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HAT MAMIE SEES,

Waar do you suppose
ho does zee? Mamle lives
way back In the country
there there are no houses
0 be seen, whichever way
ou look, from the doors
1d windowa of her home
{othing but fields aad
ields of waving grain and
towing vegstables and
echards of apple, peach
ad pear trees, and beyond
bem the green woods,

The nearest neighbour
ives the other sige of the
rood, which seems to
Uawie's folks very near,
1 the nearest neighbour to
im in turn on the other
ide is over & mile, My
itle city reader may think
this & lonely sort of a place
o live in, but Mamie thinks
it just lovely, and I do
sot bellave that any little
girl in Canada has & better
Hme than Mamie has,

But we are forgetting to find out what it
ls that she sees just now.

It is near dinner tims, and mother says:
“I do wonder if your father heard the
dinner horn, I wish I knew whether he
were coming or not,” You see they had to
blow the horn a lijtle while befors dinner
80 that he could be ready in time,

T will see if I can find him, mamms,”
sald Mamle.

Of course Susle must trot after her to
“help,” a8 she said,

Susle's “ helping” was generaily hinder-
ing, but Mamie always said: “Bless her
little heart, she thiuks she is helping, dosen’t
she, mamma "

“ Yos, dear, be patient with her,” mamma

not toll whether it fis fa-
ther or not. She shadss
her eyes and in a few
moments recogalzes him.
At the same moment he
neca his two little girls,
and waves his hand Ina
moment all his fatigue and
ca.+ =»m to have gone,
and a3 the tired mother
looks out of the door and
sees them coming up the
lane she seems to have
forgotter all about her
fatigue and the ocountless
worries of the morning.

There was a thrdll of
gladness in the father's
voice &3 he bowed his head
to bises Godl for thels dally
food, and a happy family
around the table Why
was it t

CHEERFULNESS,

THER® 18 no greater
every -day virtue than
cheerfulness. This quality
of man among man is
like sunshine to the day,
or gentls, renewing mols-
ture or parched herbe.
The light of a cheerful
face diffases itself, and
communicates the bhappy
spirit that inspires it, Be
cheerful always, Thereis
no psth will be easler
travelled, no load but will
be lighter, no shadow on hesx{ or brain
but,will lift, in presence of a determined
cheerfulness.

wonld say, sighing to
herself as she thought of
another little one who
was always wanting to
“help msmms,” who
had gone away and left
a vacancy in the mother-
heart which had never
been filled.

Be patient, my reader,
with those about you,
they may be slipping away from you even
now.

Mamis and Susle with her doll in her
arms started down the lane and looking
toward the cornfield sees somebody coming,
The sun s shining so brightly that she can-

Tax devil tempts every man, but the
lazy msa tempts the devll,




THE SUNBEAM.

A FELLOW'S MOTHER,
" A'yrLLC. “8 mother,” sald Fred the wise,
‘With his rosy checks and his merry eyes,
“ Knows what to do if a fellow gets hurt
By a thump, or & bruise, or a fall in the dist,

v A fellow's mother has bags and strings,
Rage and buttons, and lots of things);
No matter how busy she is, ahe'll stop
To see how well you can spin your top,

 She does not cars, not much, I mean,

If a fellow’s face is not always clean,

And {f your trousers are tore at the knee
Sho can put in a patch that you'd never see,

« A fellow's mother is never mad,

But only sorry if you are bad ;

And I tell you this, if you're only true,
She'll always forgive whate'er you may do,

“ I'm gure of this,” said Fred the wise
With & manly look in his laughiug eyes,
« I'll mind my mother, quick, every day,
A fellow’s a baby that don't obey.”
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WORKING FOR JESUS.

I wANT to tell you how some heathen
children work for Jesus, A misslonary
writes from East Africa that the children
there have formed themselves into a band
of little preachers to go out among the vil-
lages near by. They do not really try %o
presch, but sing a few hymns and read and
repeat Bible verses, They stop where they
find & small group of four or five people,
and the men and women listen attentively.

Sunday is a hard day to some there, as it is
here. They go to church twice and San-
day-school twice, but still they have a good
deal of spare time, and are quite restless and
unoasy. The other children play games,

but those who have been taught in our
misslon schools know that is wrong,

The teachers think those little missionary
meetings & very good way of employlng
thelr time. It is working for Jesus in the
best way they know how,

I wonder if some of our children could
not take exsmplo from these little Africans,

ol

WORK AND PLAY,
A “PILLOW."

“ How many children have you!" asked
a gentleman of a frlend whom he met, after
o parting of many years,

“ Only one," he answered; “a plllow.”

“ A pillow?” inqu{nngly.

“Yes,” smiling ; “a pillow is sometbmg
to rest on, 1s it not ?

% Certalnly.”

“Well, that s why I call my little
daughter a pillow, ehe's 8o restful.”

The gentleman goon reached the homis of
the father of the “pillow,” and & lovely
young gitl of about sixlean years old
was introduced a8 *iny daughter Emily,”
The visitor remained only one night, but by
the time he had left he had fully decided
that his friend's yonng daughter merited
the name given her, Thesmiling face with
which she greeted her father and her father’s
&iznd won he Iatter’s heart at once. Ina
gentle, quiet way, she brought the evening
paper and laid it open at the page healways
read first, on the table near her father, His
slippers and dreasing-gown ware brought,
too, and she was rewarded with a fond kiss
and & whispered “ Thank you, dear.” Later
in the evening, when her father expressed a
desire that she should sing szomething for
bis friend, she did not refuss, but did the
best she conld with a grace and sweetness
indescribable, A little bell tinkled once,
and Emily left the room hastily.

«My wife is sick this evening; sheisa
victim to nervous headache,” explained the
host. I hardly know what she would do
at such times, if it were not for Emily ; the
child is a born nurse.”

The hostess fres from her headache, but
looking pale and weary, came down to
breakfast next morning. She sat at her
usual place—the head of the table—and
poured out the coffee. But Emily was
near at hand, and it was she who relieved
her mother by putting the cream and sugar
in the cups, and passing them. It was she,
too, who dished the oatmeal in a neat and
dainty way that was charming.

A plnk-tinted rose-bud with a geranium
leaf lay at each of the thres plates. The
father lifted his to inhale the fragrance,
smiling his thanks,

“ Where {3 yours 1" he asked,

“There were only three this morning,”
she replied brightly; “I shall have the
next one."

After breakfast, as the guest lingered for
a fow moments in the sitting-room waiting
for his friend to accompany him down town,
he heard Emily’s voice say in & low tone of
entresty, " Now, mamma, go and lle down,
ploaso; I will kelp Bridget with the break-
fast-work, so that she can get at herironing,
and do the dusting later. Don't think of
suything.”

“Bat she muet think of something,"
thought the guest; “she must think of the
helpful little daughter who is such a joy and
comfort that she is indeed a pillow, some.
thing to rest the heart on.”

A CHILDREN'S HYMN.

These vorses are vory swoet, Will not cach boy
and girl who readsthe SuxpeAx learn themby heart?

I 0ANNoOT do great things for him
‘Who did go much for me;

But I should like to show my love,
Dear Jesus, urcto thee;

Falthful in very little things,

O Saviour, may I be.

There are smail things in dally life
In which I msy obey,

And thus may show my love to thee;

And always, every day,
Thers are some little loving words
Which I for thes may aay.

There are small crosses I may take,
Small burdens I may bear,

Small acts of faith and deeds of love,
Some sorrows I may share,

And little bits of work for thee
1 may do everywhere,

So I ask thee to glve me grace
My little place to fill,

That I may ever walk with thee
And ever do thy will ;

That in each duty, great or small,
I may be faithful still.

A GENTLE REPROOF.

A MAN was swearing angrily, at the
corner of the street, when a little girl came
along. She stopped a moment, looked up
at him, and sald: “ Please, sir, don't call
God nemes, bocause he is my Father, and it
h..ts me to hear you.”

The man pretty soon said: “Thank you,
miss, My mother taught me that he was
wy Father, too, I will not swesr again—
nm!" and he walked quickly away, with
histead down,
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¥ Her dress of rich fabric iy made ;
She sits at a table, eats cake and sips wine
From a service the dainticst laid.
Poor little Kate!

But she Is not happy, Hez head often
' aches,
| Tho servants she scorns and she scolds;
In the grandeur around her no comfort she
- takes,
A sad heart her pretty robe folds,
Poor Uitle Kate !

For sko has no mother to teach her at night
“ Our Father ” with folded hands;
God's beautiful world gives her no delight,
A starved little soul she stands,
Poor little Kate !

Beasle, she lives far away from ths town,
In a house weather-boaten and gray;
| Her dreas 1s only of russet brown,
She is busy the Hvelong day.
Rich little Bess!

g Her food it is simple, spring water her
drink,
At night she eads bread and milk.
“God made things so lovely,” she's taught
to think;
“Who wants to be dressed up in sflk 1”
Rich little Bess!

§ Beasle kneels down when the day is done,
i Saying, “ Jesus, I love you #o much,
§ Bacause you have sald, ‘Suffer children to
: come,
My heaven is made up of such.’”

Rich little Bess!

LESSON NOTES.

TBIRD QUARTER.
v Stupirs v JEwisH HIsTORY.
[ B.O. 1151]

Lxssox 1, (July 7
SAMUEL CALLED OF GOD
Commit o mem. vs, 5-10,

1 Sam. 8. 1-14.

GOLDEN TEXT.
Then Samuel answered, Speak; for thy
servant heareth. 1 Sam. 3 10.
OUTLINR,
1. The Call, v. 1-10.
2 The Mestage, v. 11, 14
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
il WhowasElf?7 A priest and a judge of
Israel,
8  Wheredid he minister? In the Lord's
| bouse,

Who helped El caro for the Lord's houso;!
The child Samuel.

Whose son was Samuel!? _The son of
Elkanah and Hannsh,

To whom did they give Samuel?
Ml

‘Who came and called,Samuel 'one 'night 1
The Lerd.

Who did Samuel think called bim ! Eif,

How many times did Samuel rise to go
%o Ei? Three thmes.

Whs did Elf tell Samueltodo? To say,
“Speak, Lord ; for thy servant, heareth.”

What did Samuel do? He auswered the
Lord's call.

With whom did the Lord talk? With
Samuel,

What did he tell him? That he would
punish the house of Israsl,

How could God trust & child? Samuel
had shown himself an obedient child.

Who calls childrer now? The Lord

How does he call ? By his Word and his
Spirit,

Who aresureto hear 3 The obedient and
attentive,

How should we anawer the Lord's calit?
“Speak, Lord ; thy servant heareth.”

WORDS WITH LITTLE PEOPLE.

To love Jesus,
Iam cslled{'l‘o obey Jesus.
To work for Jesus.
“TFaithful i3 he that calleth you.” 1 Thess,
5. 24,
“T have called thes by thy name.” Isa,
43.1.
DooTRINAL SUGGESTION.—The divine call.
OATECHISM QUERSTION,
15 How wwas man made l7ke God !
Mis soul was created like God : immortal,
holy, and happy.

B.C. 1141] Lxssox IL [July 14

THE SORROWFUL DEATH OF BLI
1 Sam, 4. 1-18.

To

Commit to mem. va. 17,18,
GOLDEN TRXT.

Bi« 5-ns made themselves vlle, and hs
restralneq them not. 1 Sam. 3. 13
OUTLINR
1. The Army Smitten, v. 1,2
2. The Atk Taken v, 8.11.
3. The Prlest Dead, v. 12-18.
QURSTIONS YOR HOME STUDY.

What were Eli's sons named? Hophni
and Phinehas.

Whet is said of them ! “They knew not
the Lord.”

What was Eli's sin ? He allowed his sens
to do wrong.

‘What does (God want rarents todo? To
keep their children from doing wrong.

Why could not God bleas the Israslites
now?! They wers wicked, and he must
punish sin.

Who came to fight agalust Israel? Tho
Philistines,

Who gained the victory?
tinea.

What did the Israslites bring to help
them? The ark.

What did they hope? That God would
fight for them,

Why would not God fight for them?
Because of their ain,

How many Israslites wero killed t Thirty
thousand.

‘What was taken from them? The ark,

What becamo of Eli's sons?1 They wero
killed,

Who waited at homs to hear the news of
the battlet El.

‘What bappened when he heard the sad
news of defeat 7 e fell back and dled.

What did this defeat mean? That God
was angry with the Israslites.

WORDS WITH LITTLE

What parents ought to do.
Show children the right way.
Lead them in it.
Restrain them when they leave it.

‘What children ougat to do,
Listen to what thelr psronts teach,
Bslisve that it is love which reatraina,
Honour and cbey thelr parents,

DoctrINAL SuGarsTioN.—Rstribution,

OATXIOHIBM QUESTION,
16, Did our first pirents continue Aly
and kappy !
No: they sinned agalnst God, and foll
into misery.

The Phills-

PEOPLE,

THE TEMPTATION TO DISHONESTY
A oENTLEMAN had two boys who wer~
doing littlo j2bs of work for him during the
week, On Saturday night he ssttled with
them for their work. Oa the way home,
as they counted out their money, they found
that they each had a quarter of a dolla:
more than really belonged to him, One af
them said * He guessed he'd keep it, for ho
bad worked hard enough for it”* The other
boy took his quarter stralght back and re-
tarned it to the owner. Now {t turned ont
that it was not a mistake on the part of tho
gentleman. Ho did it on purpose to find
out {f the boys were honest. The boy who
kept the quarter proved dishonest, and tbh
gentleman never employed him again, Th .
other boy showed that he was honest, H

found steady work, and was finally tak
into business. y ke

Lot us be truthful and honest, and the
we shall proasper,
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«MOTHER HUBBARD,"

I RNOW a little malden—
Perhaps you know her, too—
Her oyes ave bright as morniug,
Al sparkling with the dew.
But et me whisper something
I hardly like to tell—
This merry little maiden
Doesn't mind her mamma well !

Hor sunit's a Mother Hubbard,
Her bonnet i3 & poke;

She wears the cuted slippers,
And a funny little cloak.

She hes half a dozen dollies,
And playthings by the acore;

And yet this naughty maiden
Will often weep for more !

Her cheeks are just the colour
Of the spple-blooms in May;

“ Pretty is that pretty does,” I hear
Her grandma often say.

Her hair around her forehead
Hangs in many a wavy carl,

Now don't you know the picture
Ol your mamma's little girl ?

AN AWFUL STORY.

ToERE once was an awful little girl who
bad an “awful” to every thing. She lived
in an awful house, {a an awful streset, in an
awlul village, which was an awful distance
from every other awful place, She went
to an awf{ul school, where she had an awful
toacher, who gave her awful lessons out of
awful books, Every day she was so awful
hungry that she ale an awful amount of

s

OrrBRING,
1 Kixas 18, 17.40.

food, so that she looked awful healthy, Her
hat was awful small and her feet were
awful large. 'When she took an awful walk
she climbed awful hills, and when she got
awful tired she sat down under aun awful
tres to rest herself. In the summer the
found herself awful warm and in winter
awfal cold. When ib didn’t rain there was
an awful drought, and when the awful
drought was over there was an awful rain,
So that this awfal girl will come to an
awfal state, and if sho does not get rid of
this valgar way of saying “awful” about
every thing, I am afrald she will, by-and-by,
come to an awful end,
-+

GOD'S HOUSE,

IN a small Pannsylvania town stood a
pretty little chapel with windows of dell-
cately tinted glass. It had been buiit by a
wealthy man in memory of his wife, whose
grave was near the chapel. From the steps
could be seen the valley dotted with houses
of the rich and poor, the blue waters of the
1ake, and the thick piue woods.

Little Marjorie Catlin had been fwo
weeks in this pretty town, but all the time
she had been ill. Now she was up and
able to walk about, One of the first walks
she took was to the chapel,

As they came up the road Marjorie spled
an ant, and stamping her baby foot on it,
exclaimed,

“Now he's gone to heaven!” She did
not know any better,

Then she pointed her tiny finger a¢ the
chapel and asked,

“ What's t'at, mamma 1"

[

“That is God's house, deaxie.”

« T want t2 go into Dod's house,”

“ You can't, pet,’ mamma said, trylng the
door, “ for it is shut.”

“Dod cold? He shut his doo'1" asked
little Marjorie.

“No," answered mamms, “but the sexton
kesps the door locked to keep allsafe. In.
deed, God would never shut bis door sgainat
such a little one as you! He loves children
and never shuts his door sgsinat them,
They must be good and love him inreturn.”

Inafter years, when she was an orphan and
poor, she remembered that little talk.  Al-
most every one closed thelr doors upon the
lonely child, and it was & comfort to her to
know that God had not.

THE BIRDS CONCERT.
BY T. A B.

Do you know, my little readers, $hat I
go to a conoert every day duriog the sum.
mer time? I see that some of you doubt
my word ; well, perhaps I ought to say that
the concert comes to me, and that would be
nearer the truth.

My home is in the country aud the house
i3 surrounded by treee, beside which there
is a wood upon the esst and west sides and
beyond the orchard &t the north, You have
guessed by this time that the singers are
the birds, and such singers? I would
rather listen to them than to all the singers
I ever heard in the Maetropolitan Opsrs
House or the Academy of Music,

I suppose you would like to know how
these sweet singers cre dressed; that is
harder to tell than to describe the evening
dress of a prima donna. Their costums is
of every colour of the rainbow, and all
made of the most exquisite, glossy feathars;
blackbirds, bluebirds and yellowbirds, gelden
snd bronzed and speckled ; robins and
thrushes and orioles, catbirds, scarlet tan-
agers and swallows, with many others ¢o
join in the chorus.

Such robins and thrushse, I wish you
could see them. They are the principal
singers; and at what time do you suppose
they give their conocerts? Not in the even-
ing, the time when most concerts take
place, but at four o'clock in the morning.
How often, if you were in the country, my
little reader, do you suppose that you <rould
hear them 7 To tell ths truth,I confess that
wera I not obliged to be up so0 early, I
should often miss them myself.

These who lie in bad until late when in
the country do not know what wonderfal
and besutlfal things they miss. I hope

that you arise early.
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