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A DONKEY-

BOY’S STORY.

Hafid had al-
ready had an un-
usuaily eventful
history for an
Egyptian by,
and now he was
many  hundred
miles from the
sunny land of his
birth.

Few Egyptian
boys ever travel
as far from their
homes as Hafid
had, but then he

was an unusually

bright boy, and
by his obliging

and quick-witted
ways had won for
himself his ad-
vant. ges.

Haiid was once
our donkey-boy
in Egypt, and we
always think of
him as we first
remembered him
—his dark, in-
Irl]ig-*n'. face and
bright smile peer
ing from wunder
his gay turban.

AN

A few words of Englizh he had already |
picked up from the travellers who had
patronized him, and we soon found thathe |

”:‘-i he |

was always eager to learn moie.
been lazy or indifferent, like many donkey

bovs, he would not have found the same

good friends who would help him to study.
As it was, our party brought Hafid with

them on their return to our own country,

and he is now in a Christian school, mak-
ing his way to be a famous man.

A CAT OF PRINCIPLE.

This cat story, given by an exchange,
goes directly against the common belief
that a cat will kill birds, and it is of no

use to try and prevent her. It is not an un-
eommon thing for puss to show signs of a
guilty conscience when she has just fin
ished eating a nice bird, but this cat had a
conscience beforehand.

EGYPTIAN

| der the eaves of an

DONKEY-BOY.

In the mountain
districts of Pennsyl
wo wrens had
built their nest un

old farm-house, and
there they reared a
small and
ing family. Among
the members of the
farmer's househ
was a white cat, and
when the wrens be

interest

d

came so tame that
?);l_\' used to hn_;n

around the piazza in

and several

g the a«

farmer noticed this he pu

and she finally learned that it was danger
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i seeming 'y
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when she reac
the helpless little
thing she only
'um'}u*l i? -!.‘tlYl'lI:\‘

with her paw, and

then lay down
and  watched it
Presently there

¥s 3 .
came a biack and
vellow garden
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away was the dead snake.

elear that the eat had carried the bird !
away from the snake.  The young adven
THrer wWias sool re=torsd to hi~ ,,n\'inu-

parent=_ -

THE HARVEST

A few little sceds by the wayside
W own with loving eare;
\ 7 le seeds by the wayside
In I with a silent praver.
Thouzlhi | may not see the springing
WHore in other hearts 'tis sown,
Yor, 0 what a golden harvest

i ve gathered within my own.

S0 a little work for the Master,
Though love's reward be dim.
Yet the world is purer and better
For a single thonght of him.
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FOR MOTIER.
He was only a mite of a oy, dirty and

sageed, and he had  stopped  for a little
chile of the free play-
sronnds o wateh @ zame of ball between
md a2 rival neighborhood.
painfully in evi-
tmt this little fellow
a gronp of visit

m o one eity's

wive of his own

Fatters and grn

e

attracted the

ol CVEry <l
attention of
reaching over
sat on the ground,
pear. The
lens eves sparkled bt the cyes were his
aly thanks as he looked back to see from
wwhence the gift had come, and then turned

Lis face away again, too shy or too much |

rs=. ;,u..l one of the s

child’s shoulder, a< lw

ave hiwe « eslis L"'"ll'“

the |

This made it ’ on his attention was divided between the

and his new treasure, He pul((-d
looked at i1, and at last, as if
as delicions

Lale

ar, he
himself that it was
a= it appeared, he lifted it to his lips and
cantion=ly bit ont near the

assnre

a tiny  piece

stern. Then, with a long sigh of satisfae-
tion and assurance, he tucked the prize

-:lf'rl_\ inside his dirty little blouse.

“Why don’t ve eat it, Tony "
manded o watehful acqnaintance.

“Eat it/ All meself?  Ain't 1 savin’
it for me mother 77

The tone made further speech unneces-
sary. Whatever ¢lse Tony lacked—and it
seemed to be nearly evervthing-—he had
learned a most bheantiful lesson. he held
another dearer than himself, and knew
the of <aerifice.

s

Jon

\III“I’I-I' PICNIC,

It was a very hapoy and exeited little
face uplifted to mamma for a good-hye
kiss,

Such a beautiful day it promised to be!
The sun shining =0 brightly, with not a
speck of a cloud in sight over all the blue
sky! Oh wasn’t it lovely ?

Mildred had eounted the days for two
weeks—ever since Miss Gertrude had said
to all the elass that in “ two weeks from
Wednesday, if it is a nice day, we will
have our picnic at Snyder’s Woods.” All
should meet at the chapel at half-past
eight, and take the trolley to the woods.

Mamma gave her a dainty lunch in a
pretty basket, and, with it on her arm,
Mildred hurried along.

As she neared the chapel she could hear
the merry voiees of the children: but sud-
denly she thought she heard some one near
ery ill_'_'. and, looking to one side of the road
she saw Molly Peters sitting beside a
climp of bushes, erving as if her heart
wenld break.

= \\";"\'. .“H"_\" What is the matter 7

=0, that bad Bob Stone grabbed my
Lasket and ran off with it!”

* Well,

me more dinner ¢
can't! 1 pulled
.!lu] --;:rn--:i en cents;
for lirtle eakes, and the other five was for

r fare, and it was all Ol
b and | never was to a pienie hefore!™

“Oh, I am so sorrv!” <aid Mildred:
“Int 1 must "——and half started to go:
Imt as she looked at poor, sad Molly, she
remembered her mother’s last words to
ber: = Try to do something to-day, dear,
that will pl- ase Jesns”  © Come, Molly,
I have two nickels, and enongli dinner for
botl,  Let us hurey or they will start.™

Al dav Mildred tried to give .\I(-H_\- the
best time possible, and she was <o glad she
had, as she saw Molly's delight and enjoy
ment of evervthing.  “ 1 never had such

a lovely day before,” she said to Mildred :

why don’t vou go home and get

M-

I spent

for
five

weeds

in the hasket.

astonished to speak. DBut from that time | * and it was all because of you.”

When mamma heard all about it in the
evening, she took the little rosy cheeks in
botls hands, and, kissing her, said: =1
do not know whieh is happier. Mildred or
mamma.

A CAPTIVE BIRD.

One day, when Carl was out in the
orchard, he heard a bird peeping as if in
distress, It wes in May, and the birds
were busy building their nests. Most of
the were singing merrily as they flitted
fro with  strings, bits of cotton,
mud hair to weave iato their little homes.

But house-lmilding seemed to be going
wrong with this little bird, and Carl set
about finding ont the cause of its uneasi-
ness.  After hunting around for some
time he finally saw the bird that seemed
to he making the outery, halfway up in an
apple tree.  The bird was facing him, and
by the button on its breast he saw that it
was a little song sparrow. It seemed to
be tugging at something.

Carl quickly climbed the tree and saw
that. the bird was held fast by a string, so
that when it tried to fly away as Carl ap-
proached, it could do nothing but sproad
its wings and flutter about.

The string was fastened tightly around
the bird’s leg, and the other end was tied
to the limb of the tree upon which was its
unfinished nest. In a final struggle to
escape as Carl reached out kis hand to free
it, the bird swung off from the limb and
hung in the air. 1ts eries were pitiful to
hear.

Carl at last succeeded in releasing the
frichtened bird by untying the string
from its leg. This took quite a while to
do. for evervy time the sparrow tried to un-
tangle itself it only gave the string en-
other and a firmer twist.

“Yon probably saved the bird’s life,”
Carl’s father said, when he told him what
Lie had done. “ The wind must have blown
one of the strings that the sparrow was
weaving into its nest around the limb of
the tree and fastened it there, at the same

time the eager little worker had given the
other end a twist around its leg, thus
lolding it a prisener. Whenever vou

hiear an ontery among the bhirds in nest-
it is always well to look around
as yvon did.  Aeridents hap-
ren to nestdmilders as well as to honse-
Lailders: and to save a bird’s life is to
save a very nseful member of God’s king-
1

dom.”

ing time

; 1
for the chase,

1t is never worth while to be eross. Do
For one thing, it makes
vou a coward,  If you have a trouble and
are cross, it shows you are not bold enongh
to mweet it 1f von are eross with those
whe love vou, it proves that you do not
appreciate their kindness.  So it goes on;
it is never worth while to be cross, no
matter what happens.

von know why?

THE

f Evening
; And g
M A< if th
: Their
Befl
.\ Wl
And afu
The b

e

A dear ]
\With

" Langhin
And |}

A val
And I'n

Oh. onee
In tag
To mam
“You

W

WORDS A

L
a

Luke 5.

Be e
dear e¢hi

Jesus
blue Ses
wathered
some of

Iow he
had heal
to have
upon hiy
from sl
conld he

After
the ey
hoat, Si
out into
3 He repli
fished a
bat if J¢
What wy
« '\"‘ﬂl! "W
‘ power tl
i Then

would n
wounld 1
! them to.




saw

oroad

ound
tied
as its
le to
free
and
ul to

the
tring
le to
un-
en-

ife,”
what
lown
was
b of
same
the
thus
vou
nest-
ound
hap-
ONSe-
is to
king-

. Do
nakes
and
ongh
those
not
onj
no

-

SE—

a0t

S

. e

THE SUNBEAM.

THE “ GOODEST ™ MOTHER.

Evening was falling cold and dark,
And people hurried along the way,

As if they were longing ~wom to mark
Their own home eandle’s cheering ray.

Before me toiled in the whirling wind,
A woman with bundles great and small,
And after her tugged, a =tep behind,
The bundle she Toved the best of all

A dear little roly |-~|_\' bov,
With rosv cheeks and a jacket blue,
Langhing and chattering, full of jov:

And here’s what he said—1 tell you
troe :
“You're the gowdest mother that ever

wa:,"
A voice as clear as a forest hird's;
And I'm sure the glad voung heart had
use
To utter the sweet and lovely words.

Oh. onee in a while just stop and say,
In task or play, for a moment’s panse,
To mamma, in a sweet and winning way.,
“You're the goodest mother that ever
was.”

LESSON NOTES.
FIRS: QUARTER.
WORDS AND WORKS OF JESUS AS RECORDED
IN THE GOSPELS.

Lessox VI -Frurvany 11.
JESUS CALLING

Luke 5. 1-11.

FISHERMEN.
Memorize verses 5, 6.
GOLDEN TEXT.
Be ve, therefore, followers of Gad, as
dear children.  Eph. 5. 1.
THE LESSON STORY.
Jesus was on the shore of the beantiful

blue Sea of Galilee, and arcund him had | @

gathered a erowd.  They had heard of
some of the wonderful things he had done.
How he had wirned water into wine, and
had healed the sick. and they were anxions
to have him teach them. As they pressed
upon him so closely he had to move ont

from shore a little bhit in a boat so that all |

conld hear him.

After Jesus had finished speaking to
the people he turned to the owner of the
hoat, Simon Peter, and told
out into the luke, and let down his nets.
He replied that Le and his companions had
fished all night but had caught nothing,
bat if Jesus wished it, he would trv again.
What was their jov to find the nets full to
overflowing, and they knew it was Jesus’
power that had Slled their nets.

Then was it Jesus told them that he
would make them fidhers «f wen, if they
would be willing 1o do what e
them to. ¢

wished

him to sail |

! They were to give up their hoats und

nets, and all had, and devate them

selves to the
from their sins, |
It was their entire fuiih in Jdesus o
abled them to do this l
QUESTIONS FoR 1
1. Whe  surrounded
c'r"\\ll‘. ‘
2. Why did
they had heard of his wonderful works, |
3. What were some of these? Tum- |
ing water into wine and healing the sick. |
4. Why did he remove to a boat?t Sol
all could hear better. |
5. After he had tanght the
whom did he turn? To Simon Peter.
6. What did he tel! him to do ¢
out to the deep and east down his nets.
7. What h;'mn'nw“ The nets '.u'rv;
full of fish.
&, What did Jesus then say ?
make them fishers of men.
9. What were they to do?
and follow him,

YOUNGEST.

Jesnust Gireat |

thev  gather? Presanise:

i

Leave all !

Lessox VIL—Fesrvary 18,

A DAY OF MIRACLES IN CAPERNAUM.
Mark 1. 21-34,
GOLDEN TEXT.

e healed many that were sick.—Mark
1. 3L

Memory verses, 33, 34.

THE

After Jesus had spent the whole week
|-r«-:ll'hinf_' to the |n~|u]|- on the shores of
Lake Galiles, and helping them in body
and soul, on the Sabbath day he went to
the city of Capernanm. A< was his habit
he went to the svnagogne or church, and
there Le again preached to the people.
They were astonished at his teachings, and
felt that his words were as if G
given him power.  There was present a
poor man with an unelean spirit, who

LESSON STORY.

had

crowd to

N W l‘.
To sail | 1.4«

He would , leaned

ericd ont: “ Let us alone™  “ Thon art
ome to destror us: Thow art the Halv One
of God.”

had “eme

Sure enongh Jesus wa nd b

trov the

to de wiel < in

man.
the man.

Later in the day Jesus went 1
Peter’s honse, where he  found
< mother ill of a fever.

So he '-:ulv Q-!!l- evil »;'iri! to leave

Simon

Sinon'<

Bt when
Jesus took her by the hand all the fever
{ left her, and in her jov and thankfuluess
I <she turned and ministered to him. At
entide many poor sick and helpless ones
were brought to Jesus, and he did them
all mww!. How beantiful are these stories
of our dear Lord’s love and svmpathy for
the people. e never spared himself, and
was often worn ont attending to the care
'-f n']l('l‘*.

QUESTIONS
1. Where did Jesus go on 5'l:|~l;l}'f To

the svnazoroe,

FOoR THE YOUNGRAT.

{ How did he astonish the
| With the power of his words,

What ‘ him?  An ev
\\ | }
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How n
eomtld e
d
Iv that morning, * rrv. Gracie,
la venl ' ‘ one cherry.
You have been  sick, von know, and
doetor-papa b saw | was going
to ean cherries, * r watey, Grace. She

mustn’t have even one chorry ) but 1 shall

not wateh v cweetheart. | am v
going to trust von ar know I wonld

give them ta von if von were quite well, ’ o

2

and 1 am vers
et ;lh_\'."
.“;Il:.!l::l

<he was almost npon the table. Would she
vield to the ien? Mamma was
the erack of the
to herself, “ She
< Te able to resist

o must not now

trustesd

and vet here

temiptat

looking at her throa
uf.-..r. JY"i 42"
is sneh a baby! Wil

the tomptation 7

Gracie reached out her I:.I!;'*. and then
drew it quickly back. “ My! I almost

me, 1 dess 1'd better run away

and not look aden’
<he <l m the ehair and ran out
the er eronnd ;. and <he never
Ol s itehen azam until the
chierries were all done and their glass
3 A
. said ma :
—
i n
l‘\‘..|v .‘.
Net ever ittle have m
way fr . 1
THE BIBLE ON THE CHAIR
A Loat’s erew from a <hip wreeked off

afraid for
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and crept into i,

re wonderine what
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SHADOW PICTURES AND HOW TO MAKE THEM.

THE TIP-TOP TREE.

George Lunt ecame running his
grandfather’s sitting-room in quite an ex-
cited way.

“1 don’t mean to have anvthing to do
with that Toby Flint!" he said.

. "._:

he is the boy who has lately come to the

into

see,” spoke grandpa clowly,

me
1 lace, isn't he "

“Yes, last week. DBut 1
him 7

= It's ehilly

erandpa as he listened to the wind in the

dom’t like

:--~1.:.\. isn't it?" asl

trees.

“ Oh, no. it's real warm, and I'd like to
play ont of doors all day, if Toby waz a
real nice boy.”

“Well, if it's warm, 1
ont in the garden and see how the fruit is

ruess we'll go

ripening.”
George was readv in a moment, for he
knew what pleasant times he used to have
in the '_'nrv!-'!l before his pare nis h:!‘] lnu\o't]
awayv from the town
“It's strange how this pear-tree looks,”

“Here

<o poor and mean,

<aid erandpa as they went alone.
are these jower branches

without any fruit on them.”

“ 1 wouldn't have it here,” cried George,
“ sce how withered that pear looks!”

“Well, well, it don’t look very nice,
George. Jut let us go on up this little
hill.  T'll walk slowly, and you can pick
all the currants that vou want.”

Grandpa's face was quite cheery, and
had brightened un, too, when
had picked many handfuls of the fine
nrrants,

* Tired, :r.'n']f.-ﬂu r’” he

George's

1
he
¢

2!“!\1"‘ as 1)“

111

panting to his side
“ Just a little, and 1T always like to sit

here.  Your grandmother liked it, too.
We have a fine view of the town from
‘n‘!"tu

“Yes, ves,” said George, still cating
enrrants as fast as he eould.

“ And oh. grandpa!” he eried, “ just
«ce how full of fruit is that tree down
vonder.”

“ By the gate?” asked the old man as
he slowly rubbed his © glasses”

“Oh, ves,” he said as he looked down
where the bov was pointing.  “ That's
what 1 eall my “ tip-top tree,’ it bears snch
fine fruit.  And down there voun will find

| a long pole leaning against the garden

———

With it you can pull the pears
I had the pole

fence.
without bruising them.

made so on purpose, T think s much
of my tiptop tree Your grandmother
ated 1 nsedd to think they tasted best up

}“‘r",”

i-r;-lu“w <aid mueh more, bt the lad
didu’t bear it he was off with sueh a rush
to get him some froit

But he looked guite sober as he came up
the hill with kis load.

“ The pole didu’t slip and hurt you, did
it?" asked the old man with his eyes
twinkling behind his “ glasses.”

“No,” said George. “No, but a man
over in the street hurt me; and, grandpa,
I'm afraid 1 hurt your feelings by the way
I talked about Toby Flint.”

“But what about tke man?’ asked
grandpa as he slipped his arm around
“his little boy,” as he often called him.
“1 hope that he didn’t throw stones at
vou, or anything like that.”

“No, he didn’t. He only said, ‘ Toby
Flint is a fine lad. He'’s a little, quiet,
sober fellow. But he’s helped Widow Lane
and ever so many people hera. Like
Grandpa Lunt’s pear-tree, he looks plaia
—but he’s ‘ tip-top.” And then I saw that
vou sent me to the very pear-tree that
looked so mean, us we just looked at the
lower branches{”

And George blushed as he glanced
down at one of the large, fine pears which
he had eathered.

“ But T shouldn’t have let you go to it
if T hadn’t thought you’d put off your
quick way of judging, and be a * tip-top’
boy.”

"And grandpa patted the curly head be-
fore him.

¢ There’s Toby coming in at the gate,”
cried the boy as he thanked the old man
for his lesson. T saw him over in the
Jane and whistled for him, when T got the
pears gathered.

Tt is doubtful if grandpa ever enjoyed
pears more than those which he ate with
the two happy lads.

There was a little boy, whose heart was
touched by the sermon on the words, “ Be-
hold, T stand at the door and knock.”

Next morning there was a brightness
and a jov about Robert’s face that made
his father ask: “ What makes you so
glad to-day ¢

He replied: “1 awoke in the night,
and 1 felt that Jesus was still knocking
at the door of my heart, and T said,
‘ Lord come in,” and T think he
has come in.”

Jesus,

“ They must have good parents,” was
the remark concerning certain  children
who attracted the attention of some
strangers by their becoming deportment.
So we glorify our Father in heaven by
Christian living. s



