THIE SUNBEAM.
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A WISE HaRE

Sollakes are tumd lite animaly, anu you
would hardly thivk that one coulu show .
to much shrewduess as the vne in the pic-
ture. These two dogs have been on the.
ctase after it, and the hare ran under a
gate, and when the dogs jumped to the side .

THE HUMMING-
BIRD.

A HUMMING-BIRD flew
into tho sitting-room of
a lady who loves birds
aud flowers very much.
She talked to it in a
gentle, plessant tone,
but after a short call it
flew away. But soon
after it came for another
fashionable call. The
third time it came it
brought its mate; and
they were so well
pleased with Jheir kind
reception that they con-
tinued their visits all
through the summer.
How do you think the
lady fed them? With
swestened water from a
petunia-blossom, which
che held in her hand.
They would &ip from it
again and again, and
seemed to relish it
greatly.

During the winter of
course their visits
ceased, but in the spring the birds again
appeared at the window. The lady raised
it, and in they flew, showing as much
delizht as i* was possible for such little
things to show. A few adays since there
were no less than five humming-birds in
the rcom at one time. So it seems the

where 1t was, it just turted Lack under the | birds that came first told their friends where

gate and wade good its escape.

BABY'S THOUGHT.

“Mawma,” said baty May, cneping Jose
to her mamma one Christn as mie ruiin,, “this
is Tismus, ien’t it?"”

“Yes, my darling,” said mamma,

“1 hhke Tismus, mawma,” said the Laby.
“Will 0o tell me what Tismus is 7"

Then mamaora told her little girl that thi-
i the day we call the birthday of Jesus

“Then Tismus is Jesus' burfday 7"

“ Yes, dear.”

The little one was silent for a while,
thinking perbaps of the other birthdays and
the gifts that they brought. At last she
said, softly:

*This i= Jesus’ burfday, mamma. What
tan T div him ?”

Baby may never forget that mamma told

got his
looking-glass, and cut off all his fair locks.

they would be welcomcd aud entertained
with “refreshments at all hours.’
Ellen says she would give them as much

sweetened water as they could drink if they

would v..iy make her a call, and I dare say

mwany ltde grls would be glad to do the
! same

———
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(G0 KNOWS ME, ANYHOW.
Fi.soh had beautiful long hair banging

over hils shoulders, and his parents were

very ptu.d of his appearauce. One day he
niother's scissors went to the

His father aud mother were much displeased
with Lim for sv doing, and resolved to
punish him in this way.

When they were all seated at the dinner-
talle, his father, poiuting to hiw., said to his

mother, * What little boy is that 2"

“I'm your little Franky, papa,” ho at

her that morning that there is no gift so | once said, not giving his mother time to
pleasing to Jesus as the gift of a little | reply.

heart !

“Nonsense!” wag the father’s answer;

“ my little Frankio has beautiful long hair;
I would not give my Frauky for a dozen
boys such as you."

Franky now turned to his mother and
said, “ Ain't I your little Franky 1" but
mamma only shook her head.

Matters were now looking serious, and
Franky, becoming alarmed, could not make
any progress with his dinuer, e now
appealed to his brother, and asked if ho was
not little Franky; but his brother only
shook his head. He was becoming very
unhappy at the thought that father, mother,
and brother no longer recogn’zed him, and
he burst into tears, saying, “ Well, it don't
matter much, for God knows me, anyhow,”

Tears were now in other eyes as well as
Franky’s.—Selected.

NOT QUITE UNSELFISH.

“ ] THINK,” said Christina to Florence
(Floy was seven and Chrissie just five),
“That, really and truly, I'm one of
The best little sisters alive.”

“And why do you think so?” asked
Florence.
“ Because,”" said the curly-haired elf,
“I give you, and give you contin’ly,
All the things that I don’t want myself.”

THREE DOCTORS,

RoLvig has been ill for nearly & month,
You may think that he was very ill when I
tell you that he had three doctors! Yes,
and they came every day to see him, too!

The biggest one was old Dr. Gray, who
used to give pills and powders to Rollie's
papa when he was a little boy. He wears
whiskers, and has a gruff voice, and Rollie
feels just a little afraid of him, though he
knows Dr. Gray is a very kind, good man,
But his powders do taste so bitter! Aund
once he left some_beautiful pink medicine
in a bottle which he said was very nice
and it wasn't nice at all.

The other doctors are partners, and
always make their visits together. Dr.
Ethel and Dr. Nannie are they. They make
short, sweet, breezy visits. They bring
sweet smiles, and kind words, and soms-
times a caramel, or a white grape, or a
fragrant flower.

To-day Ethel says. “Now your pulse is
getting well, aud I’'most know you can go
out to-morrow and see my new kittens,”
That makes Rollie laugh, and mamma says
laughter is the best medicine. So perhaps
these small doctors are helping along almost
as much as good Dr. Gray does—who
knows ?

Sunshine, and hope, and happiness are
wonderful medicines !




