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A Surprnse Party

(Angellna. W Wray, in ‘Christlan A"vo- a

cate.’)

‘Everybody Jisten ! 1 have an idea " ex-'

'clalmed May Neélson to a group of Epworth
. League members who had gathered a,round
Jher after the literary meeting. -

. *“0n, May, is that possible ? 2 her Dbrother

Will asked mischxevously,_wh:le the rest‘

of the party called gaily after the more se-
date members who were Jeaving the’ room,
" ‘Come -back, quick ! *May  has an- idea,
and. she’s afraid she will lose-it.”

. _The girl in question laughed at thelr non-

Asense, but her face was. thoughtful as’ she

- gald 1~ : .

) ‘Never mind ! I’ve thought of a. lovely
plan, so you neednt make fun of 1t You
emember the last prayer meeting we " had
at the poor farm'? Well, it will soon be
time for another, and I was just thmlnng

_of poor old Aunt Mary, She told me the
last time we were there that she would bé”

. exghty-nine years old on the: fourth of De-

‘cember, and when I said I hoped she would"

. Have a pleasant time she answered, oh, SO

sadly, “There’s nobody left to care- about

my birthday, child.” Now, can’t we give
her a surprise party ? To-morrow will
be the fourth. Why can’t we go, then, in-
stead of waiting until next week ? We
could take her a big birthday cake, and have

" pinging, and—oh, don’t you think it would

be splendid ?*

‘I do, said ‘Tom Mitchell, with enthusi-
‘Hurrah for a poor farm party !’

‘Won't they all be surprised ? said Nell
‘Button, drawing a long breath of delighted
anticipation. ‘And won't they be glad ?
Let’s take oranges and .other . fruit with
us. They don't get many luxuries there.’

‘I'll take sandwickes,’ announced John
Searles.-
you ever saw.’

“We'll ask Doris to go, too, and sing.
. They all like to hear her,’ was.Bert Cleve-
land’s suggestion. )

. It was finally decided that the whole

party should take the four- o’clock trolley

the next afternoon, each carrying whatever
he or she chose-to donate.

Friday morning dawned clear and bright,
& beautiful December day with just a hint
of snow in the air. At the poor farm it
seemed just like any other day. The old
people sat by the fire, grumbling a little
whenever anyone opened the door and let
in a breath of cold. Aunt Mary, who had
no relatives living, but who, nevertheless,
was ‘aunt’ to all who kpew her, went
around singing over her’ work, as usual,
with a cheery word for all her companions,
though there was- an undercurrent of sad-
uess in her heart.

“As the short winter aiternoon drew to--

ward a close, the wistfulness deepened and

* left a shadow on the patient old face.
‘L‘xghty-nine years old, and not a soul to -

. care about it she thought. ‘It’s so differ-
ent now_from what it used to be. My Joe,
poor fellow could never make enough fuss

. over mother’s birthday. Then aloud ‘Yes,
Mis’ Tomney, I'll find you1 specs for you
ln a jifty.

As she spoke the last words she started
in surprise. The door had -been. opened
poftly, and the room was full of bright-
faced young people crying merrily, ‘Happy
birthday, Aunt Mary ! Happy birthday !’

‘Land gakes !’ said the old lady, Ina
flutter of dehght and surprise. - *Dear !}
dearie me! what does all this mean, any-
how 2"

‘You’ re to sit right down in the ‘big

- coffee.

_Joymg ‘the duties hugely,

: humorous
. sprxghtlmess

My mother; malkes the:best ones .
. -by that time.

cha.ir now, for it’s your bxrthday,’ said

May.
‘We're a surpnse party, added John
" And ‘then willing  hands- pulled out ‘the

'long table, spread it with a snowy cloth,
© and the room rang. with laughter and Jokes

as sandwiches, fruit;-jelly, and other good
things appeared, as if by ‘vm_a_gic, in their
places .

Dorothy Smith and: Mrs. Golden made
Bert and- Will arranged a bxg
bunch of ferns and scarlet berries 1n—the
middle of ‘the board, and then, crowning
glory of all, came the birthday calte itself,

glistening with frostlng and beanng on its.
» snowy surface the legend

‘Happy birth-

day !’
Aunt Mary was promptly installed in the

‘seat of honor at the héad of the table, the

other old people gathered around, and the
Epworth Leaguers acted as waitresses, en-
for the - rugged
faces beamed with pleasure at the unexpec.t-
ed feast, and Aunt Mary had to parry many
references’ to her

"Deaf Mrs. Jones made - everyone laugh

by her frequent stentorian demands for ‘an-.

other o’ them sandwiches, please Tom
Trarley munched away -in silent content.
Irish Jane kept murmuring, ‘ The saints
bless ye ! at every mouthful, and altoge-
ther it would have been hard to find a-gay-
er or happier party anywhere. )

‘When the. feast was over at, last, and even
fat Mrs. ‘Wall, who resembled a tub in ro-

] tundxty, had protested her inability to ‘swal-

low another bite, and the dishes had been
washed and wiped ‘in a twinkling,’, the
young people spent a half hour in singing
the familiar hymns that will never lose
thelr charm, while many of the old voices
jomed the1r qu'wermg tones to the ‘melody.

The room was.full of wavenng shadows
In the soft - dusk, hghted
only by the quivering flames from the fire,
Doris Holland rose.

‘1t is almost time to go,’ she-said, gently :
‘What shall

‘I promised to sing for you.
it be, Aunt Mary ?’

The faded old face smiled at the fresh
young countenance as Aunt Mary answer-

.ed —

‘I don’t know the right name, dearie, but
you’ll know what I mean. Sing, ”Never a
Trial.”’

The room grew very stlll as the tender

Words rang ‘out :— -

‘Never a trial that He is not there,
Never a burden that He doth not bear,
Never a sorrow that He doth not share ;
Moment by moment I’m under His care.’

The firelight lit up the gentle face with
beauty. Doris had given her voice to the
Lord Jesus, she said, that he might use it
for himself. Perhaps that was the reason
why it came with such loving comfort to
the lonely hearts that listened. Trials, bur-
dens, SOrrows, they knew all ‘about those,
but the voice of the singer brought before
them the pitying face of the Savmur, while
to her young friends it came like a message
of inspiration, urging them on to fresh ef-
forts for their Leader. -

*And now,’ said Doris simply, ‘1 w111
sing of the days to come.

¢ The Home-land ! Oh, the Home-land' '
. The land of the-freeborn! :
. There is no night in the Home-land,
But aye the fadeless  morn.-
- I'm sighing for the Home—land
My heart is aching here ;
There is no pain in the Home-land,
To which I'm drawing near,’

youth and
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st nney llstened' how ‘the tears stood
in the dim eyes! 1" Stray ‘waifs of humani-
ty, men and women of many creeds, some' .
the victims: of. sin and ‘some of sorrow; all
lonely and weary, all alike homeless in the
deepest sense of the world! - Even lame
Jim, who had never come to any of the
meetings before, although hé bad- had many

_;mvxtatlons felt” his soul thrilled- by the
touch .of human and divine sympathy as the

beautiful voice sang on :

‘ My loved onés in the Home-land.
Are waiting me to come,

Where neither sin’ nor sorrow
Invades their happy home.

O dear, dear native country'
O rest and peace above!

N_’Chnst bring us to .the Home-land

Of His redeeming love.’

-“We must go now., Have you had a
good time ? .
" ¢ Are you glad we came ?’ :

There was no need to ask. " The smiling
faces told the story without words.-

‘ Good-bye, all!* 'Good-bye, Aunt Mary.’

‘ Good-bye, and the saints bless ye !” said
Jane, dropping her funniest bob curtsey.
‘It’s aisy ye'll slape this night.

‘It’s beeh a happy birthday,’ said Aunt
Mary, proudly. ‘I never thought anyone
would remember it, let alone my havin’ a
1eg’lar party !’

The young people were a httle quiet going
home. Someway the gladness had held a
touch of pathos that appealed to them.

May was the first to leave the trolley.
Every one laughed as Bert called after her:

‘1 say, May, have another “idea” just as
soon .as you can.’

Ding ! ding! rang the conductor’s bell
but May lingered a moment as she answer-
ed earnestly :

‘Oh; I wish I ‘could.. Do you know,
everybody, I never went to a nicer party
than this one in all my life !’

Follow Me.
(By Julia B. Gosdwin.)
Wken the voices of the world are loudly
calling :
Mid the tumult of life’s sea,
Like the dew of eve upon thy tired heart ’
falling
Comes a whisper, all thy restlessness en-
thralling,
¢ Follow Me.’

Does the pathway open rough and wild
before thee ?
Teeble though thy Iootsteps be,
Shouldst thou falter, he stands ready to
restore thee, .
And his gentle tones in watchful love im-
plore thee,
¢ Follow Me.

When thy soul the night of death is swift-
1y nearing,
And life’s fitful day-gleams flee,
Lo! his form amid the doubt and gloom
appearing,
And his loving voice thy fainting spirit
cheering, ' )
¢ Follow Me.’

Brighter far than all earth's fairest dreams
of splendor,
{Jeaven’s portals thou shalt see;
Dearer far than all the gifts the world can
render, ) '
Is the love that welcomes thee in tones sa
tender,
« Follow Me.

—*'The Churchman,’




