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«The Harvest truly is Plenteous,
pbut the Liabourers are few.”

(Matt. ix. 37.)
BY FAIRELIE THORNTON,

Ty ¥~ 0 work for mo and a work for thee
I the world's wide field below ;

Tot us np anud away, for we may not stay,
A~ tune waits for none, we know,

We are young, ‘tis trite ; but there's work to
do
For ehildren such as we ;
It we uever begin no erown we shall win,
01 4 starless crown ‘twill b,

s, vowler they go the good seed to sow !

Oh* shall we not join the throng?

Hath * the Master doth speak, for us He
doth seek—

Jte muy not wait for us long.

M.en Iet us avise and in time be wise,
For the work brooks no delay.

shail we idly le and sigh, “ By-and-by 1
b ¢ shall we not work to-day 1

The wark is great and the hour grows late
And the Master calleth now ;

His vonee let us heed and at once sow the seed,
For no slumber will He allow.

There's a work for me and a work for thee
11 the world's wide field below ;

I+t us follow our Lord, and obey His word,
And the seed He gives us now,
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Touching the Right Btring.

BY THE HEV. EDWARD A, RAND.

« Facr is, Ned, if they are bound to
drink, you can't stop_'em,” said Tom
Staples to his fellow-clerk, Ned Owen.
“«No, you c-a-n't,” and Tom yawned
luzily.

«Q, if we could only find the right
place in a man—touch the right string
—we could influence him,” replied Ned

“Ahem!” said some one who was
Jassing.

Ned and Tom looked up, They saw
ashabhy old man shuffling along. It
wis & pitiable sight—those gray hairs,
those worn clothes, the battered hat,
wnd the general air of destitution and
neglect,

“There’s one of 'em!” whispered
Tom. “ He'sa soaker. See hisnose!”

Tom and Ned were standing in front
of their employer’s, Mr. Drinkwater,
store when this oocurred, Tom declared
th.t he must go in and start things at
lis ¢ unter, Ned remained on the
sidewalk watching the poor man.

* I huve a great mind to follow him.
It is not time in my department to
start the selling, I feel sort of in.
terested in that rusty old chap. Won-
der where he"ll turn in1”

Down the street went Ned Owen.
The rusty old gentlemen turned off
into n little alley, then into a narrow
court flanked by tall tenement-houses,
and stopped.

“ Grab Court !
thought Ned.

The man suddenly faced Ned. He
was apparently sixty years old.

“ As I passed you two young chaps,
didn't I hear you saying something
sbout people’s drinking !” asked the
old man,

« Y-e-;, sir.”

“Didn't you say something about
touching tho right string?"”

“ n, sir,”

“ Well, you come up here.”

_Ned followed the old man up & durk,
dirty stairway, and then up snother,
clmbing, climbing, till the old mau
threw opsn & door—battered like his

He live here!”

j bat—and mid,  There!”

It was & low, uncleanroom. Inone
corner was an old mattress, aud beside
this there was & chair. There was no
stove, but ashes and dead embers on

the hearth showed that a fire had
been there once,

“ Do you live here” asked Ned.

“ Yes, Timothy Truil lives here. No
other place!"” he muttered. * Room
enough for a rum bottle besides me,
and there's room, more and more of it,
for us the ram bottle comes in, other
things
fiercely, “sold ’em for rum.”

“ How do you get a living}” Ned
wanted to say, but the old man antici-
pated him.

“ My violoncello almost went thin
morning, and my living would have
gone with it."

“ You a musician?"”

“Yes. You want to hear me?”

«I should like to, very much.
Won't you let met”

But where was the violoncello?
The old man went to the mattress, and
lifting it, took up his only earthly

treasure, Then he seized bis bow, and

woke out of its sleeping-place note after
note.

% You know how to handle it,” ex-
claimed Ned admiringly.

« You think so 1" said the old man,
his eyes kindling with delight at the
praise.

« Of course, I do. Now, see here,
Why do you throw yourself away when
you are a musician—"

« But,” said the o'd man, * I lost my
lm‘”

« Well, if you will say that you will
quit drinking, I will go this noon and
see your old empluyer—whoever he is
—and ask him # take you back. You
just fix up, you know, and there ! m

t you & cost.”

“ Wheret”

« My employer gives away his when
he is through with tlem, and I dare
say he has one,”

“ What's his name!"”

¢« Drinkwater.”

« That's the kind of folks—those
who drink water—who have things.
I have & great mind to try.”

«T would—try onoe more, and God
will help you, if you'll ask him.”

“ Onoe more, once more | * murmured
the old man. Then he lifted s tearful
fuce heavenward, and sobbed, * God
help me !*

Betweens that time and the next
evening, Ned saw Mr. Winthrop,
Timothy's former employer, and the
latter promised to try him agsin.

On the edge of the evening, Timothy
appeared in the room where Mr. Win-
throp's force of musiciana met for
rehearsal. The janitor had lighted the
room, only tenanted as yet by cheirs,
music stands, and s few musical in-
struments. i

What happened afterward Timothy
told Ned when the two met the next
night in Timothy's room, swept now,

| with & clear fire burning on the hearth,

though it was & room of poverty still.

« He told me—Mr. Winthvop did—"
sid Timothy, ¢ that I might have my
old place, and I took it last night, and
I'm going to be & new man.”

Timothy was orying now.

¢ This is all the home—TI've but
'l make it—better. I haven't—any
wife or children left, but Tl try—to
meet 'em—in heaven. I 'spose they
—know up there—and p'raps—God
has his angels—that won't lea"ve-—-u
poor—man tryiug to do-gbetter.”

There was silence save as Timothy's
sobs and the crackling of the fire were
heard. The roo;d:ﬂ ouly lig::d.:y
the flames, but radianoce p
golden swept acros the bare flonr and

go out. Bold ’em,” he said | Road.

walis till they shone. Was it just the
firelight 7 What if the aogels had
come to help & poor moul struggling to
do better, and brightened the place
with their forms? All beoauss a boy
wanting to do something had touched
in & human heart that * right string”
always responding to kindness.— Royal

v
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Poor Drunkard.
* Poonr drunkard 1” 'Twas all that the baby

waid
As she looked with pitying eye
On the bloated foom and filt {ngs
Of the poor wretch reeling by.

¢« Poor drunkard {” the accents floated down
To the ear of the fallen man,

And his heart was bowed with a load of shame,

As tears from his bleared eyes ran.

s ‘Poox{);imnkard 1’ can that be the name I
Rt
Once pure as that innocent child,
Once filled with the pride of a noble heart
By the tempter undefiled 1

“Poor drunkard ! " how little that child can

tell
The depths that her voice had stirred
In the guilty soul of that fallen man
By her sad and pitying word.

¢ Poor drunkard !” The crowd jeered on as

L.}
With nevera 'thought for his woe,
Little cared they though his brain was msd,
As their different ways they go.

* Peor d_rnnknrd 1" a slave to his own weak

will ;
With his own hand forging the chain
That binds him fast with links of fire
That can never be quenched again.

«tPoor drunkard !” he cares no more for his
home,
Nor friends, nor his children dear,
For the demon Drink asserts his might,
And the end is drawing near.

>
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A YouNe LaDY in Chicago fias some
very practical ideas about missionary
work. Bhe is a student in the Female
Baptist Missionary Training School,
and is not yet twenty years of age. It
has been her practice for the past few
months to visit the sick and tr::titute
in the lowest and vilest slums of
Chicago, entirely alone, at all hours of
the day.
modestly in black is known and re-
spocted by the criminal classes of the
city, and in all her errands of mercy
she has never once been molested or
even insulted. She says that her
object is first of all to do some practical
good, and next to fit herself by actual
experience for her life work as a wis
sionary. Wiser people than this young
girl have gone through life without
gotting as near the ideal of Christianity.
—N. Y. Tribune.

———

LovinaGreering.—Never take your
place in your class without a sraile and
a kindly word of greeting to each of
your scholars, Many a teacher puts a
barrier between himself and the warm-
hearted, wide-awake boys of his class
by taking his place in the Sanday-
achool without seemiug to recognise the
presence of those slready there, or to
ohserve thoss, coming in afterwards,
until he has to spenk to them in open-
ing the lesson, And many a teacher
gets a fresh hold on restless, trifling

interest in the leason he tenches, by
the sunny look and loving word through
which he shows aympathy with each
scholar on his first meeting with him

for the day. A teacher must show his

d | love for thows whom he would bring to

soe the love of Jesus.

The little figure dressed | P

acholars, and prepares them for an | daugl

Pussledom.

Anacers to Puzsles in Last Number.

55.—Mart-i-net.
56.—Indisna, Indian, India. Tinge,
ting, tin,
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NEW PUZZLES.
89.—Hippex Rivers.
Get up, Bob ; England is in sight.
Suger, honey, and candy.
Lo, I remembered him.

60.— CHARADE

One of the twelve tribes ; a termina-
tion ; in what manner ; a son of Judah,

81.—Woep Squans.
A gearment; dry; to languish; »
paradise.
62.-—~D1aMOND.

A letter ; to gain ; ananimal ; lately
made ; & consonant.
U —
Varieties.

He who pretends to be everybody's
particular friend is nobody’s. .

No 1apY can fan herself without
giving herseif airs,

JaPAX has the cheapest postal service
in the world. Letters are conveyed all
over the empire for two sen-—about a
cent and & half.

A poctor oonsiders tight lacing a
ublic benefit, inasmush as it kills off
the foolish girls and leaves the wise
ones to grow into women.

Two LaDIES, oficers of the Salvation
Army, who recently went over H. M. 8,
Britannia in Dartmouth Harbor, duly
entered their rank snd names in the
book kept on board for visitors, adding,
in the column for residence: “ Bound
for gloryl”

A MassacEUSETTS pastor gives a

illustration in this line, when he
writes: My little boy, in reading the
golden text for lnst Sunday [May 6],
made of it a statement which is not yet
real or realized: “On the genieels alno
was poured out the gift of the Holy
Gheat.” The “gentecls” are only a
species of the ** Gentiles.” When will
upper classes be as accessible to, or
as veceptive of, the Bpirit of God, as
are those in the humbler circlea of life?
Cornelits was genteel.

Taz following answer by & boy of ten
or twelve is remarkable : Ina Sabbath-
school class in which the lesson touched
upon the of Herod to the
hter of Herodias, the teacher asked
m it mhtma ﬁlthﬁm

liged to is vow, when it
lesd 0 &mhg of John the
Baptist, “I guess if she bad asked for
his owa head, Horod would mot have

*




