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1 might have done more ; I see it now,
How often I think of that hymn.

“1 gave My life for thee;

What hast thou given for Me?”
That is the qucstion, Cynthia: What
have 1 brought to Him, what havel given
to Him 1"

**She was very sad, and 1 wanted to
comfort her, so | eaid, *Perbaps eternity
will show that you have brought more than
one soul to Hin ; and you have given Him
your own heart. Surely He will not de-’
spise that gitt. The Lord hnows that you
had no opportunity to give liberally. He
knuws that you have borne privation with.
out murmuring, and tried hard to do right.
He will not withhold frome you the praise
He bhestowed on arother, ** She hath dune
what she could.”

*“*Perhaps He will accopt my poor en-
denvors. 1 hope so, T hope :o. But,
Cynthia, this view of the case will not
answer for you. You have mdans, and
you can do much more than I have done.’

* I did not reply, for I was thinking of
vou,  Mothor read my thoughts, and she
said, * Amos will not hinder your giving it
1f he knows that your heart is set upen it.
Besides, he necds only to be convineed of
his duty, »1d he will doit.  Promise me
that you will give to the spread of the
Gospel as the Lord gives you strength and
prosperity.’

* It was a good deal to promise, and 1
hesitated a moment.
her dim, faded eyes, and 1 auswered, ‘1
will, mother, I will.!

**God bless you, Cynthia, for 1 know
if you give me your prowise you will fulfii
it,” said mother, and she looked so satisfied
that I repeated the promise in my heart.

** You may casily imagine how her words
came back to me the following day as 1
stoud*beside her Lelpless form,  * How
could she have done more 7' 1 said aloud.
1 remembered all Ler little sacrifices, and
1 thought if she Lad reason to reproach
Lerself Leenuse she had not done more for
the spread of the Gospel there was no ex-
cuse tor me. I made a solumn vow that
from that day T would do wore for the
Master, that I would not be like thuse of
whom He spoke when He said, ‘I know
thy worhs, that thou hast a name, that
thou livest, and art dead.” 1 thought of
all our means, that we have not even the
vacuse of laying up wealth fur our child-
ren.”

Here Mrs. Parker stopped suddenly and

wiped her cyes, and Mr. Parker’s head!
bent low, for both were thinking of the
bright little son who had once been their
oy.

. A moment later Mrs. Parker continued:
**Since mother’s death I have saved as
much as possible of the money you have
given e. I shall give it to the mission
fund, together with the sum you give me
now ; aud please, Amos, let it be no less
than I asked for.”

Amos Parker cleared his throat to take
away its huskiness, then asked, *‘How
wuch have you saved 1"

Very slowly came the words, *Fifty
dollars.”

**Then I will not be outdone by you,
Cynthia ; 1 will add fifty dollars more.”

In her joy and surprise Cynthia Parker

Great tearsstood in |

put her arms around her husband’s neck
and gave him a hearty kiss. He was not
"a little touched by such an expression of
" her gratitude, but wishing to appear un-

moved, he said, ¢ There, there, Cynthia,
| that will 1o, Ain’t we going tu have any
i dinner to-day ? "—Guspel in «ll Lands,

= SUPERFLUOUS DECORATIONS.
i We always admire those shooting-stars,

, or weteors, which appear so suddenly at
I night m the arching heavens, shout so
! bulliantly across sume portion of the sky,
and then as suddenly disappear, ¢ a
mument bright , then gone forever.” They
ubscure the steady old stars that have so
| faithfully kept their scntinel stations in
the skies since ** the morning stars sang
together, and all the sons of God shouted
for joy.”  Their course is always down-
ward, Why th , are certainly beautiful,
they seemetd to be quite superfluous de-
corations. Their usefulness has uever
heen discovered. We sometimes seem to
tind the analugies of these beautilul shout-
ing stars in our 1eligions world. In our
pulpitsthershave sometimes appeared men
of wonderful intellectual brilliancy, but
not of wonderful intellectual lalance.
They have swayed audiences at theur will,
Before their brief corruscations,the efforts
of other and more {aithful men—bright,
constant, and steady moral lights—have
paled and been unnoticed. The crowd has
followed and admired them— and got very
little for its pains. Their sparkling time
-—and they ouly sparkled—swas brief.
They went out suddenly, with no useful
work accomplished. They only held the
world agape for & mument.— Evan.




