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THE MOTHER OF THE LORD

AIDEX dream of mother love, Thev, beloved of thineladored, : Stilled with mystery's silent apell,
roods thy gentle eyes above; | Mary, mother of the Lord ! Thrillnd with thoughts no speech can tell ;
aiden hands with mother grasp i i Past the senso of human sadness,
Ealgiold thy Child in tender clasp. Deep and dark the cross's shade : Pagt the dream of human gladness;
Ewe and glory in thy face, On thy loving heart is laid , " On thy breast the LivingiWord,
lend with woman's shrinking grace. On thy sweet and pensive lips "In thino arms the babe’adored—

etthrough thine heart must passthesword, l Rapture glows through grief's eclipse;  , Mary, mother of the Lord :
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22 THE SUNBEAM.

NOT TOO YOUNG.

I'st not too young for God to seo;
He knows my name and nature too!
And all'day long ho looks at me,
And geos my actions through and
z # through.

Ifo listons to the words I say;

+He knows the thoughts I have within
A'nd whether I'm at work or play,

! ! He's suro to sce mo if I sin.

I! gomo one great and good is near,
!It makes us careful what we do;
And how much ought we to fear,
~The.Lord who sees us through and
- through.

Thus when inclined to do amiss,
However ploasanb it may be,

I'll always try to think of this—

. I'm not teo young for God to see.
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THE LITTLE TRUANT.

Toy is o little treant. He does not love
to go to school. Every chance he gets he
runs away. This morning he hides his
books under the fence opposite my window,
and then glances all around to see if any-
body is looking. He does not see me;for I
am looking through the closed blinds ; and
he does not seo God, who is looking at
him with his searching eye out of heaven,

Now he runs as fast as he can rundown
through the lot to the river-side. He rolls
up his trousers and wades in the water,
nnd fancics he is having a nice time.

But whew! whew ! the wind blows his
bat away, There’it goes seilingfout into

i

. “Litt  girl,

tho strcam. He cannot got it. What ishe
to da? What will be tell his mother when
he goes home ? Down gooes his heart like
o Jump of lead inside. He can’t run now
as gayly as ho did in the morning. O no.
He saunters back to tho fence where he
hid his books, and takes them under his
arm, but he has forgotten to take down his
trousers. Ho strolls down the street till
the school-bell rings for the children to go
home to dinner, and then he runs with
the rest.

Is Tom happy ? Should you be happy if
you had done as he did ? No, indeed. Tom
21ag to faco his mcther. He must tell her
where his hat is, why his trousers are rolled
up, and she will be sure to ask him if he has
been a good boy at school. Will he tell
the truth ? I fear not. The boy who plays
truant is apt to tell lies, and such a boy is
not happy. God frowns on him, ana when
God frowns all i dark.

SPEAK A KIND WORD.

“Rosa, look at that horrid drunken
man sitting on the curb-stone; do come
across the street, for I would not pass him
for anything.” And Mary ran away as fast
as her feet could carry her. Now, Rosa was
sfraid, too; but the song she had been
learning that day was still fresh in her
memory. “Speak a kind word when you
can,” sho had beon singing, and the man
before her looked so forlorn and wretched,
80 sadly in need of a kind word, that she
wenta little nearer and said timidly, “Poor
man! I am sorry for you. Can Ido any-
thing to help you?

He raised his head and looked at her in
surprise, and his haggard face and his
despairing eycs almost ciused her to ery
for pity.
your kind words have
helped me slready. I never expected to
hear any again, for I am without a friend
on earth.”

“Bubt God will be your friend, if you
will ask him,” said Rosa, softly, going still
nearer, while Mary beckoned anxiously
for her to come away. ¢ Did youever ask
him ?” continued Rosa.

*No; I've been sinning against him all
oy life,” greaned the man.

“Poor man! Let God be your friend;
he can do everything for you. I am your
friend, but I camnot do anything ‘but
speak a kind word.”

“ Darling little gir], that kind word has
saved me, Good-by.”

And he held out his shaking hand.
Rosa was not afraid now, and she placed
her plump little hand in his, and as he

— - —— S

bont down and kissed i, two hot tears fol)
upon it. Then he went away and Ros
joined her companion.

“ Oh, you queer creaturo! How could
you lot that awful-looking man take hold
of your hand ? I thought he was going
to eat you up when he bent his head,” was
Mary's greoting, :

“1 was afraid at first, Mary, but I am
so gled I spoke to him. Only think, hLe
says my kind words have saved him."

“Well, he uever would be saved if it de.
pended on my kind words, for I always
run away from such folks,” replied Mary,

Years after, a stranger, a. noble,.silver.
headed old man,was addressing a Sunday-.
scheol, and telling the scholars to be kind
to the friendlens and distressed. ones,
especially the drunkard; “for when I
was friendless, and sinful, and wretched,”
said he, * God sent a dear child to speak
the kind word that saved me.”

When the schoo! closed the young girl
held out her hand to him, and with tears
in her eyes asked : “ Sir, do you not know
me?"” He looked at her long and earnestly,
and then takingdoth her hands in his, he
said solemly and slowly: “ Yes, dear child,
'twas the kind word you spoke thatsaved
me!” And Rosa wept for gladness,

Dear boys and girls, speak a kind word
when you can.

LITTLE KATY.

KAty Brack stood by the parlour win.

dow during a heavy thunder shower. Her
Aunt Annie, who was greatly terrified by
the sharp lightning, called to her: “Katy,
come away from the window, dear; it is
not safe for you to stand there. Come
and sit by me on the sofa.”
. But Katy, with her thoughtful eyes still
fixed upon the white sheet of hail apd
rain, said in her lisping way, for she could
not yet speak very plainly : “ No, aunty, if
it fanders, lot it funder; it is God makes
it funder and he'll talke care of me!”

The same littlo one, coming unexpectediy
into her elder sister's bed room one after-
noon, found her in tears. “ What's the
matter, Lulie ?” she cried in a tone of deep
sympathy; *“what’s the matter? What
makes you ery 2"

“Because I'm wicked,” replied Lucy sob-
bing.
~«Don't you love God?” exclaimed
Katy.

“No; I am afraid I don't.”

“0O do love Qod, Lulie!” and Katy's
little arm clung sround her sister’s neck as
she spoke, “O do love God, Lulie; don'

be so stingy !”
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BIS PROFESSIOuw.

My boy and I rode in tho train

)ne morning bright and clear,

« When I'm a grown-up raan,” said he,
“I'l be an ongineer.”

But the dust flew in his oyes

And heavy grew his head.

«] wouldn’t be an engineer

For all the world,” he said.

My boy was ab & seaport town,
And saw the rolling gea.

« Mamma,” he said, one evening,
“ A sailor I shall be!”

Vo tock him to a yacht race—
He bad to go to bed !

« I wouldn't be a sailor, now,
For all the world!” he said.

We resd him stirring storios

Of soldiers and their fame,

“I'l go and fight,” cried Freddie,

“ And put them all to shame!’

" We told him of a soldier’s ife; L
*  He shook his little head.

“] wouldn't be a soldier now,

For dll the world 1" be said.

S . Tt

And thus to each profusmon-

He firab said “yes” then' “no.”

“ To make a choice is hard,” he séid

. Ablenst Ifind ibso” = :

“« Bnb what.then, will ysu be 2" I asked,
v1% When you are.grown-up,Fred 7"
‘f.I raally think I'ltonly.be .
' A gentleman,” he said. -

" "LESSON NOTES.

“,""  PIRST QUARTER.

- - STODIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.
BC,586)  LkssoN XIIL [March 27.
THR-BELESSINGS OF TRE GOSPEL,
“Tre-QUARTERLY MissioNaRry LEssoN.
Isa 40. 1-10. Memory verses, 3, 4.
GOLDEN TEXT. S

1% The glory-of the Lord shall be revealed,
ahd ~all flesh shall see it’ together "-—Isa..
40.5. -

. a5

‘¥ ho-spoke :thevwords of - t}ns lesson?

The-prophet Issinl. . Lo

To whom did he speak them ? To the

people ix exile.

~What did God tell Isamh todo? “ Com-

fott yer comfort ye my people, saith .your
(ﬂ.”

What did God tell him to say to Jerusa-

le;n? That her sin was forgiven.

‘For whom were the peopic to prepare

tho way ¢ * Propnro yo the way of t.'ho
Lord."

Can you repeat the fourth verso?

What shall wo sce when the “ way of
the Lord" is wmade ready ? [Repeat the
Golden Text.)

How can wo prepare the “way of the
Lord?" Wo can try to overcome every
gin that is in our hearts.

What more can wo do? Christ said,
“Qo yeo into all the world, and preach the
Gospel to every creature.”

Are there many people who do wot
know about God? Yes; many oven in
our own country, and many millions in
other lands.

How can you and I send the Gospel to
them? We can give money and we can
pray for them.

What may God want some of us to do?
He may want some of us to go ourselves
and preach about him.

Will you go if he asks you?

CATECQISM QUESTIONS.

Who ugs Juacob ! Isnac's youngor son,
whose name was changed to Israel.

Who was Joseph Jacob's beloved son,
whom his brothers hated and sold for a
slave.

SECOND QUARTER.

B.C. 1000.] {April 3.
THE WAY OF THE RIGHTEOUS.
Psa 1. 1-6.

Lessoxn 1.

Memory verses, 1-6.

GOLDEN TEXT.

“Blessed is the man that walketh not

in the counsel of the ungodly, nor standeth

in the way of sinners, nor sitteth in the
seat of the scornful."—Paa. 1. 1.

What is the Golden Text ?

What is it to be blessed ? To be happy
and good and in favour with God.

If we keep doing wrong, does sin grow
casier and easier 7  Yes, and we begin to
wanb other people to do wrong too.

What does the good man delightin? “In
the law of the Lord,"—God's Holy Word.

Do you love the Bible and think about
its words ?

Why do not wrong-doers love the Bible?
Because it tells them of their sins.

What is the good manlike ? “ He is hike
a tree planted by the rivers of water.”

Like what kind of a tree is he? Likea

flourishing.
What froit do we expect from good
chhdren? Love, obedience, kindness, gen-

tree that besrs good fruit and is always

S
A Y d

What aro tl\o wicked liko? 'l‘lw) aro
liko chaff, which 13 of no usce and is soon
destroyed

What does the last verse any about tho
righteous !  “The Lord knoweth tho way
of the righteous.”

What does this mean? Ho watchos
over and guides those who sorve him.

Do you like to think that God knows
all aboud your ways ?

What doos it say about the wicked?
“Tho way of the ungodly shall perish.”
Which way will you choose ?

CATECHISM QUESTIONS.

Who were the Twelve Patviarchs? The
twelve sons of Jacob, and the fathers of
the people of Isracl.

Who was Pharank?  The cruel king of
Egypt, who refuscd to let God's people go,
and was drowned in the Red Sea, with his
army.

THE BLOOD OF CHRIST.

AN old herdsman in England was taken
to a London hospital to die. His grand-
child would go and read to hin One duy
she was reading in the timt chapter of
the Firat Epistle of John, and came to the
words, “ And the blood of Jesus Christ, his
Son, clean<eth us from all sin;” the old
man raised himself up and stopped the
little girl, saying, with great carnestness:

“Is that there, my dear?”

“Yes, grandpa.’

“Then read it to me again—I never
heard it before.”

She read it agnin: “'The blood of Jesus
Christ, his Son, cleanseth us from all sin.”

“ You are quite sure that is there 7™

“Yes, quite sure, grandpa.”

“Then take my hand and lay my finger
on the passage for I want to feel it.”

She took the old blind man’s hand and
placed his booy finger on the verse, when
he said:

“ Now, read it to me again.”

With a soft sweet voice she read: “And
the blood of Jesus Christ, hus Son, cleauseth
us from a)) sin.”

“You arec quite sure thyt is thero?”

“ Yes, quite sure, grandpa”

“Then, if any one should ask how ]
died, tell them 1 died 1a the fuith of these
words: ‘ The blood of Jesus Carist, his Son,
cleanseth us from all sin."”

With that, the old man withdrew his
hand, his head fell softly back upon his
pillow, and he silently passed into tho
presence of him whose blood cleanseth

tlenesa, patlence, helpfu]ness.

from all sin.

A, W
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BEFORE AND AFTER.

Tuis foolish youngster has been read-
ing tha talv of some old Grecian hero who
tried to fly, and succceded; only one day
flying too near the sun, his wings melted
and he fell intc the sea and was drowned
The fathor of this mythological person
also made himself wings and therchy
cscaped a great difficulty which threatened
him,

With his little head full of these tales,
or of some fairy tales, this young man de-
termined to fly also. He makes his wings,
which certainly look very pretty and
sraceful, and climbs up on the roof, then
ho jumps and the result is plainly told in
the graphic cut above.

&0

A WILL AND A WAY.

SEVERAL yecars ago, an effort was made
to colloct all the chimney-sweepers in the
city of Dublin, for the purpose of educa-
tion. Among others came a little fellow.
who was asked if he knew his letters.

“Q yes, sir,” was the reply.

“Do you spell ?”

“Q yes, sir,” was again the answer.

“Do you read ?"” .

“Q yes, sir.”

“ And what book did you learn from ?"

“ 0 I never had a book in my life, sir.”

* And who was your schoolmaster?"

“0 I never was at schocl.”

Here was a singular case: a boy could
rend and spell without a book or master!
But what wos the fuct? Why, another
little sweep, a little older than himself,
had taught him to read by showing him
the letters over the shop-doors which they
possed asthey went through the city. His
teacher, then, was another little sweep like
himself, and his book ths sign-boards on
the housex What may not he done by
trying ? “ Where there is 8 will there is

NOW,

“THERE is & good timo coming, boys,”
So runs the hopeful song ;
Such is tho poetry of youth,
When life and hope are strong ;
But when these buoyant days are passed,
Ago cries: " How changed are men !
Things wero nob eo when I was young;
The besd of times were then.”

“There is a good time coming, boya!"”
The trath we will allow ;
But, waiting nob for brighter days,
There is a good time now.
Why nob improve the present, then,
Where'er the future lead,
And let each passing moment’s page
Bear proof of thought and deed ?

“There is & good time coming, boys!”

And many a one has passed,

Fer each has had his own good time,
And will have’to the lash.

Then, do thy work while lingers youth
With freshness on its brow,

Still mindful of life's greatest’ruth-—
The best of times is now !

BABY'S MITF.-BOX.

“0O para, won't you give the baby a
box, too?” said the children, as they
eagerly gathered about him to rcceive their
paper boxes destined to hold the penniecs
gathered for the Homeland Circle.

« Certainly,” said papa. “Each one is
to have a box, and mamma can put in a
penny a week fur the baby until he is old
enough to do 1t himself.”

There were seven boxes of different
colours. On tho top of each was printed,
“Ofterings for Home Missions,” and on
the bottom, “Go, . . . Preach tho Gospel.”
“How shall they preach except they be
sent 7"

“I want o pink box,” said little May,
“for that is my colour;” and her dark
eyes sparkled with delight.

“Violes, please,” snid gentle Daisy.
“Any colour,” said Juck with boyish
independence.

The others were soon suited, nud besi-lo
the mother's box was placed the baby's of
delicate blue, upon which his name was
written, and into which many a penny
found its way. Once in three months all
the boxes werc emptied, and the money
sont to New York for Home Missions. At
such times the pastor or superintendent
gave a little talk to the Sunday-school to
keep them interested ia the work and if

but if all would help, what & power they
might become!

The dear baby, the greatest treasure in
that home, grew more and more lovely as
the months went cn, and all the pennies
that came fo the mother’s hands wero
dropped into baby’s box. She had so
mych for which to be thankful, and she
felt that this was one little way to do
something for the dear Master.

Buby's first birthday had just passed
when suddenly the call from heaven came,
“Qive me thy child!” and the mother's
heart grew cold with fear as she heard
it, and she watched the light fade from the
sweet eyes and the little hands and feet
grow strangely still.

Kind friends brought lovely flawe1s and
heaped the tiny casket, and with many
tears the little form was placed under the
sod in the beautiful cemetery, and they
returned to the lonely home. On the
bureau stord the baby’s box. The mother
took it in her hands and read, *“ How shall
they preach except they be sent?” She
opened the box; there were thirty-four
peanies i it

“Mamma,” snid a gent'e voige'at her’
side—" mamms, [ will kcep the taby’s box.
I will put into it every bright penny and
nickel and dime that I can get, so baby
can share in the work just as though he-
were with us.”

A year hag passed, and many have heen
the bright pieces of money dropped into
that consecrated box., Sometimes it seems
a9 if people must know of the little box,
so many shining bits come into the little
maiden’s hand, which with glad heart she
gives to the Lord, praying that he who
despiseth not the day of small things will
add his blessing that it may multiply’
thousand-fold. -

\ g

SEEK as much a8 poseibie the compa'_x;‘-
ionship of those wiser than yourself, that

a way 2"

possible interest others. * Only the mites!”

you may learn from their lips.




