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ded teahs la bis eyes, an' Im suah it took ny.self for being therè. I liked the singing, 'Every

conviction tobis soul. ibut I didn't pay much attention to the rest ith a s

I met young Ellis in NeW York a few of the service. There was a sweet-looking it pays.'

weeks" later. Perhaps sone of you knOw girl beside me; as frail and beautiful as a 'Sheëm

him. H le travels for Owens, of Pittsburg. lily. I couldn't- belp noticing her earnest Forty:fiv

E11is 1o ed bright as -esunilower. ace. so tired.'

ell" Isaid; you look like you'd been 'My wandering thoughts 'were recalled Guess

on action hen the girl bowed her head, and I heard us to .set

'"I have,, he said; "I've been up home in different voices ,.eading In prayer. By and The . el

Maine. I ran off when I was quite a lad by I hEard her speak. She was. asking the listening

and hven't been back since. Found the Lord to be allowed to work in his harvest one at th

folks ali well. The place hadn't changed a fleid, and all of a sudden- the .thought came had sbar

bit since I was there, only folks have chang- 'to me that it was a shame for a little 'girl -Sh-sh!

ed. Well, how are you, anywaY?"'. like that to ba worlking in the fields w1iile ed Sixty

Iam ilad to hear that of Ellis,' said Mr. therc are' plenty of, ijen sitting round with neighbor

Gray, 'He was a goad-hearted fellow; but theli hands !n their pockets. After that I .:and titte

he was getting to be pretty fast-pretty 'listened to everything that was said. waz the

fast for a youngster.' 'Whn the meeting- was over she turned when he

'Since we seem 'to e baving an experience to me- and gave nie her hand, and said she ent of th

meeting,' suggested one of the older mnP., was glad I came. I only thanked -her, but sorbed in

'Yeu might tell us, Gray, what this Bible inside I was saying, "Well, littie girl, I'm Forty-f

Scheme is. not ^mucl used to harvesting; but, if the ing to, th

'Oh, that's not. much, When I strike a Lord 'will show me how, Pll1 help you a little sec who'

place, I usually buy a Bible, nothing elabo- in this bu'siness." And I'm not much of a 'Here's

rate, you know, but with good type. Sonie- Christian, gentlemen; 'but I read my Bible, too bad t

times-I mark th'e pla e I have been reading, and sometimes I think the Lord is espêirally 'Oh, tht

sometimes I leiâve a little.note. That's all.' good to me for the sake of that little girl In her k

'You never ses them the second time you I'm t'rying to helli. The harvest field is afraid of

come round, do you?' pretty big, and she'll never know about me

'Yes, indeed. Now, there's George Wash- In this world, but· some day I hope that five, stopped to help lier put it on.

lngton. I said ta hlm, "George, did you she'll find an extra sheaf ta her account. Why, Aunt Phelel cried.som eu

ever get religion?"' 'Hello! here cmes Davidson. Well, old And t 'ere was the 'boss' staing i
'"fBless de Lo'd, Mars Gray," said he, "I man, how are you? What's the news from of ther a wth both'herahing i

hab It now. When a niggah gets white on Philadelphia?' of the old lady with bath ber bands i

de top ob bis baid and a stoop in hifi shoul-'' .a______. Fryfve b a utfns
dr hs, it's tim, Mars Gray, fo hlm theb Sixty-Four's Mistake. Ing ber jacket, slipped quietly iack

thinkin' obob de Ne (Mary . Sleiglrt, in 'Intelligencer.') place.
J'ris'cni Ys, ah. .'That,.girl, David,, is a lady,' saic

rusupposesag"It-was a warm spring day, the close life Phebe, ls she took her nepbew's ar
"Well, now, Goerge," I said, "less se-rt of a day that makes the. sprini don't cnow her. name; but her nun

I sbould.leave this bo'ok bore, do you tblnk
soucldange th bave hereou k shopper feel like a wilted" dandelion, .aid' 'Forty-ilve,' If all shopgirls were

you cold manage t have i sty here sets city folk t longing fr a wff fro courteous teywoud rove tr r
that everyóncoul'rea " meadow andsea. be called "salesladies"' .

'"De Bible, sah? Yes, sab, an' de Lo'd ·t n t h
Ail-the morning tbe store bad been crowd-7 !'"FortyfIve,"' I nmust remember tbi

bless you." Sure enough, it's there every cd .with customers, for it was oe of the theF 'boss,' stopping to jot down the n
t1me. . 0f course. thut .isa't truc of al.'1met your, ga int true ohaln .prett most popular.stores on the avenue,'and the Fcrty-five was promoted the ne

Arn ' youagoi ntt o.rthis unusu prty fact that it was a bargain day, ad helpéd to Her courtesy, which had been born
swèll the throng. The saleswomen had their selfish motive, did not fail of*:receiv

our sort, you kuow. hands fulI,. and by twelve o'clock some of ward and recognition.
'I think not. Now, be bonest, and tell

me if yo don't think the Lord a good friend timation a l too jaded, 'l FOIIOW westimation,,, at lcast, ta be mor than baîf*Flo e
ta have? The worst of us will go ta hlm civil to, the equally jaded customers.. In the world are but two voIces,
If we get into too bad asrape. How 1s 'Pardon me,' sald an elderly woinan, to a I the heart are but two choices;
that,- Chapin? .The night you were lu tht pert-looking girl who was carrying on a Vo¢EýS choices, ever crying
Brownville wrec you prayed for once, now giggling confab with one of her companions, To the living and the dying:
didn't you? But I never heard you give 'but can you tell me whether my change 1 lÉ' w Me!' 'Follow Me!'
the Lord much credit because you escaped come back?

all safe and sound. Tbere's Parsons, I She was plainly dressed, and it was as One*the ice of Jesus pleading,

heard that he almost lest his little girl, how ta sec that she was from the country, bu Prompting, praying, interceding;
much time did you spend on your knees after her face as well as ber manner of speech Toeading ever, weary never

the doctors bad given her up? The little s at.s aae w a he Fe o u call g e !
gilgtwl, u o eerheurd Parsons s:,dthtse gctcaa .Tc 'Foîlow Me!' 'Faollow. m1e!

girl got well, but you neyer girl of, whom she had asked the question
aouid pi'aising the Lord, did you? I war- simply stared at her, and went on talking One, the voice of Satan, charming

rant thre isn't one of you who hasn't been ' efriend.
wlth Wlnnlug, borrid, lurlng, warmlng;

helped out of trouble at soie timêand yet _'She ain't the .one,' volunteered a young Èromising, fulfilling never,
you look:mbarrassed and folsh if any anc woman who stood on the'other side of her, To deceive us calling ever;
happens to:mentIon.tie Lord in earnest,' doing up a package. 'She's Sixtyfour, Tbe 'Follow Me!' 'Follow me'

-But, to return to the original question, saleslady that waited on you was "Fifty-six,"
Mr. Gray; how did you come ta be such.a- and she has gone ta her lunch.' Jesus calls to realms supernal,

a- 'And must I wait till she comes back?' Joy and happiness eternal,

'Don't: say .it, laughed Mr. Gray pretend asked tb' customer ln dismuy. But the Where"the morning shineth eve

ng ta rail up bisleeves. 'saleslady 'was giving her attention tà sème. And the darkness cometh never;

The 'Dude' subsidèdi but Mr. Gray w.ent one.else. 'Follow Me!' Follow me!

on; II happened to spend the night in a 'll sec to your change, when It comes, Satan calls to realms Infernal,
littie town in Pennsylvanla some time ago. madam,' said a gentle-voied girl wio had Grief, tears, sorrow, deIth eternal;

It was a very quiet place, and I was having overhea'd the question. And pointing to an Whereathe blaknesa hangeth ev

a dull time of It, 1 can tell you. I was uncccupied seat at the end of the counter, And tic dawn appearet' neyer:

walking down, the strcet just to .kill tinme, she advised her ta sit down. Toilow- Me! Follow me

and passed by a church, where I hiard such 'It is tireâÔnie standing so long,' she said,

gpod singing. that I decided to go In and with friendly sympathy. î Daily do we hear these voices,-

take a back seat and listen. But,'bless you, 'Mercy, Forty-flve! Anybody'd think that Dail must 'we make aur choices

'a oling fellow met me at the - door and coui.trified-looking crcature was the -Queen What your choice-the time is.s

shoobk hands as. if.he hé.d been on0the'rod a' Sliebla the way you are so:polftc ta' ber ing

*:for ten -years, and before I knew wha he Jeered :Sixty-four,,'in a stage whisper. ' 'Which voice, brother, are you h

ývas Up to. there I wassitting balf-way up 'Oh, Forty-five'd be -perlite to a' street- Follow Me! Follo ylme!
the church, both amused and provoked at sweeper,' chimedin another, -W. Alex. McCaffrey, In 'Silver Li
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-Here comes the boss,' whisper-
-four. The next girl nudged .ier
,;and in an instant all the .talking
ring came to an end. The 'boss'
manager of the department, and
made his rounds the, most indiffer-
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