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PLEABAN

T HOURS,

NEPAPATET AND UNITED,

A,QEN an ancient <haft of Falun

e Year by year a body lay,

Gies preseryey, as though a treasure
Eojt unite the waking day

¥.t the turmoil nor the pesstous
0Of tho busy world o'erhesd,

Suunds of war, or posce-rojoicings,
1 ould disturh tho placid deail,

Onco a youthfu) ininer, whistling,
Hewed the rhamber now his totuh ;

Crash 1 tho rocky frsgments tumbled,
Ciored ti2ms 12 abyainal gloom,

8ixty years passad by ere muners,
roiling, hoodred fsthoms decy,

Broke upon the shaft where rested
That pour maner 1n his sleep.

An the gold-graios lie untarnished
In the dingy soil and sand

‘T1l! they gloamn and Micker, stainless,
In the digger's saftiog hand;

As ths gem fn virgin brillianco
Reats till ushered into day,—

8o, uninjured, uscorrupted,
Fresh and fair the body lay.

And tho miners Lore it upward,
Lail it in the yellow sun:

Up from out the neighbouring housss
Fast the curions peasants ruu.

“Who is he 1" with eyeuthst guostion ;
“Who is he!" tbey ask alond.

Hash ! a wizened hag comes hobbling,
Panting, throngh the wondering crowd,

Ob 1 tho cry—balf joy, balf sorrow—
As she fings her at his side!

“John ! the sweotheart of my girlhood !
Hero am 1, am I, thy bride.

**Time on thoe has left no traces,
Death from wear has ahieldod thee ;
I am aged, worn, and wasted,
Oh, what life hes dono to me 1"

Thou, his smooth, unfurrowed forehead
Kissed that ancient, withered crone !
And the death which usd divided
Now united them in one.

THE ODD THREE HALFPENCE.
A TRUE STORY.

Ox the first Monday evening in
every mouth a clergyman ugod to bave
s littlo missionary meoeling in his
school-house, to pray for the mission.
srice in foreign lands. One aevening
ho was tolling the people who were
agscmbled, what cause thero was for
sending missionaries to theze distant
lands.

Whilo the minister, Mr. B, was
spesking, he observed all the time a
poor working-msn, black with lsbour-
ing in the nelghbouriog iron-works,
who had come in rather late, and
stood with his back to the wall, at the
end of the room, exactly opposite to
him. It was not the man, howover,
who attracted his nolice 8o much as a
littlo girl ko held in his arms. She
was 8 very littlo ono, and losked very
delicate ; her face was palo and thin,
and her eyes too bright and large, as
if she were in a decline, DBut what
surprised Mr. B was to sse the docp
carnest attention with which this
gickly-looking child listened to every
word he said. Whenever Mr. B.
looked at that little pale face, it was
the same, quite full of earnest atton-
tion and intorest,. 'When all was over,
ke renoded his peopls that tho poor
heathen could not hear of God with-
out & -veacher, and no preacher oould
go to chem unless he waa sent; and
that to send him, and to baild achool-
housss, and givo him the mesns of
keoping them up, and of living bim-
sclf, a good doal of monoy was necess

wissionsry moetings, and hesr what

sary ; and that no ono should go to

they had beon hearing, without
somothing to help the expenses
missionr.  1Te hud brought some little
tin bLoxes, prottily covered, and with
ploturcs of gome Indian places on the
sido; and he offored to give ome of
theso boxes to "any ome who would
undertake to eave a lttle, over so
Uttle, frcm their own and
drop it in theso to help the heathen.
He told them that a penny saved from
nelf might be a penny glven to God ;
snd that a peany saved by self-denial
was worth more than a pound which
cost the giver nothing,

Now, while he steed holding ane of
the boxes in his hand, and speaking
thus, he could scarcely belp amiling to
8co tho sickly child, with one arm
round the blackened neck of her father,
tho other pointed to the box, while her
little coaxing faco and eager manner
showed she was trying to get her
father to go forward and ask for one
fcr her. Mr., B, could emsily believe
that tho pretty box plessed the child,
and when he saw that she had partly
prevailed on her father, and that he
had moved on a good deal nearer, but
was still ashamed to come quite up
and ssk for the box, he held it out,
and said,—

“ Will you take a box, my friend ?
Perhaps your little girl may some day
earn somothing to put into itt” The
child smiled, a8 ber father angwered,

“ Why, yes, &ir, if you pleass, My
little girl here wants to have one ; but
I do not know if the lass will be able
to gather much for you.”

Mr. B. smiled, and said, “Let her
try; where there'sa will theio's s way;
and it she saves or earna one penns
for God's work, it will do herself
good.”

The child esgerly received the box,
and a flush of pleasure passed over her
pale face.

A year passed away. A year makes
many changes in the world ; changes
in ourselves, changes in the few people
wo know. Thero was another miesion-
ary meeting, and the boxes were to be
sent in that had been given out. But
a yesar had pagsed and msde ita changes;
some hands had taken them, and other
hands brought them back. The year
before they had brought & sad change
to the poor blackened man and his
little girl; bis wife had died. The
child had lcgt her mother, and she was
dclicate, and wanted her ; but she was
herx father’s only one, and he loved her
tenderly. His wife's long illness and
death left him many debts: all his
work and labour could scarcely pay
them ; but he did pay them, and then
he was content to labour on for bis
littlo girl and himgell.

And now snother yesr had come,
and another change had come too,
That time last year the man had stood
leaning against the wall, holding his
cbild in hiz arms, sod she loved bim
dearly. Hé stood there now B,
leaning against the wall; but the
child was not in arms, and tears were
in his eyes.

‘Whero was she$ His hand held
the missionary box which bers had a0
gladly taken; sho was with God, far'
botter, far happler than she had been.
when her kind, tender father held her
fooble little body in his arms. The
child was ione to ths Bavlour, who
bad bidden her come to'him, -

When everyone else had given u
thelr buxes, counted the cohtents,
gone away, the man atood nesr to

‘bad not pro

again, | wronging

B. had buried his child, and knew
that the lamb had been taken to the
fold above ; but the father's faco was
pale with feelings which hia manner
did not show,

¢ That was her box, air,” he maid;
“tho box she got this might twelve
months, She made me give her a
halfpenny every Saturday night out of
my wages, when sho had been good
;x:;l ploaned ahl-m ; lhg never loat ber

fpenny, sir;"” and then one ¢
tear burst out, and rolled do'n‘r;?l
check. ¢ Count it,” he said, hastily
pushing the box over the table;
“ there wero fifty-two weeks ; fifty-two
balfpence is twenty-six pence; two
and twopemoe, sir. You will find it
sl right, I think."

“J am sure of that,” eaid Mr, B.;
and they oounted the money, which
seemed to be all halfpence. At last
up turned a large pemny piecs; and,
when all waa counted, there was two
shillings and threepence halfpenny,
instesd of two shillings and twopence.
Mr. B. did not mind the difference at
all; but the father looked quite
puzzled. Ho counted it over again;
but there it was, just three halfpence
too much ;—and thkat big penny, too,
which he had never given his child.

“Y oannot make it out, sir,” he
waid, rubbing his forehead ; “my
blessed child would never do an
wropg ; but there it is. How that
odd three halfpence came there, I do
vot know.”

¢ Perhaps you may think of it

” sald Mr. B, s he looked
aboat it, but not knowing

why. “J will look in upon you soms-
times in the evenings, and trust God
will comfort you, and ba a futher to
you, instead of the child he has taken.”

The man bowed his head, and wen!
away; but long and y did ke
think how thewe old thres halfpence
got into the mimionary box. :

‘The poor have often a strong sense
of bonesty ; indeed, honesty and in-
dustry are the first loseons taught by
the respectable and decant parents of
England to their children. Now this
was the secret of that poor man's dis-
treas, His little girl used often to go
on messages to the shopy, both for him
and for the neighbours, who kindly
sssisted in the care of his house after
his wife died. The father knew how’
anxious she had been to put money
into the box, how esgerly she ran to
it with her halfpenny every Saturday
night. He could not bear to think
that the dear child, who was now in
the grave, could have been g0 foolish
and gomx':t a3 t0 suppose she would
do God's service by giving money abe
ly earned, to sny good
objoct ; or that she could be lempted
to drop the penny into the missionary
box, which she had not paid at the
shop. The thought, however, dis
tres¢ed himn much; he feared he was
his departed child by even
imagining it ; yet how oould the three
balfpence get -there? His child never
got any mcney but what he gave her
for it. ' !

Thus was be still meditating as he
st &t bis lonely fireside one morning,
juat after bis breakfast wag ended. A
isdy, koowing thst it was the omly
hour to find him in, called at the door
abcut some message. She spoke kindly
to him of his affliction, and’ consoled
bim by expremiog affection for the
dear child he had lost, whose sweet-
Does, gentlenes, and patiepoe in suffer-

Mr. B. Hig words were fow; M,

ing, aho Tad been much touched with.

ything | thought it wés weakness that prevented

In the fulmess of heart, the bercaved}
father mentioned to this kind Iady the
anxiety he felt about the odd thres
halfpence in the misiomary box. * My§
swoot child weuld n:v::l go hwbnt T
wrong sbout momey, 0; “‘but]
how cawe they there "

The lady t for 8 miouto, and
then crled out quite joyfully, I can
tell you!" 8he then told him that
the day before Ely's death, tho had
called in to see her, after havivg bem
shopping in the towm, The childs
mouth looked hot and dry, and she
ssked her it she would not ke aa
orange, * Very much,” was theoply,
She searched for some money, but had
only three hal/pencs lett, which wers
folded in & shop bill, She gave them
to the dying child, and desired her to
send the old woman who nurscd ber
for the orange.

“J remember it perfectly,” she sald,
“because I was a0 sorry I had mo
more to give; thare was & penny pi-ee
and a halfpenny in the paper. 1 wa
sending my msid, the next morning,
with some nipe things to tho bild,
when the old woman came up fo sy |
sbe was dead. I asked her if she had

got her the ge, aud she sxid ahe
had never he:‘rm child apeak cf ik
I reproached myself at the tims, a5 ws |
all do when kindness is too Iate; I |

her from sakiog for what she wished |J
to have, and regretted I bad not gons
and got it myaself,”

“God be praised, and may he for-
giveme ! 7 gald the poor father, *the [
child deaied hsr dying lips the urenge,
and 80 the odd threa halfpence got
into the missiowvary box,Y—Asssionary
Present.
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A WORKING BAND.

Tux ¢ working band * js made up of |}
girls eleven, twelve and thirteen years |}
of age. They like to-play and bave |
“-good times® na well is other girly, |b
but when I tell you what they did one |
summer vacation not very long sgy, if
you will sce that they have learned |
sometbing -about self-denia). These |3
are all achool-girls, and when the hot |f
days came on it was very pleasant to
think about vacation. You know how
that iy, girls and boys, aud so you zre
the better able to appreciate ‘the self-
sacrifice which led thess girls, a8 tox
a8 echool was closed, t6 unite in o
working band, which was to meet |}
every Batarday afternoon. A desr |§
Iady who had lcng been an active {J
worker im the Lad's yineyard won |f
these young hearts to the work, and
they met a¢ her honse.

We will not tell you abeut their
meetings, but we will tell you this
that in the.sutumn they sent away s
barrelful of warm, servicesbls ¢lothing
‘;axcng. hoy hed made or colleél:d’ from
f rho were willing to help on
the good work, to a home for old {}
people who had no children to and.
care for*them, but who were tenderly |t
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‘Taux .goodoess Is' like the glow-:
worm in this, tkat it shines most whes

no eyes but tho. of l;e.w!en are upon it. 4
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