2 THE MESSENGER

An Easter Offering

- (Lena Blinn Lewis, in the Michigan ‘Ad-
vocate.’)

The rain came down in torrents, melting
the light snowfall and sending it in every
direction in tiny running streams.

¢ Oh, dear, how dismal !’ and with a face
as gloomy as the weather, Grace Cheghire
turned away from the window just as the
maid came in with the morning mail.

Grace sat on a low stool by the grate.
and locoked over the collection of letters and
papers.

‘Well, dear, any news from anywhere
this morning ?’ said Mrs. Cheshire.

‘Come, sit here by me, mamma, and we
will see.

* First, here’s an announcément of Madam
McHenry’s millinery opening. Of course we
will go. I wonder what my Lat wili be this
year, mamma ? Scmething lovely, I know.
The new shades in pink are superb, and I
think I will have pink trimmings.

‘A note from Nell, and she is going to
give a dinner the day basfore Easter. I am
to assist her. Good! Decorations are to
be Easter lilies and palms, with red carna-
tions for tone and color. Perfectly exqui-
gite.

‘I shall certainly need a new dress for
that, won’t I, mamma ? How would a
black satin skirt, with one of those sweet
Dresden silk waists, do ? That would suit
me exactly.

‘Oh, I wish it didn’t rain. Do you
think Thomas would take the carriage out ?
I am just crazy to go and select my dress.

‘It would be very imprudent, Grace, and

there is plenty of time before Easter, nearly
two weeks.’

Grace tore open the next letter.

‘From John, and he is coming home next
Friday, will remain over Easter. = I am so
glad, glad, glad !’

Mrs. Cheshire was as happy as her daugh-
ter and said tenderly, “We love John, don’t
we, Grace ?

‘I guess we do. What will we plan to
give him a royal good time? A party ?

‘I think brother John will enjoy a quiet
visit with us much better than any display
we could make, and you know, Grace, Eas-
ter is a sacred day to us all, but I fear you
sometimes forget it.’

‘0 yes, I know, and, dear me, it’s so hard
to remember John is going to be a minister,
I wonder if he will be as jolly as he used
to be. I suppose Mr. Hamilton will have
him up in the pulpit, and—well, I’'m glad
he is coming, minister or no minister,’ and
Grace proceeded with the mail.

‘Here is an invitation to Miss Jones’s
musical, and one to Kittie’'s to tea to-mor-
row, and—what is this ¥

Grace read it with sober face, then re-
plied to her mother’s questioning glance.

‘It’s a note from Mr. Hamilton, asking
if I will make an Easter coffering, to be used
in sending flowers to the hospitals, ete.,
and he wishes it to be my own free gift.
What does he mean by that, mamma ? I
am sure I have nothing to give, only what
comes from you.’

Mrs. Cheshire smiled
‘ Think about it, Grace.

Grace took up the ‘Ladles’ Home Jour-
nal,’ the last of the mail matter, and went
to the window seat to read. She slowly
turned the pages until she came to the
*King's Daughters.’

‘ Oh, that makes me think. I am on the
programme for a paper on self-gacrifice at
the next meeting of our King’s Daughters.
That society is getting to be a perfect bore.
I don’t know the first thing about self-sac-
rifice,”

and said softly,

‘It means very much, Grace.

‘I presume so, for missionaries, deacon-
esses and those people. I hope it will rain
80 I cannot go.’

‘Why, Grace, you make me sorry. Bro-
ther John would—' :

‘John ? Why, I had not thought of him.
I’lIl get him to write my paper for me. It's
right in his line, isn’t it, mamma ? 1 guess
U'll go after all’

The days had passed rapidly, and John
was at home from college. He and Grace
were sitting in the library talkinog of various
things, and he asked about her work in the
sceiety of King's Daughters.

Grace had sz2id to her mother that morn-
ing : ‘John is not at all stiff and dread-
ful, as I expected him to be,” PEut as he ap-
proached the topig she disliked she felt very
uncomfortable, but at once suggested that
he write her paper for her.

‘Have you thought very much about
your subject, Grace ?’

‘No, not at all. I don’t know anything
in regard to it. Oh, of ccurse I know what
self-sacrifice is, in a way, but then, I could
not write a paper.’ '

Jebn drew his pister near to him.
was only seventeen and seemed very girl-
ish, but he realized she was at a turning’
point in life, and he wished to lead her in
the right direction.

It was growing dark when he left the
library, and Grace was alone.

She had learned so much in that hour, and
somehow she could not help thinking of her
plans for the new dress and hat, and her
pleasure in them were gone.

She saw herself as she had not before.
‘ Selrish, selfish,” kept coming to her mind,
and suddenly she remembered the note from
Mr. Hamilton, her pastor. Her face grew
brighter and her worried heart was calm.
The black satin skirt and sweet Dresden
waist would be her Easter offering.

She Went to her brother's room, and to
his pleasant ¢ Come in,’ she answered :

‘O John, it’s all so clear now. How blind
I have been, and, John, I guess I'll not
write a paper.’ ;

‘No ? Why not, Grace ?

‘I am sure I would rather talk to the
girls, and tell them how I have learned my
lesson of self-sacrifice.” 2

John's heart rejoiced and he said rever-
ently :

‘ Praise God. .

The King's Daughters met, and many
wondered what had happened to so change
Grace Cheshire, and her influence was felt
in more than one heart.

Nellie Mason’s dinner was pronounced a
success. Grace looked very pretty in the
simple white cashmere (her last summer’s
graduating dress) with a spray of smilax
and a carnation as her only ornament.

Some one was heard to say, ‘What a
happy face Grace Cheshire has,” but they
did nct know the secret.

‘When CGrace awoke the next morning the
Easter bells were ringing, and her heart
was full of praise.

At church John smiled at her from his
seat by Mr. Hamilton, and when he made
the closing prayer and Grace bowed her
head, she felt a sweet peace steal gently
into her soul, and she realized that the Sun
of Righteousness had risen, not only in
Judea ages ago, but in the life she now
consecrated to his service, and she joyfully
sang the last hymn : -

‘' Take my life and let it be,
Consecrated, Lord, to thee.
————

God wants his children to find out that
his hand is always within reach, no matter
how dark it may be.—‘ Ram’s Horn.’

.

She

For Parents.

Whenever I speak to parents, two fathers
come before me. One lived on the Missis-
sippi river. He was a man of great wealth.
One day his eldest son had been borne
home unconscious. They did everything
thit man could do to restore him, but in
vain. Time passed, and after a terrible
suspense he recovered consciousness.

‘ My son,” the father whispered, ‘ the doc-
tor tells me you are dying.’

‘Oh, said the boy, ‘you never prayed
for me, father ; won’t you pray for my lost

‘soul now ?

The father wept. It was true he had
nevcr prayed. He was a stranger to God.
And in a little while that soul, unprayed
for, passed into its dark eternity.

The father has since said ‘ that he would
give all his wealth if he could call back his
boy, only to offer one short prayer for him.’

What a contrast is the other father! He,
too, had a lovely son, and one day he came
home to find him at the gates of death. His
wife was weeping and she said :

“Our boy is dying; he has had a change
for the worse. I wish you would go in
and sce him.” -

The father went into the room and placed
his hand upon the brow of the dying boy,
and could feel the cold, damp sweat was
gathering there; the cold, icy hand of
death was feeling for the chord of life.

‘Do you know, my son, that you are dy-
ing ? asked the father.

‘Am I? Is this death ?
ly think I am dying ?

‘Yes, my son, ycur end on earth is near.

‘And will I be with Jesus to-night, fa-
ther ?° -

‘Yes, you will scon be with the Sav-
foar.’

‘Father, don’t weep; for when I get
there T will go straight to Jesus and tell
him that you have been trying all my life
to lead me to him.

God has given me three children, and
ever since I can remember I have directed
thew to Christ. I would rather they car-
ried this message to Jesus—that I had tried
all their life to lead them to him—than
hae all the crowns of the earth ;
rather lead them to Jesus than give them
the wealth of the world.—D. L. Moody.

Do you real-

Love Divine.
Purer than the purest ' fountain,
Wider than the widest sea,
Sweeter than the sweetest musie,
Is God’s love in Christ to me.
‘Why love me s0 ?
I do not know ;
I only know
That nothing less than love divine
Could save this sinful soul of mine.
—‘Herald and Presbyter.

The Find=-the=Place Almanac

TEXTS IN COLOSSIANS.

April 7, Sun.—The Tirstborn from the
dead.

April 8, Mon.—Having made
through the blood of his cross.

April 9, Tues.—You that were sometime
alienated and enemies in your mind by
wicked works, yet now hath he reconciled.

April 10, Wed.—To present you holy and
unblameable and unreproveable in his

peace

sight.

April 11, Thur.—Christ in you, the hope
of glory.

April 12, Fri—Christ ; in whom are hid
all the treasures of wisdom and know-
ledge. :

April 13, Sat.—As ye have therefore re-
ceived Christ Jesus the Lord, so wzlk ye
in him-

I woula .



