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THE WATCHER AT THE GATE.
BY sAnAKI DOUDNEY.

It was long ago that the children played
In the quiet ield where the daisies grewr:

They twined tho llowers, and the wreaths they
Imade

Werc left all nighit in the sumnier dew;
'Oh, ivait till the gold lias died away,

And a star shines over the old oak tree 1'
But a soft voice answered-'I nmust net stay,

For motier will watch at the gate for me.'

The years wen t by, and I playcd no More
In the.daisied grass wihen the evening fell

The heart, so lightin the days of yore,
Vas burdened by griefs I could not tell,

But hope could quicken the weary feet
That toiled through the twiigtt. across the lea;
Snist lasten houe,' (oh, the thoughit was

sweet!)
'For mother will wratch at the gate for me.'

And mue, when bte long duy's Workc is donc,
go my îay threugi bue Street or inait

In the loneliness that is known te One
Wio secs tho depths of the mnàurninghearit;

Blùt angls con itie close of1day,! -
And sweet is tho message they bear tome;

'Thou irt near the end of the thorny-way,
And thy nother waits at the gate for thee,

-Sunday Magazine.

SARAL.
BY IRs. JAMES O. PERKNxS.

This sweet story was wrritten by Mrs. James
C. Perkins, the wife of a missionary in Manda-

rai, Sonh India. and is a touching crshaptî
frei lier own expanionce. Fif teen dollars a ais ail thait is needed teorescne suchjoewels as theseo
from the dust of lcathen degradation and super-
stition. Shall wo withhold tiis snall amount?

It ias a iot day in Southlern India,--
hot -even on the roais shaded by the inde-
spreading banyans, but hotter still on the
long stretch of sand that lay between the
low line of hills. The oity sign of life for
miles was a bandy, moving along iidvay
between the hills. Finally it turnedl off
the road, crossed a stream, and entered a
grove of coanut trecs. Straiglt and tll,
they shot up imto th air likc pillars, their
tufted lieads so close together the sunl
could only penotrate in tiny beams. Here
the bmdy stopped, and, a missionary and
his wnife climbed down.

' Well, the îvorst part of the journey is
over ; it lias taken us six heurs to travel
these twelve miles,' said th gentleman.

Yes,' answered the lady, iitht a sigh;
'but we must go back over the sane rond,
and I am se laine and tired I feel ats if I
should nover bo able te ivalk again.'

A servant in the meauine had opened
a door in the bottoni of the bandy, and
hadl taken fromt it a large.iillow food box,
tiro folding chairs, a foldiig table, and a
little oil stove. Ili a voy shortý time the
grove iras changed into a dining room, and
the lunch was roady.

The repast over, the chairs and table
were folded up and put back into the
bandy, and they continuedl tieir journey ;
this tine past villages, whoso pointed

tti e roofs were seei
abov the low~rees,

A servanthadii bee
sent beforetheto ä
up the tent, ud-the nis
sionary and his vife %Ve
glad to reach -their desti
nation.t 'Shall yoi. go oùit to
nighb !' asked the wife
The hsband ivas silent
m oment. HRe vas .ery
tireds aftor the hîeat an(

* wearisome jolting.cf thE
day, but at last le said

I am always afraid t(
delay, for L may lse am
opportunity of reachini
some soul who niay noi
cone anothernight. '

Assiarathan bettergo
and arrange the canvai
in a place riear the tem
ple, it is getting sc
late.' Most of the worlk

- in India is donc ai
mîght with a sciopticon.
After they lad finished
dinner they starfed out
past the dusky figures
crowding.round the.door
of the tent, and down
through the tow'n, the
crowd following thermin.
creasing at every step.

The doors of the iouses were filled with
beautiful, dark-eyed wonen, with bright
cloths draped gracefully over their. shoul-
ders, while ghostly ligures coimplctely
enveloped im vhite lay stretched out asleer
ontheground.

When the missionary and his wife reached
the temple the White canvas was in its
place, and near it the baby organ. The
lady sat down and began to plaiy and sing
one of the native airs; The people drew
nearer; wien sudlenly on the great white
sheet appeared two bright figures, repre-
senting Jesus at the well and the wonan
of Sanaria.. The woimen now began to ap-
proach, and whisper, and pint. The mis-
saonary then told them the story in a few
simple ivords. The picture. suddenly.dis-
appeared, and another took its place. The
same kind face, with the sick, lame, and
blind gathered around him. Again the
missionary spoke, and said,.'-He loved the
people so deeply that lie cured their
diseases; even lepers were made clean.'
At buis point a inan ou the ou:side of. the
crowd, with the fatal vhiteospots, drew
nearer. 'Wlere is lie no'?' lie asked,
eagerly. 'The picture of the crucifixion
appeared, and the missionary continued,

lis own people hatedhiin, aiid stoned
himu, and finally nailed Min to a cross'; but
lie rose fron the dead, and la ioiw with lhis
Father in heaven, waiting for those who
love him and believe ii himn? Then lie
showed themi Christ raisingJairus' daugliter
and told them» Jesus loved the little girls
as much as lie did the boys, and brought
this one to life again ; and nany a mother,
whoseleart still aiched for the little daugli-
ter who had been so unwelcome at first
and liad passed avay uinoticed, shed
tears.

All this time the lady lad been watching
a child, with large, earnest eyes, standingy
near lier, listening intently to ail that vas
said, and wlio bad crept nearer and nearer,
and at last stood besile the organ. When
the gentlemiain liad finisled speaking she
said to the little girl, 'Would you not liko
to cole to My school ' Saral opened lier
eyes wide at this. 1Her idea cf school was
a noisy place on a porcli, wlere the teacher
spent most of lis tiio talking to the
passers-by. But what must it bc to go to
schiool to this lady with the kind face !
Still, Saral ivas too shy to say anything,
so the lady turned to aian wlio liadjoined
thei and said lie was lier father.

' Will you let your little girl corne to My
school V' sIle asked.

'Sho doesn't need to learn,' le replied.
'Girls do not need reading to make thmon
good wives, and she is married already.

'But we teacli theia other things, be-
sides,' said the missionary. 'See this ;'
and slie took fron ler satliel a buttèrfly
pricked on cardboard, and sewed on with
briglt colors; 'a little girl no larger than
yours iade tlis.'

The man began to look iiterested. Hi Row
bis neighbors would envy himîî the posses-
sion of a picture like that 1 . Then lie said,

'But I have sb many chidre aùd no
money te sendagirlto s-coot.
n'I have some nioniey,"said bhe lädy,

t eage ly, 'tliîit a baidf girls at lionie enlt
- ie tò support sonié one With,. alid ill
e pay for your'daugliber with it.'

'But we do not belong iii'this tovii
answered'thé ian, aîid ive go back to ouîr

- little village to-morrow; aïd low can she
. get to your schdbl ?'
S 'Some lie inayabe couiiing that way in
7 Janîuary, aîld tlhey could'bringlier,' the
d lady suggested.
e The môntls had passed away, and the

lady lad almost forgotten lier weary
journey to the towîi tiiamoingtheinountainis,

i wlen one day in January a man, followed
by a little girl, cane up the veranda and

b she renembered at once the large, éarnest
eyes and : the pretty, dark face. I was

) coniiing this way,' said the mîîan, ' and
s Saral's father asked me to bring lier to the
- mission schuol.'

Wliat a niew life opened out to the child
so used to the wickedness of a héathen
village. The prayers iii the morning, the
hours with lier books in the clean, white-
washed scloolroomî, and the afternoons in
the veranda of the cool bungalow, hvlii

i they sewed together the briglt-colored
patchwork sent to them by the Mission
band wlho vere payimg for lier h . Mien
tliere vas Sunday. Saralliad neverknown
a day like Sunday, ivhen all vork ivas put
away, and they were dressed in little
jackets and clean white cloties aidtakeni
to churcli, wiere they heard such beautiful
stories.

Saral told dreadful liés at first, but after
each one the lady took lier into lier owin
rooi and talked te lier, and tauglit lier
how to pray to lier Father in lieuven, ivho
vould help her overcome lier faults ; and

soon she becaîme one of the most conscien-
tious girls in sclool. At the end of the-
terni she returned hotue with a little quilt
made of the patchwork she had stitched
together, and seme pretty pictures sewed
on the pricked cards.

Whe it vas time to return to school
there was no one te take lier, and Saral
cried nuch over ib. At hast the ol graîd,
mother said, 'I will take her.' She had
been watchinig lier little granddaugiter for
days. . When Saral teck lier rice and curry
the grandimother saw lier bow lier head.
' Why do you do se 1' sle asked. 'I ani
asking God tobless my food , they do so
at cur sehool ' replied Saral. At night
Saral vas seen on- lier knees, and again shel
was asked, -'Wlhy do ýyou do so ?' ' I am
askimg God te take care of me vlile I sleep,'
she said. The old grandmîother thought
over all these things. . SIe said hiow Saral
lielped te clean the brass vessels without
grunibling, and how she played with the
baby brother when lie was cross, and she
said to lierself, 'That is a good place, that l
school. I will take ber.' So they started
off on their long journey, part of the way
riding in a cart, and sometimes walkiing
wlile-tlhey spent the nights in the rest s
houses along the road. Wlien theyreacied
the .mission school the grandmother stayed
a few days. She saiv lie girls at work andi
leard them sing. Then she ivent back to i
lier village, and thouglt over all ase had
seen. Saral liad been at school one year, t
and it was again vacation, The lady called f
lier to lier roon and said, 'You must think i
of this verse when you are away ; "I have t
called thee by thy îîunae." Thouglh there l
are so miany people in your village, still lie i
kiows you, and calls you by your own h
4înameî1, just as I call my little girls, and lie a
says, "Tlhou art mine."' Saral went home. c

The vacation wvas over and the veranda
was once more filled with busy little needle
women, but Saral lad not àoie. 'She is c
waiting for some one to bring her,' thought
the lady. But not long after this sie saw
Sara1's grandmuother valking slowly up te
road; sIe caie upon the veranda and t
threw lierself down before the missionuary's s
*ife, sobbing bitterly. At last shé said, i
'Saral is dcad ; it was the cholera. Site o
was welfin the morning, and ut niglit sie 1
vas dead. Shme told nie to tell you e a
called lier by naine, and she hlad gone te
him. And now,' said the old wonan, ris-
ing, 'I wîanmt you te tell me about hiiii-
why Saral was so good and patient, and
whyslc ias so elad to gotoliimu.' Deeply
affec'ed, tlcytolklier.

SIna few montls the grandnother vent
hoime, but she went back a Bible-woman.
The year af ter, the imissionary and hisivife

a<'ià tritvélled oier the ätrotch 7of .h'eavy
sand betîveei the lv iline . of htills te tote
village hreioe Saral died, aîi l ithe iidst
ofali the vickednless and idolatry thiry
found a little band rendy te give up their
heathen rites and follow Christ.* WheI
they returiied to hieir tent at niglit, th.
uady said to her husband, 'Do youre-
Ieniber the time you shiowed the pictures
wlien we first saw Sara! ' 'Yes' 'Do
you rememnber what you said to me vien
I asked if you were. going te lold your
iîeeting justafter we arrived l' '.No, I do
not.' You said you alwrays feared to lose
an opportunity, lest you mighît miss soe
one y<u!could not reach again. lad we
.reinaiied at homte that evening ire vould
have missed Saral, for sh left the town
next day with lier father, and we would
never have seei lier, nor lier grandmother,
and perhaps it would have been years e-
fore.we could have gotten any hold upon
tIis people.' And the iiniîister answered
softly. 'I the morning sow thy seed, and
ini the evening withhold not·thy:hand, for
thon knowest net whether shall prosper,
cither this or that, or whether they shall
be alike good.'-Life and Light.

LISTENING TO THE SCRIPTURES.

Even good and conscientious people are
soietiies surprised to find that they have
been hearing the scriptures read without
really taking in a word. Among children
it is perliaps the exception te find attentive
listeners to any sort of roeigious exercises.

The shrewd principal Of a large school
once imqiired ut the close of the nmorniig
devotional services if any pupil present
could tell what chapter liad just been read,
or anything which it contained. .N ot one
responded, thoughi the most perfect quiet
and order hadl been maintained throughout
all the exercises. On the folloing timrnît-
ing, threc or four could remeumber, having
been warned by the experience of the pre-
vious day. In the course of a few weeks,
the inquiries having been judiciously re-
peated from tunie tb time, nearly every one
of the pupils could tell something of what
hîad been read, and a proper habit was
grraduallysubstituted for the irreverentand
mentally -dangerous * one of inattention
which liad prevailed before.

t will be found a good plan for parents
to make a practice of askimg their cihildrei,
after church, somethmg of the Scripture
tbatihS 'bhen iead, the. sermon. n d the
Lymns w'hich have been sung. A goneral
conversation upon the subject, not critical
nor flippant, forns the bes occasioi for
instituinmg these inquiries, whichi need not
be, inîdeedi would much botter not b,
direct. It is an unpleasant thouglht that
ve ever listen, or that our children ca
isten, te the sacred' words of the Book
which iwe prize most on earth iithout coin-
preuhending tlicir ieaning or even remen-
ermnig wvhat they were. There mnust be
something wrong if this state of things is
allowed te continue.

It will be found greaty to stimulate the
nterest of the iwhiole fainily in the morn-
ng Scripture .reading if brief comments
and explanations are judiciously Made froi
ime to timîe by the older mîîembers of the
aiuily. It goes wiithout saying that read-
ng in turn by all is more likely te inain-
ain initerest than Ithe reading of the violo
esson by any one, while the time consuimcdl
n the two metltods will not, if the children
ave been properly trained, differ materi-
lly. Everybody enjoys nost those exer-
ises in ivhich lie has soie part hinisclf,
iless lie is hopelessly lazy or diflident, or
as paid for bis entertaminnomt. In any
ase, care should bc taken to see that no
nember of our own families habitually
stens to the reading of anything, especially
lie Bible, without payimg strict attention
o it. The habit of mind is, as lias been
aid, an injurious one intellectu'ally,- and
t involves, besides, the moral obliquity of
nly lalf doimg a thingY, a blemisht which
ust in tiie, unless counteracted, inevit.

bly affect the, wliole moral character.-
he Congreqationalist.

FORBEAR
The kindest and th happiest pair

Will find occasion te forbear;
And socthing every day tliy live,

To pity, and, perhaps, forgive.
CooRu.


