100

THE SUNBEAM,

GATHERING ORANGES.

Here is the picture of a woman who
lives on an island, far, far away from
here. This islond has & very sweet-sound-
ing name, Honolulu, and on this island
grows a fruit thab little boys and girls love
to eat. Can you guess what it is that this
womaan is picking ? It is oranges. Youses,
she is filling that odd-looking basket with
tho oranges, and then she will go to the
conoo that she has left near the water's
edgo, and she will paddle away with her
orangea to somo place where she can sell
tham. Santa Claus may buy some and
you may b Christmas time eat some of
the oranges from Honolulu, though nost
of the oranges we geb come from Califor-
nia and Florida. This poor woman and
many of her friends living in Honolulu do
not know anything about God, nor the
Bible, that secms very sad to think of. If
you have a peany onre in a while that you
want to spend in candy, don't you think
it would be better and would make you
feel really happier to save it and put it in
missionary box, that you may be able to
help in sending some one to teack these

r, ignorant peoplo to tell thom of
Yorus?

l but their words

p————

TOM AND;.NED.

Tom and Ned walked down the streeb
together on their way to Sunday-sshool.
Towm’s face was as brigat as the day itself,
but Ned's wore a scowl.

“ Father's never satisfied if I don't go to
Sunusay-school and church,” he grumbled.
“1 think it's pretty hard on a fellow to
keep him tied up so!”

“Why, don't you wanb to go?" asked
Tom. .
“Sometimes I don't, when it's a nice day
like this, and I want to have a walk and
a little fun with the boys There's Will
Lowson never goes to Sunday-school unless
he's & mind to, and I don't ses why my
father is so particular.”

“Its a pity that Will's father isn't moro
particular,” 8aid Torg, soberly. “ Youknow
what trouble Will got into a few Sundays
a o‘ll

B O that was only a little sporb!”

“ But it's the kind of sport nobody likes | i

to remember about a boy. And for my
part I am glad thab my father cares enongh
about me to want me to be in a safe place

havo dropped down inte tho Sunpzax (8
our boys und girls to resd and think aboolil
Sumetimes father's and mother’s des' 3%
« huvo you m tho nght placo seemy
'utt.lo vppressive, docsn't it ? T;y o
romembor s, they khoow the dangeiEs
,that wait fur you far botter than
ssibly can, and ib s becauss thoy
or you and love)very deprly thas th
try to shield you. It is not pleasans for.
parons to deny a,child what looks like @
g;enb ploasure to the child, and you m
sure ,whon it is done it always gi
ptz;in to tho parent’s heard. Do noé mal#
the pain greater by your unwillingness
yield to fg:l(:er‘e an’c,i mother’s wﬂFl:}n »
mattor! Remember, it is only love ibd
watchos over and tries to protecs!

A UENTLEMAN.
BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

1 RNEW him for a genusman
Ly signs that never fail ;
His coat was rough and rather worn
His cheeks were thin and pale—
A lad who had his way to make,
With little time for play:
I knew him for a gentleman
By certain signs to-day.

He met his mother on the street,
Off cane bis little cap. :

My door was shut, he waited there

ntil I heard his rap.

He took the bundlo from my hand,
And when I dropped my pen,

He sprang o pick it up for me—
This gentleman of ten,

He does not push and crowd along
His voice is gently pitched ;

He does not fling his books about
As if he were bewitched.

Ho stands aside to let you pass;
He always shuts the door;

He runs on errands willingly
To forge and mill and store.

He thinks of you before himsslf,
He serves you if he can;
For, in whatever company,
The manners make the man.
Ab ten or forty 'tis the same:
The mapner tells the tale,
And I discern the gentleman
By signs that never fail.,

-

HOW DO YOU PLAY?

VeRy little boys and girls may be Chri
tians. A little Christian boy rae$ a litti.
Christian zirl at the sea-shore, where bo
their mammaswere staying. When Charli
came to tell bis mother about Lis ne
playmate, he said: “She plays like
Christian, mamma.” When Dotty was tell
mf her mother about Charlie, she said
“ T am suro he is & Christian. I know
the way he plays.”

o mammss told each other aboud

on Sunduy.l']' bo ib i
And so the boys passed beyond hearing,
floated on ths air, and |

afterwards, and were glad that their lit
ones had each such a nice playmate.
How do you play, little people ?




