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When in the middle of the afternoon a girl
in a blue dress appeared down the street, Miss
Amelja’s hands began to tremble. When the
girl pushed open the gate and walked confi-
dently up the Dpath, Miss Amelia was fairly
white.

The girl nodded blithely and went directly
to the window. She had a plate covered with
a white napkin in her hands, and she set it
down on the sill. “It’s some of mother’s birth=
day ecake,’ she said. ‘She sent it with her
love, and so many thanks for the roses. She
said she never saw such lovely ones. And I
wag to be sure and tell you that she was so
much shocked at the’ way her daughter ob-
tained them. She was, really, too, only that
I coaxed her out of it.” The girl's face dim-
pled at the remembrance. ‘I wish you could
have seen the family horror when I confessed
what I had done,’ she laughed. ‘The general
opinion seemed to be that I had disgraced
them forever.

‘It was real nice of your mother to send
me the cake” Miss Amelia answered. She
was red now instead of white. Nobody ever
had sent her any birthday cake before.

It’s real nice cake, “if I do say it as should
not,”’ the girl retorted, saucily. ‘I made it,
but everybody helped except mother, of course.
Father sifted the flour. You shculd have seen
the way he powdered himself in the process;
isn’t it funny how clumsy men are about'
things—little, simple things like sifting flour
and sewing on buttons?’ she laughed.

Miss Amelia leaned over the window. She
was too unused to guests to think just then
of inviting the girl in.

‘Will you take some more roses?’ she ask-
er eagerly.

But Jessie shook her head. ‘Oh, not to-day
—I couldn’t!” she protested; then, seeing the
disappointment in Miss Amelia’s face, a sud-
den impulse came to her. ‘But I'd like to do
something else if you'd let me, she added.
‘T'd like to bring mother up here some evening
before the roses go—may I?’

‘T'd be real pleased to hawve her, Miss Ame-
lia replied, with a formality belied by her.
brightening eyes. ‘Youw’d better come to-mor-
row—this spell of dry weather ain’t going to
last much longer’ She was conscious as she
spoke of a thrill of amazement at her own
ready speech.

‘Not to-morrow,” Jessie answered; ‘we could
not then, but I think we could the day after.
I do so want her to see this lovely place before
it begins to change. So day after to-morrow,
if you'll let us come, Miss Rivers.

‘Day after to-morrow,” Miss Amelia repeat-
ed, happily. That night Miss Amelia had a
wonderful supper.  She broke the birthday

cake delicately, prolonging her feast; she was .

scarcely conscious of the taste, so potent was
its ministration to her starved soul.
it was the cake that gave her her inspiration.
She would make cake for day after to-mor-
row. Strawberries were ripe, too, and she
could buy some cream; and she would get

out some of her mother's linen and the best !

china. Never in her life before had Miss Ame-
lia been so excited. She was glad that she
had a day between to get ready in—it wag
none too much. - : :

The next two days were wonderful ones to
Miss Amelia.
on the second afternoon, everything was ready,
she was too excited to sit down; she kept
running upstairs and down cellar on needless
errands, and if Jessie and her mother had not
soon appeared, she would have worn herself
out, :

Jessie’s mother was a tiny creature who had
to look up to her tall daughter; she even had
to look up to Miss Amelia, a little way. There
had Dbeen times in the two days when Miss

Perhaps .

When finally, at three o’clock

Amelia had been frightened at the thought of
meeting a stranger, but at the first glance of
the warm brown eyes all her fear melted away
forever, and great joy filled her heart, For
the brown eyes told her that one of life’s great
gifts had come to her. The little feast, pre-
pared with so much joy, revealed itself a sa-
crament of friendship. That night, with trem-
bling fingers, Miss Amelia wrote the date,
‘June seventeenth, 1889, in her Bible under
record of her own birth. She knew with a
sure and beautiful knowledge that life had
come to her at last, :

The days that followed wonderfully ful-
filled the promise of the June afterncon. Tea
at’ the Marshes came first; then Miss Amelia
was called to help in a picnic for some of the
mill girls, and then in the preparations for
Betty’s birthday; she was coaxed into calling
upon Jean Maylow with her crippled body and
brave spirit, and even, before she realized it,
promised to help in a church sociable, Under
all the new interest, Miss Amelia’s face be-
gan to show a soft color, and the blue lights
deepened in ker eyes, and for days at a time
she actually forgot that she didn’t know how
to talk to people. ‘You're a witch,’ Jessie told
her mother; ‘youw’re witching her young and
she never suspects it. ‘

All the time Miss Amelia was thinking, It
seemed such an audaciouns thing—what she
was thinking—that it was weeks berfore she
dared to speak of it, but at last, one day when
Jessie was away, she nerved herself to tell the
little mother.. Miss Amelia loved Jessie dear-
ly, but she was only a girl; there were so
many things she couldn’t understand; Jessie’s
mother always understood.

‘T've been thinking about something for a
long time,” she said. ‘Im afraid it’s real pre-
sumptuous of me, but I want to ask you, any-
way. It’s about birthdays. You see, I never
had any all my life—we never took account 6f"
any such things when I was a girl. I remem-
ber I used to get sort of blue sometimes when
I was young, and wonder why I couldn’t have
things like other girls, but it’s been a good
many years since I thought anything about it
till X knew you folks. When I saw how much
you made of these things, I realized what I'd
been missing all my life. -

‘Then one night, after I’d seen Jean May-
low and those mill girls, it all came over me
sudden that there was lots of other folks left
out, too, and maybe the Lord had fixed my life
the way it is just so’s I could help some of
these others. And I wondered why I couldn’t
celebrate six birthdays a year, too, even if I -
didn’t have anybody belonging to me. There’s
Jean Maylow—I don’t believe she ever had
one, and old Mary Brown and Little Ruth
Danvers—I've got all the names written down.
And I know their birthdays, too; it’s queer,
but they come real regular, just about two
months apart, so’s I'd have plenty of time to
think up things for each, the way you folks
always do. That’s the plan that’s been’ go-

img through my head. I wish you'd tell me
_ what you think of it. 4

The little mother leaned over with shining
eyes and kissed Miss Amelia’s flushed face.
‘Dear Miss Amelia,” she said, ‘I think it is all
beautifull’ S

So that is the way Miss Amelia found her
inheritance in Ged’s great kingdom of love—
an inheritance whose richness was to increase

- for her through all the coming years. Yet,

0ddly enough, the first birthday that came
found her all unprepared. She was just get-
ting supper ome September evening when a

knock called her to the door. She opened it

only to stare out speechlessly. For on the
doorstep stood Jessie and the three children,
each of the four loaded with bundles, and each

-
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shouting excitedly,
Amelia!’

Miss Amelia dropped helplessly inte the
nearest chair, ‘How—how did you know?’ she
stammered.

‘I wheedled it out of you when you didn’t
know it,” Jessie answered triumphantly. ‘Didn’t
I tell you I did dreadful things? And mother
and father are coming in a few minutes with
the cake—just wait il you see that cake,
Miss Amelia! And we are going to set the
table and have things all ready by the time
they come, and if Betty has te wait another
minute before she gives you the pincushion she
has made for you she will simply fly to pieces!:
You dear Miss Amelia! Did you think you
are the only one that could have fun with
birthdays??

And Miss Amelia answered not gne word—
but nobody misunderstood.

‘Many happy returns, Miss

¢ He Died For Me.’

Dr. Pentecost has heen telling a touching
little story which, he'says, has always been a
great favorite of his. It is as follows L—

‘A good many years ago I was preaching in
a great music hall in Aberdeen. After the
meeting 'was over and nearly all the lights
had been put out, I was on the platform talk-
ing to two or three gentlemen, when, in the
haif darkness, I noticed behind me a little
Scotch lassie of the common people. She had
on a ragged cotton frock, she was bare-foot=
ed, and her hair was unkempt,

‘I was rather annoyed that the child should
be there at that time of night. I said “Why
are you following me about? Go home.” Her
poor little forlorn face looked up into mine,
and she said, “Eh, mon, I want to get saved.”
I said, “Do you think I can save you?” The
little thing drew back and replied, “Na, ma,
you canna, but Jesus can.” I said, “What has
Jesus done to save you?” “He died for me®
“Oh, then, he’s dead, is he?” “Na, na,” she
cried, “He’s no deid. Dinna fash me. Mon,
he’s no deid. He died for me, but he’s alive
up yonder. He can save me. Oh mon, I want
to get saved!”

‘The little one, adds Dr, Pentecost, ‘grasped
the whole situation. Jesus died for her, but
he is not dead, because God raised him from .
the dead, and he is able to save to the utter-
most everyone who comes to God by him.'—
‘Christian Age. - S
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Among the Moravian missiong of the Yukon
valley, few of the natives can read or write.
At bedtime a bell rings, and the entire popu-
lation goes to the churches. A chapter in the
Bible is read, a prayer offered, a hymn sung;
and the men, women and children return to
their homes and go to bed.
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4 reliable and handsomes Fountain Pen, usually
scld at $2.00, manufactured by Sandford & Bem~
nett, New York, given 1o ‘Messenger’ subscrib-
ers for a list of six new subscriptions to th
‘Northern Messenger’ at 80 cents each, :

The People’'s Horse, Cattle, Bheep aud Swine :
Doctor. This book sives a description of the
diseases of the Horse, Cattle, Sheep and Swine,
With exact doses of med:icine. Usually sold at
$1.00, will be given to ‘Messenger’ subscribers
for a .list of five new gubscriptions to the ‘Nore .
*hern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

BAGSTER'S MINION BIBLE,suitable for Church,
Sabbath School or Day School.” Each boy and -
girl reader of the ‘Messenger’ should possess
one. Given for four new subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger’ at 30 cents each.

BAGSTER’S LONG PRIMER BIBLE — A hand-
some Bible, gilt edges, with the additien of 307
ppges, containing the following Valuable Bibly -
Helps, Concordance, Alphabetical Index, Maps,
and Ilustrations, with other aids to Bible
study. Given to *Messenger’ subscribers for
thirteen new subscriptions to the ‘Northern
- Messenger’ at 30 cents each.



