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,they had locked at everyz.hing about the
room.

*The goot God, he helps me,’ answered

Gustav, so simply and happily that the boys

hushed for a moment’ their steady stream
of $alk, with a feeling that poor Gustav had

something in his life worth owning even in *

his helplessness.

‘ Boys, suppese you sing for Gustav,’ sug-
gested Miss Lansing. ¢ He likes music.’

Gustav. looked at them with' the quick
pleasure of the music-loving German. Each
boy chose his favorite hymn, and their
hearty young voices rang out gladly in the
room, and down in the court below. - ‘On-
_ward, Christian Soldiers,’ ‘Follow Thou Me,’
and ‘Are you Sowing the Seeds of Kindness?’
followed  each other in quick succession,

Gustav joining in with his deeper bass when

he knew the song.
- As the twilight, which comes early to the
rear tenements, began to make itself felt
in Gustav’s room,Miss Lansing proposed they
should sing one more hymn and then say
good-bye. ‘You choose it, Miss Lansing,
Fred said, and down the stairs, and into the
open doors of many -poverty-stricken rooms,
_as Thanksgiving afternoon closed,were wait-
ed these sweet words of heaven]y comfort
to those in sore need:
t
‘ There is no place where earth’s sorrows
Are more felt than up in.heavens) -
There is no place where earth’s failings
Have such kindly judgment given.

* There is plentiful redemption

In the blood has has been shed;
There is joy for all the members

In the sorrows. of the Head.

*For the love of God is broader
Than the measure of man’s mind,
-'And the heart of the Eternal
Is most wonderfully kind.

‘If love were but more simple,
‘We would take him at his word,
And our lives would be all sunshine
In the sweetness of our Lord,’

»* Amcrican Messenger.’

Painting Her Portrait.

‘If I could be such an old lady as that—
g0 beautiful, sererfe, sweet and lovable—I
shouldn’t mind growing old,’ said a young
girl the other day, speaking of a white-
haired visitor who had just departed.

‘ Well, if you want to be that kind of an

"old lady, you'd better begin making her
right now,’ laughed a keen-witted compan-
fon. ‘She doesn’t strike me as a piece
of work that was done in a hurry. It has
taken a long time.t{o make her what she is.
If you are going to paint that sort of por-
trait of yourself to leave the world, youwd
better be mixing your colors now.'

The merry words were true; and, whe-
ther she willed it or not, the girl was already
‘mixing the colors’ for her portrait, and

drawing day by day the outlines of the ma- -

ture womanhood which shall yet brighten
or darken the lives around her.
careless, selfish girlt has in her inmost heart
no higher ideal than ‘to be like mother’
when she shall have reached mother’'s years;
but in the meantime she is content to be as
unlike her as possible. She has an idea

" that age brings its graces with it and that a
beautiful character comes, like silver hair,
naturally and without effort.

Girls, you are outlining your future and
_choosing its coloring now. ' The woman you
wish to be must begin in the. girl.— For-
ward,’.

Many a

‘That

A§Ways a Place For
Kind of Boy

(By "Annie A. Preston.)

‘Cls, say;Mr. Bradford, are you in ahurry ?
panted. bright, rosy—cheeked George "Ellis,
running up to the sleigh from which that
gentloman was alighting.

‘In too much of a hurry to stand l'mg in

this snowy air, Come into the ‘store sf you -

wish to speak to me.’

‘Thank you, sir,” and 'nclung Da M¢het
the driver had set upon the curb, iec cpened
the door to the large general stors and held
it for the proprietor to pass througn.

‘Thank you,’ said the "entlem'm
what is it? .

‘My mother slipped and 1soge her ankle—'

“Yes, yes; ‘I heard of it. Vsvy sorry! Hope
she is doing well’

‘It takes time, of course, sir; «nd it is g0
hard for her to lie on *he sofa all day. 1
came to ask if you would allow her to use
that wheel-chair in the back store for a few
weeks, and let me work for you to pay for it.’

‘Did she send you to ask for this? =

‘Oh, no, sir; I thought of it mrysslf.). -

‘What could you do? I have never had a
boy about the place. ' ‘

‘I know it sir; but I can see things that
might be done. The plants there in the front
window will lose their Ieg.yes if they are not
watered pretty scon.’

The gentleman stepped to ihe window and
glanced at the plants before he replied.

‘How did you happen to nctice them?

‘Mother has taught me to care for hers
They are fine ones. Every time I pass the
window I wish I could arrangze them so that
they would show better.’

‘1 dare say they have been neglc‘tﬁd
bought them to make up an ussortwuﬁ 'I'lx
up the window to suit yourself. I will send
up the chair the first time the delivery wag-
gon goes that way.’

‘Oh, thank you, sir!’ and the lad’s mit-
tens and coat were off and he was at the
other side of the large store after water be-
fore Mr. Bradford had even turned toward
his desk. :

George found real delight as a genuine
plant lover does, in seeing the thirsty green
things drink up the needed refreshment and
noting how quickly they responded by an
added appeaxa.nce of freshness and luxuri-
ance.

He then polished the plate glass window,
spread down green straw carriage mats to
resemble grass, grouped the plants tastefully
upon them, and then pushed a green-covered
lounge around so that it had the effect of a
mound of moss, and disposed a large land-
scape upon an easel as a background.

Being near the entrancehe politely opened
the door for every lady who came up the
steps, and when Mrs. Nevers drove up with
a portfolio of plctures to be framed, he
stepped out and brought them in for her.

Mr. Bradford, from his desk could not help
noticing the spontaneous anticipatory ser-
vice, and was interested when the lady said:

‘I am s0 glad to see George Ellis here.
I am afraid he and his mother are having a
hard time to get along. Heisin my Sunday-
school class, and is the brightest and most
obliging lad I know. Did he arrange that
window ? I might have known it. It is a
perfect picture, or, what is better, a bit of
summer. = No wonder that every passer-by
stops to take a look at such a delightful con-
trast to the world cutside.’

Mr. Bradford, whose store was known as
the ‘Old Curiosity Shop,” or ‘The Museum,’
had never felt so complacent over his sur-
roundings in his life, and was now most

“ANOW,

-attract any one.
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pleasantly surprised .by. an acquainwnce
coming in to ask the price of the landscape
in the ‘window, and by his- purchasing it at
once, . sa.ying T

. ‘My shut-in sister has ‘been’askmg for a
picture of green flelds, but I didn't su.ppose'
I could find one in town.’ '

‘That picture has stood near: that wmdow
‘all winter,” '

‘Well I never looked in your: wlndow and
if T had I could have seen mnothing for the
dust; but your show this.cold morning would
‘What's up?’ a.nd the ma.n
went off laughing.

‘Where is George? He must find anotber'
picture to replace tha.t one,” said Mr. Bra,d-
ford.

‘And what then, s1r"’ Asked. the boy re4
spectfully. . i

‘Anything that suggests itself to you.

‘Oh, thank you, sir! - There are so many
nice things _here, your store should be the
prettiest in the village.’

‘And it is only a lumber-room; but I give

you liberty to make whatever you can out

of it

At the end of a week the front of the store
was, so pleasantly arranged that every cus-
tomer had some complimentary remark.to
make, and two drummers running in, one
exclaimed: 1

‘1 thought I was in the wrong store. I
have been describing your “Old Curiosity,
Shop” to my friend here, telling him he

‘could buy anything from a humming-bird's

nest t0.a second-hand pulpit, but—'

‘But, although order is being brought out
of chaos, I have the same variety’; and He
told the story of how it happened. ‘I have
not ‘the least particle of order about me, :and .
I never yet employed a clerk who had inter-

- est enough in the business to do anythmg :

except what“they werée told untﬂ thxs la.d
came in’ -~ °

‘That is just the kind of a boy we are
looking for. There is always a place for that
kind of a boy. You'll have to pay him well
or you won't lIteep him long. There's our
train. I'll run in on my way back and have
a talk with the fine little fellow.’

‘Fine little fellow, indeed!’ said Mr. Brad-
ford to himself “Think they can get him
away from me, do they? I guess not!’ and,
calling to George, he said:

‘Here is the balance of what you have
earned over and above paying for the rent
of the chair; and tell your mother I am com-
ing in this evening to see about your staying
on with me for a year out of school hours.
A lad with your head for business must not
neglect school.’ '

‘My head for business is following moth-
er's ‘way—doing whatever is to be done, and
doing it well. You are very kind, Mr. Brad-
ford,’ and the boy’s feet kept pace with the
wind as he flew up the street to tell his
mother the good news—that he was sure
now of steady work and that she mneedn’t
worry any ‘more, for he could take care of
them both. )

It is Bradford & ZEllis now, and you
wouldn’t know the place; bdbut there are al-
ways picturesque effects in the windows, and
Mr. Bradford is never weary.of telling how
his young partner made himself a necessity
in the business.—‘The Way of Faith. '

In prohibition Maine, where it is said pro-
hibition ‘is no good,’ there were last year
behind the prison bars 841 persons, a total
of 13 for every 10,000 people; while in Mas-
sachusetts, the best enforced license law
state, there were 7,451 prisoners, or 33 for
every 10,000 of population.



