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work of all sections of tho Christian church, . Mrs, Sale
is now living in Scotland, a widow ; and although- she is
seveuty-one yesrs of ago, her intercst In the forcign work
glows with unabated ardor. Let her everywhero receive
the honor eo justly due her as the successful pioneer of
zonauna work in India. : )

T regret that DMiss Booker got away from London be:
fore I learned 6f- hor arrival. She will doubtless find &
welcome awaiting her from the sisters on the field. Itis
pleasant to think of Manitoba being.represented there.

t is British Columbia's turn now.

Mzs, T. H, Raxp.
-London, Eng., Jan. Tth, 1890.

A Thank-Offering Story.

- . . i

It was at & Thank-offoring meeting of the Woman’s
‘Missionary Society of-one of our city churches. A pile
of envelopes lay bofore the sccrotary, the contents of
which she read aloud, one by one. They ran something
like this :

* For racovery {rom severo illness, 85."

“For the granting of tho dearest wish of my heart,
810 n

“For preservation from harm in the great railread ao-
cident wEen so many were killod and injured, 810."
4+ For the conversion of a son, 85.”
* For the dear baby that has come to me, 83.”
_ Moes. Stanton eat listening to the readiug. and blushed
a little when her own envelope was opened, nud the sec-
retary took out 82, éioclosed in a blank sheet, accompan-
ied by no word or comment:
- The triith was, Mrs, Stanton’s life had been very un-
" eventful the last year. It had gone quietly on, with few
ups and fow downs. She and her husbsud and ber two
children had been fairly well ; by close economy they had
hed enough to eat and drink and to dress respectably,
though this last had not beon accomplished without much
thought and care on her part, and various pinchings
known only to herself.

" Self-denial had seemed to be the key-note of her life
the past year ; hor sky had been rathor grey than sunny ;
her atmosphere rather. chill than' warm. Not that she

made any mosu over her self-denislsand deprivations. It
was all done checrfully, and no one was the wiser for it
bot herself. Btill, in thinking of this thaunk-offerin
meeting, she had woudered just a little for what specia
réason she should bring her small gift. She could hardly
hlp gontrastiog her condition now with the luxury by
which she had goen surrounded s few years ago, before
her husband had lost his property in an unfortunate spec-
ulation. S8he wondered s little dully if the conditions
would be fulfilled if she should bring her offorings out of
ageneral fesling of gratitude that things were no worse
with them than they were. ]

Both sho and ker husband wero ayst ic givers out
of their ponury, as they had onco been out of their abun-
dance ; so this extra gift, sinall as it was, was at the price
of a large solf-deninl. It would reprogent her shubby
bonnet boing worn through another winter, without the
refurbishing she had hoped to give it, when it had seémed
almost too bad to lpst out tho previous seasun.  Still she
was warmly interested in mission work, and gave it gladly,

" only wishing that it was more.

a

Tho secrotary rend on; while she zat half-listening; half=—Ought 1-not to be-thankful §* -

thinking. -~ Svon her attention was arrested by tho read-

ing of this : .
"For the many ploasant little things that:have fallen to

my ehare this yoar, 82
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Othor notes weroread : reu’m‘h were made ; the'meot-
ing closdd, and Mre. Stauton went-thoughtfully hame,
the wurds,  For tho pleasant littlo things ” ringing in her
ears. She wondered if sho had alwuys taken note of her
own pleasaut amall things as they camo to her. She
feared not. Lookiug back in the light of this thought
sho could recall numberless littlo acts of kindness frum
others to hersulf that had sweotened her life, and for
which, though ehe hnd boen gratetul to the givers,
she scarcely rememberod to have raised her heart to
heaven in gratitude. Sho resolved to be upon the look.
out hereafter.

Even as she.meditated the bell rang, and going to the
door there stoodslittlo Elly Hale with a great bunch of
roses in"her hand. . '

‘* Aunt Elly sent mamma a big box of roses to-day—so
many she can't use them all—and will you please to take
these 7" said the little messenger, the child of a wealthy
neighbor and a sister in the church, and one whose
thoughtful Rindnesses were nuthing new in this housshold.

Mrs. Stanton kissed the little waiden, and sent her
homo with thauks. Then sho buried her face in the
fluwers with childish delight. B8ho loved beautiful things,
and often had to take herself to task, for her vain long-
ings for them. But now there was a feslivg almost of
awe mingled with her pl 0 a8 she ¢ bered agnin
the *littlo things,” and how soun her thought had buen
responded to. Bhe finished her proparatiuns fur supper
with a light stop, psusing oftan to look at the fluwers and
inhals their fragrance as sho passed them. They brought
o glow to her huart which was reflected in her face, and
which her husband aad children caught as they sat down
to supper,

Bufure sho went to bed that night she inscribed an en-
volope ; ‘ Thonk-offerings for pleasant little thinge,” and .
dropped a nickel in it for the handful of roses,

The next altornoon as sho sat mending Willie’s jacket,
Mrs. Dodd came iu with the Foriem in her hand.

** Hear is an articlo,” she said, *““that I thought you
would be intorested in, 80 I brought it over to read with
you.”

The artiole was read and discussed. Both women re-
ceived some new idoas, some inspirations to better living,
and parted fecling hoartened and uplifted for the pleas-
ant hour. That night another nickel bore the first one
company.

** 0 mamuia,” cried Willie, ns he camo rushing in from
school on examination day. ‘I passed 98 in my arithme-
tic to-day.” Aron’t you glad? Didn't I~have to study
for it, though %"

** Indeed I am glad, Willie, moro glad than Ican say,
not only for tho passing aud-good record, but I am glad
becausa it shows that you have been in earuest, and de-
termined to conquor your easy-going habits of study. You
make me vorg' happy,” , .

Sb happy that another-contribution wens into the thank-
ful envelope.

*Did you know,” said Mr. Stanton, one evening,
**that Mre. Floyd elipped on the iy sidewalk this after-
noon and broke her ankle?”

“No! Isit possible?”

“It is s bad injury, and the doctor says she will be
confined to the houss for months,”

‘‘How dreadful! What if it had been I? I was out
this afternoon, tov, but I did 1ot alip ayd break my bonos.

. 85 thankful that o twenty-five cont pisce in thoe enve-
.lol')ra that night put the nickels quito out of countenance.
ho next day she went down town to get a ipuch-needod
dloak for May. Sho had priced olgaks a fow day before,



