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man who seomed to be so interested in the good of her fel.
low oreatures an ipvalid? Her hostess supplled the word
for her, “ One of thé shut-ins, I used to be,"” she said, “‘byt
oow somotimes I am taken out and enjoy the sgelety of. peo-
ple. There were many years that I could not, by, I am so
thankful that my bad days come only once in a‘whilo. I
do not often speak of myself, but your sympathy has moved
me to do 8o. There are dave when I can only lie in & dark-
cned room ond pray for strength to endure ; I do not think
we know what & boon health and freedom from pain are
until they aro taken from vs. Do yon know, Mrs. Simonds,
1 have sometinies folt as if | would give anything if I could
just once walk across the room. I am wicked enough to
onglta do it, as I used to long to hold my little daughter an
my lap; she is ten ycara old now and I have never in all her
life held her on my lap. I have never boen ablo to bave her
at homo even, she has nlways lived with my mother, and
comes to me for her vacations. But I have so much to be
thankful for ! I told my husband this morning if our means
only equalied our causes for thanksgiving, my little enve-
lope would be full to bursting.”

As Mra. Bimonds walked down the street she said to her-
self, ** I am ashamed of myself to think bow I have enjoyed
my babies as a matter of course and often fretted because
they wore o care.” Passing through the five cent storo she
thought of something she wanted; while waiting for her
change she noticed n little old woman in very rusty mourn-
ing, who was not ragged or dirty, but so neat that even ber
black gloves were a mass of darns. ‘I wish I could afford
them,” she was saying to the clerk, as she wiatfully fingered
two little pictures. “‘I'm sure they are cheap cpough, ten
centa for the two,” said the girl. ** Yes, it isn't that; may
bo next week or the week after 1 may have a ljttle monoy to
spare.” * What do you do with them?” asked Mrs. Sim-
onds, struck by the incongruity botween the old woman and
the bluc eyes, blonde tresses nnd gay attire in the ploture.
** Why you sce,” and the old face turned confidingly tow-
ards hor, ‘T take a fw things around to sell—that's the
way I make a little—and I thought perhaps the children
would be pleased with these piotures; which do you think
is the prettiest ?” She held up a dark-hairod maiden with
very pink cheaks, ' but my change is scatce to-day.” ** Let
me make you a little New Year's prescnt,’ sald Mra, Sim-
onds ; ** that will buy two,” and she turned to leave. Be-
fore ahe had reached the door the little bent form was beside
her, and the old hand with the ten cents carofully held in
its gathored palm was held out. ** Now that'a kingv of you ;
but are you sure you can spare so much? I would rather
not take it if you are not sure you can spargit. Mebby it
will cramp yoo. Waell, it'e just as good of you as can be;
God bless you for thinking of an old Fu,dy like ma.”

Mra. Simonds halted o moment at her next stopping place
before ringing the bell. She dreaded to be admitted, yet
felt it to be her duty to call, One who had been her friend
since her childhood, had lived here in wealth and pride until
within a few short weeks’ now the name she bore was cov-
ercd with disgrace, her hueband waa a convioted forger, and
had been shut up for a term of years within prisvn walls.
The interview between the two friends was too painful to be
narrated, but that night Mrs. Simonds laid her head on her
hueband's shouldor and said with sobs bresking her voice at
the remembrance of the misery she could not mitigate,
“John, I alwnys thought that death was the most dreadful
thing that could enter oar home, but it seems almaost nothia
in comparison with such trouble. I never thought to thmE
Ciod every day of my life that my busband is an honest man,
somehow it never ocourred 1o me that he could be anything
clse. What a legaoy it is to give to ove’s children ang chil-
dren's children, a fair and untarnished pame!" ** And let
ns thank Him," John answered gently, ** that He keeps ua
from sore temptation.”

It was nearly tive o'clock when Mrs. Simonds stepped into
the car to return home. She glanced at the lady beside

whom she &st, noting only that she was a stranger who wu.
drossed in deop mourning. 8hbe settled down and becum.
ebsorbed in loukiag back over the eoveuts of the day, uuti
sho way startled by the sound of o repressed sob from th:
stranger. Instinotively she reached out her hand and luid
it on her neigbbor, who shook with the offort to keep buch
her sobs.  Ae thoy neared the top of the hill the lady e
came quieter and leaned forward, saying through her heav,
veil, *Thank you go much for your unspoken sympath.
My hesrt ie broaking ; I am taking my only ohild, my s,
to the Sanitarium, and [ have been a widow only siv
months.”’

** What can 1 say to this poor mother?” thooght Mrs.
Simonds, despairingly. ‘‘ He may get better,” she viu
tured. *“No, the doctors give me no hope, jt is softeniny
of the brain.””  As the mother with hor son and uttendan:
got off on one side of the car, Mrs. 8imonds steppod from
the other, to be taken porsession of by four little hands
QOh, how sweot, how lnﬁnfwly aweet to that mother were the
cager kisses, how preclous tho clasp of the little finger
around her own! ‘‘ Mawmma, you never can goeas wha:
Ruth has made for supper—it's a beautiful ginger-bread,
‘causo sho said you'd be so tired and it would amell so good.’
“ And, mamma, you lacked sd’bothered this morning, I wark
od bard at my problems and got o hundred,” added Robhie.
As the light and comfort and happiness of her own home
revealed themselves at the opening door, a verse from an old
poem mingled itself with the home-coming :

**Tis not by guilt the onward swoop
Of truth snd right, O Lord, wo stay ;
*Tia by our blindnoss that so iong
Wae hold the earth from hoaven sway.”

WOMAN'S WORK, DOES IT PAY?
By Mns. Arxonn Mosgr, Hiawarua, Kansax

We are living in an intonsely practical age, snd a desie
for the best of everything has reached its climax. How
often we hear these trite expressions: ‘* What good can !
got from it "’ ““ I have no time for that !” *‘ Does it pay?
A majority of us are prone to measure whatever is presentei
to our consideration {;y one standard—ita utility. A grea
many consider no undertaking practical unless it will brink
in a generous supply of dollars and cunta. (Others eatimate
ita value in proportion to the fame, position or influcace 1t
will bring them.

We are glad that this clement of sclfiehneas does not per
meate all undertskings, but that there are some who con
sider that undertaking the most practical that will the mos:
benefit hamaunity. Lflc is full of possibilities, and it is «
ovlpable weakness that prevents us from battling with ad
vorsity, and seeking to attain o higher ventage ground
Exemplary lives are every day shedding their influence
nroung us, and we sce to what a high standard of spiritual
excellence snch lives have attained. What is possible for
one, is usunlly possibie for us all, aud we, too, by the grace
of God way attain that excallence if we will. .

What glory was there on the brow of Mary of Scotland,
or Elizabeth of England, or Margaret of Francs, or Caths
rine of Russia, compared with the worth of our dear sisters.
wha are devotiag all their coasecrated energiea to tho work
of '* Rescuing the perisbing, caring for the dying, For Jesus
is merciful, Jesus will save,” or of that woman montioned in
the Soriptnres who put her all into the Lord’s tressury. or
of Jephthah's dacghter, who made a demonstration of unsel
fish patriotism, or of Abigall, who reseued the herds sad
flocks of her husband, or of Ruth, who toiled under s trop
ical sun for poor old, helplees Naomi, or of Florence Night
ingale, who went at midnight to ataunch the battle-wounds
of the Crimea, or of Mrs. Adoniram Judson, who kindled



