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THE SUNBEAM.

DO YOU EXNOW t
Little birdies do you know
Jesus Chirist, who loved us so,
11ad not any home like you,
Where to rest with dear ones true!
Little birdics, do you know
How the Saviour used to go,
Tired and sad from place 1o place,
With the love-light in his face,
Speaking gentle words of peace,
That all harm and sin should cease?
Little birdies do you know
How the enel people so
Drove him  com their streets away,
Would not let the dear Lord stay?
) sweet birdies, in your nest,
Sing vour very, very best,
All in praise of this dear One,
Son of Man, and God’s own Son.
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MOLLY MINE.

BY SUSIE E. KENAMEDY.

This was the r .ae papa rave his lit-
tle daughter. It was never “ Pe "~ or
* Girlie,” or * Sunshine,” as it Jiten
was with Grandma, but “* Molly mine,”
when she brought his slippers in the
evening : ““ Molly mine,”” when she rode
on his shoulder to the gate in the
morning as he was going down street
1o the office, and ““ Mollv mine,” when,
“just for fun,” he telked with her
through the telephone, during the dav.

And so, of course, it was “ Mollv
mine,” one evening, when, just as she
stooped to place Papa’s slippers on the
rug, he discovered several shining tears
rolling and tumbling over each other
in their hurry to reach the dimple in
each pink cheek.

She tried to run awayv so that Pana
would not see, but his strong arms

were around her, and her little form

hugged close to lis big body, betore
she uad uwme to resist.

* Moily nune”’ Las a wrouble she is
tryiig to heep from lupa, aud it
makes hun leel very sorry.

* But, Vapa, 1 pave veen raughty,
and do pot uke to tell you.”'

Papa drew lus hiwde gl sull closer,
and vegan 1o silg Lo ber, a low, sweet
jutlaby, which he otten used when rock-
ing ber to sleep. By aud by e tears
stopped falling, and she lay very suil
o her warm nest.

At length Papa placed his hand be
neath ber chin and raised the pretiy
tace so that he could lovk down into
the wet eyes. " Molly miune, " he swd,
“now 1 waut you to tell me what
troubles you.”

** U Papa, ycu told me not to touch
Mamma's picture on your desk, but to-
dey 1 got up to kiss her—and—1 tum-
bled it ofi ou the oor—and—the beau-
utul frame is broken all 1o pieces.”

Papa was very quiet for several min-
utes ; then he said, ** ls the picture 1n-
jured ?”’

‘1 think not,
sure.”

** Let us go and sce.”

So PPapa took his little girl's hand
and led her to the library, and there on
the floor lay that which he nrized more
than anything on earth except his Lit-
tle daughter. -

He picked it up, and after examining
it carefully, took the sobbin cuud
his arms again.

“The picture is not hurt,” he said,
“and 1 am very thankiul. Now, n.
mine, I will tell you why 1 prized that
litte picture and its frume more thun
all the pictures of your mother which
the house contains.

““ One evening, when you were about
a year old, 1 came in and sat down to
my desk as usual. I glanced up. and
yvour mother’s loving eves looked down
into mine with the same expression
they always met. Just at that mo-
ment she sprang up behind me, put
have anything but the best grain and
you into my lap, and pluced her arms
about my neck.

“‘ How do you like it, dear ?' "’ she
said.

““ Of course 1 told her how much 1
appreciated the surprise she had eiven
me. Unknown to me, she had had the
picture taken, chosen the frame, and
placed it where she knew I shouid sco..

est see it. Do you wonder that i

it ? That was five vears ago, and it
had always stood just where she placed
¢ ”

Papa, but I'm not

“0 Papa, Papa, 1 am so sorry,”
and the little arms closed tight about
the father’s neck.

“1 know you are, Molly mine, but
don’t cry any more. To-morrow you
shall go with me to select a new frame.
Run away to Grandma now. it is bed-
time.”

While getting readv for bed Mollv
talked it all over with Grandma. “ Do
vou think Papa would have loved me
so much if Mamma had lived ?”’

“1 can’t tell, darling. He would

huave loved you very much, 1 am sure.
“ But see. Grandma. For all  he

loves that picture so much, he did ot

scold me, the least little bit. He

{looked very grave, and keot very -uil

for a lonz time, but he huceed me
tichter than before. ls that the way
God loves us, Grandma ?”

“ As a father piticth his children,”

 quoted Grandma, as she kissed Molly
{ good-night.

A DREADFUL QUARREL
Alice and Bertha were litile
Th-y always played in the garden, and
everybody who pssced by would say
“ Hello, Alice!” and “ Hello, Bertha i” and
they would run t» the fernce ind say:

“Good mornivg! Geud morning 1"

But one day Alice and Berdha had a
quarrel. Each wanted to play that ler
twous: was under the pink rosel ush by the
tountein. So Alice said that she wouldn’t
play at all: and Bertha said neither weu'd
she. They each walked around the gurden
alone. It was sad, and they were very
I miserable and did not know what to do.

sisters

“THERE WAS SUSANS

So Alice walked back to see what Bei tha
was? Why, Bortha was walkis g back to
sve what Alice was doing!
little bird flew down and took a bath in
the fountain. He splached and spleshed
and splashed! Alice clayped Ler hands and
laughed ; and Bertha did, too. Al ce »#nd
Bertha looked at each other and ke p right
on langhing and laughing. “You mny have
your honse by the pink rosebush, Bertha,”
said Alice.

“Oh, no!
B rtha.

“I tell yeu what” Alice said. “Wewill
have our house there tocetler.”

The dreadful qrarrel was over at lest,
and the two little sisters were happy again.
—Stella George Stearn.

Ycu have yours there,” said
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was Jdoing. And what do yon ruppore that |
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