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A DESERT SAND STORM. .
. The following vivid deseription of one of
‘the terribly destructive sand storms of the
‘deserts occurs in ** Fraser’s Travels in the
Khorassan.” -+ Morning still found me in
a wide and trackless waste of sand. The
wind, which blew so piercingly all night,
Julled, as it generally does, towards morn-
ing ; but the hazy vapor, loaded with light

‘particles of sand, through- which:the sun

rose red ‘ng blood, gave warning that the
calm would not continue long ; nor had I
pursued my course another hour before the
roar of the desert wind was heard,-columns
of dust began to rise in the horizon, and
the air became gradually filled with driving
sand. K :
_ ‘““As the wind increased, the whole
plain aréund: me, which ‘had been
heaped by former tempests into ridges,
like the waves of a troubled- sea, now
got into motion ; the sand blew from off
their crests like spray from the ocean,
and’ covered myself and horse with its
dense eddies ; while - : :

often unable to dis-
tinguish - the true
course, my horse
toiled over the
ridges, sinkingup to
the very girths in the
deep, baflling sub-
stance.

“TI continued for
some hours to per-
severe, struggling
against the fury of
the galo  and the
clouds of suffocating
sand.  To my alarm
my horse mow be-
came territied and
rostive. ke snorted,
reaved, and appeared
unable as well ag un-
willing, to face the
sharp drifting of the
stillinereasingstorm.
In vain T tried to
soothe and urge him
on; caresses and
blows were alike in-
effectual.

“To abandon my
horse would have
been to. give up
hope, for 1 could
not proceed a single
mile on foot ; yet to
vemuin skationary, as
I was forced to do
by theanimal's ter-
ror, meant certain
destruction. Every
thing that offered
registance” to the
torrent  of sand,
which sometimes
poured along the
earth like -a 1apid
stream of water, was
overwhelmed in an
incredibly  shors
time ; even when
my horse stood still
but for a few mo-
ments, the drift
mounted higher than
his knees; and, as
if sensible of the
danger, he made furious efforts to extricate
himsetf.’ ’ :

** Quite certain that my only hope lay'in
constant motion, and in the chance of gain-
ing the leeward side of some hillock or inass
of rocks that might atford a shelter till the
storm should blow over, T gave up my
true course, turned my back to the wind,
and made all possible efforts to press for-
ward ; and, at last, when man and horse
were exhausted, during a partial lull, 1 ob-
served something like a rock fooming
through the dusky atmosphere. It proved
to be but o bank of drifting sand with a
hollow on the lee side, but here .my worn-
out horse and I found & tolerably good
shelter for some hours till the storm lulled.”
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“THE SILVER OROSS.
BY MARY LIVINGSTONE SPALDING.

They passed ench other on the steps of
one of the largest churches in New York
City last Taster morning. One was a
dainty young gir], dressed in the extreme

style of the season, carrying in her hand a

bunch of fresh violets. From the top.of
her nodding gray plumes to the. patent
leather shoes, peeping from below a ¢ Red-
fern” costume, she showed the marks of a
Fifth Avenue belle. Oue eould not help

gazing with pleasure ab the perfect dress,
Dbut, after a glance at the sweet, womanly

face under the shading hat brim, the ex-
ternal setting of clothes was. forgotten.
This was no frivolous givl, beiit on chasing
the bubbles which society floats- in the air
for a season. An expression.of quiet dig-
nity and friendliness 1i¢ her soft blue. eyes
with a sincere light, and curved the corners
of her lips into smiles for all. ‘

The other girl, who followed closely be-
bi-d, was ‘as unlike’ the first one as isa
vimid wren beside & white dove. She was
dressed in black, a little rusty, telling its
own story of sadness.. The long veil had

been pushed back from a young but care- |

steps, they knaw not each other's nane, but
what mattered it, for they met *“In. his
Name, ’ a8 the letters on the little shining
cross indicated. Were they not *‘ King's
Daughters,” and, therefore, sisters, and, as
sueh, were they not acquainted ? :
Was it strange that Alice and Margaret
were ab home together, and that when the
rich girl turned to the poor one and cordi-
ally invited her to sit by her in Judge
Searle’s pow, that the two should soon be
bowing their heads together insilent prayer?
Was not the same Lord risen that day for
both, and were not the lilies, on which the
slanting red light through richly tinted
windows was falling, breathing their fra:
grance for both? Were not the voices of
the choir hymning a song of joy, and the
reverent prayer of the pastor for both ?
After the throng had passed out of the
church, the two girls quietly sat talking in
an undertone, while the organ notes were

worn face; as if she were trying to- let the dying away in the arches above.
sunshine of the glad Easter morn flood the! With delicate friendliness, Mnrgarot

(R
{TIHHA
il

iy

L

and then we- do -things for each other.
Many times I have noticed ladies wearing
crosses, and they always have a kind word
for'us when they see ours.” -

Then Margaret told hér how Tier *“ten,”
made up of the girlsin her sct, were also
trying to be true and noble daughters of
the King. ** We do not mean to be gay or
frivolous, you know, and while we can't
help liking to wear our pretty dresses and-
things, we do not’think too much about
them,” she said, - ““ Bub it is harder for us
to be good than you imagine, 'though you
may not think so, and we have everything
we want. People always call us ¢butter-
flies,” and think there is no good in us, or
that we only act so for the style of the thing
You see howitis. Now wetry toinfluence
the other girls not to think too much about
parties, beaux and dresses, and to be in-
terested in doing goad about the city. We
suve money from our allowauce to buy
flowers and fruit for the hospitals, and for
frosh air funds.  Wo try to forget aboub.
ourselves, and to
remember thab
many, many girls ull
over New York are
poor and friendless.™

After these u-
tual confidences, the
two givls parted at
the door, but not
until the bunch of
violets had heen
slippedinto the worn
black gloved hand,
and a promise had
been exchanged
meetagain nest Sun-
day.

It was surprising
how many ecrrands
Margaret found to
doat “Macys big
store ofter that, and-
how many of her
friends dvopped in
there.  Sometimes
they asked Alice to
go to walk with them
on a holidey wr to
seo sonie fine pic-
tures and listen to
choico  music, and
they always ronght
her fresh flowers,

The world has
-changed entively Tor
the lonely «rplum
girl, sineo she met

Margaret en  the
church steps that

Easter morning, and
it all came about
through that little
Maltese  cross, or
ather through the
Toyalty of one King's
daughterto another,

—_—
THE RESTLESS
BOYS.

All Sunday-school
teachershavengrand

' ~ ' APPROACH OF A SAND STORM.

darkness in her life,” And yet she did not
look gloomy as she stood in the doorway,
drinking in the fragrance of the white lilics,
and listening to the low-toned organ volun-
tavy. 'There was a far-off expression in her

‘dark eyes, as if she heard angel voices

chanting & song of gladness to the risen
Lord. They pussed each other, but as the
gray dress swept by the shabby black one
there was a pauscand glance of recognition
between the siiling blue eyes and the sad
brown ones, for cach had erught sight of a
tiny Maltesé cross suspended by a naurrow,
purple ribbon, which ‘each wore. 1t was
only & moment that the blue eyes looked
steadily into the brown, before a small,
gray-gloved hand stole into a shabby black
one, and two hearts responded silently to
a sisterhood of ‘sympathy, e

* Had they ever met before " you ask.
Do you mean had they ever been introduced
by.a third person, who, leading the shrink-
ing figure in black up to'the graceful one in
gray, had, in formal tones, presented Alice
Willard to Margaret . Searle? No. As

they stood elasping hands on_ the church

drew from the timid Alice the meaning of
the black dress: ‘[ am an orphan,” she
said, *‘and I was born in England. My
fathier died on his way to Amerviea, during
a rough voyage, but I cannot remember
much” about that, for I was only a mite of
a girl then, Mother and 1 lived with my
une!. in New York, six years, and were
comfortable and happy, but mother died
one winter, and my unele, who had always
been kind to me before, turned agninst me
afteér her death, and told wme he eould take
care of me no longer. Then I found a place
ab Macy’s’ store, and havé been there five
years. It hns heen hard, as 1have no pleas-
ant home to go to, and many of the girls
are comrso and bold.  Last yearsome of the
cash girls overhewrd a lady talking to an-
other'about the ** King's Daughter’s,” and
they learned what it weant. I had read
about it in one of the papers, so ten of us
clerks hought our little crosses, and ever
since wo have been trying to do little things
¢in His Name.” We cannot do very much,
but we try to be cheerful and courteous to
the customers, no matter how tired we are,

opportunity. Those
restless boys are just
ready to gotoChrist:
: and, if you do not
lend them, they will of themselves go to
Satan. Very likely they have noene at
home to guide them aright.  All the week
long they hear waorldly conversation, and
are subject to unhallowed influences.  But
on Sunday, with the Bible open before
you, and the Divine Spirit ready to con-
firm your teaching, you lave these im-
mortal beings commttea to your cave,
You have but half an hour, you say.
Then use it—use every moment of it.
Prepare for that half-hour . work.  Pray
with reference to it. And be¢ sure your
words are plain, practical and pointed.
Why not once in a while suy aword to
John on the street about Ins soul ; or, bet-
ter yet, go and sce him at his home, or
write him a letter 9— Rev. Dr. Stryker.

————

Morariry without religion is only » kind
of dead reckoning—an endeavor to find
our place on a cloudy duy by measuring
the distance we have run, without any ob-
servation of the heavenly bodies,.—Long- "
Sellow.




