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1keep working, sending Bibles and mission-
aries until tiroir soui-eyes are opened, and
tbey find tbc rigbit path. The moncy yotî
gathier iii your little society bielps n great, deni.
Miss, Dcxter bias Lold mec about it."

"Doesilbrcally? \Vell,lIdlike to liel> btCntd
people. I woulidn't like to be bind, insile or
outside. Pcr'aps Ibettcrgo now'," said Fred.

£iYes, and remeinher about tbe ' rod and
staff.' Good-bye," saicl the Captaixi.

"I wiil. Good-bye, sî.r," and Fred ran
siviftly Up the street. Mîission Band work I
lookced very difféerent to bini siuuce lie pieked
ul) Captain Whipple's catie.-Sel.

A NEWSBOY'S BANK.
IHe wvas very littie, and bis clothes w'ere

ragged, and bis bauds wvere red wvitb coid
whenever lie came spinningaround the corner
and pnused before the bandsomc bouse aeross
the way. One funny thing about it wvas that
lie xiever carne on pleasant days, but 1 grew
accustomeicd to sec humi take up bis position
ani eall bis papers wbile the snow whirled
arounid in, and the w'ind tried its best to
take Iinii off bis feet. At last I becamne curi-
ous, axid deterxnined to find out -%liy bie never
carne when the sun 'vas sbinixxg nnd every-
thing looked brigbit. I biad only to beckon to
lini, and le lurried across the street %vith a
ebieerful, "I-lere you a-re! A Recorl, didiyou
sav ?"'

A moment -ater 1 hiad him oefore thegrate,
and his eyes rcsembled tbose of a great
inasbiff, as tbe w'arnitlî penetrated bis sbiî'er.
ing body. " It's terrible cold," I begaux.

'Yes, ratlier; but I've seen it wvorse." wvns
the answer.

' But doxî't you find] iL biard selling papers
Vhis weather ?" I con tinuieci.

<Ye-es, somietinies ; tben 1l hustie oi'ertbere
as fwst as I can," nodding at the iîouse across
the way.

44Why, do your papers sel. more rcadily i
this neigbiborbood ?"

'No! " witb a disguisted sniff at my evident
lacl, of business intuition: scarce cver seli
c bere."

'Why do you corne, Mieni?"
"Do you wait ta k-now the real reason ?

"Yes, indecd," 1 replied, carnestly.
"WelI, one day, pretty near a ycar ago, I

vas inost donc for; couldn't seil any papers,
and was about froze, and if I'd knoîvn any
place to go wouI(I have crawled off' soine-
wliere and gii'e it ail up. 1%Viile 1 Nvas tbink-
iii' of ail this, a couple of feiiows passed me,
and one of 'enm says, 'Ie's richer'n Croesus
nowv, an' to thirik lie was a beggar oxxly a few
years ago.' ' A beggarV says t'otbcr fellow.
& S7es, or %vliat aznounts to pretty rnuch tho
saine thing-a newsboy-and I've heard hini
say dozens of times that nothing but pluclc
and the grace of God wouid ever have brought
hil- througli.' ' An' lis bouse is in the next
street, you say V ' 1Yes, -wc go riglit past it.'

"I1 followed 'cm tili they carne to the housa
over there, and wlbule 1 stood looking atit,
sornetbiug seemied to say to me that, if that
mari could build a bouse like that wben he'd
begun by being a ncwsboy, 1 could too. Then
1 wondered over wbat tire men biad said.
Tbcy'd gone on out of siglit, and 1Isaid ove,-
and over, 'Pluck and the grace of God.'

"TVien I iacle up my mind I'd got the
piuck ail right, and I'd ask- over and over for
the grade of God. I didn't know just wbat
that was, but evcry Lime 1 wvas alone I'd j ust
say wbat I could remember of the Lord's
Prayer, and finish up w'ith 'An' gîve nie the
grace of God.'

" If you'll believe it, I begun to, get aiong
righit awny. I'ni saving moxxey noiv to go to
school with, and w'benever 1 get discouraged
-it's aiwayýs on st.ormy dlays, you ecIjust
corne iii front of thiat bouse and tbink it all
ov'er and say, 'Pluck and the grace of God,'
over to myseîf a fcw times.

" Theii I go i>ack, and you wouidn't believco
biow fast the papers sell after that."

Ilc rose, sbook blinscif together like a bi--
dig, and said, " I must biustie along nid get
rid of ny papers, but l'Il be round w%-hjencvcr
I'm clown in the niouth, for that bouse is my
bank, and I corne to draw on it wlien I'ni liard
up. I1 expect it's et deal inore comfort to nie
than to the mari that built it," and a nmoment
Inter the youtlxful philosopher was slhoitin,
" Iler.; your inorin' papiers T 7ribucne,

Fcralcl ani Reccord biere! -RmsIro?-rn.
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