FRIENDLY GREETINGS.
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DEAR MRS. KINNEY.

« 39‘7 ES that’s what I
A call hery a sweet
creatatve,  if  ever
there was one.  Nob that
I hold with her ways of
thinking — no, ma’am, 1
can't do that, they scem
so hold and strange-like,
But they are not bold in her; T would not lay
a mite of blame on her, wmaam.  She comes and
looks at me with her hig blue eyes as innowent as her
own bahy’s, and says :

‘T tell the Lord everything just as it comes, Mrs,
Dean, and He always helps me through.  There's
nothing too little, nor yet too big. 1 pray over the
toothache just as quick as T do when Robert is vut in
in a storm.” Rohert is her hushand, ma’un, and mate
on o steamer.”

Mes Bean helonged to the clothing dub of which T
was one of the collectors, and she told we all this in
answer o my inguivies about her next-door neigh-
hour. I saw that she was at leisure and inclined for
a chat, so T took the chair she oftered, and asked what
she found so strange in Mrs. Kinney’s veligion,

“1t isn't the religion,” said Mrs. Dean, catching up
a stocking sd beginning to knit, “but her way of
taking it. T pray to the Lord for gmee and pardon, and
to supply all my needs, It T don’t go info particalars,
and T dew’t think 1 am geing to fleat through life on
a wave of glory either.  Dut she does; and when
she breaks down she says it is her own fault tow.

“3We had some very straight words about it the
other day.  We walked home from church together
on Sunday, and there had heen a fine scemon about
‘Rejoice in the Lord,” and Mrs. Kinney she was quite
set up with it

L4 That is the sort of life that's worth living !* she
said, with Ter eyes sparkling and her cheeks pink.
¢ There is goodness enough in God to keep us singing
hallehgah all the time.  Why, there is not a winute
passes withent bringing  something to praise Him
for?

“Well, of course T agreed with her.  Its toue
cnough; at the =ame thme, we are It sinners,
strugeling thvangly o hard world, amd there s plenty
to cry for as well as sing about.

“The very next day I went in to give Mrs, Kinney

some yam 1 had got for ey, amd there she wasas
white as a bit of paper, the baby Iying on the bed, -
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and she holding on to a i as though she would
sink through the floor the next minute.

“41 have not had a bit of sleep with baby all night,’
she says, ‘and heing washing-day, I suppose T have
overdone myself ; somehow I had not time to get any
dinner.

“You want a goad cup of tea, that’s what you want,’
I xid, and so T stireed round, made wp the fire, aml
coaxed her to lie dawn,~you see she iz a slip of a
thing, and the baby only six weeks old.  So Igot her a
goud cup of tea, and when she had taken about half of

| it, and lovked o sight better, I said, ¢ It scems to me

there's other things beside religion needed ; theve wasu's
much hallelujalt about you just now, Mrs. Kinney.’

“She put down her spoon and gave me such a
louh—a surt of surprised, grieved look. © Why, ne,’ she
said, with a chioky sort of sigh, ‘there wasn't a scrap,
nob one little mite.  Tve been all night trying to
bear with laby, and then get my wash done, and
felt worse and worse the more I tried. I never
tovk my weakness to Jesus, so how could He lift
it off me? T tried to bear it all myself,” she said, and
two big tears stoud in her eyes. * No wonder I broke
down,””

“And how lhave things gone on since 1" T asked, as
Mrs Bean came to a pause,

“She has been as bright as a bee, ma‘am, although
the Taby has taxed her a good deal, and she says 1
helped her to it. That when she tumns faint and
werry like, and feols discournged, my voice speaks up
aguin—"Wll, there isn't much hallelujah about you,’
and thien sle just takes her trouble, whatever it s,
to Jesus, and leaves it with Him, She says that's
the secret—to leave it—and then the song of praise
comes into her heart directly.”

“She must have a very childlike spirit,” T said.

“That she has, ma'am. It is her gift, I tell her;
hut she wow't have it so at all. ¢TIt is every one's
gift to trust our Father in heaven,’ she says. We are
all is children—why should we not be happy and
rest in His love 977

“T am afrid it is bewause we do not believe His
wonl," T said, for Mis. Bean's account of lier young
neighbour had gone to my heart.  “ I wish I were
more like your Mrs. Kinney.”

Mrs, Bean lovked down,  “T wish so too when 1
hear her talk; but yeb it does seem mther strange, now
doesn’ it 77 .

Yes, it did scem strnge, aml yet is it not written
that the life of a Christian is “ Giving thanks always
for all things”?
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