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THYE SUNBEAM.

BUTTEROUPS AND DAISIES.

Wnat a happy little girl. Nothing to
do but twine daisies and buttercups mnto
chains and crowns and beantiful wreaths,
Out in the woods from morning till night
listoning to the birds sing and chasing
butterflies over the grassy slopes. But
this little girl doesn’t always have so
little to do; sho has to go to school and
study her lessons the same as other littlo
girls. But this is holiday-time and she is
making the most of 16 while it lasts, for it
will soon be over and she will have
to go back to school and study.

PAUL IN THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS

OxcE there was a little boy who all sum-
mer long had heon very anxious to camp
out over night. Behind his mother’s
houso was a large garden—aas large as a
wholo city block—aud at the far end of it
was a littlo knoll or hill, with rocks crop-
ping out It was bohind this hill that lit-
tlo Paul wished to camp, for from there
the houso would ho out of sight and it
would bo *just like truly eamping” So
his mother gave him a largoe old crumb-

cloth for a tent; a pnir of blankets and a|

holp him drivo tho stakes and
fasten tho crumb cloth ovor
them. The hired man of his
own accord brought frum tho
barn o lorge buondle of hay to
apreas) under the blankeis, so as
to moko a comfortablo bed. By
twilight overything was ready,
and Paul kissed his mothor, his
ount and his big sister good.
byo, and shouldering his cross.
bow, marched away to the
“Rocky Mountains,” as he called
tho little knoll.

He pinned back the doors of
his tent with big catchpins, and
thon sat down on tho ground
Everything was dreadfully still ;
but the bright tin pail and tho
bottle of milk looked very com-
fortable in the soap-hox ounp-
buard, the brave cross bow, with
its pin pointed arrows, promised
sufety , whilc the blankets, sofa
cushion and the soft hay were
all that any reasonablo camper could ask
for.

But it was so dreadfally still] Not even
the smallest baby-breeze was etirring;
through a holo in the crumb-cloth shone a
star, and the star made out-doors seem
stiller yet. Paul anbuttoned one shoe and
then the other, and sat for a while listening.
Then, suddenly kicking off his shoes, he
scrambled under the blankets and lay
quite still Ho was a very small boy, and
gomehow camping out wasn't delightful in
overy way.

It wasnearly half-past cightt. Mamma
was knitting, the aunt wassewing, and the
big sistor was standing on the dictionary,
rehearsing her elocution oxercise. Nobody
but mamwma heard the back hall door open
ond the tiny feet go stealing up staira.
Whon the clocution exercise was over,
mamma said she must go and find the mate
to tho stocking she was knitting.

So sho went up stairs; but before look-
ing for tho stocking, she went into Paul’s
room. There, in the starlight, she saw the
brown curly head cuddled into its custom-
ary pillows She was u good and faithfal
muinms, and 8o she did not luugh—ont
loud She stooped over the half-hidden

sofa cushion for a bed; a tin pail full of heud and whispered, “ Wero you lonesome,

bread, cold meat, hard-boiled eggs, und {denr?” and Panl whispered Lack, * Kind
somo ginger breud and apples for lus,”i lonesume—and I heard somothing swul-

brenkfust; also a bottle of milk, a tin cup, ( lowing, very close to my head

And go I

a wooden plate, and n small packngo of ©Muo in. And—you won't tell, will you,

popper and salt.  Shothen gave him some
cotton to put in hisears—to keop out little
bugs and thinga, She had tho hired mon

ramma?”
Faithful mamma didn't “ tell "—not un-
til long afterward, when Paul had grown

to bo g0 old and 8o big that hs went *
camping * far away to tho Rocky
toinse -

And what was tho “swallowing ™
Paul beard so closo to his head ? 1
it must have been an imaginod n
Don't you 7—St Nicholas.

“THE LORD'S PART.

NANNIE had a bright silver dollar giv
bor. Sho asked hor papa to chango it in
dimes. _

* What is that for, dear?” ho askod,’

“So that I can geb the Lord's part
of it '

And when she got it in smaller
sho laid out one-tenth.

“ Thero,” she said, “ I'll keep that un
Sunday.”

And when Sundsy came, she went
the box for offerings in the church v
bule and dropped in—two dimes. ‘

“ Why,” said her father, as he heard
last one jingle in, “I thought you =i
you gave one-tenth to the Lord 7"

* I said one-tonth belonged to him,
I can’t give him what is his own. S, it
give him anything, I have to give hi
what is mine.”

HONOUR IN OUR BOYS.

THERE is great confusion in boys' x
tions of bonour. You should not go
your teacher with tales of your sch
mates, but when questioned by those i
suthority over you, parents, guardians
teachers, it is your daty to tell who did|
mischief, or broke a rule, no matter whi
result to yourself or how unpopular o
become. Boys have a false honour whid
hides mean and skulking actions in es
other, which ought to be ridiculed out«
thewn. The most cowardly injurics and it
justices among boys goos unchecked a
tho weaker are nbused and bullied in
wuy every deceat boy should resent, b
cause this fulse notion of comradeship lés
thom to lie, prevaricate, or kesp silepce
screen the guilty. Teachers and pares
ought to put down this ignorant, pet
“sense of honour" for something more i
telligont and upright Whea you ko
of u wrong, and keep silent about it wh
asked, you become a purtner in the wror
and responsible for the original meanns
It is o pity that boys and grown up peo
do not carry the same strictness of pr
ciple they show in screening buliies a
fraud into points of genuine honour &
courage.




