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“®HE MARCH OF THE NEW YEAR.

%ll;e by one, one by one, )
e vea~s merch pas,tillthe merch is

done ;
The old year dies to the solemn kndl,
And u merry pecl from the clangieg bell
Unhers the other,-ene by one,
Ml the march of the years shall st bast be

done,

Brizht and olad, dark and sad,
Are tire vears thet come 10 mystery clad ;
?neir faces are -hidden and noue caa see
Lt merry or sorrowfal each will be,
Hright and sed, dark and glad, ;
Haye been 1he yeurs that we all have had.

Fair.and ~utle under the sun
“Sethmg frowm-us each »ear hus won.
as it given us treasures P Day by day
It has <tolen «oenething we prized away ;
We meet with fears and count with
tears

“EBL% buried o pes of the loug-pust years,

i

) year has brought us seme sunny |

Isi-s0? And yet lct us not Torget
H airly thewuu has risen aud-eet ;
?;cl

hoars

With a wenlth of song and a crewn of ‘

flowers,
Power to love and time to pray
Ma gi'ts have beex ere it pussed aeiay.

We heil 1Be New that has come in view;
Work comes with it aud pleasuse €00 ;
ud even though 1t may bring-some pain,
Euch passing year is a thing of ain;
We greet with somg the-days that
€hrong ;
B, they bring ue trouble P
strong.

With smilee of hope, and nat with tears,
We meet our friends in the glad.new years

od is with then and as they eo.ne

bey bear us nearer our re-téul home.

Aud one by one, with some treasure won,
“Mey come to eur hearts till they all are

gone.
—Marianne Famingham.

THE TEMPLE OF THE
HOLY GHOSY.

Abvat jurty-tive years ago -a
funeral was passing through the
streets of Curlisie, Pennsylvania.
IL was the tuneral prooession of
John Hall Mason, ~on of the omin-

ent Dr. Mason, Presideat of Dlck-

son College, one of the most pow-
erful and eloquent preachers in
America. The son was distin-
guished for nis piety and talents,
and his death had cast a gloom
over many hicarts. Many gather-
ed to the funcral, from far and
mear, and ernccially yowng men.
Atter the services at the bouse had
. been performed, and the pell-bear-

@ had taker up the bier, a great !

concourse obstructed the entrance,
and great corfusion and neise en-
sued. The bereaved Doetor, ob-
serving the difficul.y, aund follow-
ing closely the pall-bearers, ex-
elaimed in solemn sepulchral
tonex:—*Tread lightly, young
men! tread lightlyl  You bear the
temple of tha Ioly Ghost.” These
sentiments, as though indited by
the Holy Spirit, acted like an elec-
fric shocek; the crowd fell back
and made the passage way clear.
Through the influence of these
words 8 most pewerful revival of
religion »piung up, and swept
throngh tiie collere, and extended
ovor the wwu. No town iu Penn-
s3lvania hasecjoyed such a sea-
son of spivitual.work and refresh-
ing since that, orin any way egual
t0.1t.

What! kaow.ye not,"” say~ Paul,
“that your body isthe temple of
the Holy Ghost?” It is raid that
the father of Origen would often
g to the couch .ef his sleeping

. ¢hild and kiss hix body, sayiag
that it was the temple of the Holy
ost. I fearthatwe toc oftea
forget this great truth, and wher
<we allow ourselves to subject our
. bodies to sin and .defilement, we
~make an awful mistake. It is
-meedful that we should fortify our
-miuds against these dangerous
temptations, by which so many
-eminent men have been cast down,
and shamefully overeome. We
should not only withdraw our
feet from all evil enticements, but
actually flee from them. Nothing
will dissolve their charm and
break their power more than in-
stant flight. Themore we linger
and.moralize, the stronger will the
meshes become, and the closer will
the net be drawn upon us.

God, tke Holy Spirit, and reflect
upon his remarkable eondescen-
gion to eome and dwell in us, mak-
_#0gus his property, and elevating
eur humanity. As the aneients
kept their temples pure and un-
defiled, so we should preserve our
®bodies” free from all unholy
words and actions, In sOme of
the heathen temples, the Vestals
¢berished a lume on their altar
perpetually. So should we main-
tain the flame of truth on the al-
tars of our hearts. Within their
temple walls were their helpless
deities, and there thronged the
myriads of votaries to pay hom-
age and worship. We. should
worship the Father, anc cultivate
the companionship ot the Holy
Ghos=t in our bodies.
. How anxious we should be to
Elorii'y God, to live nearer to
rist.  How careful we ought to
Be oot to profane vhese temples of
the Holy Ghost. But first of all
we shonld be careful snd ascertain

'"Twill make.us -

We should remember thatgift of |

that we are the temples of the
Holy Spirit..l The fruitl of th;a
Spirit is joy, love, peace, loag-sul-
lerl)"irg, gJen}:leneas, goodness, faith,
meekness, temperavce, ard where
wefind these we will find the
Spirit.  These are the truits of
the Spint, No wicked ‘ﬂoui is
solicitous about making its call-
ia;z_‘and election sure, ‘,

The believer, then, -gkould be
animated by noble views, to live
wholly devoted to Thrist, and
“glorify him in body and spinit,
which ave his.” We sbould ban-
ish all complaint, all anxiety, a'l
fruitless care. We shoald appro-
priate that faith, which is the
precious gift of God, end which
owns Jesus alone as king and
rriest.— Presbyzerian.

e —— -

CURRAN S EPUGCATION.

Everybody bas beard of Curran,
the Irish wit and orator; but every-

vbody does not know ~how he got

his education. The:following ac-
count is interesting :

From the humble station in
which his parents moved, and his

: father’s limited means, there reem-

ed at first but a slight prospect
that Curran; or Little Jack y. as
.he was thea familiarly called,

. would receive the advantage of a

liberal education. iBat by a bap-
pv accident be attracted the at.
tention of & benevolent clergy-

" man, who recognised bim as an
' uncommon boy, :end determined

th-it the seeds of genius should
not perirh for lack of culture.

| As he was one day playing at

marbles in the village ball-alley,
“with a light beart, and lighter
pockets,” a stranger of vencrable
and cheery aspect came up, and
singled him oat frem his play-
mates. The brighteye and intelli-
' gent aspect of the little urchin
had won the good man’s heart.
He biibed him howe with sweet-
meats, and became the architect
of the boy’s fortune. The stran-
ger’s name was Boyse, a clergy
. man, the recter of Newmarket,
~and the requel of the adventure
wus, in after years, thus related
. by Curran to his friend Phillips:
“I learned frem poor Boyse my
| alpbabet and my grammar, and
' the rudiments of the classics; he

| taught all he could, and then he
sent me to the school at Middle.

| ton—in short, ke mod: a man of me.

T recollect it was about five-und-
}thirty years afterwards, when I
| had risen to some ewminence at the
yBur, and whenl bad a reat in
. Parliament, and a good house in
Ely Place, on my. return one
day from court, I feund an old
gentleman seated elone in the
drawing-room, his feet familiarly
.placed on each side of the Italian
.marble chimney piece, and his
avhole air bespeaking the con-
sciousness of one quite at home.
He turned round—it wes my friend
of 2he ball alley! 1 rushed instinc.
tively into his arms. I could not
help bursting into tears. Words
-aannot describe the ecene which
followed. ‘You are right, sir; you
areright, the chimwey-piece is
yours—the pictures are yours—
the house is yours; yeu gave me
all.Ihave—my friend—my father!’
He .dined with me; and in the
evening [ caught the tear glisten-
ing in his fine blue eye when he
saw-his poor Little Jackey, the
creature of his bounty, rising in
the Heuse of Commonse to reply
to a Right Honorable.

- - ——— —

A4 VETERAN MISSIONARY.
The:Rev. John Hobbs began his

wmissionay career in the Bay of
Islands in August, 1823 .and he
continued his labours for nearly
sixty yeers, never during all that
time baving been *invalided
home,” or going home for & holi-
day. His first four years were
speat at Waingaroa, the first Wes-
leyan station in New Zealand,
“beamtiful for sitoation,” but
' conspienous for *the most weck-
' less and depraved set of savages
that ever Macridom could pro-
duce.” Their savage hostility al-
timately breke up the mission,
and compelled “the little mission-
ary band to dy for their lives.,”
Before the elose of the year, how-
ever, the heroie missionary was
back in New Zealand, having mar-
ried at Sydney a lady whe proved
to be a true * help-meet.”” Their
station this time was Hokianga,
where they secured ¢ at the out-
set the friendship of the most
werful native chiefs.”  Hcre
{r. Hobbs speedily displayed re-
markable endowments. He wasa
first-rate linguist,and svon became
renowned as an accomplished Ma-
ori orator, He was al~o “an ex-
ce'lent mechanic,” a most import-
ant qualification in such a wuntry
atsuch a time. After six years’
labour here he was appointed, to-
ether with the raintly Charles
ucker,to Toogs, We have sweet

' were converted to God?

l

: happy time.

"red miles.”

, Shaw,the apostle of So

and bles~ed memories of the lat-

been brought fifty
years ugo into intimate acqoaint-
unce with him, and baviog deriv-
ed no little benetit trom his friend-
Iy counsels. -He had much to do
in Tonga with superintending the
printing-pre. s, and sha‘x'cd in the
joy and glery ot one of the most
wondertal religious revivals of the
last halt-century. Do the Metho-
dists of the present generatiot
know anything of lbsut marvellolus
outpouring of the Spirit 10 the
Frnﬁlyﬁslands, under which ie
ay a thousand heathes
! Never
shail we forget the thrill of grati-
tude and rapture which the tidings
of that event sent boanding
through - our ‘own veins.. M.
Hobbs was not long allowed to
enjoy the glorious triumph of that
His wite’s Jealth
farled, und he was compelled to
retarn to. New Zcaland, where ke
remained until his work on earth
was done. He presently took an
important share in the translation
of theScripture into Maori; visit-
ed the southein portion of the
North ;Island, in compar® with |
the lamented John H. Buméy, !

ter, bhaving

a ~single d

' whosedeath by drowning Produc- A

ed so deep and painful an impres-
sion .among Euoglish Wesleyans ; |
and welked onone occasion, intent

on evaogelistic work, from Holfl-' ;
anga to. Port Nicholson, “a dis- |
tanoe-of not less than five hund- |
He succeeded in
gaiming the full confidence of the
patives, who, in the dark and dif-
ficult times of confliet with
the cokenists, constantly consulted
him. and he was enabled to avert
a junction of torces which might

bave affected most disastrously l
for Evropean interests the result |
of the Maori war. In his wis- |
siopary Journeys he rendered |
many acd varied services to the
eettlers. He tuned their pianos, |
repaired their clocks, adjusted |
their spectacles, budded add graft-
" ed their fruit trees, gave plansz for
their buildings and boatsy attend- ‘
ed to their sick, and occgsionaily
performed not unimportapt sargi-
eal operations when prgfessional
belp was not to be obtaiged. Tru-
|y a missionary among &y un€ivi-
lized people had need to"§e a ver-
satile and many-sided mgn. We
remember the venerabiiy William
Atherton saying of fBarnabas.
Africa,
" that ke built a pulpft a car-
penter:and preached in it like a
~bishop. .Just such a man was Mr.
Hobbs.— Watchman.

“HE NEVER SNEERS™

A eritic, describing a livicg
writer, uses these three words in
a very short sentence. I have
never read a page ot the author
about whom he 18 writing.  But
the temptation is strong to taro
' aside at ance and make his ac-

quaintance. Very many do sneer.
Anybody can sneer at any thing.
A (Lg can-sneer readily and em-
phatically. .Darwin, or some one
| else, has poticed that the muscles
| of the mpper lip which we use ia
1'teral sneering, answer to those
with which the dog snarls. Sneer-
ing and snarliag are closely con-
nected. /The leading sound im
both words is the same. Tosneer
is cynical. In plain English, it is
. dog-like, doggish. Yet:it is very
common, Jt is not often that a
- newspaper .controversy reaches
. the third number before one or
both of the writers will take to
sneering. Not.long since, a balf-
column article appeared in an ex- |
cellent secalar peper, written by
a man who is authorized to put be- |
fore his mame the wery significant |
abbreviation, Rev. The subject |
is one that the wisest man now
living might well approach sober- |
ly, and even reverently. Itisnot |
‘unjust to say the whole article
was one long diluted sneer.

The times do not meed sneers
or sneerers.  If these could cure |
evils, long sinee all our evils in
Cburch and State would have been |
cured. If you have a word of ad-
vice for the perplexed &nd erring
men around you, speak it serious-
ly and tenderly. If yow bave a
word of indignant Tebuke for the
bold evil-doers sall arowad jyou,
speak it soberly and solemnly.
Bobuke folly, vice, or sin, with au-
thority.  Rebuke them with
tongue, pen, and life, if you can.
But keep down, and keep baeck the
sneers. A sneer will not help
your fellow-man. It will surely
rebouad and weuaken you.

The writer who is described in
the short quotation with which we
started out, may still be an un-
read author., But a certain re-
spect must be felt for the manin
our day who has written a book,
perbaps several books, and yet it
can be said of him, * He Never

Sneers,” ~—Southern Adv.

T take my pilgrim stafl anew,
Life's path untrodden to pursue,
The guiding eye, my Lord, | view :

Throughout the year, my Heavenly Friend,
On thy blest guida:ce [ depend;
From its commencement to iis end,

Should comfort, bealth, and peace ba mine,
Should hours of gladness on me shine,
Then let me trace thy love divine :

But should’st thou visit me again
With lauguor, serrow, sickness, pain,
Still let this thought my hope sustain :

Thy smile alone makes moments bright,
That swile turns darkuess inve bizht;
This thought will scotbe griet’s saddest

Should those this year be called away,

Teach me in that dark hour 1@ say :

O then a biright reverse appears,

. ing the first three months of the

| dential, he leaned over and whis.

chea’p literature is read mostly

fus and
sbop girls and chamber-maids, bat

HYMN FOR THE NEW YEAR.

My times are in thy havd.

My tiwes are in thy baud.

My tiwes are in thy band.

My times are in thy band.

m bt :
My tines are in thy hand.

W ho lent to life it~ brightest ray,
My times are 1w thy band.

A few more days, & few more years—

Then I shall no more say with tears,
My tiines are in thy haud.

That band my steps will gently guide
To tue uark brink of Jordan's tide,
Then beur me to the neavenward -ide,
My times arein thy haud.
—Charlotte Elliott.

ABOUT CHRIST-
MAS.

When what was designed to be a
pleasure becomes a burden, it is
time to stop and examine it care-
fully, and see if it is the thing it-
selt which has grown to be such
a woight, or whether it is simply
an awkward manner of carrying
it. Certainly there must be some
thing wrong io any celebration ot
Christmas which results in serious
fatigue of mind and body. Dur-

WORD

year, nothing is more commonly
given as a reason for ill-health
than an over-strain during the ho-
lidays. ¢ She gnt worn out at
Christmas,” or ‘ she worked too
bard in finishing her Christmas
presents,” or “ the week betore
Cliristmas she was tired out with
shopping,” are excases which ap-
ear as surely as January and
Bebruary come. The question
must occur sometimes to every
oune, whether all this worry and
wear of heart and band and brain
are really worth while. Is there
not some better way ot celebrating
this day of days than for women
to wear themselves out in making
or buying pretty trifics for poople
who already have more than they
can find room for? Setting axide
all etfort of eyes and fingers, the
mental strain is intense. It is a
remarkable fact that, although
Christmas bas been kept on the
25th of December for more than
1000 years, its arrival seems as
unexpected as if it had been ap-
pointed by the President. No
one is ready for it, although last
year every one resolved to be »o,
and about the middle of Decem-
ber there begins a rush and hurry
which is really more wearing than
a May moving. Abovo all things
if you give presents, be more anx-
ious to give somethiug which
‘“supplies a want” than to send
some pretty trifle which can only

rove in the end additional care.

here are numberiess things
which can be procured, without
a wear and tear of mind and body
which make the recipient feel as
David did of the water of Bethle-
‘hem, that what costs so much was
too valuable to be accepted.—Cen-
aury for December.

WOMEN AND LIGHT LIT-
ERATURE.

“Isthe sale of these books con-
fined to younyg ladies ?” asked a
reporter of a Washington librar-
ian.

“Not a bit ofit! T"e mam-
mas are as fond of light reading
as their romantic daughters. |
guess it you'd come in here some
day and see the books they buy
you’d believe me. [t would as-
tonish you if I should tgH the
nygmes of some of our regular cus-
tomers.” Then, becoming coenfi-

pered in the reporter’s ears.

“Whist!” ejaculated the reper-
ter. ‘“Is that so? Do—?" Then
checking himself as he caught his
informant’s eye, ‘“Oh, I shan't
mention it.”

“ No; pray don’t,” pleaded the
book-worm. “I should never
bave told you. If their names
were to come out, they'd never
forgive me,”

Being assured that he could al-
ways trust a reporter with a se-
crot he went on : ‘“The idea that

by shop girls, apprentice boys,
and the poorer classes is all wrong.
There are women of culture and
retinemsant who buy these books ;
women who hauve abundant wealth
and nothing to do but to recline
upon their richly upholstered so-

in their carrisge and take away
loads of common trashy novels
with them. A young lady con.es
here regularly every week and
buys a lot of these books, general-
ly getting three or four written
in Germun, besides several in Fng-
lish—the Seaside publishes ir
both languages. She is an Ame-
rican, but reads German, and ap-
pears to be thoroughly educated
and refined, yet she reads an al-
most unlimited amount of this
trash.”

« How many of these books do
you sell—say in & week ?” asked
the reporter.

“ We have about two hundred
regular lady customers. You
couldn't get one of them to read a
book written by George Eliot, or
any of the standard authors, Ob,
no! But they read these novels
and we sell—in a week, you
suy ?—well. in o week I guess we
sell from 600 to 800 volumes.

“ Don’t women ever buy a bet-
ter class of literature 7"’ asked the
surprised scribe.

“'Yes, there are a few spectacled
<pinsters who come in to buy
philosophical and religious works,
but these are very ftew indeed,
and they generally ask for some
text books that we don’t keep in
stock.”

IRREVERENCE.

Uubelief comes ottener from ir-
reverent association than intellect-
ual doubt.  T.e sneer of a Vol
taire has killed more than all his
arguments. A jesting tone of
talk on religious truths, a habit of
reckless criticism on
things, is to‘take the name ot God
in vain,as truly as the vulgar
oath ; and when I hear him who
calls bhimself a Christian, or a
gentleman, indulging in burlesque
of this sort, I at once
some moral defect in him. Intel-
lect, without reverence,is the head
ot a man joined o a beast. There
are many who think it a proof of
wit : but it is the cheapest sort,
of wit, and shows as much lack of
brains as of moral feeling. 1

would say it with emphasis to
every Christian who hears me, |
never indulge that habit, never |

allow sacred things to be jested at
without rebuke; but keep them
as you would the miniatureof your
mother, tor no vulgar hands to
touch. There is an anecdote of
Boyle that he never pronounced
the name of God without an audi-
b'e pause; and whatever you
think, I recognize in it the dictate
of & wise heart. We need this
reverence in the air of our social
lite, and its neglect will palsy our
piety.—-Rev. Dr. Washburn.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

THE TELL-TALE.

If T could find the lLittle bard
That tells of everything,

I'd climb beside him on his perch,
Ere ke began to sing.

“Q little bird, O little birl,”
(I'd cry) “Oh please attend!-

Don’t tell the nawghty thing
1I'm sure she meaus to meud.

“ That darling boy—you heard him say
Such dreadful, areadful words !
But please don’t tell it—no one heard =
Nobody but the birds !
We'll keep tue secret—you and I,
We'll Lush the whispering leaves,
For when a little boy does wrong
I know his other grieves.”

Alas, alas ! the little bird
Is very hard to find !

I've hunted all the forest through
And begged him to be kind.

But, for my pains, I heard a voice
Clear as a siiver bell—

Wheuncer I cried, ** Don't tell, dear
It mocked, * I'll tell—teli—teil !”

bird!”

LEANING ON JESUS.

A little girl lay near death.
She had been brought low by a
sad and painful disease. Not long
betore, her step had been as light
and her heart as joyous and
gay as any of bher companions;
but pow her body was racked
with pain, the icy hand of death
had touched ber, and she was
about to go into eternity,

“Does my little one feel sad at
the thought of death " asked her
papa, as he watched the look of
pain on her face.

““No, dear papa,” she said ~mil-
ing; “my band is all the while in
the hand of Jesus, and he will not
let me ga.”

“ Are yoa afraid, dear child ?”
asked her minister at another
time.

“ No, I cannot fear while Jesus
supports me,” she replied, quick-

ly.

‘““But ure you not weary with
bearing pain ?”

She said, “ I am leaning on Je-
sus, and don’t mind the pain.”

And so this one ot Christ’s
lambs went to the fold above,
leaning on the Go>d Shepherd,
who “ gathers the iambs in His
arms.”

We tco, shall all die.
be found leuaning on Jesus, so that

read. No, they are not

we ~hall not mini pain or fear
death,

—— o

religious |

recognize |

she did— |

Shall we

S

WHAT CAME OF A KIND
DEED.

The following incident of Ma-
dame Malibran. & ftamous singer
who lived some tifty years ago, 19
told in FHarper's Youny  People,
She was sitting in her room a
London hotel. very weary, whep
word was brought that a little laq
wished to see her, and she alloweq
him to bhe admitted. A Ilittle
flaxen-haired fellow of somoe ten
years timidly entered the room,
and taking a rvoll of paper trom
his  pocket, said : s .\hxdumo,
everybody tells me that you are
ko good,so very good, to the poor,
I do not come to beg, mudume,
though we are so poor that m
dear mamma, who is very ill, has
to do without both tood and medi-
cine. I thought it you would
sing my little ~ong at one of your
concerts perhaps somebody would
buy it, and [ could get the wine
and medicine the doctor has or.
dered.”  Tears stood in his eyes
as he made bhis request, and as
Madame Malibran took the man-
"uscript aud rapidly hummed the-

lines over, they rolled slowly
down his cheeks. *“ Did yon
write this music, a little child
like you?”  “ Yes, madame,”
The lady took from her purse a
coin and a card and pressed them
into the boy's hand. ** Run horaa
as quickly as you can,” she said,
 “and get for yonur mother all she-
needs, and this evening come to-
my concert, to which the ticket
will admit you,”

Pierre did as he was told, and
when evening came he went to
 the theatre, presented his ticket,
and was taken to a seat away
 down pear the stage. The lights,
| the warmth, and the bright col
ors, to say nothing of the crowd
of handsomely dressed gentlemen
and ladies, bewildered and das
! :v,led him, and be could only think,
|« Ob, if mamma were but here, I
|
|

should be so bappy I Presently
he glanced at the platform, and
there stood his lovely lady.  She
began to xing, and little Pierre's
"heart throbbed as if it would
burst as the tami ixre votes of his
own little song tell upon his ear.
Its simple melody touched the au--
dience too, and it was sung again,
cand at its close the house rang
| with applau-e,  How the rest of”
| the concert passed Pierre never
[ knew. e stayed until it was all
over, and then hurried home and
told his wonderful news. Several
days after, Madame Malibran cal-
tled upon Picrre’s mother and told
ner that a London  publisher had

[
| oftered £300 for the song, which

r()tfa»l' she had accepted, and p rur-
(ing into tho astonixhed womun’s
Hap a pile of notes and  gold, said,
| *“ Madume, your son will one day
(be a great composer.  Thank
' God forthe gift he ha- given him.”

Pierre and his sick mother
mingled their tears and thanks to
one who seemed to them like an
angel sent from hecaven. With
the money thus obtained Pierre
was enabled to pursue his musi-
' cul studies, and in after years ver-
| ified the greuat singer's prediction,
and became one of the most tal-
ented composers of the day.

THE MISSIONARY PENNY.

The Rev. Walter W. Bagster,
‘& missionary of the American
| Bourd of Fuoreign Missions, died
| in Southwest Africa in 1882. His
| mother in early life taught bim
- his obligations to the Lord Jesus

Curist.  He said that the foliow-
ing incident was among the eurli-
. est recollections of his childhood :

My mother one evening guve
me two pennies, ruggesting  that
it would be well to give one of
them to the Lord. To this L 1ead-
ily asseuted, but kept them both
for a little while to play with,
Unfortunately, I lost one, and
hunted the room over, but could
not find it. ~ With tearful eyes k
told my mother, who quietly re-
marked—

“Well, Walter,which pennyis lost, '

yours or the missionary penny ?"’

I thought the matter over a
moment, and told her I thoughu it
must be the missionary penny,tor
I had mine lett.

In a tew moments mother
that it was time tor me Lo go to
bed ; but she wanted me to think

over this matter about the pone

nies, and let her know in the
morning which penny was lost,

I thought it over, and before I
went to sleep decided that it was
my peuny that was lost, and the
missionary penny left, which I
would put into the coutribution
box, several of which were ta<ien-
ed “p in our house. Early in the
morning 1 bounded out ot bed and
told my mother my decision. She
smiled, and suid—

“ That's night, Walter, It was
your penny that was lost, but af-
ter you went to bed I found it un-
der the lounge; here
Episcopal Methodist.

raid.

it is,"— }i
.,,
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