THE SUNBEAM.

A FELLOW'S MOTHER,
" A'yrLLC. “8 mother,” sald Fred the wise,
‘With his rosy checks and his merry eyes,
“ Knows what to do if a fellow gets hurt
By a thump, or & bruise, or a fall in the dist,

v A fellow's mother has bags and strings,
Rage and buttons, and lots of things);
No matter how busy she is, ahe'll stop
To see how well you can spin your top,

 She does not cars, not much, I mean,

If a fellow’s face is not always clean,

And {f your trousers are tore at the knee
Sho can put in a patch that you'd never see,

« A fellow's mother is never mad,

But only sorry if you are bad ;

And I tell you this, if you're only true,
She'll always forgive whate'er you may do,

“ I'm gure of this,” said Fred the wise
With & manly look in his laughiug eyes,
« I'll mind my mother, quick, every day,
A fellow’s a baby that don't obey.”

OUR SUABAY-ICROOL PAPERS.

PEB YRAR—POSTASE FRER.
The beod, the obeapest, Lthe moet enderialning, tbe most popular,
Christ!an Guardian, 'eeu ............................. 00
Methodinh Magazine, ;3; month!y, fllust ntcd......._ 200
:(eu:odln Magaxine and Guardian er.. eee $80
«lo Halifax, weekly. ... ioeeiie i cimenes - 180
nd.y oof&mm. 32 pp. Bro. monthly —eesosiseem 060
Herean Lea! Quarterly, 16 000
Quut:rlyluv ow Scrvice, y tbo yw. e s doxen; ?2
per 1003 perqunur Go. adozen ; 80¢. neorl
6w nad Scnool, 8 i, tonnagm\y, llnglo ooplel..- 0%
beal woop e te e . 8 g
P monu.a;Si»."c'ié'i&""'ﬁi)}'."""o"""'":.'.: gg
o B el T~
Sunbeam, f huy. loss than 20 00pltd.secccccanee — 015
"Oco fes and ng ctessteteterecee tmeenmrmemes O 1%
lhpgglhn. tortn! tly, leﬂthmwooplu_........_.. g }3
Dorean Laat, monthly. 160 ob';i:'o‘.'ﬁ;}'ﬁééisii WIZEIN m
Address ! WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodiss Book & Pudlishing House,
BlwmngBLMhmh.
0. W. Oox 8. F. Nrzsrs,
8 Blsury Blroed, Wealeyan Book Room,
Montreal. Halifax, N. 8.

The Sunbeam.

TORONTO, JUNE 29, 1889,

WORKING FOR JESUS.

I wANT to tell you how some heathen
children work for Jesus, A misslonary
writes from East Africa that the children
there have formed themselves into a band
of little preachers to go out among the vil-
lages near by. They do not really try %o
presch, but sing a few hymns and read and
repeat Bible verses, They stop where they
find & small group of four or five people,
and the men and women listen attentively.

Sunday is a hard day to some there, as it is
here. They go to church twice and San-
day-school twice, but still they have a good
deal of spare time, and are quite restless and
unoasy. The other children play games,

but those who have been taught in our
misslon schools know that is wrong,

The teachers think those little missionary
meetings & very good way of employlng
thelr time. It is working for Jesus in the
best way they know how,

I wonder if some of our children could
not take exsmplo from these little Africans,

ol

WORK AND PLAY,
A “PILLOW."

“ How many children have you!" asked
a gentleman of a frlend whom he met, after
o parting of many years,

“ Only one," he answered; “a plllow.”

“ A pillow?” inqu{nngly.

“Yes,” smiling ; “a pillow is sometbmg
to rest on, 1s it not ?

% Certalnly.”

“Well, that s why I call my little
daughter a pillow, ehe's 8o restful.”

The gentleman goon reached the homis of
the father of the “pillow,” and & lovely
young gitl of about sixlean years old
was introduced a8 *iny daughter Emily,”
The visitor remained only one night, but by
the time he had left he had fully decided
that his friend's yonng daughter merited
the name given her, Thesmiling face with
which she greeted her father and her father’s
&iznd won he Iatter’s heart at once. Ina
gentle, quiet way, she brought the evening
paper and laid it open at the page healways
read first, on the table near her father, His
slippers and dreasing-gown ware brought,
too, and she was rewarded with a fond kiss
and & whispered “ Thank you, dear.” Later
in the evening, when her father expressed a
desire that she should sing szomething for
bis friend, she did not refuss, but did the
best she conld with a grace and sweetness
indescribable, A little bell tinkled once,
and Emily left the room hastily.

«My wife is sick this evening; sheisa
victim to nervous headache,” explained the
host. I hardly know what she would do
at such times, if it were not for Emily ; the
child is a born nurse.”

The hostess fres from her headache, but
looking pale and weary, came down to
breakfast next morning. She sat at her
usual place—the head of the table—and
poured out the coffee. But Emily was
near at hand, and it was she who relieved
her mother by putting the cream and sugar
in the cups, and passing them. It was she,
too, who dished the oatmeal in a neat and
dainty way that was charming.

A plnk-tinted rose-bud with a geranium
leaf lay at each of the thres plates. The
father lifted his to inhale the fragrance,
smiling his thanks,

“ Where {3 yours 1" he asked,

“There were only three this morning,”
she replied brightly; “I shall have the
next one."

After breakfast, as the guest lingered for
a fow moments in the sitting-room waiting
for his friend to accompany him down town,
he heard Emily’s voice say in & low tone of
entresty, " Now, mamma, go and lle down,
ploaso; I will kelp Bridget with the break-
fast-work, so that she can get at herironing,
and do the dusting later. Don't think of
suything.”

“Bat she muet think of something,"
thought the guest; “she must think of the
helpful little daughter who is such a joy and
comfort that she is indeed a pillow, some.
thing to rest the heart on.”

A CHILDREN'S HYMN.

These vorses are vory swoet, Will not cach boy
and girl who readsthe SuxpeAx learn themby heart?

I 0ANNoOT do great things for him
‘Who did go much for me;

But I should like to show my love,
Dear Jesus, urcto thee;

Falthful in very little things,

O Saviour, may I be.

There are smail things in dally life
In which I msy obey,

And thus may show my love to thee;

And always, every day,
Thers are some little loving words
Which I for thes may aay.

There are small crosses I may take,
Small burdens I may bear,

Small acts of faith and deeds of love,
Some sorrows I may share,

And little bits of work for thee
1 may do everywhere,

So I ask thee to glve me grace
My little place to fill,

That I may ever walk with thee
And ever do thy will ;

That in each duty, great or small,
I may be faithful still.

A GENTLE REPROOF.

A MAN was swearing angrily, at the
corner of the street, when a little girl came
along. She stopped a moment, looked up
at him, and sald: “ Please, sir, don't call
God nemes, bocause he is my Father, and it
h..ts me to hear you.”

The man pretty soon said: “Thank you,
miss, My mother taught me that he was
wy Father, too, I will not swesr again—
nm!" and he walked quickly away, with
histead down,




