THE DIFFERENOCE.
BY ELIZAUETH R. BURNS.

*Wo boear a like namo,
And wo look just tho samo,”
Said ono *a" to anothoer small “a":
‘I mako others glad,
While you mako them sad
Will you teﬂ o tho reason, I pray.”
“I'd rather make’gay,”
Said tho poor littlo “a";
“ Bub I cannot, and therefore I weep.
Tho fault's not in me ;
It depends, as yousee,
On the company one has to keep.”
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BEING GOOD INSIDE.

“Mamms,” said a little girl one day,
“will you tell me how I can be good
inside 7"

“What do you mean?” asked her
mother,

“Why, I mean that I don’t have right
feelings in my heart. Papa calls me a
good girl, so does auntie, and almost every-
body ; but I'm not good at all.”

“I'm very sorry,” said the mother.

“Aund so am I” said Kitty, “but I
know that my heart i3 very wicked.
Wiy, mamma, when I was dressed to ride
yosterday and the carrisge came to the
door, yon remember that papa saic there
was 1o room for me. Well, I went into
tho house, and when you came back auntie
told you that I had been very good about
it. But she did not know. I didn't say
anything to her; but I went upstsirs, and,
though I didn't cry, Ithought very wicked
things. O mamma, won't you tell me how
I can be good inside 7"

Now, there aze a greab many children—

THTE SUNBEAM.

and grown.up people, too—who aro like
Kitty. They keop their lips from saying
bad things, but they cannot keejs theit
hearts from thinking and fecling what is
bad. The Biblo describes an evil man,
and says, ‘* As ho thinketh in his heort, so
is he” (Prov. 23.7); and it also tells us
that “tho heart is deceitful above all
things, and desperately wicked” (Jer. 17.
9). If we want to {e good inside, we
must gob our hearts changed. None but
Jesus can do this. Ho says: “A new
heatb also will I'give you, and a new spirit
will I put within you.” Make the fountain
ure; then will the streams which flow
rom ib be pure also. Let us pray like the
Pealmist: “COreate in me a clean heart, O
Qod; and renew a right spirit within me.”
(Psa. 51, 10.)

EGG-ROLLING AS I FIRST SAW IT.
BY MARGARET SPENCER.

Abraham Lincoln aud his little son
“Tad,” whom his father nicknamad * Tad-
pole,” lived in the White House when 1
first saw the egg-rolling on Easter Mon-
day. It was a great privilege to seo them
together—the sad-oyed man, and his small,
idolized, merxy boy. .

This Easter Monday Tad rushed in and
out the dining-room ab breakfasd time, up
and down the stairs, to the kitchen, until
his mother exclaimed, “ Tad, what are you
doing? Do let your father alone a
minute!”

Bareheaded and breathlees he rusic in
again, shouting: “See, father! Sce these
beau-ti-ful eggs! Cook has dyed them!
two dozen! One for me, and one for lame
Tommy ; he's spending the day, aud Isaac
hag just earried cub your big cheir for him,
under the trees—and--and, father—you
see he can lean over and roll down eggs
spiendid —and—oh i they are beauties.”

Tad’s father had a wonderfal smile; all
the world talked about that rare smile.
Mer. Lincoln took one of the treasures from
its bed in the willow basket, and said:
“My son, Uncle Sam’s chickens will have
to be spry this week: any left for
rations?” He laid his long fingers on the
little boy’s head with a mute caress, and
with love’s approval in his wonderful eyes.

“0 Lawd, dar he cum! dar is Mass’r
Linkum! Bress him! De Lawd bress
him!” shouted the old coloured people
who had gathered to the egg-rolling, and
to catch one glimpse of their best friend.

Tad tugged at his father's sleeve, until
the big chair was reached, and shiuing-
eyed, happy Tom had received a gentle
good-morning, and a warm handsheke
from Tad's father. Tommy's father was
killed in battle, his mother was at work in
the Treasury, and big-hearted, generous
Tad becams the comrade and best friend
of the little lame boy. The two boys
lunched on the south piszzn; lsasc helped
Tommy up the stone steps, and when the
sun set, and the air grew chill, Tad
shouted up to the Cabinet room, * Father,
look out the window! Tommny's eggs

have picked all mine hkat twol” and
Abraham Lincoln leaned out tho windo v
and smiled, and bowed to the peoply,
whose shouts and cheers rang will,
Tommy waved his crutch and Tad swuny
his cap, and tho old slave faces beamod,
and tgey shouted * Hurrah for Maasc
Linkum. Bress him!"” '

How long ago! Both little comradis
went homo one Easter month, and the:rr
fathers #—ono dead from the White Houca
—ono from the battle-field.

WINNING HONOUR.

A cup of water timely brought,
An offered easy-chair,

A turning of the window blind
That all may feel the air;

An early flower bestowed unasked,
A light and cautious tread,

A voice to softest whispers hushed
To spare an aching head—

O, things like these, though little things,
The purest love disclose,

As fragrant atoms in the air
Reveal the hidden rose.

POSITIVE AND NEGATIVE,

“] say, Bob, it's a shame $he way Jim
Jones is going on.”

“Why, what's the matter with Jim? I
saw him_yesterday on the dock, and he was
all right,” said Bob.

“Porhaps he was then, but as I was
passing old Bill's suloon yesterday morn-
ing 1 saw him coming out, and I said,
‘Hello, Jim, what wers you doing in
there 7’ and he said, * None of your busi-
iness, Tom Brown.”” ™

“I'm sorry,” said Bob, “but maybe he E
was not doing anything. He is real clover, §
and kind of proud too; only his father is §§

such a drankard that his home is not B

much of a place to stay in when the day's &
work is'done.” o

“Well,” said Tom, “I told him he ought
to be ashamed of himself to be seen around |
such a place, and he walked offin a huff.” §

“Seems to me,” said Bob, “that that g
was what my Sabbath-school teacher calls B
the negative way of showing the right. §
Jim is not of our set, but he is a good- §
hearted fellow. Now my mother thinks §
that boys must have company and amuse- [

mend, 80 every week I have some of the [

boys in for an evening. Mother makes §
good lemonade, and doesn't she make goad §
cake! I believe I'll try the positive §
method on Jim, and ask him wup for next
1\)Vednesday. Mother is just lovely to R
Oys." .
S0 Jim came, not once, but many times,
until the buauty of the pure Christian
spirit that filled the air of this home was
breathed into his own life, filling him with %
higher aspirations after a true life; for-
getting evil in thoughts of yood; and to- §
ay Jim Jones is a highly respected busi- §
ness man in the city of L—.
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