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The Family.
LLAD THESM HOMLL

1a4d, we can tewit Thee for oue boly dead
They underneatt the shudow of Thy lom
Mare entered §nto peace§ with bended bead,
We tbank Thee Jor thedr rest; and for our
hghted gloom.

Put Lotd, oo hivieg—wbo, o0 sormy seis
Of wia end sourow; Ml sre tempest-tossed,
Ot du&bl:m tmktd their haves, bat Ror

hese—
Teach oo to trast Thee, Lotd, for thes ovr
Toved snd lost |

Fot these -‘r‘t oake our pasion paayer by
mighty
Lot lb?t"t ary to Thee throogh the loog

[3
We see l!.tu’: est—0, h? them {o thy sight !
From thers and v1 be Thou oot far awsy.

And if 8ot homa to us, yet Lead them horoe
To whete Thou standert at the h avesly
ate |
Thatso fc‘ou Ther they shall pot (arther roam)
And graot o patient bearts Thy gabeclog
time (6 walt |
—Sunday Mapanine,

AN INCIDENT OF CHURCH.
GOING.

Durino last winter our small family
was domiciled for a few months 1n the
neighbouthood of Stuyvesant Square,
and the pleasant, homelike locality be-
came very familiartous in our walksand
sauntetings.  Especially did we enjoy
that great ceiure of uscfulness, old St.
George's church, and the simple invata.
tion, * Enter and pray,” so plainly
printed that none need fal to read, be
came to U3, a3 it were, 3 hiving voice,
On one of the bleakest days of that
severe season, Lattle Comrade and I
set out for our bit of “before dinnee ™
fresh air, but as we left our own doot-
way the wind struck us bke a kmife,
and my small companion retoarked
that we should not go far afield that
time. Indeed, we couvld not, for,
watmly clad as we botih were, onebrisk
circuit of a block was sufficient to chill
us through,

It had been our frequent custom Lo
go 1nto the church, and to st o1 kneel
tor awhile, in the almost absolute silence
of this house of God , this time, how-
ever, my fingers and toes were already
stinging, 30 that | was pasming by the
gates, but the chuld turned to enter.
Apparently the most tuvial of inclh
dents, yeton it hung a woman's life,
From the music that strayed out to us,
I Judged some rehearsal to be going om,
and the more willingly followed my
lutle guide. The organist and a young
man were in the loft; beside them, in
the great bmldini one other solitary
figure, 4 woman, kneeling in one of the
tacl pews. '

The warmth of the Interior seemed
delightful, the dim light of the closing
da‘y, the solezn hush of this place of
His Feet, broken only by the aweet
strains of music, had for me the deep-
est rest and charm. 1 was roused
from meditation by 2 small hand steal-
ing into mine, " Come, mamma” We
lelt the pew, and walked toward the
door, noticing that this other woman
was yet there, still on her knees, as she
bad beed when we came in. 1 &ud not
think to interrupt her silent devotion,
but as we pa down the anle,

slow:I
my eyesturned toward her,and, despite |

my feeling of indelicacy, would not turn
away.  As we came abreast het pew, 1
sto arrested by some influcnce
outside myself, and obterved, for the
first time, that this petitioner was poor
and very slight, She roseas I paused,
and revealed a sad, pinched face. Her
garments were black, rusty, ehelﬁ and
old, but still tidil{o:om. Her faded,
sorrowful eyes ked straight into
mine with earnest questioning. I felt
she was taking my measure, though the
tance was 8ot disrespectiul k

od 1 the felt me a sister woman, and
did not fearto address me.  “ Madam,”
she gaid, ¥ | am in sore distress. 1"
The faint colour crept up into ber wan
cheek, and guessing why, 1 spared ber
the necessity of ing. She was
trembling 10 that she could scarcely
stand, but sat down at my request, and
told me her story, with a directness
which convinced me of its truth,

A raspectable country woman, she
had come to the city to pleasure her
children, who found the old home too
quier.  Alas | the new one had proved
aught but the Elysium they dreamed it.
Factory work had killed her daughter,
the fall of an clevator had sent ber boy
to the hospital, there to lie for weeks,
maybe months. The carnings of all
three had been barely sufficient to main-
tain them decently ; that of thee frail
old fingers was a mere nothing. She
had gone mithaut food, had sold all her
dead darling's clothes, pawned every-
thing in their toom, and now she had
lost that shelter nsell,—been "turned
out™ on that awful 'atter day. Ignor-
ant of aity hife she knew not where to
seck for help, but had wandered about
looking for something, anything to do
Natwurally, no onc would give her work,
who scemed almmt too focble to walk.
At last she had come 1o the chuich
door, had read the urgent invitston ,
had remembered, with a sight uphifung
of the downcay soul that the King
mles 1n his crowded strects, as well as
in hit country lancs.

The first thing that she realized was
the warm comfort of Lthe place {ahe had
aearly  pershed an her insufficuent
Clolh{ng). and the physical relief for a
moment banished all other sense.  she
sat down 10 & cushioned pew and went
to sleep, #nd sleeping dreamed—or
did an angel minister unto her? For
this was the word: * Fear thou not

for I am with thee : be not dismayed,
fur T am thy God: 1 wmil strengthen
thee, yoa, 1 will helpthee ; yea, 1 will
uphold theo with the nght hand of m
nghteousness.”  She bad drified bac
from her rentful slumber on the aweet
tones of the organ, and had felt that if
she knelt down then and there, the
Lotd would come to meet her.  Then
wecamen, it so was—the only visitors
on that long afterncon . were we 1o be
His messengens?

* * * * - ]

Well, 1 had a letter from my old
lady todsy,=back among her loved
green hills and honest neighbours,—
and (t reads thus+ *Tom wntes to
me that he never goes near & church
which keefs open all the time, without
thinking of the day when a watm church
kept me from freering, and he often
stops in and gives a bit of thanks about
it. Heused 10 be a great hand to
sweat at professors, but he 2inY no
mote, ¢ Motber,' says he, when he was
to s¢¢ me tast, * you'd ‘a died In the
streets that night, you was so fur gone
and confused, il 11 hadn't been fur that
blessed notion o' yours” Dut I told
him it wa'nt & 'notion,’ "twas a leading
{fever there was one ; and [ hope every
church will keep its doot unlocked for-
evermore.  Summet heat and winter
cold sees great aches and misery all the
yeat round. I know,—TI've ived in it
And when you are a wiitin' sometime,
waon't you just tell the true experience
and guiding we had that da{. an' the
blessing that came through them open
doors.  Tt's all night that /fis house
should always be in otder, expecting of
Him home. And if it gets printed, 1
hope lots of muitters N read it and be
glad to know one case where it done 5o

much good " .

So ! havefulfilled her grateful desire,
and told you this one teue incident;
its own sweet argument in favour of, and
comraendation for the liberality now so
common in our churches.—Chriaiian
al Work.

*

THE PHYSICIAN OF THE POOR.

It 1t one of the cruet realities of life
that there are 4 Rorle in every
fun of the wotld, While many are
iring In comfort and some in luxu:y,
others are wotking il da{ and far into
the night for wageswhich g vethem only
the pootest food and the most insuf
ficient clothing.

But in spite of the imposubility of
payment the poot are provided forin
times of sickness. In country towns
the churcher, charitable people, kind-
hearted phyaldians, and the public
authoritles see 1o it that every one who
13 sick shall have & doctor’s care. In
nearly all great cities, where the poor
are more plentiful, and therefore not
easily cared for, kind bearted Christian
people have subsenbed great sums of

money to found dispensaries, where];

medicines and medical adrice may be
hadfor nothing; topayphpaicianswhogo
about among those of the sick poot
who ¢anaot leave their beds, and to
supply nounshing food to all those who
may need it, are too sick to work,

Some of the daily experiences of the
physicisn of the poor in Boston may be
given, but it should be remembered
that the work s the same everywhere,
One moroing, while at the dispeasity
office, lie teceived such patients a3
were able to go out of doors.

A burly coal beaver, blackened with
coal-dust, was the Ant visitor. A piece
of coal-dust had Jodged In his eye, and
frritated the tender member. A litile
dexterous movement of the doctor's
instrument dislodged the small but
E&ng&v{ngbhofeod. The eyes were

bed with a healing lotlon, and the
man was sent back to his work.,
M The next vistrs ::r [ lin‘t}le girl 1;-:!:

ue n hair and pretty fea-
tum.'m' md in shabby clothes,
bardly wam m#h for the coMd,
wiotry weather, bile playing near
the stove in the one room where
mother and little benthers and sisters
lived, she had been scalded by the
overturning of the hot tea-kettle,

Her little arm was covered with
great blisters, and the child winced
when the physician unrolled the band.
ages, but she bravely kept back the
tears. The blisters were pricked and
a toothing olntment was applicd, after
which the lttle girl went home with &
penay, a kiss, and a cheery word from
the good doctor, .

A disipated.looking man, with his
arm done up in 1 sling, was the next
caller.

“ How fs your arm to-day, Mike?”
arked the doctor, looking rather sus-
manusly at his patient.

“Sure, 'sworse, docther, 1 couldn't
shipe all night wid the sotrow of §t.”

"You have been drinking again.
That has caused the inflammation. Do
not dare to deny 1t,” 1aid the doctor
shatpiy, seang signs of an attempt to
deceive hun.  “ If you come here
sgam, and | see jou have heen
dunking, Fil cut your arm ofl. Then
what witl become cf Hiddy and hutle
Tauy?”

= Oh, for the love of God, don't do
that, your honour | It was only adrop,
but I won't touch the cratur again. In.
dade [ won't.™

1t arm way dressed, and he went
awsy, fughtened into present absli
nence, .

Many others came and went duting
that motming.  Every kind of sickness,
tome caused by uvnhealthy surround.
fags, others by disupation and bad
!uLu, and sl others by acaudents,

were treated by the pleasant-faced doc-

tor. And when the time came for his
outdoot vuits,he had toleave & number
of patents who were waltlng in the
ante rooms of the d:s&cnury. fowerer,
another doctor took his place and con.
tinued his wotk,

In the old Notth End of Doston,
there ar¢ many great mansions where
the old eolontal merchants once hived.
The gardens, which formerly surround.
¢d the stately houses, have been buill
over with tenements, inhabited by the

r. [lquor saloons, gin-shops and
ow dance hally, which are always found
where people can least afford to
vicious, abound where the proud old
colonial aristocrats once maintained
theit grandeur,

In this district, always disagreeable
and somctimes dangerous, the physician
of the poor finds tmany patients. His
first visit was to anold tenement houte,
Alter climbing a fight of halfrotten
stalrs, protected by a noble cutved
balustrade of mahogany, now stuned
with dirt and Ghth, he entered a large
room, at the window of which a woman
was busily working at a sewing machine
Hardly looking up from het work she
motioned the doctor 1o a bed on which
aman of forty lay at length, The
flushed cheek and hectle cough, the
wasted hmbs and hollow voice, told
plainly enough that consumption had
nearly ended his life,

*\Why do you not clean up this room
and give him (resh, pure aie 27 the doe-
tor asked, addrensing the woman at the
window.

“ How can 17" she answered,weanly,
but without stopping her clicking ma-
chine. “If I stopped work_there
wouldnot be anything to cat. The Lotd,
who cates for us, knows that the air
from Lthat alley i3 worse than here, and
Jim can't beat the noise of the singing
snd swearing and hootini.dl do my
best, but we'll both do better when
we're at rest”  Tears dropped from
her eyes as she spoke.

“Now, Molly, you must let the
chanty "= Hc could not finksh the
sentence, for the woman quickly in.

terrupted him,

“No chatity for us, doctor, We
can't stand {t. Desides, what use
would it be? e can’t be saved
now."

The doctor bowed his head, wrote
out a simple prescription, bade them
good-by as cheerily as possible, and
went onward. Such cases ate com-
mon enough. The honest poor avoid
charity as long as possible; often s0
{;mg that when it comes, it Is too

te.

After a short walk the physician next
entered a tenement house of rather
belter app]eanrkteh l_bgughrlnha!ftce by

ople. ight of neatly kept

ms‘redpto 4 sin Ig room in whicha

man, hit wife, and four children lived

together. The man lay on the bed

and gased wistfully as the doctgr came
. L]

-9

“Qood moming, Sam| How are
you todiy?” the physician aked,
cheerfully.

T think I'm a little better, sir,” was
the answer. 1 can move a little
now.”

The doctor talked busily o an
undertone, inquinny about symptoms,
pains, and the like. His patieat here
was & bouse-punter, suffering from
lc:ﬁ! isonln'%. Utterly lEm:»mn'ed. :e
sutll kept up his spirits, hoping for the
day when he should be able to be at
wotk once more. Meanwhile his wife
kept everything about the room sy neat
and clean as possible, and, though

r, they seemed hopeful and bappy.

¢t the sentence of death had come

for the house-painter, The doo

toc had told them that he could only
bope for the best.

The man had hidden his head for a
moment, and sald, “God's will be
done; " the wile dried her tears, and
both tried 1o ook ully at the
future. It was impoasidle not to whih
them cheer and better days to
come. Even the physician, in spite of

He pointed to a numbet of toy ships
wondetfully catved.

Why do you not go to the Snug
Hatbour for awhile?™ was the nest
question.  * You might get well If you
had good food and fresh alr.”

“4Vell, you see, sir,” he snawered,
*Jlnny has stood by rie for manya
day, and T reckon ITh stick by her
while there Is a shot In the locker, 1'm
ateard 'l all go before T get well, but
untl then T won't move,”

The woman scemed uur:felg moved
Teats filled her cyes, and she came

be | near and stroked his pillow eofily,

Eren the poison of liquor scemed to
have lefi her.

o1 think you had better go, Jack,”
she sald, quietty, " ¥l go down home
and stay with my sister, We'll both
let the drink alone, and pethaps you
may get well  ‘Then, please God, we
will lead better lives. She threw her
selfupon her knees, hid her head in
the duty bedclothing, and sobbed
aloud. It is pleasant to add that Sailor
{uk Is well again, owing to the care

¢ received at the Sailor’s bome, and
the two are now united, and live
among better surroundingn-—=Charks
iWiitiam Bocon, in Youth's Companion.

LETTERS TG GIRLS.

3Y THE AUTItOR OF TIHE “‘FAIRFAX
CIRLA®

A girl friend of mine writes that she
has taken & new motto, o some-
thing for somebody.” She adds: 1
nevet knew how gelfish 1 was untll 1
tried to foliow [t Itis 20 bard to give
up my own way and try to do things
for people.”

1 bave not a doubt that every one of
you, girls, has tried doing something
for somebody—{for many somebodies—
s0 1 want 1o give yo1 & motto akin to
it, and, to my th!nlln;,. rather harder
to follow: * Jr semething (ur some-
body” Do you not know that It is
much harder for most of us 1o ¢ some.
thing than to do something? The
doing, 1o energetic natures—and most

isls are energetic and enthusiastic—

& natural part of youthful life; you
caunot exist without i1, Who of you
can think of doing any harder thing an
doing nothing? While the doing Is
natural, you may say that doing for
temedody is not 30 natural; true, it is
mote unselfish than just doing for one’s
own comfort and help  Being some
body is not s0 natural and thetefore a
great deal harder,

It may not be hard torun on some.
body's errand, but it may be very hard
to be cheerful about it~ You may give
up that book you are “aching ™ to read
that somebody munhh it first, but
are you sweet about it? Does she
think youlore todo it?  You may stay
at home that somebody may go, but
are you 30 ready 10 do it that some
body may think she is making
happy In accepting yoursacrifice ? One
may do something for somebody from
morning until night, and yet not one
deing may be sweet In 's sight,
You raay do it because It makes you
feel how unaelfish 5ou are and you l’ore
to be unselfish. Or you may do it
because you want to be doing some-
thing and can't bear 1o be thought idle
or lazy. You may do kind things sim.
ply and only because they are tight to
do and you would feel uncomlortable
E&ou hg ﬁotedd.o lll;cm.ml know aomz

y who lived a long life trying to
the commands of Gog and never learn.
lag to love the doing becausa the things
were 30 sweet and good and true and
beautiful, and to thank God because
ke let her do them. And you may
deslre 10 do them because others do
them, I know somebody who goes
with the tide without seeming to have
any will Ja the matter; she
slmply does what the people in the bouse
are doing, So unless we do something
fot som as Christ ¢id, we are not

his Fatherand ours. He did
t because he loved us and because he

his gloomy saticipalions, had i thas | loved God

hope and pleasant surroundings might
yet wotk & cute.

The next scene was by far the most
disagreeable. A ladder from a court.
m‘ led up to a rude bridge of retten

ds, over which the vistors walked.
At the end Lhey entered a room filled
with a most terrible smell It was pear
the harbour, and the smell of tide-
water, defiled by decaying refuse, com-
bined with the odour of dirt within,
almost naugeated thote who came in
from Lhe open air.

A woman of filty, with unkempt hair
and ragged cicthes, whose ieneral
appearance showed that the thought
wathing unnecessary,was cooking some-
thing on the store. A man of sixty,
whose immense frame and square face
showed that he had at onc ume been
sirong and lusty, was iying on a bed,
covered only with a ditty counterpane.
His once brawny armt and legs were
dutorted ard misshapen. An attack of
theuvinatun had rated him, and
lack of care had brought bum 1o this
pass.

The woman, who had been drinking,
atked, grufly, “When will he get
well?® \ .

* Not till you stop giving him drink,”
antwered the doctor, ard tumning to
bit patieat, * Well, shipmate, how
goes it?”

“Ay, 2y, sirl  Heanty, beasty!”
antwered the old seaman. "1 hope to
t ready for ancther cruise socn.
owsdays 1 cant do much, exceot
talk bke a ahip's lawyer, and cut ort
gimeracks like these, for Jinny to sell.’

But you can't lore everybody? 1M
tell you a secret : the finst step toward
loving others is doing something for
them. I almost think that even Christ
lored the leper better after he touched
him. At 1chool there was an unattrac:
tive girl that § used 1o pass with a cool
* Good-morning ¥ until one day findin
her *bothered ™ over an example,
sat down and worked it out with her,
and ever after that I had such a new,
warm fecling towards her, that I used
to stgg and speak.

God made us to that we might begin
to undetstand how his continual doing
for us helps him to love us so perfectly.
Do you remember what he uﬁ about
a %rccn thing he made to grow? You
will find it in the wonderful story of

onsh : * And the Lord said thou hast
iad pity on the gourd, for the which
thou hast not laboured, nefther madest
it grow.” 1f God loves you because
he docs something for you, you will
love him because you do something for
him. Remember that jou do some-
thing for him every 'me you do some-
thing for those who belong to him.
Doing something fs nothing at all unless
at the same time you &¢ something.

Whit are the things you must be or
should be for somebody 2

Re quiet, & quiet spirlt in the sight
of God is of great price. Tt is of such
great price that you cannot pray forit,
you can have It only for the asking.
Christ has bought it for you.

Said tome one of & tweetdempered
gitl, ' She did not say one word when

she was forbldden to do something she
had sct her beart on, but hezeyes %ucd

with tears.®  You mar think It s eaty
to be cheerful; try it when you ate
cross.

it is not mf to be petfectly neat
as to finger nalis, halr, collar, gloves,
shoes ; hut oh what a pretty picture for
somebody to look at, a neat gitl makes
of herselft

It niay be hard to be willing, and
yet God has given a promise to the
willing—=a promise that we do not have
to wiit t0 go to heaven toget. 1
will let you find it for yourselves. Obe-
dience {s nothing without the spirit of
obedience, That promise is to the
willing and obedicnt—two things that
God laves so that he blesses them,

Be truthful.  Surely I need not dwell
on that, It isnot as nataral for most
young peopic tobe grateful as to be
truthfyl

And juzt a hint at your last“be”
A respectiul tone s sweeter than your
¢lear soprano.

Then be careful that you do and be
something for somehody, and pray for
that quict spint that holds so high &
price.—Ferrard,

A RARE TALENT.

. O of the graces of the true Chris.

tian s for him to be able to mike him-
sell completely st hiome with all his
friends, male and female, high and low,
tich and poor, under any and all cir.
cumstancet. The man who can sit
down and converse with the otator and
the poet, who can it upen the plow.
beam with his farmer brothes, and talk
intelligently with him; who can talk
sympathetically with the plain, old fash.
foned moi.aer, whose world is her little
cabin home and fts narrow environ.
ments; who can sotatk to the ragged boy
50 aslo get his confidence, and give
him & word of ¢heer; and who can
enlist the Interest of the lintle four-year-
0d, in his first pants, and leave 8 sun-
besm in his heart, possesses talents
which, when compared to earthly riches,
eclipse them into midnight.=Srieted.

&

BE CAREFUL,

Av cld man Qs like an old wagon;
with light loading and careful usage i1
will last for years ; but one heavy Toad
or sudden straln wiil break it and ruin
it forever. Many persons reach theage
of fiy, sixty, or ¢ven seventy, measure-
ably free Aom most of the painsand the
{nfirmities of sge, cheery in heart and
sound in hultgh. tipe in wisdom and
experience, with sympathies mellowed
by age, with reasonable prospects and
opportunities for continued usefulness
in the world for a considetable time,
Let such persons be thankful, but let
them also be careful.  Anold constitu-
tion is ike an old bone=broken with
case, mended with difficulty, A young
tree bends to the gale, and anold one
snaps and falls before the blast, Asingle
bard lif, anhour of hesting wetkran
¢vening of exposute to raln and damp, &
sevete chil', an excess of food, the
unusual indalgence of any appetite or
passion, & sudden fit of anger, an Im-
proper dose of medicine—any of these,
ot other similar things, may cut off a
valusble life in an hour, and leave the
faiz hope of usefulness and enjoyment
a shapeless wreck. e Selected.

The Children's Corner,

THE LAND OF COUNTERPANE.

When [ was sick and lay » bed,
1 had teo pillows al sy hesd,
And sll my toys beside me lay
To keep ma happy all the day,

And socoeilases kot a8 boer ot 90

1 watched my desden soidiers go,

Whh different veaforms and dr
Among the bedclother, 1hroagh the Mlls,

And sometimet sret my ships o Aeety
All vp aad dowa the sheets g
O browght sy trees bousts out,
And plasted cithes all about.

= Robert Lounl) Sicremmn.,

SEWING-ACHES.

Jussik sat down by her mother to
sew,  Shewas making a pillow-case for
her own luile gﬂb-.

*All this?” she asked, in a dis-
contented tone, holding the seam owt.

“That {s not too much for a litle
girl who has a work-basket of her own,”
taid her mother,

" Yes,” thought Jessie, **mother bas
given me a wotk-basket, and 1 ought
to be milling to sew , ™ and with that
she took a few stitches quite diligently,

* [ havo a dreadful pain in my side,”
sald Jessie in a fow minutes. "M
thumb s very sore,” she said in a few
minutes more.  ** Oh, my hand 1 30
tired |* was the next.  Next thete was
something the matter with her foot, and
then with her eyes, and 3o she was
full of trouble. At length the sewing
was done. Jessie brought it to her
mother,

“Should 1 not first send for a
doctor? " said her mother.

«‘[he doctor for ine, mother2” cned
the hittle gitl, as surprised as she cou’d

'“Cttuin'ly. A linde girl so fullof

pains and aches must be sick, and the )

sooner we have the doctor Lhe batter®
“Oh, mother,” saict Jonaie, laughin
Wihey were sewingaches. Iam well
now.*
T have heard of other hitile girls be.
sides Jessie who had sewlng aches and
pains whenever their pateats had any

work for them to do.  Thisis & disease
called * selfishness,® and | hopo none
of my litde gitls are aficted with [tem
Baptitt Feedl,

L1

NEVER OUT OF SIGHT.

11 was a quiet, little, seathore place
where Ross Canter and his mother
were spending the hot summer weeks.
There were no great noisy hotels with
bands and balls and Ano dressin
‘The fashions kept the.e were mainly
the fashions of fisher-folk, but Ross
and his mother wete very happy and
comfortable.

‘The Litle boy never seemed 1o the
of making sand houses and pgather
[ng shells, while with book and sewing.
bafo.\ln. Canter 1at on the dry beac
enjoying every hout of the sun and
breere.

Y Don't go out of my right, Rossy,”
wis the only precaution needed ; and
Ross had been trained to obey.

“Mother, cant 1 g0 round the
bend for half an hour ?* ke asked one
day="'just ‘round the bend, mother,
I won't go Into the surf; 11l be at
careful ag a P-m; cat,”

" Yes,” said his mother, with a tinle
hesitation, "I think I may trust you
'tound the bead.”

*Come, Ross,” cried Sam, 3 big,
kind hearted fisher-lad, filteen minutes
Iatcr_,L *'gitin my boat and 111 give you
anail”

*Can't,® answrered Ross, looking
wistfully ot the boat=—=""mother don't
Tow me”

“But she is out of sight,” said the
untaught lad ; * shell never know.”

“Hoi” znswered the litile man,
pulling himself ur very stralght, and
opening his cyes In an amszed stare ;
“Hol but we tin't ever out of our
llm'ent‘ Father's sight, 1 reckon”

And that was the best sermon Fish-
erman Sam had ever heard, Hernerer
forgon it,

nmany a stormy sail, in many &
tempted hour, the ltle, piping voice
came back to him:

“We aln't ever out of our Heavenly
Father's sight, I reckon®—EL'x.

ot

QUITE BLACK.

Pxritars you have seen a mission.
aty box In the shape of & black—a tvry
black litte boy. He has a black skin
and black curly hair and black legs,
and & most beseeching look in his
black eyes as he clasps his hands and
looks up into your face to ask for a
penny. And when you do put the
Eenny into hus hat he actually nods his

esd, which is his way of sayiag
“Thank you" A very polite and &
;ga tateful person iy this our little

7.
But hels only make beliere, and not
real, though ha does real good to the
missionary cause {n drawing pennles
out of pockets,

Should you not like to hear of
true live blick boy=indeed, two of
tbem—and that not far away in Al
rica, but In out own country? I was
reading about them the other day, and
they have such funny litde ways, 1
think you will be amused to listen to
the story of some of them.

The two litle boys' names are
M'Tevaand Bompote, and they have
been brought over from the Congo, the
%m tiver which, as {ou can see on
the map, flows through the south west

part of Africa. It Is very hot thete, so
think how eold the bttle black boys
must have been when t landed on
& naw, dreary Decembet dayl And If

rou could bave looked In at them cat-
ng their breakfast soon afler, wrapped
up lo shawls, you would bave thought
they were a very odd dittle palr.

5000 Ot mote acquainted, and
In their quiet way they were very much
amu:edun mine g ou:hxbiu. Would
you believe it never seen
aoybody Aiss/ i

One day they were sitting over the
fire and talking 1o each ether in their
own language, and then in that sanse
quict way they began to laugh mern:

“What are you faughing a,
MTeva?" asked the lady who tells us
about them, and who was sitting down
wnling.

He would not answer for awhile, but
at last he said,  If any lady come here,
you kiss het—what for? *

It was not easy to make M'Teva un-
derstand that they kissed because they
were friends—as the Congo people
never kits one another.  1donotthink
it would be mice to go and live there,
do you?

The two boys are su tc be
about ten and twelve, but it 11 not
known for cettain, The father of

¥ | Bompote was rather a great man, and

Bompote remembers that when he died
a great many slaves were sacnficed at
hus funeral,  fiutaf you ask his father's
name, he will not tell you, because in
that country, when a man dies, you
must nevee 1ay his name, for his spint
mught be listening and b angry |
darcsay they will soonTeam to
Ehy games ke our children, for you

now the difference between you s
only skin deen.  Their hearts are hike
yours; and ohl just hke yours, they
are sinful heatts, and need to be
wathed clean in the peecisus blood of
esus.

And we hove and believe that, some
day, when the Lite black boys have
been trained and taught ag Christians,
they wil go back and tell their own
counteymen of the Saviour whom they
have found in the white man's land —
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