
MESSENGER AND VISITOR.^

ut ** The Story Page. # %*

July 7, 1897.6 [422] July 7

When the : 
three words wl 
him: " God 
' ' What аш I g 
" I will own it 
and told hie m 
college hie moi 
her of Parliami 
wae still : " 0< 
Lord Chancel k 
and hie miniett 
devote to that 
will now requi 
the reply, " I >

" It ie not usual I believe, to pay for a few extra thinge ; 
. . vin і і and I oughtn’t to take it, but I need iteo much, and a

1 WhOTWbiLlU,*W^rtSi’S'inil silently, >« doll*r “°"> would-" .he .topped, Hushing scarlet 
And idle liargee flap their sail*- and turned nervouely to the door.
For me the summer sunset glowe and pales,

And green fielde wait for me.
I long for shadowy forests, where the birds 

Twitter and chirp at noon from every tree ;
I long for blossomed leaves and lowing herds ;
And Nature’s voices say, in mystic words,

“ The green fielde wait for thee."

What the Flowers Said.A SUMMER LONGING

"Mother, did you know that flowers could talk? І 
never dreamed of such a thing ; but to-day Heater 

Aunt Mary laid a detaining luuid on her arm, aud said JolifFe got a bunch of heliotrope from one of the college
with gentle sympathy, " Don’t think me intrusive, lmt boys, and I heard the big girla laughing at her, and say-
will you not tell me your trouble? Iain sure you arc *n8 heliotrope meant ‘ I love you.' And when I asked
carrying a bunlcn ; let me share it." what they meant, Hester called me a little goose, and

The sudden tears gushed forth, aud the poor creature *»ked me if I didn't know that every flower has a motto ;
sank sobbing iuto a chair ; but she quickly controlled *h« calls, it the flower language, and She says, mother,
herself and looking up wistfully, said, "1 don’t often (here Sybil looked doubtful at her mother) she says if I 
give way like this ; 1 hope you will excuse it in me."

Aunt NJary nodded, stroking the toil-worn hand she the motto is of all the flowers.”
" I can tell you all the flower mottoes, daughter, after 

" Things are very hard with us just now," she went on. lea ! but I do not want you to spend this lovely afternoon 
" My husband lias had no i^ork, only an odd job or so, jn-doors • 1 can te^ Уои B much sweeter way to make
since the shops closed last year. We have four cldldrcn, flowers talk than by their mottoes.”

But mother would not tell what she meant till Sybil 
bad washed her face and hands and eaten her dinner. 
" Now, daughter," she said. " if you take my shopping 
basket full of flowers to Miss Louisa Perry, away down in

I dream, of uplands where the primrose shim s 
And wnves her yellow lamps slx>ve the lea ; 

Of tangled copses swu!ij{ with trailing vines, 
Of open vistas skirted with tall pirn*»,

Where greeq fields wait for me.

come to her house this afternoon she will tell me what

held.

I think of long, aweet afternoons, when 1 
May lie and listen to the distant sea,

Or hear the breezes in the reeds that sigh, 
Or insect voices chirping shrill and dry 

In fielde that wait for me.

1and 1 am not very strong and so slow at my work that we 
^can hardly get enough for them to eat."

" You are a conscientious worker," Aunt Mary inter
posed, " haven’t the societies helped you? "

"A little at first," the woman answered, " but they the village, and ask what the flowers say to her, you will 
seem to think we arc not deserving and that my husband find lbat they can talk like preachers.” x 
is idle and shiftless. Heaven knows lie would thank- The village was two miles away, and the spring eun- 
fully take anything to do, so that he could be earning shine was getting pretty hot, but under mother’s Japanese 
something. Oh why do they not have work enough, parasol Sybil did not care for the sun, and Miss Louisa
some how or other, so that all the poor men could take did seem glad to sec her. The poor old woman had been
care of their families. The poor must have work or starve, paralyzed, and could not walk a step, from the big
if they arc too proud and honest to beg or steal." She cushioned chair, where she was placed every morning by
spoke with passionate earnestness, then started up sud- loving hands.
denly, adding, " I must go. I ought to have gone at "What do the flowers say to me, dearie ? " she said
once. Oh, ma'am, you will understand what a headache w^b a bright smile ; " they say, ' Well, old lsdy, ain’t
I have, and how grateful I am to you for this extra half you gl»d your heavenly Father made such pretty thinge
dollar, when I tell you that my little ones have had noth- f°r Уои look at ? And ain't you glad he made little
ing but a scanty breakfast of potatoes to-day ; and will hearts tender, and little hands kind, aud little feet will- 
have nothing until I get home. Robbie, the oldest one, big to bring them to you ? ' "—Our Boys and Girl», 
is a cripple, and takes care of the rest when I am away."

" Why didn't you tell us that your children were going 
hungry?" Aunt Mary said, as they rapidly packed a 
basket with food. "It is wicked to let them suffer and 
not speak of it." *

" Nobody ever spoke to me about it before," the wom
an answered, " ami it is very hard to make people listen 
when they do not want to. I have tried to sometimes, 
but I couldn't force my troubles on them when they 
didn't care. J've wished so many times that I could 
have the broken pieces of food for my children that I see 
thrown away at places where I work."

"Send your husband here in the morning," Aunt Mary 
said, " they need a man to fro chorea and take care of 
the garden, and I will see that he gets the place. The 
pay will not be very much, not more than ten or fifteen 
dollars a month ; but that will help you a little."

" Oh, ma'am, it will be like a fortune to us. Ten dol
lars will more than get our food, and to have it coming 
steady, —oh, you don't kifow what u help it will be I I 
wash for the rent, and sometimes both of us together 
menage to get enough liesides to keep the children warm 
and something for them to eat ; but often they've had to 
go hungry. I only wish I could thank you for all your 
goodneae and—"

“ Never mind/' Aunt Mary interrupted, kindly, put
ting the basket in her hand, " we all must try to help 
each other.”
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—George Arnold.
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Aunt Mary’s Way.
BV LOtJISK J. STRONG.

" What a sad face your washwoman has, Helen," Aunt 
Mary remarked across the dinner table.

"Has she?" laughed her noice, pretty Mrs. Walford.
" 1 ha<ln't noticed. But I know she is dreadfully slow 
about her work. She is always two or three hours behind 
the neighborhood in getting the clothes on the line. I 
wouldn’t keep her only that she is so careful and 
particular."

“ To be particular and do the work well is a good deal 
to be said for any one these belter skelter days. She 
doesn't look stroiig ; do you know anything about her 
circumstances ? " asked Aunt Mary.

* "Not a thing," Mrs. Walford answered, " I pay her 
^•when her work is done, and ask her no questions about 

lier affairs. I don't' know that it is any of my business.”
" And yet you belong to several charitable societies,”

Auht Mery suggested softly. " One of them, I think you 
ssid, was called the ' Helping Наш{/ "

"Oh, the 'Helping Hand' is very exclusive, Aunt 
Mary," aahl Mr. Walford, lightly. " Yon have to reach 
в certain genteel notch before the tips of its aristocratic 
fingers are held out to you."

" Arthur is always ridiculing us," Helen said, a little 
petulantly, "but we have done a great deal of good,
Aunt Mary , I can assure you ; and even a society must 
draw a line somewhere, you know. -

" Yes, I suppose so," Aunt Mary assented, " though I 
know very little about such things. I never belonged to 
a society In my life."

" Never twlonged to a society 1 " Mrs. Wslford ex
claimed in astonishment. "But you seem so familiar 
with charitable work ; how have you carried it on? "

" The little I have ever accomplished has been by in- 
dividual effort," said Aunt Mary, modestly.

" You must visit our societies, and see how superior or
ganized work is," Mrs. Walford said, rising. "And oh, 
yes, Aunt Mary, as you are going to lx? here, will you 
give the woman this half dollar for me when her work is 
done ?"

As she took the money, Aunt Mary said, impulsively,
" Does she do that large washing for fifty cents ? " and 
then added, hastily, ns Mrs. Walford's face flyslieil,
" Kscuse me, Helen, I spoke thoughtlessly, but I have 
so many things to lx? washed to-day th#t I think I ought 
to add to this."

" My visitors never pay for their washing, Aunt Mary,
It belongs wlth^lie family wash, of course ; but you must 
please yourself/' *

A couple of hours later. Aunt Mary going to the 
kitchen, found the woman waiting, her thin face pale 
and drawn, and tired lines around her'lips and eye». It 
was a delicate, refilled face, with a^gentle patience in it it ,jt
that touched Aunt Mary's kind heart. She arose and 
took down her sun bonnet as Aunt Mary entered.

" You look very tired," Aunt Mary said, gently, " don't 
be in a hurry to go. Come out on the porch and rest 
ewliile In one of the rockers."

" No, thank you, I can not stop. I uiu needed at 
home," then as Aunt Mary put n dollar in her hand, she 
added anxiously, " I can not chungait ; haven't you a 
half dollar?" —~

" You boil so many of my clothes, to-day, I think you 
bsve earned the dollar," Aunt Mary said,.smiling.

An eager look flitted acroee her face, and aheanswered,

* * * *

The Three Sieves. a wa
It was the rule of Peter the Great never to say anything 

about a person if he could not say anything good. This, 
is a good rule. Here is a little story that shows how one 
mother taught her little girl a very important lesson 
aays The Bvangelist 

" Oh, mamma I " cried little Blanche Power», " I hcanl 
such a tale about Bdith Howard ! I did not think she 
could be so naughty. One—"

" My dear," interrupted Mrs. Powers, " before you con 
tinue we will see If your story will peas the three sieves.

" What does that mean, mamma ? " inquired Blanche 
I will explain tt. In the flret place, is it true ? "

" I suppose so ; I got it from Miss White, and she is s 
great friend of Bdith'e."

,k And does she show her friendship by telling tales of 
her? In the next place, though you can prove it to be 
true. ' le It kind ?

" I do not mean to be unkind ; but 1 am afraid it was 
I should not like Bdith to speak of me as I have of her 

" And, ' Is it necessary?
" No, of course, mamma ; there was no need for me to 

mention it at all."
“ Then put a bridle on your tongue. If we can't speak 

well, speak not at all."—Exchange.
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" I have hired a matt for you, Arthur," Aunt Mary re
marked that evening, ’ ’

" Hired a matt for me I " he repealed in surprise.
" Yea," ahe answered, nulling, " I am going to be with 

you for some time, auil I want a good deal of waiting on : 
getting the hor* and buggy ready for my rtdea, etc. I Ut u» measure our duty In giving. What «hall be th. 
will ace that he la paid ; he is coming in the morning." mealuring rod f 

" I have often thought of having tome one to keep the «• Vour с»Р*=і‘У " She bath done what ahe could.'
place In order," he replied, " and I think I .hall attend 2- Opportunity. " Ai ye have opportunity do go
to paying hint myself But come now, Aunt Mary, then unto m,n'"
I» something behind this. What ia It 1 " 3- Your convictions. " That rarvant which knew his

And she told them the wesh woman's story ; told it so bo"*'* wlu ,ed Pr*P,kd “ol hlmaelf, neither did seeor.l- 
pathetlcally that Helen', eye. ran over ; and her hu.band *"* 10 hU w111' «hall, be beaten with many stripea," 
whistled softly. 4' The neccraltita of othera. " If a brother or a deter

When she finished lie exclaimed, " Why, I might have be naked, or destitute of daily food," etc, 
given the man work long ago if I hod known Г That's %. The providence of God. " Let every man lay by 
what you call individual effort, is It, Aunt Mary? I think him in .tore as Ood has prospered him."

“rCe.tWyok„ /' *—b, character. "Abound in thl. grace
trouble anti want. That poor soul has been coming here eleo' 
for months, struggling silently with her burden, end we 7. Your own happiness. " It is more blessed to give 
have never given lier u kind word even. I like your way than to receive."

8. Ood's glory, » Honor God with your.ubrt.ua, 
lias looked downcast for a long time, and I've joked him —Wa tollmen,
about being ' blue.' To-tnorrow morning I mean to find 
out his trouble ami help him if I can." * ж ж *

raiT" SSI Н^иГі^^Гав^Ьгаи ЇЙ н,°Тп"ії:Т,0Ь,Ьп“Г-^іЙ8ог/11 °Ut °' “dhuman of the one nearest you If all woulildo that with h‘*v‘" “ wUW“ * Hom'
the hard tiniee would bear less Let all who claim to be on the lord's aide be there in 

reality, and the powers of evil will soon be routed . - 
Ram's Horn.
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The Divine Measuring~Rod.
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kindness and sympathy, 
heavily everywhere."

. Aunt Mary's way is a good way. Try it.—Standard.
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