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ONLY A PENNY.

** Only a penny,” 1 heard them eay.
A penny for Jesus, if given each day,
Would send the Gospel to every soul
Now sitting in darkness frani pole to pole—
Ouly & penny from overy one
Who boars the nnme of God’s own 8on.

Only a peany and pothing more.
A Eenny for Jesua from aat our atare,
When each spends frecly upon himself
For many a trifie, the precious pelf—
Only o pensy from every one
Who lovea and trusts in God's own Son.

Oply a penny from young and oid.
From the little lamba within the fold ;
From orphans and widowed ones who share
With all God's poor, in the Shepberd's care—
Oaly a.penny from every one
Who'pays in the name of God’s own Son.

Only o penny to show our love
To Him who left His home above
Kor this very work, and whose last command
Left Christians this mission in every land—
Only » penny from every one
Will send the Gospel of God’s own Son.

Oaly a penny, but day by day,
While dnys and weeks and years fly away ;
As we gladly drop it in ths ** bank,”
We over remember Him to thank,
Who gave us our pennies cvery one
With all other gifta through H{n dear Son.

--The Missionary Monthly.
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. By Mgs. (. H. DrGOLYER.

‘' Kverybiody ia cross im this house this morning,” broke
forth little Robbie S8imonds. No wonder he thought so ; he
lay flat on his stomach poking under tho sitting-room aofa
for the missing reader that could not be found ; Bessie, who
waa looking for her mittons, gave him a push with her foot,
ant Bridget gave hini enother with the brooni, while Mam.
ma spoke sharply to them all,

Puor Mamma, how the burdens of life scemed to pile them-
slves on her shounlders this morning ! All the poetry of the
hulid\ys was over and gone, only the every-day prose was
left. The disorganized housebold after the fun nn(‘ freedom
of the holiday time, must be brought back into its accus-
tomed grooves ; four noisy children must be put in order for
tchoal ; books, slate-pencils, mittens, caps, and hoods must
Ie found. Bridget, inefficlent at the best, had the toathache
and had come down stairs with hor head bound up in a big
woollen comforter. Everything wan late, and Mr. Simonds
had gone off leaving half of hh%reaklut uneaton. The wifc
had talked far into the night with her husband about ways
snd means, aud how the January bills were to be met.
When she complained that the dootor's bill was so0 large,
ho rebuked her by saying that he thought they ought to
nake » special thank-offering because Robbie had been car-
ried safely through the diphtheria and tho other children did
not have the disease, He concluded by saying, '* You un-
derstand just what my salary is, dear; [ know I can safely

trust you to manage,’ and then turned over and went quiatlﬁ
to sleep. Her busy brain tried to plan for the new cloa
that Ruth had been promised after the holidays. and for the
rug that would cover a number of worn places in the sitting-
room carpet. What wonder that she awakened unrefreshed
from the troubled sleep into which she at loat fell? To
crown all, she had promised to make some special calls for a
sick friend on this day. * As if 1 bad not enough to do,
without taking up other people’s duties,” she thought.

‘“ Mamma, don’t you wish papa was as rich as Mr, Lofty?
You just ought to sco Will's skates, they nre beanties ! ”

She thought of this when Mre. Lofty conduseendinﬁly
made room for her in the car when she started out on her
round of visits. How she hated to put her own modest
wool cloak next to Mrs. Lofty’s rick far! It was hard
work to keep back the tears of self-pity as she thought of
all the rush and hurry of he% lifo ; one duty scarcely per-
formed before anotber crowded in ; constant planning and
economy. In her girlhood she had longed for the know-
ledge of books and piotures, time and money for culture and
travel, to buy a new dress because it was pretty and not
have to walt until it was a necessity, to choose what pleased
her artistic tante instead of always having to calculate the
lnating qualities. Bhe did not covet the diamonds Mrs.
Lofty was displaying among her Christmas gifts, she hoped
she had nsuurabovo diamonds ; but she wondered how it
was that some people have so muoh and others so little, how
some pathwayn are strewn with flowers while others are so

pebbly.

" lz;vo you one of these Thankoffering envelopes, Mrs.
Lofty ?"" The President of the Missionary Society turned to
them with s smile as she offered the little brown envelope.

* Wall, I suppose I may take it, if I do not put much in
it,” answered Mrs. Lofty. * There are so many calls and
it soems as il thoy are constantly increasing; not a day
passes but 1 am asked to give to something.”

‘ And you, Mrs. Simouds?"” queried the lady.

' To tell you the truth, I do not feel as if I had much to
be thankful for this morning, and as Mra. Lofty eays, there
are so many demands on one.”

“ Nothing to be thankful for! Oh, Mrs. Simonds (" and
the clear eyes filled with tears and the smile died on tho lips
quivering with pain. Then Mrs. S8imonds remembered that
at the time when they were watching Robbie with agovized
hearts, two little cofins had been carried out of this friend's
home in one week Truly her bouse was left unto her deso-
late ! Bmitten with sudden compunction, Mre. Simonds
reached out her hands and said she would take one of the
envelopes.

1t is not so moch the smount we give as the spirit in
which we give it, I think,” snid the fr%end geotly. ‘* And
I think,” put in lively Mrs. Brown who sat next to the pre-
sident, *‘ that we cannot do better than to follow poor old
Aunt Chloe's advice * to think on our morcies’; it does us
good when we get down in the valley to sit down and count
up our mercies,” .

Mrs. Simonde’ first call was on a lady whom she knew
only by reputation ; her sick friead wished information
which this iady could give regarding some missionary work.
She wondered what her hostess would be like during the
few minutes that she waited in the pleasant parlour. **All
these missfonary women ave alike in some things,” she said,

* yuick and aotive, looking as if they had something im.
portant to do and were eager to begin.”

There was a sound in the hall, then the door was pushed .
open gently and before Mra. Simouds could rise from her
seat o wheeled chair swiftly came to her side, ber hand was
oordially grasped and sho was looking into one of the swoet-
est faces she had ever seen. After having accomplished
her errand she could not forbear expressing her wonder at
tho extent of her hostess’ information and infl ‘““How
do you manage it when.you are ”—she hesitated, not know-
ing just what word to use. Could she call this bright wo-




