THE SUNBEAM.

THE SICK LAMB.

THE SICK LAME.
Here is a sad case, indeed  The littde
girl’s pot laomb has lost it- appetite, and
something must certainly b

with it

very uch
when = an alarming
Bt the littd

the eare

symptom as that appears.
nurse will no doubt

cessfully.  Don’t you think, ai any rafe,

she 15 na fair way o \]!._; the ‘!l}lh.\
appetite of the little ercature into active
serviee again !

PAUL

IN THE ROCK)Y

TAINS

Once there was a little boy who all sum

MOUN

nier long had been very anxious to camp

ont over might. Behind his mother's hous

was a large garden as large as a whole

city block—-and at the far end of it was
knoll or Lill, with rocks er
hill that
Pau! wished to camp. for from

a little ppin
little

there the

was ‘n'hin'l this

ont. It

f sight and it would
be ] truly -‘.'ml]'in‘_'.“ So }:i\
mother gave hnn a large u].] ernmb-eloth
for a t i pair of blankets and a sofa
i a tin patl full of bread,
hard-botled  «

a bed:

aws, and  some
and apples for his breakfast ;
i a wooden
plate, and a small package of pepper and
salt.

gingerbread

also a bottle of wmilk, a tin

prt in his ears

to keep ont
little bugs and
things,

She had the
Bived man help
drive the stakes
f.’l-lru the
crumb-eloth
over them.
“The hired man
of his own
accord brongnt
from the barn
a large bundle
of hiay to spread
under the
blankets, so as
to make a com-
fortable  bed.
By  twilight
everything was
ready, and
Paul kissed llls
mother, his
aunt and his
lli;_' sister gmu]-
bye, and shoul-
dering his
cross-bow,
marched away
to the “ Rocky
Mountains,” as
he called the
little knoll.

He pinned
back the doors of his tent with big catch-
pins, and then sat down on the ground.
Everything was very still, but the bright
tin pail and the bottle of milk looked very
comfortable in the soap-box cupboard ; the
brave with its  pin-pointed
prumi«ml 5;11.('(.\': while the
Wankets, sofa-cushion and the soft hay
were all that any reasonable camper could
ask for.

But it was so dreadfully still! Not
cven the smallest baby-breeze was stir-
ring: throngh a Lole in the erumb-cloth
<hone a star, and the star made out-doors
scem stiller vet. Paul uabuttoned one
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. He was a
very small boy, and somehow camping
out wasn't delightful in every way.

It was nearly half-past eight. Mamma
was knitting, the aunt was sewing, and
the big sister was standing on the diction-
ary rehearsing her elocution exercise. No-
body but mamma heard the back hall door
open and the tiny feet ge stealing up-
staire. \When the elocution lesson was
over, mamma said she must go and find
the mate to the stocking she was knitting.

So she went up-stairs; but before look-
ing for the stocking, she went into Paul’s

and

eross-bow,

arrows,

shoe

She then gave him some cotton to ' room. There in the starlight, she saw the

brown enrly head euddled into its cus-
tomary pillows.  She was a good and
faithful mamma, and so she did not laugh
out loud.  She stooped over the half-
Pidden head and whispered, ** Were you
loncsome, dear?” and Paul whispered
back, ** Kind of lonesome—and 1 hear |
something swallowing very close to mp
And =0 I came in. And
won't tell, will you, mamma ¢”

Faithful mamma didn’t * tell "—unot
uatil long afterward, when Paul had
grown to be so old and big that he went
* truly camping” far away to the Rocky
Mountains,

And what was the “swallowing ” that
Panl heard so elose to his head ? T think
it must have been an imaginary noise.
Don’t yvou?

head. you

THE DROPPED STITCH.
Grandmother sat in her easy chair,
Knitting a little girl's stocking;
And she didn’t know that she dropped a
stitch,
Whi'e she sat there knitting and rock-

ing.

But by and by, when the stocking was
worn,
There appeared a great hole in the knee
of it,
Which grew till the little girl found to
her shame,
The hole was all people could see of it.

A little girl went to school one time,
But to study she didn’t feel willing;
So she sat and played without thinking
then
Of how much time she was killing.
'
But when she at last to womanhood grew,
She found toe late to her sorrow,
That the lessons unlearned were
stitches she’d dropped,
And n2 mending time eould she borrow.

the

So, now, little friends, you'd better take
heed
improve every
niches,
For life is too short for you to make up
For any lost time or dropped stitches.

And hour with its

FRETTERS.

A little girl who was a fretter had been
visiting me. She fretted when it rained,
and she fretted when the sun shone. She
fretted when little girls came to see her,
and she fretted when they did not. It is
dreadful to be a fretter. 1 have lately
come across a short rule for fretters:
Never fret about what you cannot help,
because it will not do you any good.
Never fret about what you can help, he-
cause if you can help it do so.




