
50 THE SUNBEAM.

raliiii im ecititg. tlîo operation tif .4hotng
thcîîî in a lurcli l'ark canoo 'ti doubiy -to
An the frail birciî.hark neara the rapid
froin ainve', ail ili .~inLThe 'Ilc n't f4kilfui
voy-ageur ttits on Uii het'ls in the lxw of
tieo canne, the. ne!xt hc'4t ctrnnf miriiarly
p!accd lu the stemn. Th'le IK'u.,mÎuan licerm
tstritiiht nlîc'ad wvîtl a glanco like thit of
an cagle. 'l'lie canue. sieoiflng li-ke a
cocklemlil in itn frailty, 8iicntiy approach"<
the. rissi whoe wetter,4 gli>appnar fro.si view.
On tihe very edge (if Vie. siol it the UW
mai Fuitii y staînds upt, and ifling for-
witrd lus iîead. pecirs ciageriy iow the
cddving rushl, then fails uiponl hiskaes
aLgain. Witliout turninlg his hiead for ain
instant. the Hscf'nt lani aeliiîî! lîjnt
Bignaks iL4 warning te the stcersîaîan. Now
thoera i8 no tiiiie for thought; ne cye is
quick cnough te trAke in the rushing scorie.
Thora aire iîtrangc currents, unexpcctcd
whirls, axnd bnckward eddics and rock-
rocks rough andl jaggcd, sînooth, slippery
and poîi îed-and through ail thiis the
canne glanccs like an arrow, dips liko a
%'ild 1ird duwn the~ wing of thec storin.

Ail this tiine flot a word is spoen, but
every now andi rgain, thero is a quick twist
of the bow paddle ta e(lge lier off saine
rock, tu pot lier full throughi sorno boiling
billow, te hoid lier steady down the siope
of soine tlîundtring chauto.
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TH.E PROîKEN BRANCI.

lty I'ASSY.
"'It is brok,. ai "' said Nfinnie sorrow-

fuliy. She bel i in bier hand a beautiful
branch frein a gr.îlevine.

IlYos," said her father, Ilthe storrn lut
night broe k ofl; :t was a thrifty branch
and wouid have borne inany grapes."

IlC&n't yen tic it on again, father?"
le<Oh!" I said ber brother Nelson.,I "den't

ynui know auîiy Iletter tlaan that> "ou
cati t Lic oaaicie,(n tiat have bven liroken
<(il' tloeve got te it. 01n the' ville if ticy
aitiotnt toa>unytlaing. Ail iL iq good for
Flow isi oLe obtirsîw."

I 'oor l'ràtnecb." said 1)1 innie ; t iL hd
pretty greeni Ica% es4 and now tiuey ailt wiil
(lie."

.Ju4t theoi they 'î'ere called to breakfast.
Wl'hcn tlîcy lind finishcd fuither calied
MIiînio to mit leiei idu anti li.ton cuxro*
fuily whitlie hond front the Bible. This
iI part of whîat ho read

IlI fini Lhe vine, yc arc the branches:
Ile that ahideth in îne, and I in hiss, the
the sainle bringctb forth niuciî fruit. for
withoîît une yc cati (Io nothing. If a mnai
ahide not in <ne, ho is eust forth as a
braîîch, and j>. withered."

IlFither," said hMinnie, "l that is ail
about our grapevine."I

«It is li o our grapevine," said father,
"but, 3 oaî sec, Jesu8 is talking about
people;- he enlia birnacif the vine, and bis
chiidren the branches. You saw what
happened te Vie brandi that broko froin
the vine ? I

"But, fatbcr, how could people break
away frorn Jeass?"I

deListcn, dear, te another Bible verse.
' If ye keep my commandrnents, ye sbail
abide.' People who are not trying te do
as Jesus says are like the broken grape-
vine."

".Nelson," said Mlinnio te bier brother, a
littie whi!e% cter, "are you a broked-off
vine, or do yeu holong te Jesus ? l'ni go-
ing te grew cioàe te Iiim always."

EDITH'S DOLLY.
DY B. Bl. WALKER

"I've told you ýver se rnany tinies,
Dorotby Wilson Greene," said Dorothy's
niother, '«' hat you rnust' sit stili and not
mun about se. Wittl you be good now
white I talk te Mrs. Brown ?"I

Dorothy's bine eyes starcd serenely inte
space, for alie was a very quiet and
obedient dolly, in spite of wbat her mis-
tresa said, and as she made ne violent
efforts te get down froîn the high chair,
Editb thought sho was sale.

"lDees your child give yen much
trouble ?"I asked ])orothy's rnotber's real
unother, ~'or is flood?

IShe s dood,"t answered Edith, "'cept.-ihe
mnakes tee much noise."

IlThat's a good sign," said the reai
niether; " lthat mens she isn't sick."

"'She isn't sick now," said Editb, "lbut
shels had whooping-cougb and croup. The
doctes camne every day."

IlThat's tee bail, Mrs Greene; but I'm
gladi she got ever lier troubles safely."

Dorotby Wilson Grceno's dangers were
net ail frein whooping-congb and croup,
howevcr. Baby Grace was playing tee
near the high chair. There came a sudden
crash ard a wail, and Baby Gace, high
chair and Dorethy were in a bcap on te
floor.

IThere? Mother's kissed the bumps
weil, said the reai mother, who had res-
cuod her baby girl first,

;race's hurt wmq partly frigbit nit the
.itilenne. of the tumble, anxd lier inother si

voico FootiICd lier. Sue turned tcair-fillcd
eycs Le Edith, who sat hiolding poor
I orothv.

Poor I )rothy! lier burps wcr moe
sieriou8, hein g natie on doli ttfrinstead of
3'iel(ing flash. ler cyes woro knockcd
in anti lier nose wvas gene.

Ealitb's face Bhowed bow sorry she wui.
Orace feit that she bad ben naughty, and
tilipping down, alla strctcbed lier armas te
take l)orethy.

"M.)othier, kis>. Dorofy weli toe," abe
said.

Mother couidn't do that, but she cein-
forted the littie metbcer's boart, and one
day a new heaid, with sîiiiing blue eyea.
waa I)rothy's again.

DAISY AND THE BIRDS.
Somectimea littie cbiidrcu who want te

be kind de things that are vcry cruel be-
cause they do net know botter.

Dais3' Wells ioved iairds botter than any
other pets. She nover forget te give lier
caxnry lais sceds, bis water, or bis bit of
fresh greens.

One day Ned Wilson, a big boy, wha
was net se bad as ho was thoughtlesa,
cimmbed a tree in Daisy's yard and brenght
down te 'ner a nest full of young robins.

Daisy %vas delightcd and wondered wby
the notier bird screaimed shriiiy and
whieele&. round and round in sncb a crazy
way. She wvanted bier te aiight and ait
Eui-t'y on bier abonider as bier pet Dick,

thecanary, ofteu ued te ait.
Iu a moment or two Msrs. Wells heard

the sobinis cry and hurried te see what
bad happened. She caiied Ned Wilson
and made bim put back the noat as secureiy
as ho couid, hoping the poor mother bird
weuld be confortod te find ber littie ones
sale and sound.

Then she teld Da.isy the great differ-
ence between pet canaries and robins. She
talkcd te Ned about the cruelty ef ateaiing
nests until hoe realized. it as ho nover had
bef ose. Ho promnised bier nover again te
meddlo witb one, and aise te prevent other
beys when hoe couid.

THE DUSTMAN.
The dustrnan's coniing on bis rounds

And throwing lots of dust
In baby's sieepy littie eye-

It doesn't huirt, I trust.

The littie Jimpled fingera try
Te mub it ail away,

Butf-. the hiaby's prctty cyca
The dust prefers te stay,

And thon cornes sncb a sioepy yawn,
And such a beavy sîgb!

And Mr. Dustuau throws soine more
Iu cither littie oye!

But ne more dust be'11 throw to-uigbt,
For baby's vory wise-

Sbe's gnee te 8ioep and safely shut
Beth aieepy litteé eyea


