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L«ulcr.—Whobwlll be drunkards, by-and-
yeo 1
Leb each boy shoub.

Boys.—Not 1! Not I!
A d:;zinkard’s death I wiil never
0,
In al idmnlmrd’a grave I will not
e

All.—Nos I! Not I'!
I'll work, I'll ¢ry
To have no drunkards by-and-
bye.

Girvls—How will she dreadful ranks be
filled
When these poor drinking men
are killed ?
Who are the boys now growing

u
o slnk their souls in the shame-
ful cup!?

Boys—Nod I'! Nos I'!
I'll teach, I'll 4ry
To hgwe no drunkards by-and-
ye.

@irls.—Who will be guilsy by-and-bye,
Of taking barley, corn, and rye,
Even the wheat that makes our
bread,
And making
Instead ?

All—Nod Il Nes 1!
I'll vote, I'll dry
To have no drunkards by.and-
bye.

is inso poison

MOTHER'S SUNBEAM.

SHE lived across the way in an old frame
house tha$ had never seen any paint, It
waa propped up on one gide by a long nole
that so far kep$ is from going the one way
as $o crook it she other.

You would hardly think it poasible a
sunbeam could exish in such a place, and

ot this sunbeam was born and nurbured

ere.

The house did not$ look just as i¥ does
now when oar Sunbeam firss eaw she light
of day within iis walls ; ¢he blinds did not
swing loosely by ome corner and clatter
noisily against the “valls with every breeze
that stirred $he $reetops, but hung skraight
and were painted a brighs, beautiful
green.

The veranda was firm shen, 00, and
resounded the patser of her first diny foos-
steps, while now i$ sank a# the corners and
one feared of stumbling over she loose
boards as they walked across if.

Ye#, despite such disadvantages, our Sun-
beam had grown and flourished here, unil
now she was old for a sunbeam and large
for a chiid of thirpeen, .

Oftertimes during the day one might
see a middle-aged lady with a very sad

faco sitting In tho shado of sho woodblnos
doing $he family darning or knitting.
Somctimea sho saé undor the {$rollis of
morning-glorics, for $here was a trellis of
morning-glories ovor ono ond of {the porch
tllmi changed the appoarance of $he wholo
placo.

While she mothor was $hus employed
there were busy footetops within she house.
Sometimes $hoy were running after baby,
ushering him oué of somo diffically, and
again they wero taking tho many stops
known only %o $hose who keop houso and
mind noisy boys.

(Chey wer 2 not quieblittle tootaseps,either,
even if thoy woro made by s sunbeam,
for even Sunbeam could no# step lightly in
cowhide shoes. Perhaps you would like fo
take a look a$ our Sunbeam? She is not
beautiful; you ses many a resemblance of
her as you walk abont tho street. She s
large—nearly as tall a3 a woman and
weighs quite as much. Her handsand fees
are large and might be called coarse.
When not a$ work she handles $hem awk-
wardly, as $hough they were no# used to
idlaness. Her face is tanned quite as much
o8 if she lived on the sea-shore, bub $here
is a brighiness which gleams forth from
her sun-browned cheeks and happy eyes
tha$ somehow reminds one of rustie paint-
ings. Her mouth is not bent in graceful
curves, and you almosy fear Naturs has
forgotten something, yes when she speaks
you feel sure no hot or hasty words will
escape.

¥ axpast you shink our Sunbeam is an
orphan aad the ssd litdle lady shad knits
under $he woodbine is a widow ; but nop
go. Mr.Downsworks in a blackemish’s shop
a few blocka distant, and earns good wages
and works every day, and migh# suppord
his wife and Sunbeam, his noisy boys and
misshievona baby In comfort, bus instead
he spends ib at _he saloon, Sally—for thay
is our Sunbeam’s real name—knows this
and a greas many other sorrows that would
break $he hearss of moss children, ye$ she
carries a brave heart, cheering mother and
taking care of the boys and the baby in a
res] womanly fashlon.

One might expect her to spend much of
her %ime envying her more forlunate ac-
quainisnces, bus, instead, our little Sun-
beam’s heard is so full she finds no room
for envy.

Esch Sunday morning you may see her
in a simple pring, clean washed and ironed,
a siraw ha with a bié of ribbon in frons,
holding firmly in each hand the rough
brown palms of Tomn and Jake—who are
none osher than the noisy brothers she has
cared for during the whole week—and
walking toward she village church.

When she enters and sits upon the cush-
ioned pew, with Tom and Jake at either
side, and listens o $ho words of cheer and
comfort there spoken, you can almost sce
her heart swell with glad emotion and feel
her grasp the listle rough hands closer.

There may be some who feel our Sun-
beam is growing up uucultured and un-
known, bué God has many processes of
edunjion, and who can say our Sunbeam’s
i .oleash?

WHO LIKES THE RAIN?

“1,” sa1p sho duck, “ I call id fan,

For I have my lidtlo red rubbers on,
Thoy mako o cunning threc-toed track
In tho sof#, cool mud, Quack! Qunack'”

“ 1" eriod the dandolion, "I,

My roota aro thirsty, my bude aro dry ;"
And sho lifted hor listlo yellow head
Out of hor green and grassy bod.

“I hopo dwill pour! I hope '$will pour!"”

Oronked the troe-toad ad his gray bark
door;

“For with o broad loaf for a roof

I am perfocily woathor-proof.”

Sang the breok: “I laugh at evory drop,
And wish shey never need to stop

Till a big river I grew to be,

And could find my way to the sea.”

—Selected.

—

A DEAD LOSS.

* Coue, Mamie, darling,” said Mra. Poter-
gon, “befora you go into sho land of
dreams, you will knee! here a% my kneo
and $hank your hoavenly Father for what
hie has given you to-day.”

“ Mamie came slowly tfoward her mother,
and said: “ I've been naughty, and I can'
pray, mamma.”

“If yon have been nanghiy, dear, $hat in
the reason tha$ yot nced to pray.”

“ Boé, mamma, I doa's $hink God wanta
i#tle girls to come #0 him when they aro
naughty.”

“You are nod naughty now, dear, are
you?"

“ No, I am not nanghty now.”

* Well, then, come at once.”

“What shall I say to God about is,
mamma ? "

“You can tell God how very sorry you
are.”

“ What differonce will thay make 7"

“ When we hava #old God $hat wo are
sorry, and when he has forgiven us, then
we are a3 happy as if wo had not dono
wrong ; bus we cannot undo the mischief.”

“ Then, mamma, I can nover be quite a8
rich as if I had not had a naughiy hour to-
da ."

ZNever, my dear; but tho thought of
your loss may help you to be more carefal
in the future, and we wiil ask God to keop
you from sinning against him again”
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GoLpeN TexT.—The Lords portion is
hi=: people —Dent 32, 9.
JoLy 1.
LgssoN Toric.—The Birth of Jesus.—
Luke 2. 1-16.
Memory vERSES, Luke 2. 10-14.

GoLpeN TzxT~Unto you is born this
day in the ciiy of David a Saviour, which
is Christ tho Lord.—Luke 2. 11.




