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THE MISSIONARY DOLL
BY HANNAH SHEPPARD.

Now,mamma, take me on your
lap, and hold me tight,
just so,

And I'll tell you sll about it
—how I let my darling

0,

For g! didn't know ‘twas
nsughty until you said
to-day

That I must not give my
laythings, without your
Feave, away.

Oh, bus it was so drefful hard
to let Angeline go!

For she is my oldest child,
and my dearest one, you
know.

“Why didn't I send Nellie,
or my new wax doll so
tall?™

Because I loved my precious
one the very best of all!

Don't you 'member all about
it—how papa said that
night,

That when we gave to Jesus
it must be our deurest

uite 7

And I saw the mission boxes
being packed so full
downstairs,

For the little heathen chil-
dren who've not been
taught their prayers.

So I hugged and kissed my
Angeline—now, mammas,
don't you cry—

I'd have let you say good-bye
to her, but I knew ycu'd
ask me why;

And papas in his sermon said,
“Don't tell 'bout what
yon do,

Bat help a Iittle if you can”
so I thought that meact
me $00.

R R R

And I hope that ragged, heathen girl 'way | Don't tell the boys: they'd tesse | Yet in his sermon psps said, that very
out in Timbuctoo me bout my MISSIONATY ¢ : T‘J&iiij‘ night,

Will love my sweetest Angeline, and treat  And I couldn’t bear it very well if even That when we gave with all our hearts it
her well, don't you ? paps smiled— must be a hard fight

Though I'm afraid she’ll be so lonely, just | For I tucked her softly in the box when But that Jesus knew about it all
at first, you see, no one saw, you know, would help us to be ¢

For she is not used to strangers, ‘canse | Though it broke my heart in pieces %0 let | If we caly gave, for
she's always been with me. ] my darling go. : dearest that we had




iy

THFE SUNBEAM.

OUR HEROES
BY PHEBE CARY

Here's & hand to the boy who has courage
To do what he knows to be right,

When he falls in the way of temptation
He bas a hard battle to fight

Who strives against self and his comrades
Will find & most powerful foe

All honour to him if he conquers
A cheer for the boy who says “No!”

There's many a battle fought daily
The world knows nothing abont ;
Thare's many a brave little soldier
Whose strength puts a legion to rout.
And he who fights sin single-handed
Is more of a hero, I say,
Than he who leads soldiers to battle
And conquers by arms in the fray.

Be steadfast,
tempted.
And do what you know to be right;
Stand firm by the colours of manhood
And you will o'ercome in the fight.
“The right,” be your battle-cry ever
In waging the warfare of life,
And God, who knows who are the heroes,
Will give you the strength for the
strife.

my boy, when you're

OUR SUNDAY-SCHOOL PAPIRSY.

Sunbeam.

EVELYN'S MOTTO.
BY SARAN TOWNSEND

“ Even Christ pleased not himself.” It
bung in gold letters upon the wail of
Evelyn's rcom, rigl
help seeing it w
eyes from her book

It was her motto for the year. Esx ery-
body in the Merrick family had a motto.

ht where she could not
never she raised her

|

the children at Christmas, and they tried
to live by it the next year. Their mother
said it was a good plan to have a motto,
because it kept the wheels of the domestic
machinery well oiled. Little Kate did
not understand, and went peeping round
in corners and under tables after the
wheels until mother explained what she
meant—that a motto helped them over
hard places and kept them happy to-
gether.

But Evelyn did not look yuite happy
just then, although she was in her favour-
ite corner with Ramona and & dish of
apples. Unhappy sounds kept coming up
I to her and mixing themselves in with the
most absorbing part of the story.

It was the afternoon when the
mother entertained her Sunday-school
class. Eight of the little girls had come
that afternoon, and they, with Ted and
Jack and little Kate, made eleven children.
Now, eleven children sometimes need help,
and this eleven needed it right then, as
Evelyn well knew.

“0, that was my flower!”
little grieved voice.

“But it's mine now, 'cause I found it.
You can't expect to keep things sfter you
lose them,” asserted another.

Then there was a little whimper, and a
third shrill little voice broke in: “ You
can just give her back that flower, or I'll
tell teacher to send you home.”

But “teacher ” had & caller in the house.
Evelyn felt that it was very unfortunate
that Mrs Brown should have chosen to
come that afternoon of all others; but Mrs.
Brown had come.

Evelyn looked up impatiently at the

end of her twelfth chapter, and her eyes
rested upon the golden letters opposibe:
“Even Christ pleased not himself” She
shut her book slowly and went down-
stairs.
When Mother Merrick returned to her
small guests the threatening clouds had
all disappeared, and she saw nothing but
good nature upon the faces of the small
people, who were busy playing games with
Evelyn.

said one

A LITTLE RESOLUTE EFFORT.

BY ELIZABETH PATTERSON,

consolately, as he closed his arithmetic
and pushed bis slate to one side;
‘'most an hour yesterday. It's too hard.”

about leisarely.

and studying hard. Tommy slways
studied hard.  He was one of the bright
ooys whom Benny cnvied It was no
trouble for him to keep at the head of a
class or win a prizs.  Then there was Ed
Whaley, three or four seats down, another
bright boy who was studying hard; and
as his gaze wandered about the room, he
could pick out a dozen or more clever

The mother chose one for ecach of

“I can’t do that” thought Benny, dis- |

I tried :

positions slways seemed to come easy, and
of course, like Tommy and Ed, they wer:
all studying hard. is gase rested upon
them, one after another, with a littl
scowl of envy. “Why could I not have
beer clever like them 7” he asked him
self, rebelliously. That was his great
grievance. He did want to be bright and
quick, and he did want to know how it
would seem to stand at the head of a class
or have one of the leading composi-
tions.

Opposite him was a boy like himself,
with arithmetic closed and slate pushed
back, and he felt a certain sense of relief
as he remembered that Sam Potter had
never been &t the head of a class or had s
ieading composition. Now his gaze began
to seek out other boys who were not
studying, because their lessons were too
hard, or possibly because they did not
care to incar the bother of learning; and
he found much satisfaction at the number
of these idlers which his gaze en-
countered.

Suddenly his attention was arrested by
something the teacher was saying, and his
face screwed itself up into an ineredulous
grimace, which he sought o convey to the
boy opposite,

“There really isn't any such thing es
‘ean’t’ in ordinary life,” were the words
he caught. “ A little resolute effort, and
difficulties will disappear like magic.” A
boy can't get his lesson, a girl can't write
a composition, & man can't do this and a
womsn can't do that. Why, it is absurd |
First find out positively that you cannot
do a thing before playing the craven and
trying to slink out.”

Benny's elbows suddenly slipped from
the desk and he sat upright. Ever more
than being dull-witted did he abhor being
a coward. Out in the school yard he was
an easy leader among the boys of his own
size, snd he boasted that he never backed
down from a dare. Was it just possible
that he had been mistaken about his
studies, and that he could get them if he
tried bard enough? It was absurd, of
course ; for he had worked on that prob-
lem almost an hour the day before. But
even as he said this to himself, he
coloured a little at the thought, for he re-
membered thst during the most of the
time his slate pencil had been between his
| lips, while his eyves were fixed upon some
{ men who were working in a field opposite
the window.

Well, anyhow, he knew that he eould

He raised his elbows to the desk in |not do the sum: but he was not a craven,
wrder that his hands might afiord a com- ia\nd be would give it another and fairer
fortable position for his head, and gazed ! trial.

So he opened the arithmetic and drew

Tommy Brown was just ahead of him |the slate back, and then fixed his mind

resolutely upon the problem. What do
you think 7 In less than five minutes the
answer was upon the slate there all
right, and he was gazing &t it with o
pozzied look of almost incredulous de.
light. More than that, he was already
wondering if the head of his classes could
be rescned in the same way, Anyhow, he

boys and girls %0 whom lessons and com-

believed he would try.—The Mornin
Star. )
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The little Wildflowers to sleep have gone
Way down in their cozy beds ;
A thick brown blanket of leaves they've
drawn
Right over their little heads.
For well they know cold weather's about—
The time when Jack Frost appears,
And that some night if they don't watch
out,
He'll come and bite off their ears,

They know that his partner, Mr. Snow,
Will also in time be due,

For old Mother Nature told them so,
Aund they know that it must be true,
So, tightly tucked in their beds, they lie,

And laugh in their dreams so fair,
To think that neither, in passing by,
Will be able to find them there !

The little Wildflowers are tired of play,
And weary of feld and sun;

The birds and the bees have gone away,
The 3ong of the rain is done ;

So now they nod on their beds of sod,
While winter winds o'er them sing,

And sleep so deep knowing well that God
Will awaken them in the spring.

—0Ou '1':4,1,1;.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE LIFE U} JESTS,

Lesson VI
THE GREAT COMMISSION.
Matt. 28. 16-20. Memory verses, 15-20.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the
end of the world.—Matt. 25. 20,

[May 12.

QUESTIONS FOR YOU.

How long was it since Jesus rose from
the dead? Forty days. Who tells of
some of his visits ? Paul in 1 Cor. 15. 3-8,
What did he tell the disciples in some of
his last talks to them? What he wanted
them to do after he went away. What
was the work he gave them to do?
Preach the Gospel. To whom? To
every creature. Where did he want
theta to begin? In Jerusalem. Did
Jesus care for the poor heathen ? Yes;

too. What have Jesus' discipies now to
do? The very same work. What can
little disciples do ? Love and obey him.

DAILY STEPS.
Mon. Lesson verses. Matt. 20. 16-20.
Tues. Learn the wonderful Golden Text.
Wed. Find where Jesus told them to go. |
Matt 26. 32. |
Thur, Learn who has allpower. Verse 18,

Learn how disciples could do this
work. Acts 1. >
Su Think—what have ] to do

Lessox

VII
JESUS ASCENDS INTO HEAVEN

Acts 1. 1-11 Memory verses, 9-11

GOLDEN TEXT.

While he blessed them, he was parted
from them, and sarried up into heaven.—
Luke 24. 51

QUESTIONS FOR YOU,

Who wrote about Jesus before he came
to earth? Moses and the prophets,
Where are their words about him? In
the Psalms. What will surely come to
pass?  All these things. What did Jesus
tell the disciples? To remember these
words. What did he do for them? He
opened their minds to understand his
word. What did he say they were to be ¢
Witnesses. What is & witness? One
who can say, “I know.” What Jid the
disciples know? That Jesus died and
rose again. How did be promise to help
them? By giving the Holy Sprit.
Where did he tell them to wait for this
gift? In Jerusalem.

DAILY STEFS,

afon, Read the lesson verses. Acts
1.1-11.

Tues. Read more about the resurrection.
Luka 24 44-53.

Wed. Learn the promise Jesus gave to
John. Johnm 14, 2.

Thur. Find who are witnesses. Isa
43. 10.

Fri. Learn the Golden Text.

Saf. Read more about the ascension.

Acts 1. 9-11
Sun. Find a cause for great joy. Heb.
7. 28,

AN ACORN.

BY ZOETH HOWLAND.

Norna had been sick a long while, and
she was so tired of lying in bed that
all the family tricd to amuse her
Her papa brought her a little musie-box
and her mamma gave her picture-books,
Tom bought a new game for her, and
Dotty bought her a bunch of grapes ; cven
the baby offered her an acorn which he
picked up under the great oak-tre

What a teautiful little thing it was, fit-

May 1 ), |

It is spoiled, mamma Norna,
It will never grow now

“ Watch and see,” said memma again.

Norna did wateh. At last she saw some-
thing white and something green coming
out of the crack The white shoot grew
lown into the water and made a root, but
the green shoot grew upward and mad
two littlc leav and so the acorn turncd
into a baby ocak.

And Norna <o

ighed

njoyed watehing it all

that she forgot she was sick., and was
aimost as happy as if <he had been well
enough to play outdoors in she sunshine.
“ Your little girl is much better” said
the doctor to her mamms.  “ She is well
encugh to play in the yard.  This

medicire has helped her”
And nobody knew that the little acorn

had helped as much as the medicine.
e — Ay s

WHAT “SING A SONG OF SIX-
PENCE" MEANS

Everybody knows this rhyme, but doss
everybody know what it really means?

The four-and-twenty blackbirds rep-
resent the twenty-four hours. The bottom
of the pie is the world, while the top crust
is the sky that overarches it. The open-
ing of the pie is the day-dawn, when the
birds begin to sing.

The king, who is represented sitting in
his parlour counting out his money, is the
sun; while the gold pieces that slip through
his fingers, as he counts them, are the
golden sunbeams.

The queen, who sits in the dark kitchen,
is the moon, and the honey with which she
regales herself is the moonlight

The industrious maid, who is in the
garden at work before her king, the sun,
has risen, is the day-dawn, and the ciothes
she hangs out are the clouds. The bird
which so tragically ends the song by “ snip-
ping off her nose” is the sunset. So we
have the whole day, if not in a nutshell,
in & pie to make good use of

HOW GERTIE WAS NEIGHBOUR

The children were on a picnie. During
their games they ran races down s hill
The one who reached the post first was to
have a bunch of flowers as & prize,
Jennie Smith was running with the rest.
She fell over a stone and hurt herself. All
the rest of the children ran om, except
Gertie, who stopped and helped Jennie up.
Then she bathed her face at the spring

ting neatly in its tiny saucer! And what
a dainty saucer. too, with row after row of
wee brown scaies folded
cach other!
Her mamma tied a string around the
acorn, hung it over a glass of water, and |
told Nornu that now she could see it grow. |
“Brt how can it find it
water, mammao 7" asked Norna
“ Watch and see,” ssid mamma smiling. |
The next day Norna thought the acorn
locked s little larger; but
that—O dear '—there was a dreadful erack

0 prettily over |

|

Fri. Find a great promise. Psa, 22, 27.

all along its side.

| baby, Jennie,” said Tom Jones.

go to Gertie,” said their
soon after | teacher, Miss Adams

and wiped away the tears with her own

| handkerchief

“You might have got the prize, Gertie,
if you had not stopped to help that ery-

‘Jennie is not & ery-baby,” said Gertie.
‘She hurt herself when she fell, and I

way to the | would mueh rather belp her than to take
{ the priza™

I think the prize for kindness ought to
Sunday-school
“Don’t you think

she acted like the good Samaritan when
she helped her neighbour 7"
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A JAPANESE TEMPLE

LITTLE MRS. MAMMA.

Isabel Gray was not tc be found any-
where in the house or on the grounds.
Everybody was sure that every possible
and impossible place had been searched

Miidred, who had been told by nurse
to “mind her little sister,” while she
mended the big pile of stockings, was sob-

bing her heart out, because she “ had only |
just run to the gate one little minute to|

speak to her best friend, and when she
came back, Isabel wasgone.” She “ s'posed
that the child was with mamm. " so she

“never thought to tell nurse.” And it was |

ever so long ago, and nobody had seen her
since.

Nurse was scolding everybody sharply,
one minute, and crying the next. She was
sure those wicked tramps had carried her
off.

Mamma looked very white, and Bridget
was trying to reassure her:

“She'll be after havin' taken a walk to
her grandmother's, and the old lady'll be
sinding her home in a jiffy, maam. I
wouldn't worry, so I wouldn't.”

Juct then there came a funny voice, say-
ing: “ Good afternoon. How dedo? I'm
Mrs. Mamma come a-visiting.” And there
stood the lost child dressed up in all of her
mother’s best clothes and bonnet,

“Where have Jou been Isabel Gmy7
We have been searching the whole place
for you, and you've frightened us almost
sick.”

“I've been in your closet all the time,
mamma.”

“Did you hear us calling you

“Yes'm,” answered Isabel, hanging her
head, “ but those ol fings wouldn't go on
right, and I waanted to s'prise you, o ming
a-visiting, all dressed up.”

Isabel was promptly put to bed for not
coming when she was called, and for put-
ting on mamma’s clothes without permis-
si10n.

“Oh dear me ! ' she sighed ; “this is a
| hard place for little girls who don's

mind."”

‘ A LIVE CANDLE.
It seems strange to find ready-made
{ candles in the sea—and live ones at that
| —but it is true that just such queer
things are found along the coast of Alaska.
The candles are really littlo fish of the
{ smelt variety. In colour they are a rich
| green and gold, and when held up to the
light one can almost see through
them.

On bright moonlight nights these presty
little fishes like $0 come to the top of the
water, and the Alaskan Indian, Enowi
this, goes out in his canoe with a big too
like a comb, the teeth being made of sharp
bones or pointed nails.

Noiselessly he brings his boat in among
the pretty fish sporting about at the top
of the water, then with & sweep of his
comb he brings up a quantity of the spark-
ling fellow, all sticking to the sharp points,

When his eanoe is full he goes home
and turns his catch over to the care of his
wife. She strings them on a long stick,
as we dc dried apples, and hangs them up
in the wigwam to dry and smoke.

When the long winter evenings come
and the Alaskan is snowed in without a
light, his wife takes a wooden needle
threaded with a stringy bark and draws
it through one of these dried, shrivelled
fish from tail to head. This is for the
wick, and when lighted, the fish is so fat
that it burns like a candle, and gives as

much

candles. =
Not all of these beautiful little fish ace

burned, however, as their flash is much
liked by the Alaskans, and many of them
are eaten.

THE READINESS OF TOMMY.

“Tommy is such a good boy,” said Mrs,
Taddells to the minister, as she served the
pastry. “You know, Dr. Choker, thas
pie isn’t good for little boys.”

“That is very true, Mrs. Taddells,” the
minister assented, as he put a mouthful of
the custard pie where it would do the
most good—or harm, “that is very true,
Mrs. Taddells. When I was a boy I was
not allowed to eat pastry, and all mothers
must watch their children's diet very
carefully.”

“But I am not at all harsh with Tommy,
you will undergtand, Doctor,” Mrs. Tad-
dells went on. “Whenever I have some-
thing for dessert which Tommy cannot
eat—pie, for example—I give him $wo-
pence to pay for his deprivation. And
Tommy takes it so cheerfally, Doctor.
He never objects in the least. Tommy is
such a dear boy, Dr. Choker.” :

“I am very glad to hear it, Mrs. Tad-
dells. No, thank ly;on, I could not think
of eating more than one piece of pie,
excellent as it is. But I am truly glad to
kear of Tommy’s manliness and cheerful-

light as three ordinary fallow

ness when deprived of pie, for most chil-
dren act in a v di ble manner
when they can't have wkat their elders
have at table. and when they are
vented from indulging in something ge;
like. I suppose, Tommy,” the ¢l
went on, “ you like pie.” * Yessir.”

~ What meakes you take the $wopence
so cheerfully to go withou#?"”

“Oh, with the twopence I can get
8 whole pie at the grocer’s around the
corner.”

LITTLE LIGHTS.

Jesus bids us shine
With a pure, clear light.
Like a little candie
Burning in the night
In this world of darkness
We must shine:
You in your small corner,
I in mine,

Jesus bids us shine,
First of all, for him :

Well he sees and knows i,
If our lights be dim.]

He looks down from heaven
To see us shine :

You in your small corner,
I in mine.

Jesus bids us shine,
Then, for all around.
Many deeds of darkness
In this world are found :
Sin and want and sorrow,
So we must shine :
You in your small corner,
I in mine,




