THE SUNBEAM.
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1. Togrz is the pitchor full of sweet
milk, and there they are on she floor long-
ing for a $asto of that milk. How are
they %o get ib? Blackie and Whitie sit
and think.

A SMART BIRD.

WuzN the lapwing wants to procure
food, whas do ycn think he does? He
seoks a worm-hole, and stamps the ground
by #he eide of i% with hia feat, juss as big
boys do when they wans to get worms for
fishing. After doing this for a little while,
the bird waits for $he worm $0 come out cf
ita bole, Ié is surs #o come when the
ground trembles, to ges ont of the way;
bud the bird is all ready fo seiz3s him, and
thas is the Jash of $he worm

These birds aiso go tv mule-bills. They
know the moles are always looking for
worms to eab, and sometimes frighten
them Then thoy come up above the
ground, and are quickly seized by $§he lap-
wing. A boy or girl could ao$ be smarter
than thas.

A SUPZRINTENDANT, in addressing his
Sabbath-school, said: “ Were I to inquire
of you the way to the next town, you
would no doubd be able to tell me; but
should I ask of you the way to heaven,
what answer would you give me?” He
paused, aad a very little girl rep'ied:
“Jesus Christ, sir, is tho way”
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2. B nciie is & good-natured rivten and
ngrees 30 do a8, Whitkie suggesis, and ghere
he i3 with tho jug between his paws aj
last. Naughty Jittle Whitio sits smiling
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. SWINGING IN DREAMLAND.

SwiNG, baby, swing o dreamland,
There, sweob, in slumbering,
My song will blond in weom-land
Wish songa $he angels sing;
Thy hammock will be golden

And like the creecont moon,

! And in 148 hollows folden

Thou wilt be salling soon.

Go swinging, swinging, swinging,
High up among $he efars ;
At mother's wish upspringing
Shall sleep le$ down $he bars;
Altho' thy hammock golden
Is like fhe crescent moon,
Thou wilt, in my arms holden,
Wake bright and laughing soon.

PIERRES EGGS.

PiERRE, Jacques, and Louisa were litile
Swiss children. One evening Pierre
brough’ home six eggs that ho found under
a bush. “I am afraid that they are nob
good,” said his motker, * bub I will pud
them under the black Spanish hen and we
will ses. Now, Piorre, while we waié for
popa, soy $hat long texd of yours that I
may 8ee whether you know it.”

Pierre pus his hands behind him and
stood up in front of his mother o racite.
“ A good man oud of $he good treasure of
his heart bringeth forsh that which 1s good,
and an evil man out of the evil treasurs of
his hears bringeih forth snad which is evil,
for out of the sbundance of his mouth his
hears speaketh.”

“ What does it mean ?” asked Louisa

* 1% means tha$ if your hesrd ie right
you will do righs things; if your heart ia
naughty you will do wrong things. You
will speak oué whatever your heary is full
of. Bub it means, too, my darlings, thay if
yaur hearts are full of love, your mouths
will speak sweet, kind worda such as 1
beard in the barn #o-day.

“ You are like Pierre's eggs, children.
Sos how fair and clean they are outside;
one looks as good a3 another, bnt we
cannot tell whetber black or white chicks
will como out. So I can’t see what
thoughts are growing in your hearts;
whon they come oud of your mouths they
may be something black and sinfal, or

good and sweet.”
. The eggs were pud under the bleck
. Spauish hen, and every day the children
“locked icts the lumber roow whore sho sas
. in her basket $0 seo if the chicks had come.
Onc morniog thoy heard some suft litile
i sounds, like “ poep, peep, posp,” and there
were the egg-shells on she floor and four
, little chickens in the basket,
¢ See one is almost white like a good
thougle;’ cried Louisa, and she caughs 1t
up and kissed it. The boys laughed, but
they looked sober when they saw how
much black $hore was abous the others
Thas they might always rememker the
lesson they had learned from $he eggp,
their mother soggested that they should
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4. Poor Blackie has fallen in%o $he
god for him and is caughd by the »
Bridgeb.

A BEAUTIFUL WORLD.

A LADY gad before a window one o
ing wabching $he moon as ib rose h
and higher, making a path of sllver
the trees.

Little Willie elimbed into the lady
and looked ou$ soberly. Pretby soc
said, “ Where are the angels, auntls
don'$ see them ¢arrying the people d
Porbaps Willie had been #old #hat
angels bring us when we come #o livg
earth. No wonder he $hought the
path was jush fis for angels’ feet!

How good our Father is to give us
a beautiful world! Look up ad ¢ha
sky; then look at the green fislds
trees. There is a siream of brighd
falling over rocks. Everything is beav
God made it all for us o enjoy. :

Do we ever thank him for $he beag
world he has given us?

Brs there is a fairer world shan
We shall see i some day if wo love [
obay God in #his life. ’

WE have heard of a mission bands
“ Fragmen$ gatherers.” They went az
anong their relatives and church fry
and gathered all the old rags, pape
iron, I$ was wonderful how fasi
“fragmends” were made into pennies
how the pennies grew into dollurs fo
missionaries :
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i And Whitie gets just whal

on the floor, for he sees what will happen.

name the white one “ Love,” and $he others
Do you?

been licking his lips £ inco
“ Passion,” *“ Greedy * and “Duncs.” m fizeh, © Do iOT ever since h

] shem firss.




