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“Just a wee bib
JEarther, Ned,” cries
Sbaby Bess. “O! what
MBovely ones. See!

B 4rangeenumeration.
¥ Brother Ned gives
fone more stroke of

“There you are,”
7 all our children

“Now,Ned,gather
Mas fast as you can,
|;but, Bess darl'mg,
¥don’t you touch
& them, because water-
lilies have great long
Mstems which reach
§'way down to the
Bbottom of the pond,
= cud if you pulled too

hard you might fall
out.”

So little Bess sat
$® patiently in the bow
Wof the boat obeying

her sister Marjorie’s
command.

Helen and Ned
gathered in the love-
ly waxen lilies while
Marjorie decorated
the sides of the boat
with them,

Little Bess did her
part too, for she dis-
covered two beauties
hidden behind the
roeds, which the
other children didn’t
nokice.

Down went Ned's
arm again—and a
+ good thing it was that his sleeve was well
 rolled up—and trinmphantly he pulled up

t slyly from sight, Another plunge and the
other one was seized,

;  Yes, indeed,” said Marjorie and Helen,
¢ “ because she spied them first, and besides
i she was a little jewel to sit so quietly.”

the big white flower that had been hiding

« These two are for baby Bess,” said Ned. -

THE IDOL.-
BREAKING RBOY

A little lmy, the
son of a heathen
father, once broke
with n stick all his
images oxcept tho
largest, then he put
the stick into the
hands of the idol
that was left.

When his father
saw it ho exelaimed :
“Whohasdonethis?”

“Perhaps,”saidthe
boy, “tho big idol
has been beating his
little brothers.”

“Nonsense!” said
the father, * you did
it' and to pay you
I'll beat you with
tho same stick.’

* But,” said the
boy gently, * how
can you trust to a
god so weak that
a child's hand can
destroy him? * Do
you suppose that if
he can't take carcof
himself or his com-
panions he can of
you and of the
world 2"

The  heathen
stopped to think
This was a new iden.
Then he broke his
great idol, and
knceled down to
pray to the true
God, and enlled him
“my Father.”

A wee little girl
wasplaying Sunday-
school. She talked ay
if she were ateacher

“ Alwite,” lisped little Bess, “Ise'll take i with a class, Sh.e told the scholars they
‘em, ‘cause I'm going to ‘sprise fader and must read the Bible, and mind what papu
muder with ’em.”  And thet morning for | and mamma say. After a while she looked
breakfast what do you supposo Mr. and | toward the door and quickly said,  Let
Mra. Kerr found before their places at|Jesusin.” She thought Jesus wasstanding
table? Why, sure enough, there were , there waiting to come in. Jesus does ~tand
their porridge plates, but instead of the at the door of our hearts, and wants us tv
' porridge and cream, the dish was filled  let him comein. To love Jesus with all
| with water on which float :d Bess’ liliecs.  our hearts is to let him comne in,
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THE CORAL.

Under the sea, in it's sandy bed,
Grow beautiful corals, white and red ;
Buby’s rattle and necklace too

Once far down in the ocean grow.

Scamen‘gather these treasures rare,
Which people prize and so often wear.
But did you know in each starry cell

A tiny animal once did dwell ?

¥ Millions labour in harmony"
And build their citios under the sea,
Coral cities. of whito and red,
Under the sea in itsjeandy bed.

OUR BUNDAY.SCHOOL PAPERS,
PER YEAR—I'OSTAGK PREE,
Tho best, the cheapext, tho moat entortalning, tho most
popular,

Christian Guardian, weckls ciee vee . 81
Mothodiat Magazine and Heview, 96, pp., monthly,
flastrateda .o« . o ci o ceiaserrnicne mee o0 200
Christlan Guardian nnd Methodist Magazino and 213
OVIOW ... ..r aee . ares Ceerites siaessraaas 27
Magazine and Retview, QGuandian and Onward (o
‘{zothor ..... e tine seesseseressesesenense 325
Tho YWesleyan, Halifax, weeklyoeeenoniin siiencs 100
funday-school Bant.or, 60 pp-. 8vo.. monthly 0 6o
Onward, 8 pp., {to., weekly, under Scopics....eeenss o
5 copicannd over - cee e veses seee 050
Ploasant Houm, 4 pp., 4to., weekly, singlo copi®s.... 030
Jess than 20 coples . 095
Over 20 copfeB.e..ceen -+ cev .auss . 02¢
Sunbeam, fortnightly, less than 10 copies.. . 015
10 coplesand upwards .. ... .0
llapp{' Days, fortnightly, Icss thau 10 coples . . 015
0 copica and UPWATAB . ....i.eeieiinie. . 0N
Dot Drops, woekly, POT FOAT.ceeeeraneras.ons . 007
Porquarter ...ui..cioseeeiiecsscersonanes 002
Rergan Leaf, monthly, 100 copics per month ....... 580
RBerean leaf, quarterly,..... Q06

Quarterly Roview Service. hy" thnymr 2 cents a
dozens &2 per 100, Per quarter, 6 cents a
dozen ; 60c per 100,

Address- WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mcthodist Book and Publi:hing House,
2010 33 Rictmond St. West, and 30 to 36 Temperanco St.,
Toroato.
8, F. Huestig,
Wesleyan Book Room,
Halifax, N.8&

C. W, CoaTFS,
2178 St Catherine Street.
Montreal, Que.

Sunbeam.

TORONTU, JUNE 5, 1897,

—

THE GIRL'S REVENGE.,

Two men in the south of Africa swore
eternal hatred to each other. One of them
found at length the little daughter of his
enemy in the wood. He ran quickly tu
the young girl, cut off two of her fingers,
and sent her home bleeding, while he with
bratal joy, shouted, “I have had my
revenge!”

Years passed, and the little girl was
geown up to a woman, when, one day, a
poor, gray-headed beggaar came to her door,
camestly begging for food. The young
woman recognized him immediately as
being the same horrible man who cut off
her fingers when she was a child. She
wont into the cottage instantly, and de-
sired her servant to T)ring him bread and
milk. Shesat down near him, and watched
bim while he ate  \When he was ready to
go, she pointed o her hand and said-

“1, too, have had my rovenge'"”

The poor man was guite perplexed and
confounded at this, for he did not know
that the little girl had become a Christian,
and had learned the meaning of that sweet
verse, the lasi of the twelfth chapter of

Romans,
Which revenge was the sweeter?

BOBBIE'S WOLF.

“What was the text to-day, Bobbie?”
asked Aunt Kate.

“I hope you don't expect a littlo chap
like Bob to remember or understand the
text we had to-duy ¢” laughed Bobbie's
father.

“* Beware of false prophets, which come
to you in sheep’s clothing, but inwardly
they are ravening wolves,”” repeated
auntie, giving Bobbic an encouraging nod.

“There isn't any wolves in this city,”
said Bobbie complacently.

“Oh yes, there are,” said mother, as she
took him in her lap and cxplained the
meaning of the words as well as she could.

Bobbio was restless, and hummed a tune
softly once while she was talking, because

w { he “forgot.” Once he interrupted her to

ask whether wolves, when they dressed up
like sheep, said “Baa!” On the whole,
even mother was afraid that Bobbie would
get little help from his lesson.

It was three o'clock in the afternoon of
that day when Bobbie sheltered himself
from the wind in the corner of his father's
house, and listened to John Walker while
he coaxed.

“1t's just a little way—not more than
two biocks from here ; and I shouldn’t think
your mother would be afraid to have a
big boy like you go down there, 'specially
with me; and it's & great deal warmer
there, because it's on the sunny side of the
street. I don't believe but what if your
mother was here she would want you to go,
s0 as to get out of this ugly east wind.”

Bobbie looked curiously at John Walker.
At last he spoke:

“You're a v-olf, Johnny Walker! Astruo
as you live, you're a wolf!”

“Don’t you go callin’ me names!” caid
John, his face growing red. “I am three
years older than you, and I won’t stand it."

“But I can’t help it, you see, because it's
in the Bible. Our Lord said, ‘ Beware of
‘'em;’ that means. ‘Take care that you
don't do a thing they say, because they are
only makin’ blieve be good’ You're
roakin’ bllieve my mother wants me to go
down to Court Street, when she told me
not to go; and I know you're a wolf,
because mother told me ’bout it this
mornin’. I'm a-goin’ in now; I don't like
to play with wolves.”

Aund wise Bobbie trudged away into the
house.

I think Bobbie understood the text
protly well; don't you? And, better still,
he did exactly what it said.

CALLING THE ANGELS.

‘“’Deed, mamma, we didn’t mean to be
rough,” said one of a bright-eyed little
group, “but we's so many of us together
that if one of us says a tecnsy-weensy mad
word, all the rest wmust say one, too: and
then how can we stop ?”

“I think I know a good plau for getting
stopped,” said mamma. “There are some
little angels that just hate quarrels; and if
you will call one of them, he will fly away
with the ugly words.”

“But O mumpsy! how can we call
him 7" asked another.

“ Liston now, and I will call one;" and
the mother bogan to sing:

Thero is a happy land
Iar, far away.

In o minute five little voices joined
hers; and when they had sung the last
“aye,” overy faco was bright and smiling,

The next day mother heard & clatter in
the nursery, and presently one little voice
pined up:

Little drops of water,
Little grains of sand.

These verses were sung through, but some
of the voices kept up the debate as well.

No sooner had “Drops of Water"” died
away than another voice began, “Where,
C Where Are tho Hebrow Children 2"
and as nonc of them could keep from
singing the chorus, no more quarrelling
was heard.

“But it took two of the angels, mamma,
for that job,” said one of mamma’s boys
afterwards.

“OUR LITTLE DOT.”

A writer in the New York Sun deseribes
a scene which he witnessed late one
evening in the streets of St. Lounis, A
group of gamins were hanging about an
old gray-haired woman, shabbily dressed,
who carried a large package under her
arm. The writer of the sketch followed,
thinking to say something at the right
moment.

The boys were jeering, and the woman
was begging to be let alone. By-and-bye
she sat down on a doorstep, Then the
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young Arabs gathered thickly about her. .

“ (Give ue o 5o, 0id woman!”

“If you'll dance us a jig, we'll let you off.”

“Open the bundle, and let’s see what
you've got.”

When there was a moment of silence,
she replied: “ Boye, come closer round me.
I've got something here to show you.”

They crowded up to her, and she re-
moved the newspapers which concealed
the object she was carrying, and held it up
before them.

If a bombshell had dropped among them,
it would not have scattered them more
quickly. What do you suppose it was?
A piece of board about three fect long by a
foot wide, painted white; and on it in
black letters the epitaph:

Our LiTrre Dor.
Died October 7, 1886.

1t was the headstone for a child's grave,
such a headstono as only the poor and
lowly erect over the grave of a loved one.
Out of pity for her poverty and sorrow,

the painter may have done the work for -

nothing.

The%)oys could read:and as each read
for himself, he turned and vanished in the
darkness. The last one to go took off his
rogged enp and said: “ We didn't know it,
aunty ; please excuse us.”
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HOW TO BE HAPPY.

. Are you alizost disgusted
) With life, little man ?
. I will tell you a wonderful trick
. That will bring you contentment
If anything can—
Do something for somebody, quick .
Do something for somebody, quick !

Aro you awfully tired
With play, little girl
Weary, discouraged, and sick ?
I'll tell you the loveliest
Game in the world—
Do something for somebody, quick ;
Do something for somebody, quick !

Though it rains like the rain
Of the flood, little man,
And the clouds are forbidding and thick,
You can make the sun shine
In your soul, little man—
Do something for somebody, quick ;
Do something for somebody, quick !

Though the skies are like brass
Overhead, little girl.
And the walk like a well-heated brick,
And are earthly affairs
In a terrible whirl ?
Do something for somebody, quick;
Do something for somebody, quick !

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN TRE ACTS AND EPISTLES.

Lrsson XL [June 13.
PAUL'S ADVICE TO TIMOTAY.
2 Tim. 1. 1.7;8.14-17. Mem. vs,, 3. 14-17.

GOLDEN TEXT.

From a child thou hast known the holy
Scriptures, which are able to make thee
wise unto salvation.—2 Tim. 3. 15.

QUESTIONS FOR YOUNGER SCHOLARS,

Where did Paul first see Timothy ?

Who was his mother ?

Who wss his grandmother ?

What did they teach Timothy ?

‘Who taught him about Jesus?

Where did Paul take Timothy ?

What did he become ?

What does Paul call him in this lesson ?
Where was Paul wnen he wrote this

letter ?

Why did he write it ?

How did he show his love to Timothy ?

What did he remind him to do?

Why should we use our gifts for God ?

What were some things Timothy had to
be thankful for?

What are some of Qod's good gifts to
you?

QUESTIONS FOB ME,

Do I try to learn the Holy Scriptures ?
Do I believe they will make me wise?

Am I thankful for my good friends and
tonchers 7

Lessox XII. [June 20.
PERSONAL RESPONSIBILITY,

Rom. 14, 10-21.

GOLDEN TEXT.

It is good noither to eat flesh, nor to
drink wine, nor anything wheroby thy
brother stumbleth.—Rom. 14. 21,

QUESTIONS FOR YOUNGER SCHOLARS,

To what Christians did Paul write a
letter?

What are Paul's letters to us? God'’s
word.

Whom does this letter teach us to watch?

Who is our Judge?

What must we give some day to him ?

What did the Jews think was wrong ?

Did Paul think s0?

Why should we be careful of our ex-
ample?

What will make it easy to deny our-
gelves ? Love in our hearts,

For whom did Christ die?

How can we become like Christ? By
doing as he did.

Memory verses, 19-21.

LITTLE CHRISTIANS—

Watch themselves, and not others.
Try to help and not hinder others.
Deny themselves for the sake of others.

A SAILOR'S PLEDGE.

Returning recently from Hong-Kong, an
old sailor had an accident and was badly
scalded ; he was very ill. When he began
to recover the doctor said, “ You must take
some port wine.” * No,"” said the old sailor,
“I am a tectotaler.” “But,” said the
doctor, “you need it to strengthen you.”
“Doctor,” said the old man, *“do you think
I shall die if I don’t take the wine?”
“Yes,” said the doctor. ‘“Ther,” said the
sailor, “ when you get into the St. Kath-
erinc’s Docks, go round to the little temper-
ance room and tell them that the old mnan
died sober.” But he did not die!

LOST TREASURES.

«“Come, Mamie darling,” suid Mrs. Peter-
gon ; “ before you go into the land of dreams
you will kneel here at my knee, and thank
your Heavenly Father for what he has
given you to-day.”

Mamie came slowly toward her mother,
and said : “I've been naughty, and I can’t
pray, mamma.”

“If you've been naughty, dear, that is
the more reason that you nced to pray.”

“ But, mamma, I don't think that God
wants little girls to come to him when they
are naughty.”

“You are not trying to be naughty now,
my dear, are you?”

“ No, I am not naughty now.”

“ Well, then, come at once.”

«“ What shall I say to God about it,
mamma ?”
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“_You can toll God how very sorry you
are.”

“ What differenco will that make 7"

*When we havo told (God that we aro
sorry, ho forgives us; then wo are happy,
but we cannot undo tho mischief.”

“ But, mamma, ovon so, I can nover bo
«quito as rich as if I had not hed a naughty
hour to-day.”

“ Nover, my dear; but the thought of
what you have lost may help you to be
carcful in the future, and we will ask God
to keep you from sinning again.”

A RIDDLE FOR GRANDMA.

“ Grandma, gupn has sent you a riddle
to guess,” cried two little girls, bounding
up to the porch where their grandma sat
knitting in the sunshine.

“ A riddle, hey 7" said she. “It can't bo-
a very big one if you two can carry it
What is it, then 7"

" Ho says: How can Maud and I be his
sons when we are his daughters?”

“Well, tho answer to that riddle is that
you cannot be his sons, and I'm glad of it.
I think tbat little daughters are the swoot-
est things on earth.”

“No; but, grandima, he says that wo are
his sons,” insisted Clara.

“Well, perhaps you can make a8 much
noise 88 sons.”

“ That's not tho answer, grandma,” said
Maud. “Giveitup‘”

Grandma made a few more guesses, and
then gave it up.

“ He says that we are his g-u-n-s,” cried
Clara gleefully, “because we make sun-
shine for him. See, grandmag ¢"

“Yes, I see,” said the old lady, smiling
down at the two bright little faces, “he
makes sons of his daughters by spelling
them with a ‘u."” ’

AN IRON EGG.

In a certain museuw in Ger
is to be seen a large iron ¢
rusty. The story about ¢
thero was once a Cerman
marry,and a little time be”
the expected present fr oy the prince was
delivered to .the youw; lady' who wag very
eager to see it, but hen she opened it, to
her astonishment anq gdisgust she saw a
larg? 1ron egg.  She threw it down in a
passion, but WP on it touched the floor a
secrebsprilg W gq pregsed, the egg flew open,
and a 8ilver "yolk camo out. This pleased
her better, wo she picked it up, and touch-
llji anothe r gecrot spring, out of the silver
yolk earre o golden yolk. Thisshe fingored
until &b other spring was pressed, and then
a beaw’sifal jewelled crown came out of the
goldea yolk.  Again there was a secret
spriag in the crown, and out of that came
&1 engagement ring. Imagine the lady's
great joy and delight that the ugly iron
egg should have conveyed such s lovely
present to her. Some people treat their
Bibles like iron eygs, and never find the
Jewels inside,

many thero
4, NOW very
18 egg is that
prince about to
«ore the ceremony,
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A PRIZE BOY.

Ho wouldn’t burst in with an Indisn yell,

And shy his hat up a$ a peg—
0, no!
Ho nover came near tumbling into & well
Whiloe tempting the brink, on one leg —
That's so!
The boy that I tell of is different quito;
Ho couldn't your feclings annoy ;
He never doos anything but what is right—
This wonderful, good little boy !

He doesn’t drum tattoos on table and pane,
Nor squirm like an ecl on a hook—
0, no!
Ho studies his Jessons, again and again,
No matter how hard is his book—
That's so!

The treasure I mention no faults ever hid, |

He shines a perpetusl joy !
But ho doesn’t live anywhere here—if he
did,
O, wouldn't he be a prize boy !

THE TEMPTATION.

| SUNSHINE.

There was a poor widow once living on
a stony little farin a great way from any
| neighbours. She had an idict boy to care
for and a great deal of work to do, and but
little money and few friends and a great
deal of trouble. And you could always seo
by her face that she was not happy; her
skin was wrinkled and she had scarcely
over & smile for any one, but wore a dark,
gad lock all the time that made one feel
'like crying just to see her.
‘  She didn’t get to church very often,
1 partly bezcause sho had so much to do and
| partly because she was so unhappy she did
|' not care to go. One pleasant morning,
however, in the summer-time she went, but
felt so strange that she sat down in a corner
where she thought no one would see her,
But Mrs. Noble saw her in the lone cor-
ner; as soon as the meeting was over ehe
hastened with her cheery step to shake
" hands with her and bid her good morning.
~ “And how are you to-day, Mrs. Barnes,
‘and how is your boy? I'm glad to see

!

No person can go through life without | you out.”

having temptation
of some sort placed
in his way. We
may not all of us be
tempted to steal,
but in one form or
another it is sure to
come. No doubt
this poor boy in our
picture feels the
temptation very
strongly. One of
the ladies we see in
front has dropped
her purse, and this
penniless fellow sees
it, “If there is
money in that
purse,” he thinks,
‘I shall be able to
.get some food for
mother and the little
* .ones at home, and
have & good meal
myself into the
bargain.” We are sorry for the lad, for it

\:msb be very hard to resist. However,

o beliove that in the end his nobler feel-
ings prevail, and he runs after the ladies
and restores the lost article. We feel sure
that the kind lady, when she gets her
purse back again, will reward him hard-
somely for his honesty, and that his wants
will thus be satisfied.

.

HINTS FOR CHILDREN,

Hear while others speak. Do not in-
terrupt them till they are done. Fear
God. Honour all men. Repder thanks
for all favours. Revererce superiors. Re-
spect equals. Be courteous to inferiors.
Do not eontradict your elders. Regard
religious worship. Do not pry into secrets.
Do not tell tales. Do as you would be
done by. Love God with all your heart.
Love your neifhbour as yourself.

THE TEMPTATION,

“ Here you come smiling at everybody,”
said Mrs. Barnes, without trying to answer
Mrs. Noble's questions. “ You seem just
like a streak of sunshine. 1t does me
good to look at you, but I don't see how
you manage it, for you've plenty of trouble
like other folks. But you never let any-
body see it; you hide it all away.”

“That’s the right way.”

“Well, I can’t do it,” said the poor
woman. “I'm just bent double with my
burdens, and everybody has to see how I
go hobbling along.”

“You are not honouring the Lord in that
way,’ said Mrs. Noble. “He invites you
to cast your burdens on him.”

“ I know it, but I can't seem to do it. I
wonder if that's the reason you are always
like sunshine ?”

“It's the only right way for us, ny
friend. And then she talked to the
L poor woman about the dear Saviour who

said, “Come unto me, all ye that labour

and are heavy laden, and I will give you
est.

“ Well, I'll think over what you've said,
and I'll try,” and Mrs, Barnes turned to-
wards her homo.

It sho doss what Mrs. Noble has told her
about, she will find the sunshine in her
own poor little home as well as in her
friend’s bright, cheerful face. Tl}(s sun
always shines where Jesus is. He is him-
solf the Sun, and if we will opon our hearts
and lot him come in and live there as he
wants to, we may carry the sunshine about
with us wherever we go.

THE QUEER LITTLE HEN.

There was once a little browr hen,
A dear little, queer little hen,

Her work was to lay

Just one egg every day ;
And she did it, this good little hen.

She'd fly up in a tree, and right thon,
Seated high on a branch, this queer hen,
Her egg she would lay,
Her one egg overy day,
This good little, queer little nen.

'Twas a strange thing to do, I must say,
Lay an egg from a tree every day,
And what good was the egg —
Just tell that, I beg—
That fell from a tree in that way ?

But some people do things just as queer;
I know it; I've seen it, my dear.

They have a good thought,

But it just comes to naught;
From the wrong place they drop it, my dear

ere’s o lessen for you aed for me
m the hen that laid eggs in a tree.
If we do a right thing,
If a good thought we bring,
Let's not choose a wrong place, you and me.

THE “THY-WILL-BE-DONE" SPIRIT.

Susie wanted to join a picnic. She
wanted to go very much indeed. Her
raother knew it. She was sorry not to
iet her go, but there were good reasons
for refusing. Susie asked her mother,
and she said, * No, Susie, you caunot go.”

Mrs. Barnes expected to see her daughter
loo . disappointed, instead of whick she
bounded away, singing merrily as she
went.

« I was afraid of sesing you disappoint-
ed,” said her mother, much relieved to see
her daughter’s cheerfulness.

«] have got the *thy-will-be-done’
spirit in my hearb, dear mother,” said the
cgild, sweetly.

No one else can do the work you have
been sent into the world to do; others may
do some other work, but not your work.

A teacher asked a class of boys in &
Sabbath-school what was their idea of
heaven, The smallest one answered: “ A
place where—where—you're never sorry.”



