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ASurprise Party.-
<Angelina W. Wraý, in «Christian Ard Vo--

Caàte.',)

Everybody listen ! I have an Idea e' x-

clalmed M'y Nelson ta. a grauP O! EPWarth

League members who hud gathered araund

hier aftcr the literarY meeting.
-Oh,. May, le that passible V' her brothr

WiIl usked,, mischievoiisiy, whiie the ..rest

o! the party calied gally after the more se-

date inembers wbo were Ieaviig. thec rOOM,

Came back, quick! May bas 'au idea,

and she's afraid she wil lase it.'.
megirl lu question iuughed ut their non-

a-euse, but ber face was.thaughtful as' she

sala

«'Neyer mnd! I'vé thaugbt of a lov-eIY

plan, so you ueedu't make fun* a! Ii. You

remember the. last prayer meeting we. ha.d

at the poor farm ? Well, it wiii sdon be

time for unather, and I was just thinking

o! poar aid Aunt Mary. She toid me the

lest time we were there that she wouid be-

eighty-ulne years aid an the, fourth af De-

cemnber, and whcu I sala I hoped she would'

have a pleasaut trne she unswercd, ah, so0

sadly, "lThcre's nobady lef t ta cure- about

my birthday, child." Naw, cun't we give

ber a surprise party ? Ta-morrow wil

be the fourth. Why can't wc go, then, iu-

stad o! waiting until uext week ? We

couid take ber ablg birtbduy cake, and have

shingiug, and-ah, don't yau tbinlc it would

be splendid V'

'I do,' sald Tam Mitchell, wltb enthusi-

Rsm. 'Hurrah for a poar furm purty !'

'Wan't they ail be surpriscd?' sald Nell

Suttan, drawing a long brcath af deiighted
anticipation. 'And wan't tbey be giad ?
Let's take oranges. and .other fruit with

us. Tbey dou't get rnany luxunies there.'

'Fil tuke sandwiches,' nnounced John

Searles.- MY mother. makes the best ailes
you ever saw.'

'We'll ask Doris ta go, taa, and sing.

They ail like ta heur. ber,' was Bert Cleve-
lnnd's suggestion.

It was finaliy dcldcd that the whoie

party sbould take the four o'ciack trolley

the next afteruoon, euch cnrrying wb atevêr
ha or she chose-ta danate.

Friday marning dawucd clear and brigbt,

a beaiitiful December day with just a blut

ofa suow lu the air. At the poar farm. it

seecmed just lke any other day. The aid

people sut by the fire, grumbling a littie

whcnever anyone opened the door and let

lu a breath of cold. Aunt Mary, who had

ne relatives living, but wha, neventheless,
vas 'aunt' ta ail who knew ber, weut

araund singing o'ver ber' wonk, as usuai,

with a cheery word for ail. ber compuniafis,
thougb there was au undercurrent a! sad-

inss in ber heurt.

* As the short wluter aiternoon drew ta-

'ward a close, the wistfuluess deepened and

*le! t a shadow ou the patient aid face.

1 Eigbty-niuc yeurs àld, and flot a soul ta

cane about it,' she thought. 'It's sa dlfferr

cnt now froni wbat it used ta be. My 30e,

poor f ellaw, coula neyer malte euaugh f uss
aven mothcr's birthdav. Then aloud, 'Yes,
is' Tomney, l'Il find your specs for you

ln a jiffy.'
As she spoke thc iast words she stnrted

ln surprise. The door hud -becu opéed

softly,--and the room was full of bright-

faced young people crying mrnrlly, 'Happy

blrthday, Aunt Mary! Happy birtbdny'

*'Land suites!' sald the aid lady, in a

flotter e! deiight and surprise. -'Dcanr!

denrie me! wbat does ail this meun, any-

bow?
1Yau're ta sit ritrht down inl the ble

chair now, .for it's youi birthday,', sald

May. «
'.Wc're a surprisecparty,' added, John.
And then willlug bauds. puled out the

long table, spread It with a snowy eiotli,

and the rooni rang. with laugihter and.Jokes

as sandwiches, fruit,- jelly, and.,other good

tblngs appeared, as lIby rnagic, lu their

places.
]Jorathy Sm ith and: Mrs. Golden made

coffee. Bert aud WIi arrangea a big

bunch of ferus and scaniet bernies in-the

mlddle of the board,' aud then, crowfliflg

giary of all, came the birthday cake itseif,

glistcning with frasting.und beuring on its

snowy surface the iegend,, Happy'birth-
day!'

Aunt Mary was prarnptly lnstallid iu thec

seat o , houar ut the head of the table, the

other aid people guthered nraund, and the

Epworth Leaguers acted as wnitresses, en-

jaying the duties hugely, for the rugged

faces bca'med with piensure ut the nexpect-

ed fcast, and Ant Mary had ta parry muuy

humaraus referenees- ta ber yauth aud

àprightiucss.
Dcaf Mrs. Joues made everyaue laugli

by ber frequeut stentarian. dcmands for 'an-

othenr a' theni sandwiches, pieuse.' Tom

Farley munched away in sileut content.

Irish Jane kept munmuring, 'The saluts

bless yeV! at every. moutbfui, and aitoge-

ther it wouid bave been hard ta find a-gay-

er or~ happien party unywherc.
Wben the .feast was aver ut. iast, aud even

fat Mrs. Wall, who rcscmbicd a tub in ro-

tundity, had pratestcd ber inabiiity ta 'swal-

l0w another bite,' and the dishes had been

washed and wiped 'lu a twiukling,'. the

Young people spent a bai! haur lu singing

the famililar bymns that' wili neyer lace

their chunin, whii e many a! the aid' vaices
Jaiucd their quavcr ing toues ta the meiody.

The raam was -full of wavering shadaws

by that time. Iu the soft -dusk, ligbted
oniy by the quivering flames fram thc fire,
Doris Holiand rase.

'It is aimost time ta go,' she-said, gcutly.
'I pramised ta, sing for you. Whnt shah
lt be, Aunt Mary?'

The fuded aid face smuled at the frcsh
Young contenance us Aunt Mary answcr-
ed:

' I dau't kuaw thec rigbt uamc, dearie, but

you'Il kuaw what I men. Sing, "Neyer a
Trial."

The room grew 'very stili as the te .nder
wards rang out

'Neyer a trial that He la not there,
Neyer a burden that He doth not bear,
Neyer a sarraw that He doth not share ,
Moment by moment l'm under His cure.'

The fircliglit lit up the gentie face with
bcauty. Doris had given ber voice'ta the
Lard Jesus, she suid, that he mlght use It

for hiniseif. Perbaps that was tic reason
wby It came with such ioving camfort ta

the loueiy heurts that listencd. Triais, bur-
dens, sarraws, they knew ail about thase,
b'ut the vaice of. the singer brought befare
thcm thc pitying face af the Saviaur, whiie
ta ber Young fniends it came like *a message

o! inspiration, urging thcm ou ta frcsh ef-
forts *for their Leader.

' And naw,' sald Doris simply, 1 1 will
sing o! tic days ta came.'

The Home-lund ! Oh, the Hlome-lundI
The land a! the- freebaru!

There is no0 ulght lu Uic Home-land,
But ayc Uhc fadeiess*-maru.

l 'mn slghing for the Homc-iund,
My heur t le achi ng hdre;

There is no0 pain lu the Hamc-iand,
To which. I'm. drnwing near.'

H10w L.hey. listenedl 4aw the tears stood
lu the dirn eyes! Stray waifs of huMa.nI-

ty, men and women'of rnany creeds, soa'-
th e victims: of sin and ýsome of, sarrow, al

ioneiy and Éeary, ail alike homeless lu the

deepest sense of the world ! Even lame
Jim, who had neyer corne ta any of the

meetings befor -e,. although hé hadl had rnany

invitations, felt* bis soul thrilled. by the
touch of human and divine sympathy as the
beautiful volice sang on:

'My loved ones lu the Hame-land
Are waiting me to corne,

Where neither' sirn' or sorraw
Invades their happy home.

O dear, dear native country
O rest and pence aboya!1

~Christ bring us ta the Home-land
0f -Ils redeeming love.'

We must go now. .Have you had a
gaod time?'1

'Are you giad we came ?'
There was no neqd ta ask. The smiliflg

faces told the story without words..
Goo d-bye, al!* Good-bye, Aunt Mary.'

Good-bye, and the saints bless ye ! " said
Jane, dropping ber funnicet bob curtsey.
'It's aisy ye'll siape this night.'

' It's been a happy birthday,' sald Aunt
Mary, proudly. 'I neyer thought unyoue
would reniember it; let alone my huvin' a
reg'iar party V'

The Young people were a littie quiet going
home. Someway the gianess had held a

touch of pathos thut appcaled to theni.
May was the first ta leave the trolleyr.

Every anc inughed as Bert caiied after her:

' I sny, May;, bave another "idea" just as
soon as you can.'

Ding! ding! rang the conductor's bell,

but May iingered a moment as she unswcr-
cd earueîtiy

' Oh; I wish I 'couid. Do Yau know,

everybady, I neyer went ta a nicer pnrty
thoan this anc iu ail my life!'

FoIlow Me.
(By Ju.ln B., Goodwin.)

Whcn the voices of th- 'worid are iaudly
* calIing

Mid, the tumult of iife's sea,
Like the dew of eve upan tby. tired heurt

failing
Cornes a whisper, ail tby restiessucess eu-

thraliing,
Follow Me.'

Does the puthway open rough and wiid
before thee ?

Feeble tbough tby footsteps be,

Shouldst thon falter, ho stands ready te
restore thee,

And bis. gentie toues in w.atcbfui love Im-
plore thee,

Faiiow Me.'

When thy soul the niglit of dcuth is swift-
iy neariflg,

And life's fitful day-gleaifls fiee,

La ! bis fanm amld the daubt and gioom
appearing,

And bis loving voice thy fuinting spirit
cheerng,

«Fillow me.,

I3nigbter far than ajIi car tb's fairest dreamu
a! sp] endor,

Heaven'5 portais thon shaIt see;

fleurer far than all the gifts the worid eau
render,

Is the love thut weicomes tbee iu toues no
tender,

,riollow Me.'
-':The Churchilan.0
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