70

THE SUNBEAM.

“ N-no, auntie,” said Bessie, and
jumped up.

“ Where are vou going, Bessic /7

“1 am going to dress Rosumond and
Rosalie, my two next-best dolls, and give
them to Mary Flannagan and Katie
Humel ; and | 1hink I will shine the run
ners of my sled and give it t, Katie's
little brother, Johnny; for, thongh 1
dear]y love to coast down the hill, T think
that he will enjoy it more, for he has
never had a sled.”

And the little girl ran off, feeling happy
at the idea of making others happy, even
at some coet to herself.—Olive Plants.
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LOVING SERVICE.

A lady was walking home from a shop
ping excursion earrving two or three
packages in her hand, while by her side |
little bov.  The
little feet lu"l_';l!l to
a wailing voice arose:
“1's too tired! 1 want
wide home!™

her looked al

moeti

————————

walked her

weary: the lag, and
soon
sunu-h-d_\‘ to
let e

The vyt her, but there |
was no street-ear going in her direction. |

She took one of her jrar vls and gave it to
the ehild.

* Mamma is tired, too, and Willie must
help her to get home.  She is glad she |

little man to take
of her mu] Iu'}]v her to carry the

hM:'mﬂ_v the little fellow sir htened,
his step quickened, and he reachied for the
offered parcel, saying. stontly: “I'll tarry
‘em all, mamma.”

It was only the old, old lesson that our |
Fatber is always teaching us: “Is the |

has such a brave care |

bundles.”

then '

| as cross and unhappy

| ing haste

| langh, “1 wanted a },;ﬂ:‘\' to

child was | )

strained,
destroved hiz power of locomotion.
shivering passengers, some of them, ecom-
plained and scolded, and made matters
worse, until & happy thonght struck motor-

howeward way weary ¢ Try to lighten

and the loving serviee
smooth thine own [v;ﬂh."

[ another’s burdens,

shall

TWO DABIES

BY MARGARET AMOS,

Jessie was wheeling Baby Ned up and
down the sidewalk in his little cart
Baby laughing and erowing and
jumping np and down se hard that some-
times he nearly fell out, but looked
as a little girl ean

Wis
Jessie

look.

*I'm just tired of taking care of baby
all the time,” she said to herself. “1 wish
I was Florence Lee, she doesn’t have any
baby to “tend to.”

Just at that minute along came another
little girl wheeling a big earriage.

‘ Hello, Jr.~~i--.“ she
see my baby!”

*Why, it’s Florenee,”

to see the strange lm][\',

said. “ Come and

said Jessie, mak-

‘1 have to keep her covered up,”
Florence, “ it’s the
"”‘.“ - "l,_

Jessie, as the

first time she has been
she’s  asleep,”  whispere]
pretty robe was fulch'l] back.

play with so
this
nice as

badly
Only
Ned.”

“Oh!” said Jessie, and she was quite
still for a whole minute.

*Would vou like to wheel Ned for a
while ?7 she said.

*Wonldn't 117
put him in my carriage.

that mamma made me
she’s not nearly so

one.,

Baby

said Florence. “ Let's
We'll leave this
old rag doll in the eart in our yard.’

S ,...(.r rag baby was left all alone in |

ittle o .
> and the two little girls took turn !'-no of the stones, and splash went Luey

the ear
~u~1nn" the carriage with the real baby in
it, till before they knew it, dinner-time
had come.

“ I'm glad you’re not a rag baby, brother
Ned,” said Jessie as she lifted him out,
‘and T won't be eross any more when 1

have to take care of vou.”"—Jewels.

HELPFULNESS.

One day last winter, when snow covered

| the ground and a blizzard was raging, a
| Strect-car came

L'T.'u!l- t-f a lli“\‘i«]n,

to a standstil! en the up-

\ descendant of Ham,

with a mule of the same ebon hue
attached to a l!(‘:l\'”.\‘ loaded ecart, ob-
structed the track just ahead of us. The

driver whipped and goaded and encour-
zed, and the dumb beast tugged and

but in vain : the slippery stones
!

*Why, no, she's she’s a rag baby,
| Florence!’
“Yes,” said Florence, beginning to |

The current was turned on, the car gently
moved forward until it touched the rear

and mule up the hill.
from ear to ear, the passengers laughe
and :ql[»l:mdwl. and, as well as we couls
make
sides and ears moving to anda fre, the muls
himself was laughing heartily over th
novel experience. No doubt he vn_]u.(-d 1
thoroughly. The track was clear
and we ]':i*‘l-"l on oour wav.

Herein is a parable for Christian work
ers.  Don’t secld and complain at other-
who are struggling up the same hillside 2+
yourself, but give them a push. You help
vourzelf best by helping others. Obstruc
tions oceur <nn~!mt]\ on slippery track-
It is not oniy our business to reach our
journey’s end, but also to help those whon:
we pass on the way who need our help.
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LUCY’'S NEW SHOES.
One day Luey’s papa brought her home
| @ pair of beautiful new shoes, with paten:
leather tips that shone o brightly Luev
could almost sce her face in them.

Luey was very proud of them. She
put them on and tip-toed all around th.
room. While she was admiring them in
| this way, her mamma said, “ Luey, if you
go out to play, put on yvour old shoes.”

“Yes'm,” said Luey, and she reall:
meant to; but her brother Harry ecalled
her to come to the brook with him to sail
his boat. She forgot about her shoes till
something dreadful happened!

When they reached the brook Harry
wanted to cross to the other side, wher-
it was shady. He found some stones,
which he placed in the water for Luey

and him to step on. Harry skipped over,
and Lucy was following, when slip went

into the water.

“Oh, Harry, I've rined my new
shoes!” And coming out of the water,
she sat upon the bank and ecried.

“It’s all my fault,” said Harry; “I
ought to have helped vou across.’

“No, it’'s my fault,” said Lucy; “1

[ ought to h:m remembered what mamma

told me.”

Lucy went to the honse and told her
manma her trouble. Her mamma didn’t
scold her, but she said, “ I'm very sorry
my little girl's memory is so poor. She
has spoiled her new shoes in consequence.
But I'm glad she has come straight t»
mamma with her tronble. Now, it’s no
use to ery over what is done, your erving
won't make your shoes new again. Put

| on your old ones and go back to Harry
| and sail your boat.”

The |

Luey put her arms around her mam-
ma’s neck, and said, “ You're the dearest
mamma in the world!”” And I think she
was very sweet,

man and eondactor at the same momen . §

end of the cart, and quietly pushed cart §
The driver smile 1 §

out from his light step and shaking |
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