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THE ROBIN 8 SONG.

BY MARGARETTE W. SNODGRASS.

¢ Do you thnk she will pull through
it, doctor ?” Bhe was a nervous little
woman, and her pale face looked more
anxious than usual as she watched the
doctor’s contracting brows. It seemed
a8 if life and death hung in his answer.

« There is nothing in the nature of
her injury to prevent her recovery,
madam,” answered the physician ;
then he paused.

« What i8 it then, doctor ? I know
there is something else, for she is not
improving at all;” and the mother
stood all in a tremor of auxiety.

+ It is simply her restless, unhappy
condition of mind,” said the doector
slowly. ‘It is hard to effsct a oure
while she is so depreesed. If anything
could be done—but I know yon have
tried everything.”

Mrs. Maxwell watched him from the
door, then turned back with a heavy
sigh. She had given her daughter
everything that she thought hears
could wish, but here was something
money could not buy, and the want of
it might prevent her recovery.

She did not know where she might
go for help : it never occurred to her
to ask God to bestow this gift of a
restful, contented mind upen her child.
How ocould she, when she had never
learned to ask Him for herself ?

Meanwhile Effie lay on her couch,
in her beantiful room, with a sad,
hopeless look on her young face that
was most pitiful to see. ~What mat-
tered it to her that the room was ele-
gant in all its appointments ? that she
bad only to express a wish and have
whatever she desired brought to her ?
Bhe was a prisoner, and a very wret-
ched one too. Only the week bafore,
a8 she was riding, her pony had stari-
ed and thrown her, injuring her knee.

The injury was not so severe in it-
self, but the time of recovery would
necessarily be slow. ¢ Six weeks or
80 upon the little couch,” the doctor
had said ; * a little imprudence migut
cause the loss of the joint entirely.”

From the time that the words were
spoken, Effie had fretted and worried.
She was sure she would never be able
to walk again, and she was continually
vexing those around her by her mur-
marings and tears.

Little did she care that it was Chil-
dren’s-Day.

The chiming of the church bells
seemed to annoy her, and even the
bouquet of flowers brought to her by
her ‘mother goarcely attracted her at
tention.

“ It doesn't make any difference to
me what day it is,” she said dis: - _.o-
lately. « One day is just about the
8ame as another, now. Oh, dear !

Just at that moment a bird perched
on the window-gsill, and looked
¢antiously in. It was a robin, with
1ts bright eyes and ruddy breast ; and
Effie almost held her breath lest she
should disturb it, it came 80 near.

Then all at once it began to pour
forth its mellow, wm'bling8 song.p It
Was a wonderfol song, and it thrilled
er and interested her as nothing had
One since the accident. It seemed to
carryla whole spring-tide into the room,
f“t;'d to herald all good and lovely

ngs, and Effie, as she listened, felt
er hear: bound with gladness ; she
Scarcely knew why, and did not stop

to question. What a free happy -lif
it nad, this hLttle bird! Then she
tbought of the words ¢f Jesus about
the fowls of the air, who neither sow
oor reap, and yet the heavenly Fathor
feedoth them. - Are ye not of much
more value ?”
for this little bird to /make it sing, He
would take care of her, and send her
what was best. (Was not that what
she had always been taught as she had
studied the verses in Sanday-Schoul?

The robin’s song was the opening
anthem to that morning's service, and
Effie followed it with some very plain
thoughts, and some heart-searching
which did her good.

“ I have been thinking only of the
dark side,” she said to herself; *1I

\| haven’t been at all thankful for all the

pleasant surroundings and the comforts
I bave to make my trial easy. God
has given me everything, and I —I
have been giving Him murmurings
for my thanks.”

The robin had gone, but the sweet-
ness of his song lingered in her heart ;
it had brought her something to keep.

“I have had such a lovely time,
mamma !”" she exclaimed, when her
mother entered the room; and then
she told her all about the robin, all
about the thought which had come to
her, and all about her own murmurings,
and how wrong she felt them to be.

Mrs. Maxwell was touched. How
often had she t0o murmured when
things had not gone as she wished
them! How often had she too fretted
and worried about what she should
have left in God's hands! If
Effie covld begin anew, why should
not she ?

‘“And how is, the patient doing
now ?"’ asked the old doctor, as he met
Mre, Maxwell in the street a few days
afterwards.

“ Finely,” answered the little mother,
the pale face radiant with smiles.
‘““ She has become so bright and happy
that she seems to carry everything
before her, sickness and all.”

“ What is the secret of such a sud-
den chapnge ?” he asked, smiling in
turn. ' )

And Effie's mother lookei happy
and serious too, as she repeated what
her little girl had told her—:the lesson
of love and trust that had come to
them both that Sunday morning in
the notes of the robin’s song.
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THE OPINION OF ALL,—Who have tried
Polson’s Nerviline, the great pain remedy
is that it is never failing in pain of every
description. Nearalgia, toothache,
cramps, pain in the stomach, and
kindred complaints are banished as if
by magic. Rapid and certain in oper-
ation, pleasant to take, Nerviline etinds
at the very front rank of remedies of
this class. A trial bottle may be por-
chased for 10 cents, a very small amoant
in any cese ; but the best expenditure
you can make, if a sufferer from any
kind of pain, is a 10 or 25 cent bottle of
Nerviline at druggists and country
dealers.

THE LEGEND OF THE
SACKS.

There is an ancient legend that tells
of an old man who was in the habit of
traveling frem place to place, with a
sack hanging behind his back an1i an-
other in front of him.

What do you think these sacks were
for? Well, I will tell you.

In the one behind him he tossed

TWO

Surely if God cared,

'a.ll the kind deeds of his friends, where

they were qu.te hid from view; and
he soon forgu: all about tLem.

In the one hanging around his neck,
under his chin#he popped all the sins
which the people h> knew committed ;
and these he was in the hab t of turc-
ing over and looking at a3 he walked
along, cay by day.

One day, to his surprise, be met a
man wearing, just like himself, a sack
in front and one behind. He went up
to him and began feeling his sask.

“ What have you got here, my
friend ?” he asked, giving the sack in
front a good poke.

‘“Stop, cou’t do that!” cried the
other, ¢ you'll spoil my good things.”

*“ What things ?"’ asked number one.

“ Why my good deeds,” answered
number two. *‘I keep them all in
front of me, where I can always see
them, and take them out and air them.
See, here is the half-crown I put in the
piate last Sunday ; and the shawl I gave
to the beggar girl ; and the mittens I
gave to the orippled boy; and the
peuny I gave to uhe organ grinder ;
and here is even the benevolent smile
I bestowed on the crossing-sweeper at
my door ; and "—

““And what's in the sack behind
you ?" asked the first traveler, who
thought his companion’s good deeds
would never come to an end.

“ Tat, tut,”’ said number two, * there
is nothing I care to look at in there !
That sack holds what I call my little
mistakes.”

““It seems to me that your sack of
mistakes is fuller than the other,” said
number one.

Number two frowned. He had
never thought that, though he had
put what he called his '* mistakes " out
of his sight, every one else could see
them still. An angry reply was on
his lips, when happily a third traveler
—also ocarrying two sacks, as they
were—overtook them.

The first two men at once pounced
on the stranger. '

“ What cargo do you earry in your
sack ?"’ cried one.

“ Lict's see your goods,” said the
other.

“ With all my heart,” quoth the
stranger ;  for I have a good y 'assort-
ment, and I like to show them.” ¢ This
sack,” said he, pointing to the cne
hanging 1n front of him, ‘is fall of
the good deeds of others.”

“ Your sack looks nearly touching
the ground. It must be a preity
heavy weight to carry,” observed num-
ber one.

“ There you are mistaken,” replied
the stranger ; ** the weight is only such
a8 sails are to aship, or wings are to an
eagle. 1t helps me onwards.”

“ Well, your sack behind can be of
listle good to you,” said namber two,
¢ for 1t appears to be empty; and I
see it has a great hole in the bottom
of it.”

I did it on purpose said the
stranger ; ‘‘for all the evil I hear of
people I put in there, and it falls
through, and is lost. S, you see 1
have no weight to drag me down back-
wards.”

’

One Cent INvESTED in a postal card
on which you send your address to
Hallett & Co., Portland, Maine, will, by
return mail, bring you free, particulars
about work that both syxes, of all ages,
can do, and live at hom«, wherever they
are located, earning thereby from $5 to
$25 per day, and upwards. Some have
earned over $50 in a single day. Capital
not required ; you are started free.
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Church and Home Magazine

Is a Church of England Monthly Magazine
of Diocesan, Domestic and Foreign

Mission Work, and Home
Reading.

THE BEST MISSIONARY MAGAZINE

IN CANADA.

Approved of by the Bishops, and ex-

tensively patronized by the Clergy.

PRICE, 50 CTS. A YEAR.

STRIOCTLY IN ADVANCE,

SIX COPIES FOR $3.50.

Contributions and literary matter solicited
from Missionaries in the Field and others in-
terested in the work.

Advertisements, subscriptions and communi-
cations should be addressed to

“THE CANADIAN MISSIONARY,”

BOX 239 TORONTO, CANADA.

GUARANTEED 1o GIVE PER-
FECT SATISFACTION.
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PrnsoNaL.—Geoge Lisgauls, of Tayside,
Onét., says he can heartily recommend
Yellow Oils as the best reliever of rhen-
matic pain, his father and mother havi
suffered for years with rheumatism, &

all remedies failed except Yellow Oil,




