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THE SUNBEAM.

A STorY Wirtnour WoRnDS.

DON'T PUT IT_OFF.
Soxk little folks are apt to say,
When asked their task to touch,
«I'll put it off just for tr-day;
It cannot matter much.”

But time is always on the wing,
You cannot stop its flight;

Then do at once your li.tle tasks;
You'll happier be ab night.

For little duties, if pnt cff,
Will end in “ Naver done ;"
Aund “By-and-by is time enough '
Has ruined many a one,

A BOY WHO WAS CURED OF
TEASING.

Bexxie BuxyING was a dear, funuy little
fellow, but he had one big fiu't. When
mamms 8aid * No,” Banuis acted as if he
dil not undersrand, aud whin d and fretted,
“Why can't I, mamma? Sav, mimwns,
whe can't 17 Munuws, please let wo. Whay
can't I?” You may bs sure that every
one grew tired of the whining veic~, and
poor mamia was r-ally sad over Biunic's
naugh:y habit.

O1n« morning Bannie was eati g & ¢rokie,
and Fido came up t5> hm jiwping an:
barkias, and askiog fir a bite as plunly as
a drg could ask. But Bunnis was not used
to doge, ard stood holdivg his coukis as
high as he cuu'd reach,

S il}, Fido barked and l:ap:d and woula
not let poo: funzhtenel Bounis take a riogl -
step. A lat the It le by could bear i. o
lor per, a~d b-gn to scream for he'p

Mawmma hesrd the frightered cry and rau
to sve what was the matier. When she
came into twe room she :aw in a mowmeant
tha: B-pnis was in no darger, a1d her eyes
bejan to twinkle *“Oh, msmums, take him
away, he sc f0 queer!” tcrenwed Beouve,
Mamwma swiled and said, * Wby, Fido 18
only wasing, Besuie, j ut as tome litcle
boys do.” Then she spoke sharply to Fido

aud sent him oub of the room, When he
bad gone Bennie ran and hid his fses in
mamma's lsp, and when he raised it sgiin
it wag a very sober lttle bry who said,
“ Mamma, Bonoie won't tease again—
neverl"
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TAKING A PITCH-FORK TO CHURCH,

A SUNDAY-SCHOOL teicher was talking to
his class about cheerful obedience. Hw
gail: “ How ugly it is when mamma ]calls
you in the mornine and tells you it is time
to get up, to say, ‘Yes, mamma, I will get
up after awhile;’ or, ‘G, no, msmmsa, I
don't want to get np now;’ or, worse still,
to fret and cry, and be crozs.”

When he stopped, a little bey brizhtened
op aud said: * Oy, I wish sister would hear
hat, for it is 80 hard for mamma to get her
up 1n the morniag.”

Then a little g'rl looked up with beaming
eyes and s83i1: “ Frauky is so hard to get
up; and le gets 0 cross when mamma cal.s
him. ?

Ths teacher told the chillren that he
cled that uing & puch-f.rk in chureh.
1t is pizching the lexco 1 over to our ne'gh-
bour, Some biy folks do tha same thia..
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“AS B'G AS WE ARE”

ONE day the teacher of the i.f.nt class
sSkrd them this questior:—

“How big must you be to give your
heart tv Jesus? Must you be &s bi¢ as )
sm? Al tuat think ¢o 1a188 the haud,”

Q.u e a number b ught they must be ts
by us their teacuer,

“ Wel), all who do not think o raise tte
hand."

A good many hands were raised in re-
spoase to the iuvitation.

“ Well, Lizzie, how b'g do you think we
must be to give our hearts to Jesus?”

“Just as big a3 we are1” auswered the

Httls girl,

WHY SHE WAS DIS3SATISFI(ED,

“I THINK tha ria is viey provoking I”
said Bs sie, lyokiaz out of thy window,
with an azey feowa upoa her brow. “It
always raios whea I don't want it. Itis
spoilinz tha slides, and there won't bs an

nch of ica left in an hour to skate on,
Now, whero's my fun this af.ernoon, 1.

should like 10 know "

“Yu can stay at home and ssw,” said
fier aunt.

*]1 want to skate,” said Bassie,
rain is very provokiog.”

“The provoking is all in your own heart,
B -ssiv,” said her brother, “If you oaly had
blue sky insile, you would not mind the
rain outside.”

A BRAVE BOY,

A VIRY pleasant incident is that relatsd
of King C,rus when a boy, which shows he
wag both brave and wise. Hohad a grand-
father, called Astyages, who was King of
Madie, Whaen Cyrus was only twelve
years vld he went on a visit to his grand-
father, ani when there he ine day asked to
be allowed to act as cup-bearer to the King.
The request wss grauted ; so Cyras dressed
himself for his duty in the costume of a
page, aud, coming into the king's presence,
he balanced the wine-cup nicely on three
fingers, just a8 he had seen the regular officer
oansge it, and kneeling down, he handed
the cup to his grandfather. The old mmn
looked on, well rleased, smiled at his little
vrandsop, and told him that he bad done
nis daty very gracefully; but he had for-
gotten one very imaportant thing,

“ What is that, grandfather?” asked the
boy.

“Why, you should have poured ont some
of the wine into the palm of your hand and
tasted it yourself before you handed it to
we. Th:n I would have koown the wine
was all right,” This was always the custom
1n those cays, the cip-bearer fiest tasting
the wina before handing it to the kiog,

“No,” aaid the boy, “ L did not f rget it,
yrandfather.”

Said the grandfather, “ Why, then, did
you not do it, my child?”

“Becwse,” answered Cyrus, “I thought
there was p 1:0a in the 1 quor.”

“Poison, wy boy! Way could you
think so?"

“ Wby, graudfather, tbe other day, when
you gave a fca.t to the lords ia your court,
[ noticed, that after they drank the wine
they acted d ff rently. Taey becan.e ncisy,

and talked such silly ta'k. There must be
peison 1n it o make them do so. People
who drnk only wa'er don’c act so: it
quenches thelr thirst, and that is all”
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