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HAPPY DAYS,

—

MISSIONARY PENNI]E>
JESSIE 1. BRoWN

WaEne did my ponnies como from ?
1,0t me ¢runt thom,—one, two, three.
*“(Jpo " 19 for atways remomboring
To ahub tho pantry door;
“Two " is for minding tho baby,—
Our doar little cunning Ted ;
“Three"” in for nod interrapling
What the grown-up poople said,
- Four ' ia what Uncle John gave mo
When I bumped me, and didn'd cry ,—
1f somo of you shink it was casy,
J only wish yon_ would try.$

What shall I do with my pennies 7
Thore are’candies and toys, I know,
And the children can always tell you
How quickly she pennies go.
Bus this barrel secems always saying,
* Qive your pennies $0 me, my dear,
And gend thom across the ocean,
That the heathen God's word may hear."”
I know they are only pennies,
1 know shey are few and small,
Bat I'll send a weo pm{er along with them,
Augd tho barral shall have them all.
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OUR INAERITANCE.

EanLyin the last contury & poior boy
way attonding o foundation echoul in an
Engish village. He was a dreamer of
dreams. In his play hours he would go
off alone to the river side, and, sittisg
Jdown under a spreading #ree, would give
himself up $o thinking. Oae day, while
his echoolfollows were busy elsewhere with
their games, he had a great dream. TFuor
tbough ho wag, he waas th.o heir of o family
that bad once been rich  The very ecinea
ho gazad upon were once the property of
his forefathers. As he sat there that day,
turning the sad fach over and over in his
mitd, be formed in his hears the noble pue-
pose of “winning back tho inheritancs his
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angestors had lust, The stury of his lifo is
the story of how tbat noblo purposo was
accomplished. Some frionds of $he old
family took an intorest in the boy, and gob
hiw sent out to Indin as a young clerk. He
was woll-bshaved, attontive to his Jatics,
and he was olevor. Everything pub under
his caro wont well. He became n good
goldior, o zood leader of armioes; ho fought
groad battles, and won them ; he roso 10 be
QGovernor of Judis, and becams very rioh.
Long years after, Warren Hastiogs re-
furned $¢ England, and he bought back
the family estates, and becams lord of
those broad lande and sbately mansions
which his forofathers had losé; and $hus
the dreams of the noble boy were fulfilled.
Every child of God is the heir of an in-
heritance grander shan any thad could be
purchased with gold. Christ has prepared
a beautifal home of rost and purity. We
have each, by diligence and devotion and
faith, 40 strive 40 win that inheribance.

TIM'S DOVE

ONE day, when little Tim was picking
berries in a field, he found &« dove with a
broken wing. He carried it home, and
bound the wing clese to the dove's side
with a linen band. Soon the wing was a9
well as ever, and the dove could fly e.g;lm ;
but it did not wans to fly away from Tim,
for it had grown very tame, Tim wasglad
to have it siay, for he had no toys or pefs.

When he werb $0 pick berries the dove
would go too, perched on his shoulder. He
nowmed it Fairy, and taughd it to come at
his call and to eat from his hand. At nighs
tl;(el dove would roost on the head of [im's
bed.

Tim’s mother was taken very sick. There
wag no one to nurse her but Tim, and when

s | she could not eat, and began to grow worss,

Tim went for a doclor,

“She will get well if she has good food,”
said the doctor. “She must have chicken
or meab broth.”

Tim had no money to buy msat; but all
ab once ho thought of his dove. He knew
ib would make good broth, but he could
not bear to kill it.

Hesaw a neighbor goiug past the houss,
and he wend out and put the dove in her
hands. “DPlease kill my dove and make
mykmother gsome broth,” he said; “she is o
sick.”

Then he ran to the house, and tried not
to think f his poor l'ttle dove. Hc did
nod want his mother to ses him cry, for she
would have said the dove should not be
killed. }

In about an hour the neighbor broughé
some good hot broth; and when Tim's
mother ato it she felt almost well again.

“ You shall have some moare to-morrow,”
said the woman. “I will make broth for
you every Jay until ycu are well.”

Tim followed tho woman to the door as
she went out, and said, so that his mother
csuld not hear, that he had no doves and
did not know how to get meat for more
broth.

Beforo the neighbor could speak there

was o rushlo of winps, and Fairy flew in
and perched on Tim's shoulder.

“Coo cool"” sho eaid, pecking at his
cheok.

“You seo I did nobd kill your dove,” said
the woman. "I made the broth fro— a
chicken, and I have plenty more a$ homo.
You were a good boy to be willing to have
your pet dove killed to moke broth for
your mother.”

How bappy Tim was' Ho loved his
dove better dkar ovor, now that he had ib
back again. His mother did noé know
until she was quite well how near ehe had
come #o ealing poor little Fairy.

DIDN'T MEAN TO.

JOHN oame home very angry. “ Someone
lefs the bars down,” he eaid, “and the
cows are gone. I cannod find them.”

“Oh dear!” said Jenny; “when I weni
across fields I forgod %o put them up after
me; I didn's mean #0.”

So her father had a long bun$, and
came home very tired. Next day Jenny
was lade ab school, and had a black mark,
“Why were you not in time!” asked the
$eacher.

« ] stopped a minute to play with Katie
Brown, and [ did not $hink it was so long.
I didn's mean to be late.”

That same week she was playing with
the little kitten one day, when the baby
was sitting on the floor. Jenny did nob
look where she wen$, and ran agains$ him,
8o tha$ he fell over, and hurt his head very
badly. He cried so loud that his mamma
came.

« How did vou get this greab bruise 2"

«1 hoch him,” said Jenny; “I did not
mean .- do ih”

Then her mother told her that this
didn't mean to, }f she leb it live, would
grow into & greab ugly giané habib, and
make a alave of her.

So Jeany said sho would try very hard
to kill it while 16 was litdle; and she has
grown so careful since then thad you mighs
play with her for a year, and no$ find out
that she was the very little girl I have
told you about.

LITTLE MARY'S TRUST.

ONE day, in school, & cry of fire was
sounded. The children rashed toward the
dour, and crowded the passage. But ons
girl sat still in her place. The alarm was
falee, and the scholars returned o their
seats. Then the girl next to Mary said,
“ Mary, bow is it that you could sit eo
quietly, when we were all so frightened 2
Mary answered, “ My father told moe if
there shoulld be an alarm of fire, it would
bLe best for us to sit still in vur eeats and
wait for the teachers to tell us what to do.
My fathor is a fircman, and he knows
best.” This little girl trusted in her
father's word; she obeyed him and was
safe. If we trust in cur heavenly Father
tmd1 obey him, he will help us in every
trial.
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