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1 drawing-room is no place for little
gitls,” Mrs Fullerton wonld say, send-
tng her off with a kiss that hd no
warmth init.  Eliza walked off, her

heart in a ferment of rage and jealousy .Slle

knew from experience that her young sisters
would appear 1 their prettiest clothes — Mrs

[ A

Fullerton's lady guests wenld be sure 1o ask for |

the “little loves,” and their mother, proud
of their grace and beauty, would allow them to
be brought “u for a few minutes,  When they
grew older, they learved to play an atiractive
part at her afternoon receptions,  What prettier
sight than a Jovely litle girl, picturesquely
dressed, presenting to each lady guest as she
entered an exquisite flower from a hasket on her
arm?
assist in offering cake and bonbons to th: guests,
who were quite carried away with their lovelis
ness.

Mrs. Fullerton, though she saw little of the
lovely trio, except upon these occasions, was
deilghted at the praises showered upon them,
She kept them beautifully dressed, Lired a
French governess for them, and sometimes
thonght complacently of the sensation they
would make when they were at an age to be
brought out. But Eliza—the mother shuddered
as she thought what a blot she was always likely
to be upon her famidy.  What cot 1d she do with
her? Well, at twelve years old, she should be
sent away to a boarding-school of the strictest
sort and kept there till she was of age. Nine
years vi culture and training might impart the
pecessary polish; if they failed to do so —~well, it
was time enough then to consider what siie conld
do with her.

Alas, for the children of such a mother!
superficial religious training as the four litile
gitls received was imparted to them by paid
attendants, It was at their nurse's knee, not
their mother's, that they learned to lisp their
morning and evening prayers, words almost
withont meaning to them, for no one ever told
them about the gracious Saviour, the fi ead and
lover of little children. 1f, when they repeated
the words. .

“‘Gentle Jesus, meek and mild,”

they charced to ask who Jesus was, the answer
came bricfly: *He lives up in the sky; be good
and he will love you. Jump into bed now, and
go right to sleep, and he will send his prenty
angels down to take care of vou all night. — But
if you are troublesome and keep calling for me,
the big black man who Jives in the coal-cellar
will come instead and carry you off!"”

It is almost needless to say that the children
were never ivstructed in the Holy Seripture
They were not sent to Sunday sehool, nor would
Mrs. Fullerton take them with her when, some-
times for the looks of the thing, she atiended a
fashionable church. *‘They would plague me to
death,"’ she reflected, *‘even if the gnverness were
with them. Church is no place for childrn,
anyway; let them go when they are older.”

Poor Eliza's religious training, if it at all
deserves that name, was of the hardest and
harshest  kind. The nurses oishked  her
as a naughty, self-willed child, who tore her
clothes, romped like a boy whenever she got the
chanoe, aud did more mischief than the other

Such

At less formal receptions they wounld |

three put together,  Such a plain little thing,
too: she onghr 1o he as good as gold 10 make op
for her ooy face,

As Clde Fullerton disapproved of whipping,
and declared that he wonld dismiss any attendant
cwhodared to raise a hand to either of the four
children, Eliza, after her wother's marriage to
him, was never punished in that way, ' Such
vonsense,' declared the meids, “when a good
smart wbipping was just what the Sirtle brat’
needs!  When scarcely more than a baby, Eliza
was tanght by the norse who had charge of her
then, that the ““black man.' and Satan, a horrid
creature with horns and tail, lurked about the
bed every night, only waiting a  convenient
chiance to carry her off; that God and the pretty
angels did not love her any more than her papa
or mamma did, Who conld love such a dis-
agrecable, paughty child?  The poor hittle girl
was never taught about the benign Heavenly
i Father, whao so loved the world that he gave his
cson o die for us, or of the tender Savionr who
Pwok the hitde children in his avms and Dlessed
[ them.  Her heatt wonld have responded to such
!t teaching, for she was by no means the dreadful
"ehild that this norse and those who had charge
of her later made her ont to be.  Though
naturally sel’~willed and as full as active life as
cver any healihy boy, she had a warm, generous
heart, and was so true and hones® that she would
have taken a whipning any day rather than tell a
lie. But her training bad a disastrous effect
upon her, and her nurse nsed to relate with
torrar huw, when scarcely fonr vears old, she
bad suddonly refused to say the evening prayers
that sl had been tureht o repeat every night,

“Vou say Jesus don't love me!™ she exclaimed,
facing hor norse with a defiant ook, *“Then
why shovld 1 say my pravers 1o hin? T won't
L &y prvers fo anvhody that hates me!™
“Chovou wicked hittle thing! 1§ von were
[ grod, he'd fove you quick enough; but now--§
don’t know what he'll do to von for such haduess
as tis! It's only him as has kept that black
man and Satan from carrying yvou off lonyg ago!™

*You're always talking about the hlack man
Fand Satan" retorted Eliza with a stamp of her
Phittle foot, and thrasting out hey underlip de-
] fiantly, “"Yon're always talking about ¢hem, bt

they never come for me at all.  1t's les you tell,
L that's what it is!"”

CAh, its the good smacking you want, Miss,
and yon're going to get it right anay!"’

This was before the mother's second marriage,
and Ann Garrity had full power 1o carry ont her
threat,  But in spite of severe chastisement,
chrah'«' again and again, the little rebel abso-
1 lutely refused either to sav her prayers or to ask
. Anu's pardon.
 bundled her into bed, leaving her with half-a.
dozen conctuding sl s, and the assurance that
- the black man and Satan were hidiog o the cell ¥
and wiuld most hikely come up for her belore
murning.

If Ann Garrity had 7a-ed she would have

!small relel into sibmossion,  But as she had
once fri ht ned a nervous child nto com ulsions

i b osuch measures, and lost her situation, she ¢

1 dared not repeat the trick,
I For balf an hour or so Eliza lay awake, smart.
! ing from the punishment, her haby heart fu'l of
trage, wrief, ard hatred of the nurse, And
thongh <he was not a nervous chi'd she could not
D help guaking ae sne thought of Ann's parting
words It was the first tine sh- had refuscd to
say her pravers, ard she was vigucely frightened
fest God. the God who seemed as terrible as the
ogres i the fairy tales her nur e repeated, might
be dreadiu'ly affronted.  What if he showld
; allow the black man and Satan to come for her as
soon as Ann went down stairs 2 For a moment
she was tempted to yield, then | er natural pride
and tenacious little will aeserted themselves,

I won't say 'em, no! ' she murmured to her-
self, contentionsly, “‘Don't  believe the black
man and Satan will come up asyhow; they never
have, thongh I thivk she must have said it a
hundred times."

Comforted by this reflection, she closed her
eyes, ana soon bodily fatigue and the warmth of
the bed hrought on a sleep nitroubled by terrify-
| ing visions When she awoke, the sun was
| sh ning brightly into the room. In a moment,
full consciousness returned, and she sat up in
bed, with a trinmpbant gleam in her eyes.

In despa'r, at dongth, the nurse ¢

!rigged up some impra p a bogey' to scare the |

“See, now! They never came for me at sll.
She tolled lies, Ann did, 1 won't never be
afraid or say wy prayers, never auymore!”

To b Coutinued.

Paying for Blessings.
By W. C. Martin,

N 1887 a voung lady was rescued from drown.
im; at Ocean Grove by one of the life
guards at the risk of his own life. She
was an orphan, but her wealthy uncle,

with whose fanuly she was summering there,
looked up the man who had saved the life of bis
loved nicee and gaze him a quarter.

One of our Indiana preachers regularly sup-
plied a western Pennsyly, church during
summer vacations acd he enjoyed telling how,
after one preaching service there, a lagy came to
him 10 acknowledge a blessing.  *0,"* she said,
L never can tell you how much vou have done
for my home, t snmmer my hushand, who,
before, had been sinful and peglectful of his
family, was converted under one of your serimons,
and the last yvear has been, in consequence, a
happy one-—the first happy vear of our married
tife, and 1 want you o acecpt a small token of
my grat tude " When he opened the envelope
she honded him he foun v it contained a quarter,

Ben Potter, a Connecticut friend of mine, had
a bighor estimate of the value of blessings,
When tis hrother Asa his  inseparable com-
pavion far fifty vears, was killed by a locomotive,
he said to mie with tears in his eyes—and he was
really heart-broken— ‘I wonldn't have had that
hay pen for five dollars;™ and he meant it.

How in contrast to these incidents are the
following:  Lust weck we were reading in the
papers of a woman in New York city, whose
physician sueceeded in removing from the end of
tier beautiful nose a disfiguring vart that had
given her annoyance all her life, and did it
so well as to leave no scar. She gave him o
*thorsand dollars and, no donht felt she was pay-
;g but poorly for that relief from a mortifying
i nmsance,

A deacon in a Connecticut church heard an
, evangelist preac!i in his church five times, and
¢ felt that he better for it, and he gave him
$200 down and I think & great deal later

Mos people think that all blessings are worthy
to be paud for but spiritual blessings.  The old
slogan, * Salvation’s free for vou and me'’ has
cheapened all things spiritaal in the estimation
of the average person.  Groceries ought to be
paid for of co rs:, and dry-goods  Even intel-
lectual pleasures and mental culture are worth
movey.  But when it comes to spiritual blessings,
people are grateful for them, their *“hearts burn
within them " ard an inexpressible joy fills
i tlem; they h 1e meat to eat that the world
knows not ot—hut as for him who brings them
the blessing, why let him be satisfiad with
thanks.  If he expeets aught else he is mercer-
uary and grasping; he is “‘an hireling.”

On, how many pastors there are who have
brought to the howes of scores and hundreds of
people blessings by the side of which the wealth
of the whole world is small; wayward sons
restored to virtue; brutal hushands made gentle;
wilful daughters made traciall: and considerate;
and innumerable such blessings are traceable to
their influences and the recipients of them sub-
scribe four dollars to the pastor's salary for the
ensuing year, and gromble if wore is asked. It
1hoks like rank ingratitude,

I wish people were all like a man who attended
just one service in my church, and at the close
| of it insisted on giving the preacher a dollar—not
much, but he felt that he had r.ceived a dollar's
worth of blessing. Why, if that man had been
| converted at that service, or had scen his wife or
| son or daughter led into the Kingdom, I suppose
| he would have f=1t like giving half his possessions
| 10 the ayent who brought the blessing, or the

church through which it came. He was a labor-
| ing man, or perhaps he would have felt he mnst
| pay the pre: cher twenty-five or fifty dollars for
| the Llessing he received at that service.

There is a woman of large means in Connecti-
cut who attended but one service dnring my
pastorate there—a woman who lives in another
town, and has sent the preacher of that sermon




