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“1amnt alrand to Jaboar,”
Faad, “ 1wl dig b or my well,
And the music of gushing waters
Shall sound hike the silver bell
‘That nings for the murth ard jovance
OF a testival glad and gay
I will dnnk of my well s cear water
Tal all thirst shall have passed away.

And lie tan the carth™s ool bosom
A lite-givng spring was tound

1 blessed mv God for the jountiun,
And caretully hedged it round ;

I sang my psalms where it aparhied,
And hnclt by 1ts sade to pray .

“Twas a source of delight to my spant
Through the whole of the happy day.

But then there were sounds of discord
Marning my pleasant hife
1 might not heep what T digged for,
My well was asource of strife.
Others would drink of 1ts waters,
And a nght to the fountamn clam,
So 1 nassed away in my sorrow,
Leaving the well but a name.

But the world s large. and 1 wandered,
And came to another place,
And taled for the cooling vter.
And found 1t by God's good grace.
Yet again was 1t wrested from me
This also might not be mine,
So 1 yielded to man ~ contention
This weil that in hght did shine.

Another, and vet another :—
What then = Shull Tdig noy more,
For the treasure and ron and comtort,
I tain would have for my store ®
Is the world indeed so crowded.
That there cannat be room for me *
Are the wells of delight all taken,
Nor any ettt glad and free®

Nav. to-day T wallsung with gladness,
‘That has ant a touch of gloom;
I stand by a well of water,
For the Lord natl for me made room,
1 jovn my Father s blessing,
And discord can never be,
\With work or place or possession,
\Which the Lord has given to me.”

Oh. brothers, grown often weary
Of tal that as all in vain,
Learn how the brnight day cometh
After the mght of paun;—
Work an, for God some tume setteth
His own in aiarge. iree place:
Wa:t on, for the well ne'er faileth
In the land where we see Has face.
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RUTH HALLEYS THANK OF
FERING.

Allow me to intreduce myself, Ruth
Halley, almost ten when my story begins,
My sister Kate was eght years my
sentor.  She was beautiful, talented, and
lovely in character, and all the warm,
strong affecnions of my voung heart were
entwined around her. In shon. she was
the family 1dol.  She had hardly entered
her teens, when  her charming bats of
poetry and thriihing sketches appeared in
our town paper, the drgus, which were
pronounced by good «ntics to be of a
superier order . and she evinced an
cqual abiity for music.  QOur parents
were proud of their gifted daughter, and
nothing graufied them more than to hear
her called **a genius, who would * make
her matkh in the world and become a
celebrated woman.

Four years Kate had occupied the
forcmost place n every class of which
she was a member in the Hazeltine
Young Ladies Seminary, and now the
day for the examination, and the grad-
uation of the sentors, had come.  The
hall wa. carly filled with the patrons
and friends of the scwool.  The young
ladies, dressed in white muslin, with long
pink sashes, carrying boquuets of flow-
ers, made a fire appearance as they
came 1 and took the rescrved scats.
‘Then the programme, printed on nicely
tinted paper, was circulated among the

visitors, and it filled my heart with child-
ish dehght to see the name of Kate
Halley conspicuously upon it.

The exercises were listened to with
aborbing interest, and  though cach ac-
quitted herselt creditably, not one could
equal my peerless sister Kate.  She read
a brilliant poem ina loud, rich vowe,
executed a difficult prece of musie cpon
the piano, and gave the valedictory,
which was pronvunced a masterpiece o
compositon.  ‘This was one of the hap-
prest days of my hte, and when Kate
touk her diplouma and lett the  platform
followed by a scure of adnunng eyes,
could have knelt befure her and worshiy
ed her.

* Miss Kate dalley s a very remark-
able girl,” T ird Judge Rice say 1o
Deacon Flint

* Yes, she  as a shining intellect, but
the physicial is frail,” was the ecarnest
answer.  “Such rare precocity should be
restratned, not stimulated.  This high-
pressure system of educaton s wrong,.
It kille and ruins the health of thou-
sands.

I'hat evening after Kate had retired
to our bedroom, I said:

. Oh Rate’ you've hadlots ot prase
Jto-day.  Ever so many have said you'll
ymake your mark as a poetess. Does
i mark mean famous ?”

" Yes, I suppose s0,” replied Kate,
, wearily.

i *And famous people’s names are in
all the papers, and their photographs are
shown 1n all the shop windows, and therr
lives are written. You are so prenr,
your picture will look real well in front
of a book : ves, it will.”

Kate laughed merrily.

“And great authors get great prices.
I continued emphaucally.  “Youll
have all the money you want. Well,
1 can never be pretty. or make verses as
you do. but it will be kind o' nice to be
called the sister of Miss Kate Halley the
poetess.”

* Ruth, you are onc of the dearest,
best hittle gurls in the world, I <ucces
lies before me you shall <hare it with
me " and she kissed me fondly.

That night Kate tossed restlessly on
ther bed.  The exciting events of the day
banished all sleep from her eyes, and
"when morning came she arose pale and
~exhausted. A few hours later she com-
Fplained of a severe headache, It grew
' rapidly worse.  Her checks were red. and
i her forchead was hot. Her eyves were

wild and bright, and she said strange

i things in a loud, unnatural voice. 1.
case thoroughly and then asked :
“Mrs. Halley, has anything unusual
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“The examination of her school was
held vesterday.  She graduated and gave

secem brighter or better.”

** Her nervous system has had a heavy
strain. It 15 a misdirected  ambition
which leads parents and teachers to force
the mind of the young.  Another vicum
of mental abuse,” said the doctor, im-
patiently.

He then gave directions about 2
medicine and went away.

The hours passed one after another.
l Kate's dehnum and fever continued to
increase, and Ler pulse grew feebler and
guicker.

Upon Dr. Hartwell's third visit he
- shook his head seriously.

‘ Mother followed him into the parlor
with a white anvious face, and seized his
arm.

*Is there stil hope 27 <he asked 1 a
hoarsc whisper.

“The Great Physician alonc can save
her.”

A cry of agony burst from mother’s
lips.

“She must not, shall not die. 1
could bear it, if 3t were Ruth; but I can-

Hartwell was called. He eaamined the |
1

-occurred to excite or overtas your dangh-

,xhc valedictory : but 1T never saw her!

Oh, 1 cannot let

not part with Kate.
her die.”

I was sitting on a low chair in the
corner during this conversation. A
shiver ran over my frame.  The thought
that Kate was going to die almost
paralyzed me.  No wonder, she was the
best loved daughter. I was plain-feat-
ured and uncomely in form, and could
never expect to be poetical -so very dif-
ferent from Kate.

Soon I arose and went to my room.
and kneeling, 1 poured my gre. t grief in-
< to the pitying ear of the loving Heaven-
Iy Father. 1 carnestly entreated him to
spare the life of my dear sister; and
j peace and strength came over my soul.

I was sure my petition would be granted.
Another day wore away.  In the mean-
time Kate kad become more quiet and
her incoherent ravings had subsided into
low moans.
When the doctor came, he placed his
i fingers upon her wrist, and then said
" hopefully : )
I *The pulse is slower.
improvement.’
Very gradually Kate began to recover.
Mt was many weeks before she could
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leave her room, and not till Winter came |

was she able to be around as before.
.My jov at her convalescence had no
; hmits, and I fervently thanked God for

the continuance of her life.
| One bright Sunday morning I dressed
i for church. 1 knew after the services a
l collecion was 0 be taken for the poor,
i and a purpose wasin my heart. In a
{ little rosewood box I hada sum of money

which 1 had carefully saved.
. There was a half tollar which father
lgave me after my big back tooth was
ipulled.  Another half-dollar Aunt Sal-
I'ie gave for getting so many “credi's * at
i school, to “ encourage me.” ‘Then there
i was a tiny gold piece Uncle Peter sent
‘me, just after Rover died, “io help
i lighten the blow,™ and it did. Besides,
- there were several small silver pieces of
"less value, and a few pennies, amounting
¢ all to nearly four dolars.
t The clasp to my pocket-book was
j broken, <o 1 tied the money into one
corner of my handkerchief, and put it in-
“tomy pocket, and then walked with my
parents to church.  When the sermon
was over, Rev. Mr. Brooks announced
" that a collection would be taken up for

the poor, and carnestly urged hberal con- |

trthutions.  ‘Then Mr. Peters and Dea-
con Holbrook took long-hanaled boves.
and proceeded to pass them around to
the people.

As Mr. Peters approached our pew,
I pulled out my handkerchief, and with
, quick, nervous fingers tried to untie the
knot : but it would not yield. Mr. Pet.
ers held the box before father, who put
iz a bill, and was going on.

“Stop. Stop ! I've something to put
in,” 1 whispered ina flurry of encite-
ment. loud enough to be heard by the
occupants of a dozen pews.

Mr. Peters took a step back, and held
"the box out to me.  The knot slipped
'and untied, and in an instant the entire

" contents of my handkerchief, gold, silver !

; pieces, and  pernies, were emptied into
i it- -as much as my chubby hand could
hold. Father saw this unexpected act
with a surprised, puzzled eve, and a
i parual smile flitted over his hps as he
“looked upon my satisfied face. That
t evening, when the family were sitting in
the parlor at twilight, father inquired,
smibingly :

* Ruth, how did it happen you put so
{much money in the contribution box ?
You gave almost as much as I did.”

“1 gaveit to please God. It was my
thank-offering for sparing Kate's life
I answered quictly.

*Dear child : you have taught mea
lesson 7 and he drew me fondly to him
and kissed me.

Kate's eyes were moist, and mother
said, looking tenderly toward me:

-*Husband, let us follow Ruth's ex-

ample, and show our gratitude to the
l.ord for restoring our daughter, by giv-
ing with a free hand to the needy out of
our abundance.”

The following wrek a score of dest-
tute strugghng famhies were made ncher
and happier by the supply of dlothes,
provisions and fuel which my parents
generously  distribuied among them ac.
cording to their necessities.

Many years have come und gone since
then. Kate’s girthood dream or fame
has not been realized. She was never
able 1o endure severe mental labor after
that dreadful iliness, and it cost her
many bitter tears to be forced to abandon
all thought of authorship.

Then Goud gave her a different mission
in life. She is the wife of a Western
clergyman, occupying a high social
position, and the influence of her many
gifts and graces is widely felt.  Strangely
our lives are revolutionized.

I, Ruth Halley, neither briliiant nor
poetical, and dull of learning in child-
{ hood, now write simple, practical pieces
. for magazines and papers. My parents
' have become reduced in property, and
"t is my highest pleasure to help them
! with my carnings : and 1 am sure they
now love me as well as my more gifted
sister Kate

My story s told.  Parents and teach-
ers, heed s warning,  Oventasation of
mind has ruined the health and caused
the death of thousands. Restrain, and
not stimulate, the young who manifest
precocity of intellect.— Central Christian
Advocate.

POSTMORTEM LOVE.

Why 1 1t that so many people keep all
their pleasant thoughts and kind words
about a man bottled and sealed up until
he is dead, when they come and break
the bottle over his coftin, and bathe his
shroud in fragrance ?  Many a man joes
through life with scarcely one bright,
cheering, encouraging, helpful word. He
toils hard and in lowly obscurity. He
' gives out his life freely and unstintedly
for others. 1 remember such a man.
He was not brilliant ; he was not great ;
but he was faithful. He had many
things to discourage him.  ‘T'roubles
thickened about his ife. He was misre-
presented and masunderstood.  Every
: body believed that he was a good man,
but no one ever said a pleasant or kindly
thing about him. He never heard a
| compliment, scarcely ever a good wish.
i No one ever 1ook any pains to encourage
i him, to strengthen his feeble, knees, to
1 hghten his burden, or to hft up his heart
, by a gentle deed of love, or by a cheerful
ivword. He was neglected.  Unkind
" things were often said of him.

I stood at his coffin, and then there
were many tongues to speak his praisc.

| There was not a breath of aspersion in

ptheair. Men spoke of self-denials—of
" his work among the poor, and of his good

qualitics, of his quictness, his modesty,
i his hunubty, his pureness of heart, his
" faith and prayer. ‘There were many who
"spoke indignantly of the charges that
falschood had forged against him in past
years, and the treatment he had received,
There were enough kind things said dur-
ing the two or three days that he lay in
his coffin, and while the company stood

i around his open grave, to have blessed him

and made himfhappyallhisfiftyyears,andto
have thrown sweetness and~oy about his
soul during all his painful and weary
journey. T'here was enough sunshine
wasted about the black coffin and dark
grave to have made his whole life-path
bright as clearest day : but his cars were
closed then, and could not hear a word
that was spoken. His hcart was still
then and could not be thrilled by the
grateful sounds. He cared nothing then
for the sweet flowers that were piled upon
his coffin. The love blossomed out too
late: the kinkness came when the life
could not receive its blessing.

But meantime there is a great host of




