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lips, and mnke thom sponk kind and true.
Bloss my two hands, and mako them do
o0d, and nod toush what thoy mustn't,
gl(ea my foo$,and mako thom go whoro
thoy ought to. Bless my hears, and make
it love Josus, and my mother and father
and Georgio, and evorybody. Pieaso never
lot ugly sin got hold of mo—nevor, never,
for Christ's enke, Amen.”

OIR KENDAYACIIOOL PATERSN,
FER ABAN—POATAUE FRER.
The beat, the chuapest, tho most entertaining, the niost
popular.

Christian Guardlian, weekly R -
Mcthindiag ,\I:I;"dllllt'. munllll)' Sratieeess cemessiana
Guardian and Maguzine togother . )
Ma . aztne, teunntisn nod Quward togother .. .
The Wesleyan, Halifax, wqckls'
Huuday School Banner, montlldy ceveeecenieiiianns
Onwnnl, 8ap, $to., weekls, under Socopfes ... ..
Acoples and over
Pleasant Hours, 4 pp., $t0.,
Laes than 20 coples .
MMercoples....... .. G ues aeeue
Sunbeum, tortnightly, less than 10 copies.. ..
Jt caples and u?\rarda !

'vl"u'oliiy: alxiélo c'dpli-s“ "

o-o-oooooocaao——uuz
8 ZRoRRLRRASIBIIIIS

Happy Dage. fortalghtly, Jess than 10 copies .
)Dw{almnndup\mma eeteteen s
Rercan Le r month

at, wonthly, 100 co?i(\c“ et
Quarterly Reviow Sorvice. By tho year, 2l ccnts a
doran; §2 por 100, Per quartor, 8 cents a dozen ;

Per 10 .
Addre;s WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Publlehhég
2 to R Richinond 8t. West, and 3 to
ToroxTO.

S F, Hoesns,

Meth, Book Room,
Hallfax, N.S,

o

House,
Temperance St.,

C. W, Courre,
3 Bleurs Street,
Montreal, Que.

@he Sunbeam,

TORONTO, JANUARY 20, 1654,

FOUND AT LAST,

A LITTLE girl stood by her mothor's
death-bed, and heard her last words.

“ Jessio, find Josua”

When hor mother was_buried her fathor
took to drink, and, Jessio was lefb o0 suoh
care ay o poot neighbour could give hor.

Ono day ehic wandered off with a little
basket in ker hand, and trudged through
one eirect oftor another, nob knowing
whers she wont, She had started out to
fiad Jesua. Ab lasd sho stopped, from
utter,weariness,' in'frond of a saloon. A
young man staggered_ont_of the door and
almost over her. He uttered tho namo of
him sho was seeking.

Can you tell me where He is?” she
inquired. :

* What did you aay 1" he asked.

“ Will ‘you please tell_me where Jesus
Christ is 7 for I musb find him "

The young man looked at her cariously
for a minute without speaking;:and then
his face sobered, and he_said in a broken,
busky vaice, hopelessly

“1 don'd know, child—I don't know
where be is.” ) )

At length the little girl's wanderings
broughs her to s park, A woman, evidently
aJewess, was leaning agains the(railing,
looking dieconsolately ab the green grass
and tho trees.

Jessio wend up to her timidly. '*Per-
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h;ss she’can tell me where hois,” was the-
c

d’s thought. Ina low, hesitating voice
she agked the woman

THI SUNBEAM.

* Do you know Jesus Chried 1"

Tho Jowoss turned fiercely to fac* hor
qusestionor, and in a tone of euppressed
pasion exclaimed :

“ Joaus Ohrisb is doad 1"

Poor Jossio trudged op, bub egon & rude
boy jostled againsb hor, and snatching her
basket from ber hand threw it into $he
stroed, Crying, she ran to pick it vp The
horsos of a passing séreet-car trampled hor
under their feet—and she know no more
till sho found horsolf stretched on & hos-
pital bed,

Whon the doctors como thab night they
know $hat she could nod live until morn-
ing., In tho middle of she nighs, after che
had been lying very still for a long time,
apparently asleep, eho suddenly opened her
oyes, and $he nurse, bending over her heard
bor whisper, while her face lighted up with
& smile that had some of heaven's own
gladness in ibs

“ 0 Jenus, I have found you at last | ”

Then the tiny liﬁwere hushed, bu the
queationing spirit had recsived an answer.

MILLY'S COAST.
BY M. LOUISE FORD.

TEE enow was very deep, bub the top
was all shiny and smooth, for it had rained
in the night and a fine crusé had formed
on top.

Milly stood at $he window watching the
big boys go down oa ihsic sleds in dhe
field back of the houts, It was great fun,
and they had such & good time the little

irl thought she would like to try ib too.

o after they had all run off 4o school, her
mamma bundled her up warmly, and help-
ing her down the steps said, “ Bave a nice
time, dear, and mamma will wateh you
from the window.”

She had never tried coasting alone
before, but it looked 8o easy she was sure
she could nfanage i she wasn's bub five
years old.

Sha was very caroful at firsh, and sat on
the sled with her fat little legs sticking
straight oubin front, and had several very
nico consts over the hard eruet.

“The boys don’t go so; guess Il try
the other way,” she said fo herself; and
after quite a time of getling herself fixed,
she lay down on her stomach, and the litile
fab legs stuok out behind as sho <w' :
spinning down the field. S

But ob, dear me! The heavy sledh had
broken tho crust away down at the end of
tho field, and Milly couldn’s see very well,
and counldn'b steer horself in this new posi-
tion Whiz! wend the sled, fastor and
faster every minate, until ib reached the
broken place, and then, instead of going
over ib, it wenb right under the crust,
Milly and all; and all that conld be seen
of the little girl was two feot ticking out
of the snow and waving wildly in the sir!

Mamma was watching, and in & minute
was harrying out to help her; but a man
paseing by hed scen it all, and rescned
Millg', gobbing and crying in pain an:
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Such a looking face you never savs,
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tho skin wns scraped by tho hard snow,
ond it was b’ecding badly.

“ Poor little girlio!” said her mamma,
comfortingly, as sho carried her home.
“She triod to bo like a boy and counldn's
Mamma's sorry, 8o sorry ; she was having
such a good time all by herself.”

All winter long Milly's poor little faco
troubled her, and sho could not go out
with tho others for a long $ime. And
when she did ge$ up courage to coast onse
more, she didn's 4ry tho boye’ way again.
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GOD WANTS THE BOYS AND
GIRLS.

(Gop wants the merry, merry boys,
The noisy boys, the funny boys,
The thoughtless boys— .
God wants the boys with all their joys,
That he may aa gold make them pure,
And $each Q{em trials to endurs;
His heroos brave
He'll h%ve ‘.ben; be,
Fighting for trat|
%nd %utity.
God wents the boys,

God wanis the happy-hearted yirls.
The loving girls, the besb of girls,
The wors$ of girls—

God wanta to make she girls’his pearls,
And so reflect his holy face,
And bring to mind his wondrous grace.

That beautiful

The wrorld may be,
And filled with love
-~ And purity.
God wants the girls.

OBEYING PLEASANTLY,

“ AUNT Mary,” said Harry, “eanIgou
to the top of the house and fiy my kite 7"

“No, Harry, my boy; I thiok thatis a
very dangerous sorb of play.”

“All right; then I'll go out on the bridge,”
said Harry.

“ Barry, what are you doing 7" said his
mother ono day.

“Spinning wy top, mother.”

“Gun's you take the baby out to ride #”

“ All righ$ ?” shouted the boy as he put
h}i;tOp away in his pooskeb and h&stane(f to
acbey. .

" " 4Uncle Williom, may I go over to the

sbore this morning t” said Harry.

“Ves, Harry,” said his uncle; “ I shall be
very glad to have you go"

“But I can’t spare you to.day,” gaid his
mother. “I want ~ou 80 go ond with me.”

“ All right,” said Harry..

No matter what Harry was asked to do,
or when refused, his constant answer was,
“All right;” he never asked, * Way can't
X" or, “Mustn't 12" Harryg had learned
to obey in good humor.

A LITTLE boy was asked, “ Who made
you?” “God made me,” he said. “Wh
do you think God made you 2" was asked.
*"Because,” he said, “he wanted a little

for , bo y to love him"”



