THE SUNBEAM,

MYSTIFIED MOLLY.

Dip you ovor see a cat look so funny in
all your lifo? Sitting there with grand-
ma’s epectaclos on as if she were reading
from that took But it is no use trying
to mako us bolicve that, for we can see
that sho is only looking at tho bird. That
18 8 favourite pusition of hera, she often
sits hiko thab.  You lhio's sho must be a
very well bruaght ap cat or she won!] try
to tear Dickie to pieces. Well, I am
gomng to let you into a secret.  She did
make o spriog ab him once, nc doubt with
tho hopo of having o aice morsel for din
ner. Bub _ome huw or other she found
that Dickie was not like other birds (for,
between you and me, he is a stnffod hird)
as ho did not try to get away in the least,
and he felt hard, ard, on the whole, M olly
(that's the cat's name) thought he would
not make very good eating So she let
him alone, and now that poor Dickie has
been smoutbed out and set up again io his
place, she has o babit of sitting ana star-
ing at him, as if she had never yet been
able to make out what kind of a bird he ix

.

THE BOY AND THE BISHOP.

I REMEMBER a story of o wise man say-
108 o golden word to arough,¢ccfing, young
fellow on a village rond. Bishop Wilber
foren wus walking along, and some youths
were standing talking and langhing, and
they called oud impudent things to the
good man, One of thom said “ Which is
the way to hecaven, maister?” The
Bivhop might havo grons along and taken
no notice, but he did not. Ho looked
quietly at theyoung impu-lents, and hesaid,
“I will tell you. Do you,” ha gaid, “ take
u shatp tarn to the right, and then keop
straight on.  Phut’s the way to heaven.”

THE LUST KNIFE.
tY LARENCE B WOODUI'RY
A Trus Story

OUNE besutiful snmmer aftornoon twy
boys were flying a kite 1 .their grand-
father's field in a littlo Maine village,
whoro they wero sponding part of their
vacation.

Goorge was ten years old, and was the
dol of seven year-old Fred who thought
that his Lrother was almost a man, and
know onough to bo ono asnyway. The
boys were very happy on this particular
aftarouun, ae grandpn bad just given each
of them a tine new pocket-kuorfe with two
tharp blades and protty ivory handles
which they were fond of, nob alone be.
cause of their value, but also because of
the giver, for, thoy loved their grandpa
very dearly.

The wind blew briskly as the boyas pub
up the kite, and GQeorge soon saw by its
leaps in the air that a longer “tail” was
needed to balance it properly, so he set to
work with some strips of newspaper und
somo stout twine to make the “tail” longer.
Qeorge used his new knife to cut the twine,
and when the Kite was ready to fly again,
the knife was ieft lying ia the long grass
where he lash dropped it.

The kite went up beautifully the second
time, and tho two boys passed a very
happy hour in running about in the big
tield and watching the gracefui nuvements
of their kite in the air. When George
was winding up the kite string, after pul-
hng down the kite, Fred saw him put his
hand 1nto his pucket and then heard him
shout with ularm. “O Fred! I've lost
my aew kmfei and I never can find it in
this g field with the long grass!” and
then he aimost sobbed in his effort to
keep the tears back

Nothing was more serious to Fred than
to see bis brother in trouble, and be counld
not help erying himself. The losing of o
knife was a very serious matter to boys of
their age, and they at once began an
almost hopeless search for it, for they did
not know where to look, and could only
wander about with the fuint hope of find-
10g the piace where the knife bad been

dropped.
As Fred walked slowly along, this

thought came into his mind: “ Why not
ask God to help me?” So this little
boy sat down in tho grass and asked God
to belp him find the lost knife. After
opening his eyes, he had taken but a few
steps when he saw the knife lying in the
gross before him, just where George had
dropped it
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Two bappier boys would have been hard
to tind, as the brothers wound up their
kite string and left the fiold, and over
aftor this, tho blcssed promise, “ Ask und
yo shall roceive,” meant more o both of
the boya than evor bofore.

THE CORAL

UNDER the sea, 1n its sandy bed,
(Grow beautiful corals, white and red,
Baby's rattle and necklace too

Once far down in the ocoan grow.

Seamen guther these treasures rars,
Which psople prize and so often wear
But did yon know in each starry cell
A tiny ammal onco did dwell

Millions labour in harmony,

And bmld their cities under the sea,
Coral cities, of white and red,
Under the sea in ite sandy bed.
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SPINNERS AND WEAVERS,

Div you koow thab all the silk in the
world 8 made by very little wormst
These creatures have a machine for apin.

ning ib. They wind the silk, too, as well
as spin it The curious cocoons the worms
make are wound with eilk. Men take
them to factories, where they are unwound
and made into the beautiful silke you and
your mother wear.

The spider is also aspinner. His thread
18 much finer than the silkworm's. It is
made up of a great many threads, just like
a rops of many strands. This is ths
spider’s rope, that ho walks on. He often’
swings on 1t, too, to see how strong it is
I:d you ever see & spider drop { m some
high place? How his spinning machins
must work !

The wasp makes his paper nesb out of
fibers of wood. He picks them off with
his strange little teeth, given him for the
purpose, and gathers fthem into a nead
bundle,

When he has enough, he makes them
into = soft pulp in some strange way.
This pulp is very much like that used by
men in making our; .per. Very likely the
waosps taught them how, becauss they ars
the oldest puper-makers in tho world.

This pulp he weaves into the paper thdh
forms his nest. You must look for one,
and see how much it is like the common
brown paper we use to wrap bundles &
The wasps work together, so thab it take
but very hittle time to build u nesb.




