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ONLY A FLOWER TO GIVE.

what did she think ? She thought: “If less than on. hundred yards®sway when

“MoTHER,"” said little Phcebe Cary, “bave | you have only a flower to give, give that: the engincer recognized her prodicawnent.
and remember, too, the Saviour's words, , He did his best to stop the train, but that
Pheebe’s mother was poor, and her that even a cup of cold water given in a was seen to be impossible. When the train

you nothing T canjcarry to Aunt Molly 7"

cupboard was em%y that morning.

“Y wish I had, Pheeb~,” said she. “Can '
you_think of any-
thing ?”

Pheebe thought a
moment, and then
said. “I've only a
flower. I will take
her a sweet pea.”

Now Pheebe had
sweet pea which
she had planted un-
der the window,
and as it grew and
flowered both math-
er.» and daughter
loved and enjoyed
it. Thoebe picked &
fine blossom, and
ran down the lane
to poor Aunt Mol-
ly's cottasge. This
was 8 poor old sick
woman who for &
whole year had lain
on her bed, suffer-
ing great pain.

In the afternoon
a lady caled tn see
Aunt: Molly, and no-
ticed the sweet pea
in & cracked tum-
bler near the poor -

woman's bed, .
© «That~ . pretty
posy.’ said Aunt
Molly, looking up
with agrateful smile,
“wss brought to me
this morning by a
little girl, who said
that it was all she
bad tobring. Iam :
sure it is worth a great deal to know |
that I'm thought of, and as I look at it it
brings up the image of green ficlds and the
posies I used to pick when I was young;
yes, and it makes me think what a wonder-
fal God we have. If this flower is not
beneath his making and his care, he won't
overlook & poor creature like me.”

Tears oame into the lady's eyes; and

- Christian spirit shall not lose its reward.”

was fifty yards away, the little girl went

It is worth a great deal to the poor, the down on her knces in7the middle of the

track. The engineer

e e e Y s

HARK! THE HERALD ANQFLS SING.

sged, and the sick to know that they are
thought of —Child's World.

A wrree girl at Bucyrus, [Ohio, was
crossing a rairoad track the other day,
when her foot caught in a switch frog, and
she was held fast, A heavy freight train
was thundering down toward her, and was

and spectators—the
latter of whom were
too far away to ren.

Jder ardistance—
thought that she
realized her fate,

snd was praying.
She probably was,
but not in santicip-
ation of death; for
as the train ap-
proached within ten
feet of hel:i she
aprang up, and step-
pgd f%oul: the track
uninjured. She had
knelt, unbuttoned
her shoe, slipped her
foot out, and left
the shoo sticking?in
the frog. Rare pros-
ence of mind, indeed

——— s St

A RECKLESS
CUSTOMER.

7pe New York
Tribune tells astory
of a boy who did not
mean to be heart-
less, but spoke with
out' weighing his
wards.

He had Jived all
his short life in a
city, but recently
went to visit st a
“real farm.” e was
in ccatasies. Every
animal on  the
p'ace delighted to him, but he fell par-
ticularly in love with a Jersey calf.

“1'd like to Luy it,” he said to the owner.

“Bat what would you give in exchange?"
he was asked.

* My baby sister,” snswered the boy with
the utmost gravity. “We have & new
baby at our house almost every yoar, anl
we've never had a calf!t”
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MARJORY'S AMEN.
BY AMANDA BHAW ELSEFFER.

= —-

QUAINT Marjory, hazel-oyo! darling,
At nightfall, whito-robed for repose,
Repeated her prayer to “ Our F. ather,”
From * Hlallowed thy nawe,” to the close.

Euch word with a rovorent accent,
And slow, as if stringing a pearl;

“ Far thine is the power and glory,
Forever and ever—a girl.”

“(Qh! Marjory—what are you saying?
* Forover and over. Amon!’"”
“ No, no, mamma—Marjory’s prayina ;
A girl, I say—0od will know then.”
— Wide Awa'e
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A LESSON IN OBEDIENCE

“Jack! Jack! here, sir! hie onl” cried
Charlic, flinging his stick far into the pond.
Jack didn’t want to go. 1t wasn't pleas-
ant swimming in among the great lily
leaves, that would Jup against his nose
and oyes, and get in the way of his feet
So he looked at the stick and then at his
master, and sat down, wagging his tail as
much as to say: “You are & very nice
little boy ; but there wasno need of throw-
ing the stick into the water, and I don't
think I'll ollige you by going after it.”

But Charlie was determined  He found
another switch, and, by rcolding and whip-
ping, forced Juck into the water, and mnde
him fetch the stick. However, hedropped
it on the bank, instead of bringing it to
his master; so he had to #o over the per-
formance again and again, until he hud
learned that when Charlie told him to go
for the stick he was to obey at once.
Charlic was satisfied, at length, and with
Jack at his heels went home to tell his
mather abaut the atternoon's work, Ho
sevmed yuite proud of ite  “It was pretty

hard work, mother” he said. “Jack
wouldn't mind at all until I made him, but
now he knows that he has to do it, and

- there will bo no moro trouble with him,

you see.”

" What right have you to expect him to
mind you?" asked His mother, quietly.

“ Right, mother?  Why, he is my dog!
Uncle Juhn gave him to me, and I do
overything for him. Didn’t I make his
kennel my own self, and put nice hay in
it? And don't I feed him three times
everv day 7 And I'm alwavs kind to him.
I call him ‘pice old Juck, and pat him,
and let him luy his head on my knee.
Indeed, T think I have the best right in
the world to have him wind me!l”

His mother wae cutting ont a jacket.
She did not look up when Charles had
finished ; Yut going on steadily with her
work, she sail -Jowly: “I have a little

bny. He in my own. He was given to
me by my Heavenly Futher. I do cvery-
fthing for him. I make his clothes, sand
; propure the fuod he eats I teach him his
!K-.%ons and nurse him tenderly when he
.i8 sick. Manv a piuht have 1 sat up to
"watch by his «i 'e when fever was burning
him and daily I pray to God for every
"blewsing upon him. I love him; I eall
him * my dear little son.’ e sit«on my
lap, and goes tv sleep with his head on my
arw, I think I have the ¢ bhe«t right in
the world’ to exprct this little boy to
‘obey we; and yet he does not, unless I
make him as I would a dog.”

i “0O mother!” eried Charlie, teara start-
ing to his eyes. “ I knew it was wrong to
- disobey you; but I never thought before
how mieen 36 was. Indeed, Y do
and I'll try—I really will try—to mind
ycu as well as Jack minds me.”

“ Dear Charlie,” said his mother, “there
is a great difference between you and
Jack. You have a soul. You know what
is right, because yru have been taught
from the Word of God; and you know,
too, that the devil and your wicked heart
will be always p- rsuading you to do wrong.
That is a trouble which Jack cannot have,
but neither has he the comfort you have;
for you can pray to our dear Saviour for
help, and he wiil teach you to turn away
from Satn, and 'to love and obey him
alon~, When you learn to do this, you
will not tind it difficalt to be obedient to
me ; an' when we love, it is easy to obey.”

$30In wInNY
AV TU yira,

A LITTLE THING.

A TWELVE-YEAR-OLD boy was writing s
letter. It was an important letter, He
meant to write it very carefully. e
hoped that it would secure hiin a situation
in a great business house, and he believed
that a start in such a house would lead to
success in business.

Perhaps you wonder that a twelve-year-
old boy should be planning for himself in
this way. His father had died a few weeks
befure, A wother and two young sisters
were left. A little home and & small
smount of money in the bank were all

they had to depend upon,

e ]

Howard said: “I must leave school and
begin to work my way into some business,
In two or three years I can surely support
you.” Mrs. Day emiled sadly, but she was

leased to have her boy sc brave and
npeful,

When the lotter was finished Howard
read it over. e saw no mistake in it. It
was a voyish letter asking for work, He
carried it to his mother. She pointed out
s mixspelled word, and a misplaced coming,
Howard carefully erased the extra letter
from the word, und corrected his punctua-
tion also,

* But it shows, after all,” he said, How-
ever he eent the letter.

The next day the merchant aent for him,

“Did you write this letter 7" said he.

“1 did,” nnswereid Howard,

“Without help?”

“Yes, ~ir”  After n moment’s panse, the
boy added: “Perhups you saw that I
seratched out a letter, and changed a
comma, Mother told me of tho<e mistakes.”

“I will seo you to morrow,” eaid the
merchant.

Three things this empluyer nlways re-
quired in engaming & new hand—careful-
ness, striet truthfulness, and promptness.

*“The boy is protiably prau pt,” eaid he
to himself, considering the case, “ for he
came at the very time I nppointed. His
letter is carefully written, thoush he did
make two mistakes. And the fact that he
told me that his mother pointed out the
wmistukes thows strict truihfulness Thut
decides the matter. T will tuke him.”

The nexb day Howard was engaged, and
twenty years later wus mada a partner in
the great Lusiness house, 1Iv was a little
thing to tell the exact truth in this matter,
but it opened & door to Howard which
meant comfort for his mother and sisters,
and assured business success for himself,

DOLLY'S BATH.

Eva JANE heard her mamma say that
little fulks must have clean faces. Now
dolly came in from a long walk. It was
warm and dusty, and dolly perspired
freely. Then the wind blew up the dust,
and dolly's face was sadly soiled. So Eva
Jane said dolly must have a buth. Then
she bathed dolly in a basin of wateér. I
am 80'ry to say that after the tath dully
had lost all her beauty. The rosy colour
had Jeft her face, her heir came off, and
her dress was no longer fit to wear. Eva
Jane wondered why it all came that way.
Can you tell ?

SUPERSTITION,

A GENTLEMAN who had been dining st a
restarrant, and who o'ten ordered s dnzen
oysters, counted them one day and fuund
but eloven. Still another day he counted
them, with the same result. Then he said
to the waiter:

“Why do you give me only eleven oysters .

when I order a dozen 2"
* Oh, sir,” answered the waiter, “ 1 didn’t

think you'd want to be settin’ thirteen at

tuble, sir!”




~

HAPPY

89

==

THE WASP AND THE BEE.

A waAsP met a beo that was just buzzing by,

And he said, “ Little cousin, can you tell
me wh

You are loved so much better by people
than I ?

“ My hack shines as bright and as yellow
as ygold,

And iy shape is most elegant too to behald,

Yot nobody likes we for thut, I aw told.”

“ Ah, eousin,” the beo said, “'tis all very
triae

But if I had half a¢ much mischief to do,

Iadeed they would luve me no bettor than
you.

“ You have a fine shape and a delicate wing;

They own you ars handwome, but then
there's one thing

They cannot put up with, and that is your
sting.

“My coat is quite homely and plain, as
you sce,

Yet nobody ever is angry with me,

Because I'm a humble and innocent bee.”

From this little story let people heware;

Because, like the wasp, ill-nntured they are,

They w;l[ never be loved if they're ever
50 fair.

SALLIE AND THE FLOWERS.
BY D. STEVENSON, D.D.

WHILE all persons delight in the beauty
and the fragre.ace of flowers, some few
secm to discov.r in them a spirit of intel-
ligencw, and symp2thy, and love, capable
of responding tv the gentle approaches of
& hunan roul,

Sullie was one of these. From the time
when she Legan to manifest any pecul ari-
tie« of dispusition what-ver, the began to
show a special fondness for flowers. Sha
wonld move among them as if they had
been little children endowed with feelings
similar to her own. She suught their
companionship, and seemed to be most at
home with themy when most alone with
them.

Every coloured leaflet, whether found on
a slender stalk nenr the earth, or ¢n the
braunch of a tree overhead, attracted her
attention and kindled her admiration.
Quivtly and lcvingly she woulld place her
hund around every rase or lower of any
kind within reach of which she came, and
kindly press it toward her face, while
inclining her head to it, to behcld its
beauty and to receive its fragrance. And
she would walk under froit-trees in the
spring-time, and look up lovingly and
tenderly at the brauch s covered with
white or pale-red Lloxsoms,

One day she was found, when quite a
small child, trying to climb the bent trunk
of a small peach-tree, some of whose blos-
soming branches hung just nbove her head;
and, when akked whnt she was doing there,
said that she was “‘me«llin’ the fowers."”

PO

DAYS.

it was nnt her fortuno always to have
Yer home where flowers grew in great
abundance, and richness, and varioty. But
she did not eschew any, however common
or poor they might be, that she chanced to
find. She seemed capable of dixeovering a
sonl of benuty even in thoso that were to
the ordirary eyo the least atteactive.

The tast placa which was known to her
as home en carth had a vegetable.ganden,
but few flowers, and the<e were nud of &
rich quality. Novertheleay, she would go
abont them and ¢rres< them ns if they had
bieen the richest nod the 1arest, and would
talk as she stoad near thew asg if in eomn-
muninn with them, To have heard her,
an'd not to have scen her, one would have
suppused that ~he was gently pouring out
her soul in confidence to some loved and
loving fiiend.

She never broke forth in exclamations
of ce«tat'e delight in beholding these
beautiful things. She rarely uttered words
of exalted admiration in regard to them.
Usually o smile would dimple her cheek,
whi e she would softly and caressinaly say
of something that rhe had enl ed from her
seanty stock in the garden: **fsn't it
sweet ?” in very much the same munner
and tone in which one would speak of a
benutiful child.

She loved them, and went about them,
and talked to them, rather than praised
them. She secmed to hold them precious
in her heart, rather thun on her lips. They
were her sisters, gentle, tender, and amiable,
like herself; and she, like them, bloomel
in beauty for a time, and then faded from
ihe eaith.

The last summer went by, and then the
flowers, one by one, Lreathed out their
lives. She was lefe fur a reason without
them, and then she perished, too  But
when Iast | saw her grave, I found the
tlow rs blooming in brizhtness and beauty
by the side of it, n« if they had come to
watch and to wait till she should awake to
commune with them again.

TOM'S BATTLE.

“THERE isn’t any use in trying to do
good, mother,” said Tom Winter, on Sah-
buath afternvon. “lve tried so hard thix
week week, but it dida't do any good. I
get angry so quick. | think every tiwme 1
never wiil again; but the next time any-
thing provokes me, .away I go befure |
know it

“You can conguer your enemy if you
meet him in the right way. Remember
how David went out to meet Uolinth,
Who woulu have thought that he, with
only his sling and the little stunes he had
taken from the brook, could defeat the
mighty Philiztine 7 But he did, because he-
cause he went in the name and strength of
the Lord of hosts. Now your tewper is
your giant.  If yon weet him in yourown
streputh, be will defeet you; but if, like
David, you go ont in God's strenpth, you
will avercome. Try aqain to-morrow, Tuin.
A-k Gud to yo with youuns »elp you, and

and when yourenumy ris  up agsmst you,

.

fight him down.  Say to him that he shall
not overcomo you, because you fight with
God's hel nmg strength.”

“ Well,” promised Tom, “1'il try, tut 1
can't help being afraid.”

Evorything went smoothly the next day
until play hour  The boys were playmn
ball, and one of them accuyed Tuwm u)i
cheating,  Iustantly h's faco crim<oned,
and he turned toward the accuser, but the
snery wards died on his lip  His conver-
sation with hix mether into his mind, 1
will try, if G «l will help e, ha thought,
It was o hard atrugele for a minute.  He
shut his eyes tignt together, and all hiy
heart went out 1n a cry for help and he
conquered.

“ David killed Go'liath,and that was tho
ond of him,"” said Tota, that night; " but
my ginnt isn't dead, if [ did couquer him
once.”

“ 1 know," said his mothor, * but if
victory makes you strongee and him
wenker; and when the warfare is over,
thero i3 a crown of life promised to those
who enduro to the end.”

THE FAITHFUL MOTHER.

TAsBY was the proud mother of five
beautiful k.ttens.  Such darling kittens
were never seen before, the Watson chil-
dren thought. There wero fiva children,
tno. They used to go many times a day
to look at Tubby's treasurea. Ono day
there was a grrent stir at the Watxons', und
ths children forgot to look at the kittens,
Furaitu @ and carpets were carted off
Were the faunly going to move and leave
her and kittens? thought poor Tabby.
She ran hack and forth to see whxt it
meant. At lust she caught hold of Mry,
Watson's pown and trird to drag her to-
ward the shed where her kittens were
Mrs Watwon was hucy and only said,
“Seat”  Then Tabhy in despair ik one
of her Kittens by the neck and laid it ut
Mes Watson's feet, and suid, * Meow ' and
louked a3 if to xny, “ Are you going to
forget u~7" *“Poor Tably, don't frey”
snid she,  “I'll rend you and the ehilitren
to the new houss by the mnexe lowdl”
Tubly seemed to understand, weni back
ta her kitters puiring and wae seon quite
as much at howe in the new house a< her
friends were.

SUNDAY-SCHHOOL LESSONS.
Dxcemnen 23.

Lessax Toric.—The Prince of Pouci.—
Iss. 9. 2.7.

Mzexonry VeERses, Isa. 9. 6, 7.

GoLrex TexXT.~Of the increare of hig
govermment and peace there shall be no
end—Isa. 9. 7.

Decesper 30.
THIRD QUARTERLY REVIEW,

GorneEN Text.—Jesus Christ, the rame

yesterday, and to-lay, and forever.—Ich,
13. &.
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climb through the barbed-
wire fence 7"

“No'm.”

“But the fence tore your
dress, What wore you doing
with grandma’s glasses when
you broke them?"

* I—I was trying them on.”

“ Which grandma told you
not to do. And how did you
comeo to fall down?"”

But Nina's eyes were on
the floor now; for some
reason she did not want
to answer that question.

*“ Nover mind, then,” said
mamma ; “I think vou sce
now that if anybody is to be
punished for your bad luck
it is not Rip, it is my little

irl herself.”

“Mammy gn.ss says,”"—began Nina.

“ But God says, little daughter, that not
a sparrow falleth to the ground without his
permission. Do you think he lets the poor
dumb brutes govern this world ? The only
signs to believe in are his blessed signs,
day by day, that his kind care is over all
his creatures—over you, and over poor
little Rip as well.”

But Rip seemed to think himself a very
happy doggie, for Nina had her arms tight
round his neck, begging his pardon,and he
was wagging his tail alimost off for joy.

THE BIRDS CHRISTMASR
TREK.

WAS IT RIP'S FAULT?
BY E. P, A.

“Nina, Nina, what are you doing to
Rip 1" cried a voice from the window.

But Nina would not listen ; her face wo.s‘
red with anger, and with one doubled-up
fist sho was beating poor Rip, who had
slunk down at her feet, looking very
miserable. '

* Nina, stop beating Rip at once,” said the |
voice, sternly nuw, * and come up to me.”

And preseotly the tlushed face appeared
in tho dourway. “ Rip has brought me bad

THE NEW BOOK.

THERE were only two books, and three
children. One of tha books was all about
a little boy, and as Dick was a little boy,
it seemed clear that he should have that
one. The other book was about two little
girls; but to which of the girls would
luck’ ,“umn]n." said Nina; *“[ wish you pﬂpﬂ. givo .it? Did.they quarte], and each
would let me whip him hard.” one want it ? No, indeed ; I am glad to

P.or Rip was rubbing up against her tell you it was just the other way. _ Bess
hand with his wot nose, he felt that tholsmdi “It is beautiful, but Belle is the
littlo mistress was in a bad humour with ! little one, and ought to have it.” Belle
n.m, and hes was trying in his dumb, dog said. “Itis lovely,.but Bess is the oldest,
fashion to please her, and ought to have it.” Then, when papa

* Bad luck ' exclaimed mamma in sur- talked with them, they said: “It will be-
prive, *what do you mesn 2™ . long to both of us.” Wasn't that sweet and

“Yes, mamum, I've had bad luck all day. goodin them?

I lost my gold pcnc(ill }hii mkorning. n]nd I
tors my dresy, an roke grandma’s
spcctncl)cs, and just now 1 fell down and GREAT LUCK.

serutehied my wrist.” Mor=1EUR CALINO was greatly disturbed

* But what in the world tas Rip to do VLecuuse the city authorities changed the
with all that ?” asked mamn.a. nambers of the houses in bis street, and

Nina began to iook rather sheepish. It roundly denounced the functionaries who
had oll seumed plain ensugh whan shic told  had foreed him, by this simple change of
it over to Mmmu)‘ Cass, the Llack nurse, ﬁgurcs, to live at No. 436 1ustead of No
who believed in a thousand signs of guud 216, Bnt one morning, as he came down
and bad omen ; but in the light of mamma’s to breakfast and toolk up his paper, he
clear eyes it seemed diflerent. exclaime:

*Why, Rip howled when T waspractising  “ Goodness ! 1 was all wrong! Whata
this worning and_ woubin't <top, and fortunate thing that our number was
Mammy Cass says that always brings bad changed!”

luck.” “How is that ?"” asked Madame Calino,
“ Did Rip's howling make a hole inyour ~ “Why, here is an account of the total
pocket 7" destruction by fire of No. 216! If the

“No'wn 1 guess not” number hadn't been changed, we should
“But it was the unmnended hole that lost bave been homeless wanderers this
your peneil. Did Rip's howling make you " minute |”
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WHEN TO SAY “NO.”

“No"” is a very little word;
In one short breath we say it—
Sometimes 'tis wrong, but often right;
So lot mo justly weigh it.
“No " I must say whon asked to swear,
And “ No" when asked to gamble;
“No" when strong drink I'm urged to share;
“No"” to s Sunday’s ramble!

“No,” though I'm tempted sore to lie,
Or steal, and then conceal it;
And “No " to sin when darkness hides,
And I alone should feel it.
Whenever sinners would entice
N> leet from paths of duty,
“ No, " I'll unhesitating cry—
“No, not for price or booty.”

God watches how this little word
By everyone is spoken,

And knows those children as his cwn,
By this one simple token.

Who promptly utters “ No ” to wrong,
Says “ Yes™ to right, as surely—

That child has entered wisdom’s ways,
And treads her petn securely.

—Golden Hours.

CLOTHES THE BIRDS WEAR

WE usually call birds’ clothing dresses,
and not coats, These dresses are made of
feathers, and many of them are very
beautiful, much more beautiful than those
which girls wear.

Birds change their dresses once in a while,
as cats and dogs change their coats. The
new dresees of most birds are just like the
old ones, but a few birds have two dresses
which look very unlike. They wear one
dress a part of the year, and then put on
the other. Sometimes the new dress is so
unlike the old one that we think the birds
are of a different kind. ’

Some birds have bright red dresses, some
have green ones, some have blue ones, and
some have yellow ones.

A few birds wear only plain black,
brown, or gray clothes, and never put on
sny bright colours; others have dresses in
which there are many colours mingled.
togcther so as to make a very showy
girment,

The bluebird, which we often see in the
summer, wears a dress whicl. is almost all
blue.

A woodpecker, which comes about in the
summer, and sometimes in the winter, has
a bright red cap, & blue-black coat, and a
nice white vest.

The blue jay wears a light blue head- *
dress and a shaw! of the same colour. His
underclothes are nearly white, and his
overcoat, or cloak, is deep blue, with a
white border, )

There are very many birds, and if we
keep our eyes open when we walk along
the streets and in the fields, we shall see .
some very beautiful dresses—-Sheldon’s .



