steady aim wins the game,
See $he snow-balls fly.

Setting sun, day is dono,
Round the fire together;

Apples rosy, this is cozy,
Jolly winter weather!
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HOW SARAH EARNED HER MIS.
SIONARY MONEY.

AT a late missionary meeting Sarah had
banded in a dollar for her money for tho
year, gaying that she bad earned iball her-
+(1f during the summer. When they were
out of the mesting little Sadie Black said
to her:

«“How did you ever, ever earn 3o much
just in one summer?”

“Why, I will tell you,” said Sarsh
“You know our yard is ‘=1l of weeds, and
papa eaid if I would cat them onb of the

, he would give mo ten cents forevery
peck. Wol), I did, and I soon earned a
dollar. You know our yard is very large,
and I oould geé as many as I conld cub”

“That is o gocd way to eern money,”

he was gopying from his spelling-book.

“ Tho dictionary says a hero is & brave
man; one who has done some noble thing
in the world,” answered mamma “ But
why do you ask, Dick t"

“Teachor wos telling us stories aboud
heroes yesterday, and I have jushé come
across the same word in my spelling lesson.
She said we conld all be heroes if we tried;
bub I'd like %o know what greas thing a
little chap like me can do?”

“] do not know- whai your teachor
would call a heroie deed, bus I think a
little boy who cheerfally leaves his play
to help others may be called a hero,” aaid
mamms, laying her hand proudly on
Dick's curly head,

“ Would nine years bs $00 young to do
gomelbing good or greab 2" asked Dick,

“Y have heard of joungor heroea than
thed” said mamma; “bub people must nos
be thinking all the time about being called
heroes ; they mus$ go on trying to bs good
and do good, cnd leb other poople find out
when they geb to be heroea”

That afternoon mamma head one of her
bad headsches, and she asked Digk if he
would sfay in the house and take csre of
his little brother Freddy, as she would be
compelled 0 go to bed,

As it was Saturday, Dick'bad arrangod
to go with Joo Hardy %o the pond to eatch
fish, but when his mamma turped her
white facs towards him, waiting for an
answer, without thinking anything aboud
belng & hero, he said cheerfully:

“Of course I will, mamma, and we
will #ry to be very quies, 80 as nod to hurh
your poor head.”

In spite of her pain, mamma smiled ap-
provingly, and Dick took Freddy npstairs
to his own room #0 amusa bhim,

Half an hour later Joe Hardy stopped
on his way to the pond; and when he
found out that Dick could nob go, ha said
he would stay too, and they would have a
joll{ time playing with Dick’s new sed of
tools.

“ We must take off our shoes, so that we
won't disturb mamms,” said Dick, suiting
bis action to his words.

For a whi's the boys enjsyed themsslves
fashioning » “Noah's ark” for Freddy,
and cutting oud all kinds of rude animala
with which to fiil is, '

They were almost ready to $ake ib down
to the brook to tesk its sailing qualitios,
when in some way Freddy got hold of the
sharp-edged hatcheb and cub a sovere gash
in his food. The bleod spurted oud in an
alarming manner, and Freddy added to
the contasion of the momens by beginni

to ecresm ab the fop of his voice. Dick
jerked bis stocking off instantly, and re-

“Tho little chap’s a hero, ma'am,” said
the doctor, affor telling Mrs. Morbon how
Dick had saved Freddy's life.

“And you are a_hero, my lilile Dick,”
said mamms proudly, kissing it o litdle
follow by her side.

“ Why, mamma, I did aob do anything
brave,” urged Dick, *Freddy was in my
care, and I just stopped she blood 4ill sho
dootor came, I did no# think aboub being
a hero at all.”

« Heorces never do,” 3aid mamma; “eand
that is the way they ges to be heroes.”

A MISSIONARY BOY.

I'M a misgionary boy, I am; and when I
grow up I am going %o bo somsthing bek-
ter stil}, 8 missionary man. Now, 1 don'$.
mean to say dhat a man can be really bat.
ter than & boy, bus then he can do eo
mach more, *

Yes, indeed, when I grow up I going $o
give every csns I can to the missiopary
cause. You won'd cakh me snaaking oud
of caurch when I see the contribution bas.'
ket soming, or dropping in & buitos sithor,
juss t0 make fun, Isaw a man do this
the other Sunday, and I feld like #elling
him just whas I thought of him. I wasso
mad for a minate or two I felt like spask-
ing right ous in church. I jusk knowr he
was a mean boy when he was growing up,
don't you think so ? '

. Yours for the missionary cause,
HERBERT.

POLITENESS.

My littls ones, do not be afraid of polite-
nees; it will not burk you. Have none of
that false shame which crushes the life
from so many of your good and noble im-
pulses and causes you to shrink from per.
forming little acta of tenderness and luve
toward one another,  Leb your feob, your
hands, your voice, be the willing servants
of thab great master of politenese, the heard,
Politentss teaches how to obey, gldly,
fearlessly, and openly. The traly polite
child is a good son, a good daughter; for
politeneas teaches him the duty and re-
£pecs he owes to his parents. Heis a kind
ond grateful brother ; hia very willingneas
to help his sister makes her foe!l better and
stronger, He is a true friend, for he scorns
the unkind words that wound those who
love him. Polibeness and charity are
twins: $hey make the true gentleman, the
true gentlewoman, helping, lovivg, unpre-
tentious, The world would be-bwidar if
the young boys and young gitls who are
goon to be our men aud women would obey
the watchword of trae politeness, which is
charity.—Ram’s Horn.




