14

THE SUNBEAM.

OUR SUNDAYSCHOOL PATERN.
IPNIPAK  FORTAUR I KER
Tho boat, the chee pest, the most entertattung, the lmt Jupnlar,

020y
2 00

Chyimtian Guepdivg, weekls . .
Metooslist Mugazing, ‘0 ppe, metthls . llusteated

Meth mlint Magazitie aned Casnfian tgthier b
T Wewlevan, Hdifan, wia ks 2w
~ ol sy Sebiool Bavner, 32 pp #vo, monthiy [

Voroan Leat Quarterdy, 10 e s 0w

Qe rly Heview Borva e 3y thavaar, 2ie o dozen, §2

perios, {nrq-un-y, e ailoren, bie per 100,

s upd deheol, % PP oAb, fortui hitly, single coples 0
Lo sa thantt N copion . e e 0
Over 20 cophs o e o o 0Sl

Plea-ant Honrs, 8 pp 410, forttigltly, singlo coples.. . 0 30
Lasathan Dyeoplee  Liliis o nees srae 0 2%
Over 20 caplea . .o

Sunbeam, fottulhtiy, b« than 0 capien e 015
Zreopies and upwands . 0

Happy Dass, fortnizntly, lean than 20« oplee . 0L
20 coplet ad upwards 0 o1

Betcan Laoaf, monthily, 10 coples jermonth ... . . bl

Aldress: WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Boek & Pablishinge Haouse,
T an, hang St Last, lorotito
C.W “arrre, S P Hpenm,
3 Bleury SMrect, Wasleyan fook omn,
M nteeal Nadar, N 8

The Sunboam.

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 12, 1887.

THY BOAT RACE.

“MixE's the biggest; mine will sail the
best; now see!” said Henry Burt. *See,
her sails fill with the wind;” and Henry
gave his pretty little boat a push which
uearly capsized her.  Annie, watching from
the sand, sprang forward as if to catch it.

“Don't worry, Sis; it won't upset. Mind
you don’t tumble in yourself and get a
ducking.”

“1 don’t care,” said Charley Dunn; “mine
sails real nice. 1 tried it yesterday ; there’s
no breeve to-day.”

“ P’ut them down side by side,” said Paul,
Heury's big brother, “and have a race.”

“Oh yes! a race! a race!” cried both
the boys, and little Annie clapped her tiny
hands.

‘The Loys put their boats side by side, and
gave them a chance. The wind was not
very brisk, but they kept moving. As
Henry’s would go the fastest, Charles began
to feel badly.

“Give her a push,” said Henry.

“ That would not be fair.”

“Yes, ‘twill, if I tell you to. I don't
want to beat you, Charley,” said Henry in
a low voice.

Paul told the folks at home that evening
about the race. “It was unlike any other
I ever heard of,” said he ; “Henry didn't
waut to beat: in fact, he tried not to.”

“Thats hike Henry, he's so generous,”
sanl mamma; * I'm glad of it.”

When she went up to bed with her lit 1o
boy she asked him about it,

“Why, you see, mother, Charley would
have felt so bad if I had gone ahead! He'd
have cried, I know, for he was almost crying
once or twice. So 1let him give his boat
a push.  You know he’s ever so much

younger than I am; and don't you think
wo ought to give the littlest ones the best
chance 7"

Mamma kissed her boy and thanked God
in her heart that Henry was so generous and
noble,

“Yes, dear,” she said, “always give the
littlest ones the best chance. You'll be all
the happier for it.”

TWO GENTLEMEN.

1 saw two young gentlemen on a street
car one day. One of them was grown up,
He was handsomely diessed in a gray
busiuess suit, and very neat kid gloves and
fino boots. The other was about twelve

“| years old. His jacket had szveral patches,

and needed were, and his shirt was of brown
cotton, and not very clean, Do you wonder
how I kuow he was & gentleman? I will
tell you.

The boy went through the car to give
some message to the driver. Ags e returned
he gave a little jump through the door, and
as he did so his foot touched the grown
gentleman’s knee and left a little mud on
it Turning around on the platform, he
raised his hat, and said, very politely, in a
clear tone, * Please excuse me.”

Then the other geutleman bowed in his
turn, just as he would have done to one of
his own age, and said with a pleasant smile,
“ Certainly.”

The Iroquois Indians—many of them are
very fine gentlemen—say sometimes of a
rude person, “ His mother did net teach
him manners when he was young.” I am
inclined to think that the mothers of both
these young gentlemen had taken a great
deal of pains with their manuers, because
their politeness came go naturally and easy
—Selected.

TOMMY'S VERSE,

Tommy TILTOX was to go to church for
the very first time, onme bright Sunday
morning. His heart was as full of sunshine
as was the day, as he walked along with
grandpa and grandma toward the village
meefing-house. Grandpa carried a book;
so Tommy must have one, 0. The book
was almost as big as he, buc what did he
care for that? He was almost a man to-
day. Tommy walked into the church very
soberly, and tried to keep very still. But it
was a tired little boy that went home at noon;
for the seats were not made for little people

like him, and Tommy was not used to|8

sitting still, But the boy learned one
thing that day that he never forgot. It
was this short verse: “I love them that
love me, and thoze that seek me early shall

find me” “Why,” said Tommy, as with
bright eyes he told his mother of all the
doings of the morning, “the minister said it
over 50 mauny times, it wouldu't go away”
“ Why, yes,” said grandma, * that was the
text” Tommy went with grandma every
Sunday after that.

A CHILD'S QUESTION.

My little wonder eyes,

This world is strange and new,
Besides, from out the skies

Great thoughts drop down to you,

The qneation is so deep,
That none have solved it yet ;
There, now, please go to sleep.

“How di? G:d make you,” pet? H

Aud “ who made God " my pet ?
“What are we when we die?”

“ Does God sometimes forget 7"
“ And is he always nigh ?”

No one made God, my dear,
And he is everywhere,

Therefore is always near,
And has you in his care;

And if you die to-night,
Angels and Maud will come,
Flying on wings of light
To bear you safely home.
—1Xtev. A. N, Craft

CROWNING CHRIST.

A TEACHER described to her Sunday
school class of small boys the crown ¢
thorns that was put on the brow of Chris
in his mock trial. Shortly after, one of the
class was discovered twining a wreath o
rare flowers. RBeing asked what bhe wa
doing, he replied, “ Long ago Jesus wore:
crown of thorns, and even died for me; ant
now I am making him a wreath to shos
how much I love him.” The flowers w:
should put in & wreath for Christ's brox
are love, faith, and obedience. He sail
« If ye love me, keep my commandments’

EATING LIKE TRAY.

“ FATHER,” said little Josie Dick, “Tra
is a naughty dog; you must whip him
“Why whip poor tray? What has bk
done ?” asked his father. “Why, fathe
he ate his dinner and didn’t ask a blessing’
Mr. Dick then told Josie that little dog
did not know how to ask a blessing as boy;
could. Some days after Josie went to hi
randmother’s. On his return, being ask
what sort of a time he had, he replied th
he had a very nice time, but he addes
“ Grandma ate just like Teay.” Ah, grand
ma! do net omit the blessing; the lit

boys are looking at yow.




