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» The Silver Sixpence.
It was only a stiver sixpence,
BBattered and worn and old,
Ut worth to the child that held it
As much as a plece of gold.

A poor little crossing-sweeper,
In the wind and rain all day @
Or one who gave her a penny
There were twenty who bade her nay.

But she carried the bit of s'lver—
A light in her steady face, ) ‘
And her step on the erowded pavement
Full of a childish grace—

Straight to the tender pastor:
And, “ Send it,” she said, * for me,

Dear sir, to the heathen children
On the other side of the sea.

“Let 1t help in telling the story
Of the love of tho Lord Most Tigh,
ho came from the world of glory,
For a sinful world to dle.”

“Send only halt of 1t, Maggie,”
.. The good old minister sald, i
nd keep the rest for yourself, dear:
You need it for daily bread.”

“Ah, sir” was the ready answer,

“ In the blessed Bible words,
T would rather lend it to Jesus.
For the silver and gold are the Lord’s !

“ And the copper will @6 for Magsle.”
I think if we all felt so, ;

The wonderful message of pardon ,
Would soon through the dark earth g0

Soon should the distant mountains
And the far-off ig'es of the sea

Hear of the great salvation ) .
And the truth that makes men free.

Alas ! do we not too often
Keep our silver and gold in store,
And grudgingly part with our copper.
Counting the pennlies o’er ?

And clalming tn vain the blessing
That the Master gave to one
ho dropped her mites as the treasure
\ whole day’a toil had woh.

ASHAMED OF PATHFR.

¥ith a weary face and tired manner,
an old man entered a store on Broadwa}:i
and looking around in a wistful way gai
to the first person he met, “I've smnne’d
for my 1lttle girl: T thought she wouldn’t
want to walk home alone, and it’s about
time to close, ain’t it ?” _

*Yes, it's time to close,” renlied the
ﬂoor~wa1ker, “ put who is your little girl,
and where 1s she 7" . L

“My little girl is Sally—Sally Den-
ham, ‘and she’s here somewhere; can’t
you please tell me where 2 T'm a little
near-gightéd, or I could find her easy
enough.” s

“There’s no such girl in onr employ,
sald the floor-walker decidedly. *you
must he labouring under a mistake. sir.

“'This is Rathbone’s, ain’t it " the old
man agked,

“ Certainly.”

"Then she's here.” :

“Tam quite sure, as T told you before,
Sir, that there’s no girl by that name in
our employ.” ‘

“Is there another store kept bv a man
named Rathbone 7" he asked wearily.

_ “Yes, T believe there is,” without much
interest, “three hlocks further down. 1
think.” )

The old man went on. and a voung eirl,
who had heard the conversatidn botween
him and the floor-walker. breathed a
sigh of relief. She was a new clerk and
her name had been registered with other
new ones, but mnat as Sally Penham
(although it was Sally) : it read Maude
flliot. No one in thr store knew her.
she reasoned, so why should she not call
herself Mande, if she wanted to, inatead
of that plebeian Sally. And to think her
father should come after her, Fler face
flushed ho'ly as she wondered what those
proud girl clerks all arounnd her wonld
say if they should find out that the
Shabbily dressed o' man was her father.
The girls were starting for their homes:
::‘% put on her eap and facket and went
Mat.

, “1 will give father a rlece of mv mind.”
she said to herself, undutifully. * 1 sh:'lll
45k him pever to ¥tap for me again. T'm

quite big enough to go home alone, I

ink.” »
thlSliua took a roundabout way home ; it

along the street
was a pleasure to walk alons
aow foIr she was dressed in a very ne_at,
and,becoming suit, the hard—eamed'hg,lft
of the dear, loving old father of “, om
she was ashamed. )
But what was the matter at home ’?h
She was startled as she'reach.cd. er
door and heard the cnmmotmn” w.'t,h‘m‘}
«“you father’s killed, Sally, ways tlte
abrupt explanation of a small boy ou-’
cide:; “he was a-looking of you up, an
couldn’t find ym:i” -
The frightened gIir
into the house, where s.he fglmd ho}:
mother neatly witd with grief. Mother,
she sobbed, «it isn’t true, Is it, that
ather is dead ?”
f’ls‘h\'es he was killedl—was kpocked over
by rmm’wnv horses while Tooking for"vou.
He died ]‘ixst after reaching lhr;rlno.q‘!]x]!;
. cord g cTell my little Salll
ast words were, Tal A
lf'llthpr tried to find her; tell her to ﬁpd
t;er Father in heaven, he'll wateh over
her even unto the end. Where were you.
Sally ?” i
qqﬂﬁt Sally did not answer; she simmi
could not.' She was down on her 3<nf~q,,
l;ecide {he father’'s dead hody, sohbing
of grief and remorse.

er agony M .
0“5 ]}2'5 m_§ fanlt, all mine, her tortured

aned, “ he wonldn't be lving here

:2113 zrlnnod still it I hadn’t been ashamed of
» .

hig. yvear has passed gince thoemn, ’a'r]m
Snl]y‘ Denham is still a clerk :;tn Ra q:
bone’s. But there hﬂF; never )\lf‘Tl*h:”
evening since her fa_fhnr g sad (?oat 1‘ ad
as the time for closing thf store ;-11““‘{; '(;
ghe has not heard a voicr say _"m ;P
stopped for my little girl: 1 thnnl, ’ ?__
wonldn't want to wallk home alone.

Selected.

darted past him

A SUSPIGIOUS-LOOKING ANCET

A tohacco-chewing mlnlstn_r in Tlhr}r.\:‘:
wag canght in a shower. Geoing toc?hrli‘;}'
cabin, he kunocked and"nskejd for s 11 r'p-.

«1 don't know YOI .savlslvfhe sha

¢ dame, suspiciously. .
109«1\111251123:1)9? the Seriptnre,” sain ft]}n
traveller, “‘ Be not forgetful to enter{.;n
strangers; for thereby qs?:m'qe have enter-

els unawares. ] N
taz‘rl:}(z)lxarr\\iodn‘t gay that,” sgﬁd t}xofwo-
man, as she shut the door in hls"?;%
“«Np anecl would come dowwn hnr:? wit
biz quid of tohacco in his m‘mnh. ot the

The woman was gurely richt ab‘n“‘x‘
tobacco, whether she was al,mnt t:r%nmdq(;
pitality or nnt. Tho'Lordxs an;,‘: Tn‘e
not perfime the air with to,‘m.ﬂm mvlhjrg
nor leave the marks f)f.tqtnnacco whe

ave made their visits. )
thgznli:‘yiwm gond and heanutifal Fwnmen
are called angzels, but nfme of thei:
aneels nse tohaeeo. Ima~ine an ane
with a qnid of fnllmcco, a filthy pipe, or &
jear in his mouth,
m?}:r;zﬁans. hv-and-bye, nro_*n hn “qqm}_}
unto the angels, heing the children (.)'fT &
» and if they do not wish t'g\
have the angels ashamed of them. it
wounld he well for them to Inf’ f,obm‘;cn
alone. And if anv of the chﬂ‘nrm\ nx?g
wish to be like the (‘ml:'r‘::t thev shon
of this evil habit. .
ke’;gbgl:‘g: was unknown uv?til America
discovered. The Indian savages
prople how to use the
4. Said one writer in those

resurrection;’

was v
taught whxteh
miserable wee
days

“« The naked sovages twist great rqﬂs
of leaves togelher, and smoke like
devila” !

Onh. we remember NOW, the Bible

naks of two kinds of angels—one are
f}?oq I?o’rd’s ancels, and the other_thg
devil's. Which kind would be most
likely to use tobacco ?

SOMT DIFFERENCE

A few short years ago, a little erow,
Tddy, not slow in roguery, romnlaxfled
that- James hard been tln‘owgnz stones at
The teacher inqnired into the mat-

him. he

ter, and found the charge correct.
&aid to Rddy: ,
'm‘l“ what do you think you should do if
vou were teaching and had such a bovy

as that ?” .
« T think T should flog him.

eply. . :
) I}bnn thia, James hegan to fear the re-

ault. aRd #o he fited t5 his somplaint.

was the

‘hit of his hair.

“ Eddy throwed a stone at me t'othe-
day,” said he.

“ Ah,” said the teacher, “TI must know
about this matter. Is it true, Eddy, that
you have been throwing stones at
James ?”

Eddyv hung his head, and confessed it.
After a litile, the teacher said :

“Well, Eddy, what do you think vou
should do with two such boys as you and
James ?”

“7 think,” said he, sobbing, “ 1 should
try 'em again !

WHAT JOHNNIE DID.

Before Johnnie began to go tn the tem-
perance scheol his father used to take a
glarg of beer every day. Johnnie learned
what was in the heer, so he said one
morning, “Papa, T am never going to
smolte nor chew, nor take any kind of
heer nor cider nor hrandv. Now please,
papa. can't you do the same ?”

“Why ?2 Do von think it hurts to take
a gloss of beer one~ in a while 27

“Oh, T am sure it doew, for it burns up
the inside of your stomaech.”

“Ilow do vou know so much about
heer, Johnnie 7' snid his papa,

“T saw our teacher put some into a
glasg bottle with a lamp under it. and
the alecohol came out of the bhottle and
burned with a blue blaze, and she said
it would burn the stomachs of those who
drank it.”

“ Are you sure there s
beer ?7

“Yes, indeod, papa, T am veryv sure,
and that is why it makes men drunk
sometimes.”

“7 guegs yon are right, Johnnle, and 1
am glad veun have made up yvour mind
never to take had drinks, If you will
stiek to it T will ~in with vou, and we
wiil Arink that best of all drinks, cold
water, that never makes any one tipsy,
nor never makes anv one unhappy.”

“0Oh, T am so glad, napa, for now vou
will save money enaneh to buy shoes for
mamma and me, 87 that we can always
#o to the temperance meetings, and per-
hans vou will go with us. Will you,
papa ?”

His papa said ves, and now we are so
hapny, for the bad drink never comes
into our hause, and all becanse Johnnie
tearned so well at the temperance school
eTm(‘! taltked so wisely to his papa.—Water

Aly.

alcohol in

FHE STORY OF WANG LING TOLD
BY HERSELF.

My honourahle friends:

I give you my bhest how. T am a stupid
littla Chinese girl. Some davs T am so
nanghty my grondmn save T shall pro-
bahly be a monkeyv after T die.

This scares me and gives me a blg pain
in my heart. I am snre I was born on an
unlucky day. They tell me myv mother
eried a great manv tears beecause 1 was
a girl, and my grandma and father were
very cross and angry.

T o0 into the temple and pray the old
god to make me over into a boy. Alag!
it s of no use. Sometimes T prav the
god to help me to be good so 1 can be a
bov after T die, but T cannot see that he
helps me any. T still have my naughty
days.

They named me Tiine Te, which means,
“T.ead Along a PBrother” but when an-
other habv ecame she was a girl too. 1
heard my father say, “We arn tod poor
to ke-p another girl” Mother said, “1
have had stich a hard time T wish T had
died when T was a baby: the neor little
thing had hetter die.” She eried a great
many tears. Father tonk the baby away,
and I never saw her,

After a fow years a Tittle hrother did
come, and that was indeed a jovful day.
T stoand hy and watehed them tie the
elnthes around his little arms and legs,
Day after day he lav upon tha hiick had,
looking toward heaven, makine the haek
of his hoad so flat and nies. T hraghing
away the flire and thonght how nprond
we shonld all hr ta have him egrow up
and he n mandarin, and wear n hntton
on his kat, and ride n big, black, shiny
mule !

When he was a month old we gave a
big feast, and a bharher shaved aff avery
0. hnw protty his Hitle
white head was ! g hlack eves Inokad
as bright as buttons.  Theyv untied Dia
oAy, abd ff was sn funny te #se hia Nt

tle hands and feet fly around! Our
guests brought money in blg red en-
velopes, and gave him many presents too.
Grandina gave him a red cap all covered
with brass images and looking-glasses.
because the devils get scared and run
away when they see themselves in a
glass. They put a chain around his neck
and hracelets on his arms to keep the
bad spirits away from his heart.

When 1 =aid, “ Grandma, why do you
put a cai’s head on hig shoes ?” she said,
“ Why, yon small idiot, don’t you know
cats walk safelv and never stumble or
fall, and T wish the boy may go safely
through life and always have a smooth
road like the eat’'s 77

Secon after this grandma bought ban-
dages nine~ feet long, and T heard her say
to my mother, “ Yon must bind Ling Te’s
fert” Wothor said, “ Oh, T dread it, for
she will fuss and ecry and keep us awake
nizh!s.” “ Yoy muat surely do it,” said
grandma, in hor stern way. “ Why, how
do you exneet to get a mother-in-law for
her if her foet are not houngd ?”

Thig seared mo, for T have heard some
girls sayv it is terrible to have a mother--
in-law, T ran awav. T had to come
home at night. Grandma was angry,
and sdid, “7f vou ran awav again T will
send the foreign devils after vou; they
will dig out vour eves and your heart,
and take off vour skin, and take von off
to Ameriea. and after you die voun will
be a donkey for them to ride” This
scared me, of course, and she hegan t6
turn my toes uwnder and wind the Toneg
bandages around my feet. Tight = ~nA1
tighter gshe drew them, and when 1 e
not hear it, and heecan to struggle an
seream and kick, she eallad my father
and mother {0 hold me. T could nnt
sleep that night for the pain, T can
never tell you how my feet ached. Now
they are dead and don’t ache so mneh,
and I can walk on my heecls pretty well.

THF. PRINTER ROY.

About the year 1725 an American hoy,
some nineteen vears old, found himself
in T.ondon, wherer he was under the
necessity of earnine his bread. He was
not like many voung men in these davs.
who wander around seeking work, and
whe are “ willing to do anvthing” he-
cause they know how to do nathing ; but
he had learned how to 32 something, and
knew just where to go to find something
to do. So he went straight to a printing
office, and Inquired if he could get em-
ployment.

“ Where are vou from ?” inguired the
foreman,

“ America,” was the answer.

“Ah” gnid the foremnan, “ from Am-
erica! A lad from America seeking em-
plovinent as a printer! Well, do voun
really underctand the art of printing ?
Can you set tyvpe 27

The young man stepped to one of the
cases. and in a brief space s=2t up the
following passage from the first chapter
of John :

“ Nathaniel said unto him, Can there
any good thing come out of Nazareth 7
Philip said unto him, Come and see.”

It was done =0 aquickly, gn accurately,
and sdministered a delicate reproof so ap-
propriate and powerful, that it at once
gave him influence and standing with alt
in the office.

He worked diligently at his trade, re-
fused to drink beer and strong drink,
saved his monsyv, return~d to America,
became a printer, publisher, author,
Postmaster-General, Member of Congress,
signer of the Declaration of Independ-
ence, ‘ambassador to roval courts, and,
finally, died in Philadelphia, April
17, 1790, at the age of eighty-four, full of
vears and honours : and there are now
more than a hundred and fifty connties.
towns, and villages in America, named
after that same printer boy-—Tenjamin
“ Franklin,” the anthor of Poor Richard’s
Almanac.—H. L, H.

Miss R. was tellinz her Sundav-schooi
class of small hoys about the Shut-in So-
clety. whase mombers are persons eon-
fined with illness to their heds or rooms.
“Whom can wo think of.” aaid she, “that
wonld have had sreat symprihy for these
that are so chut in 7" T know,” =afd
a little ho¥; “ gnme one in the Bible, ain’t
1Y, teacher 2 “ Yaso: and who, Tohnnis 7
“ Jonah,” was thw spbitta? anséme.



