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eyes.

‘O, goody! were her first words,
‘Pm a little girl again, and I'm so
glad, mamma.’

Poor mamma looked very tired
and Flo put her arms around her
neck and kissed her. ‘I never want
to be a fairy any more.’ she said.

Mamma smiled. ‘I thought you

would learn your lesson, dear, and

be my own sensible little girl again.
I wanted you to learn how sweet it
is to be matisfied with one’s own
life and with doing every little duty
willingly that comes to one. And
I want you to remember, my little
Flo, that the greatest happiness
does not come merely by pleasing
one’s self.’

And Flo did not forget her les-
son. She kept the wings as a re-

minder of the day she was a fairy.
———P—eeme.

What a Little Girl Can do.
'A Mother’s Story to her Daughter.

Many years ago—I was a lit{ls
girl then, not over eleven years of
age—-a great and good man, a mis-
sionary, came where your grand-
parents lived. In those days no
children’s magazines were publish-
ed; children did not hear much
about the distant heathen lands;
and the visit of a real missionary
Was an event which, long before it
happened, became the general topic
of conversation. At last he came;
a gray-headed athletic sunburnt
man. Never shall I forget my im-
pression when on pushing my way
through the dense crowd that filled
the large hall to overflowing I at
last arrived near to the platform
upon which the missionary was
standing. Upon his noble and eara-
est face seemed to rest the visible
benediction of him in whose service
his whole ®life had been spent. 1
felt awed and thrilled. Then aund
there I think I understood a little
of the feeling which must run
through the heart of him or her
who hears the words: ‘Well done,
thou faithful servant.’ '

But I'have promised to tell you
what a little girl can do; and I will
not say any more about what I folr.
On that evenin® my sister, your
aunt, was with me; she was neariy

nine years old then. Her whole

heart was full when listening to
the missionary telling of the poor,
ignorant heathen, amongst whom

he had been more than thirty years

at work. Your grandfather was a
classmate of that missionary; they

were very old friends, and after the

meeting was over, and whilst the
crowd was slowly dispersing, tal-
ing us both by the hand, he walkeil
on the platform and asked the mis-
sionary if he would come and stay
at our house. He accepted the in-
vitation, and half-an-hour later we
were all seated round the tea-table
at home,

When we were about to retira,
the missionary kissed us good-night,
and looking earnestly at my sister,
who had-scarcely said a word since
he came home, he laid his hand
upon her head, dnd solemnly said:
‘May the God of your father bless
you, Mary!” The child seemed decp-
ly moved by his words; she caught
hold of his hand, and exclaimed:
‘O sir! tell me if there is anything
little girl can do?

The missionary smiled, ‘Yes my
child,’ he answered, ‘a little girl can
pray.’

The missionary went; but the se-
rious impression of his visit remain-
ed with us. Mary could not be sat-
isfied with praying only. Her heart
had been warmed by what she Lad
heard, and though but a little girl
she longed to be up and doing too.
With your grandmother’s consent
she began by going round to all her
friends, asking them to put their
names on her subscription list of a
penny a week—the money to be
sent to our missionary friend. She
met with some rebukes and disap-
pointments, but ghe kept on; and
after many weeks’ efforts she found
that her list of subscribers had be-
come quite long,

Still the dear child wanted move.
She thought what else she could
do; and soon, every moment sghe
could spare from her lessons she
spent in working little fancy things
—dolls’ clothes, pincushions, book-
marks, etc., all neatly and prettily
made, for she wanted them to seli
well.

When she had made a great
many of those little articles, she
went to some of her friends anid
asked if they would help her in that
work. It was very near Christmas;
the children went to work with

~ great zeal, and on Christmas eve a

large table was covered with the

results of their industry. Your

grandmother had asked many ot

~her friends to spend the evening,

and had told them of her little girl’s
hope—that the mission-table would

‘beemptied thatnight. The dear child

was not disappointed; she saw the

- purse get full as one after another

the pretty trifleg disappeared; and I
do not think there ever was any-
where a happier little girl than she
was on that night.

- Mary wrote a few lines to the
missionary. The letter took many,
many months to reach him. No
steamers nor railways then shorten-
ed the distances, and it was just a
year after, on the following Christ-
mas, that the answer came. Judge
of Mary’s delight when she read
that ‘the little girl’s money’ had
been used for another little girl, a
poor little heathen child who had
been abandoned by her cruel moth-
er to be devoured by the crocodiles
of the Ganges, who had heen res-
cued by the missionary, tiken into
his family, and who, after the re-
ceipt of the little girl’s letter, had
been called ‘Mary.’

What a little girl could do years
ago can still be done now. Liitle
Mary persevered in her good un-
dertaking, and God blessed the
work of her hands. Has he not
asked: ‘Who hath despised the day
of small things?—Juvenile Mis.

sionary Herald.’
e, ——

Going Off.
(‘Westminster.’)
‘Oh, firecracker, round and red,
Come play with me, the hop-toad
said.

The cracker, no replyv made he,
But simply spluttered spitefully,

‘Why won’t you stop and play, wny
dear?

Inquired the bop-toad, drawing
near.

The cracker gave a crackling cough,
‘I can’t because I'm going off?

The hop-toad asked ‘You're going
where? »

And shall you like it when you're
there?

‘And do you go a pleasant road?
The cracker’s eyes with anger glow-
ed.

Then into an awful rage he flew
And into a thousand pieces, too!

And that was the end of the crack-
er red; :

And the poor hop-toad was dead,
dead, dead! =

The moral is, ‘Don’t talk too much,
Or you may need a sling and
crutch?” ;
o =

A Bagster Bible Free.

Send four new subscriptions to the ‘North-
ern Messenger’ at thirty cents each and
secure a nice Bagster Bible, suitable for
Sabbath School or Day School. Bound in

- black pebbled cloth, with red edge, measures
- seven inches by five and three-quarter inches

when open,



