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WHAT PRAYER CAN DO.

“No,” said the lawyer, “I shan't press
your claim agsinst that man. You can
get someone else to take the ocase, or
you can withdraw it, just as you please.”

“Think there isn't any money in it?"”

“There would probably be a little
money in it; but it would come from
the sale of the little house the man oc-
cupies and calls ‘hig home.’ But I don’t
want to meddle with the matter any-
how.”

“Got frightened out of it, eht”

“Not at all”

“1 suppose the old fellow begged hard
to be let off?”

“Well, yes he did.”

“And you caved in, likely.”

“Yes."

“What in creation did you dof"

“I Dbelieve 1 shed a few tears.”

“The old fellow begged you hard, you
sayt"”

“No, 1 didn’t eay s0; he didn't speak
a word to me.”

“Well, may I ask whom he addressed
in your hearing?"”

“God Almighty.”

“He took to praying, did hef”

“‘Not for my benefit in the least. You
see, 1 found the little house easily
enough, and knocked on the outer door,
which stood ajar, but nobody heard
me; so 1 stepped into the little hall,
and saw through the crack of the door
a cosy sitting-room, and there on the
bed, with her silver head high on the
pillows, was an old lady who looked
for all the world just as my mother did
the last time 1 saw her on earth. 1
was on the point of knocking again,
when she said, ‘Come, father, now be:
gin; I am all ready.’ Down on his knees
by her side went the old white-haired
man, still older than his wife, I should
judge; and 1 couldn’t have knocked then
for the life of me. Well, he begun.
First, he reminded God that they were
still his subwissive children, mothel
and he, and, no matter what he saw fit
to bring upon them, they should not
rebel against his will. Of course it
wate going to be hard for them to go
out homeless in their old age, especially
with poor mother so sick and helpless;
and oh, how different it might have been
if only one of the boys had been vpared!
Then his voice kind of broke, and a
thin, white hand stole from under the
coverlid, and moved softly through his
snowy hair, Then he went on to repeat
that nothing could ever be so sharp
again as the parting with those three
soné—unless mother and he should be
separated! But at last he fell to com
forting himself with the fact that the
good Lord knew that it was through no
fault of his own that mother and he
were threatened with the loss of their
dear little home, which meant beggary
and the almshouse—a place they prayed
to be delivered from, if it could be con
sistent with God's will, And then he
quoted a multitude of promises concern-
ing the safety of those who put heir
trust in the Lord., In fact, it was the
most thrilling plea to which 1 ever
listened. At last he prayed for God's
blessing upon those about to demand
justice,”

Then the lawyer continued more slow-
1; than ever, *“And—I-—believe 1 had
rather go to the prorhouse myself to-
wizht than to stain my hands and heart
with the blood of such persecutions as
that.”

“Little afraid to defeat the old man's
prayer, eht"”

“Blegs your soul, man, you couldn’t
defe i that prayer. 1 ell you, he left
it all subject to the will of God; but he
claimed thet we were told to make

known our desires to Him, But, of all
the pleading 1 ever heard, that moved
me most. You see, I was taught that
kind of thing myself in my childhood,
and why I was sent to hear that prayer
1 am sure I don't know—but I hand
the case over.”

“I wish,” said the client, uneasily, “I
wish you hadn't told me about that old
man's prayer.”

“Why sof”

“Well, because 1 want the money the
place would bring. I was taught the
Bible straight enough when I was a
youngster, and 1 hate to run counter
to what you tell me about it; and an-
other time I would not listen to peti
tions not intended for my ears.”

The lawyer smiled,

“My dear fellow,” he said, “you are
wrong again. It was intended for my
ears, and yours, too; and God Almighty
intended it. My old mother used to sing
about ‘God moves in & mysterious way,’
I remember.”

“Well, my mother used to sing it,
t00,” said the client, and he twisted the
claim papers in his fingers, “You can
call in the morning, if you like, and tell
‘mother and him' the claim has been
met.”

“In a mysterious way,” added the law-
yer.—Selected.

THE BABY TRAVELLER.

Dear little dimpled feet! What covering
meet to hold
Within its gentle preesure an atom of
such mould?
The velvet petals of the rose or lily
should enfold
The dear little dimpled feet.

Dear little restless feet! They patter all
the day,
Nor from their tireless journey ever ask
to stay,
Though oft they trip and stumble, up,
and again away!
Dear little restless feet!

Dear little loving feet! How quick they
are to bring
The anewering smile, the sweetest Kiss;
then, as on wing,
T hie away exultant, some note of joy
to fling,
Dear little loving feet!

Dear little happy feet! May sorrow never
check
Their lightsome tread, nor thorns grow
up where roses now bedeck
The path that love and tenderness from
pitfalls guard, and wreck,
Dear little happy feet!

Dear little trusting feet! Who would their
faith betray,
Or tempt their pure innocence out of the
happy way?
Kind Father, ever guard and guide lest
they should go astray,
Dear little trusting feet!

THE BOY!'S COMPOSITION.

A schoolmaster said to his pupils,
that to the boy who could make the best
piece of composition in five minutes on
“How to Overcome Habit” he would give
a prize. When the five minutes had
expired, a lad of nine years stood, up
and said: “Well, sir, habit is hard to
overcome. 1f you take off the first letter
i* does not change ‘abit’ If you take
off another letter yon still have a ‘bit’
left. If you take off still another, the
whole of ‘it' remains, If you fake off
another, it is not totally used up,

ol which goes to show you must throw
Resuli—be won it"

ON GETTING ACQUAINTED WITH
OUR FAMILIES,

It is not that we do mot love our
fai.iiies, but that we do not know them.
Love—evey the most self sacrificing—
does not imply understanding. Many a
mother who would die for her son is
utterly blind to his most cherished s-
pirations, Many a father who could ruin
himself for his daughter's happiness
cannot converse with her an hour. Bro
thers and sisters, generous to a fault,
live side by side with no mutual inter-
ests.

Of course, we know well enough all
the faults and foibles of our families.
There is no trouble on that score, We
may take a ish pride in 1
ing them from strangers, but we discuss
them freely among ourselves, openly
charge the offenders with them. This
knowledge, far from helping us to 23
better understanding, is a positive hin
drance. We have a curious way of mag
nifying che faults till they entirely over
shadow the virtues, With this exag
gerated sense of our relatives’ faulte we
take no pains to search out the more
delicate and subtle traits of character.
Iu fact, it does mot occur to us that tney
are worth knowing; we are too busy get
ting acquainted with other people,

So day after day we sleep under the
same roof, and sit at the same table,
and touch each other’s lives only on the
surface. The fault is, of course, a two
gided one; we not only fail to under
stand the others, but we do not let them
understand ue. We neither seek in them
nor offer to them the best things of
life. OQur most intimate relations are
usually with outsiders, ’

Thus it often happens that we first
learn from strangers how to appreciate
our very own, Have you not sometimes
marveled to see some members of your
family “blossom out” in the presence
of a stranger? Have you ever surprised
any of your family somewhere outside
the home, and been surprised yourself,
to see him as others see him- Parents
hear with t—if riot incredulit
—the teacher's account of the children's
ability in this or that direction. The
boy firet learns from his father's old
college chum that the *“old man” is &
wit; the girl from her grandmother and
aunts that her mother was a belle. By
and by, when boy or girl comes to marry,
it can be from the new “in law" that
the family learn of hidden traits and
tastes which in long years of inlercourse
they have never suspected. -

We are wont to complain that we have
no time or opportunity to get aoquainted
with our families. The thousand and one
calls of our rushing modern life exhausts
our vitality. But it is vain to rail against
mere externals when the real -difficulty
is with ourselves, The utmost simplieity
of life does not necessarily bring mugual
family understanding, nor does a com
plex life destroy it. If we really want
to know our people better, we shall
find a way.

Sometimes the revelation comes in 8
great crisis; sickness, financial etress,
peril, bereavement. At such times our
shyness drops off, we lose our self-con

i In the p of the great
realities we show the best which is in
ws. We are drawn together in an in
timacy which sweetens the bitterest cal-
amity, And then we learn what we

have been missing all along, how much
we might have had for the mere asking

—and giving.
One of the most pathetic little stories
1 ever heard was of a sieter who came
hig death-




