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Are the Children Home ?
EAor day, when the glow of suinset

Fades in the western 8ky,
And the wee ones, tircd of playing,

(o tripping lightly by.
I sta mwayÏro;et My irusbaud,

Asieup ianlis criy chair,
And watci, from tie open doorwray,

Their faces fresh and fair.

Alone in the dear old homestend,
That once was fulil of life,

Ringing with girlish lanughtor,
Lchoreg boyislr strite,

We two are %vaitlng tegother,
And oit as the shadows cone,

With trenulous voice ie calle me-
" It is nighît i are the children hone 1"

"Yes, love," I answer him gently,
"They're ail home long ago,"

And I sing, in my quaverimg treble,
A Sang 6soiet andtiom-,

Till tie lad vrau drops ta slunbrr,
With his iead upont his and,

And I tell to my elf, the number
At bone, i a better land-

Home, where never a sorrow
Shall dine thoir eyes with tears,

Where the smile of God is on thon,
Tbrougi ai thre sumnîer yars;

I knuw, yot my arme re n;pty
That findly folded seven,

And the mother heart within me
Isnalnost starved fron Ieaven,

Sometimres, in the dusk of ovening,
I only shut my eyes,

And tihe children are ail about me,
A vision frein tire skies I

Thr babes, wviir e dimplod fingers
Lost the way te rny breaet,

And the beautiful ones, the angoes,
Passed te the world of the blest.

A breath, and the vision is lifted
Away on wings of light,

And egain we two are togethor,
Ail alonte in thre night.

ThAy tell rie nis nind in failing,
But I smile at idle nears 1

He is only back with the children,
In the dear and peacefuil years.

And still as the suimer sunset
Fades away in the west,

And theevos ones, tircd of playing,
Go treeping lio te rest,

My hnisbad calla froo is corner,"Sray, love, have the children coo?"
And I answer with my eycs uplifted,

"Yes, dear 1 they arec ai at home 1
-The Moter's Magazine.

The Proof of Love.
ONE day, a missionary meeting was

boing held, when the following story
was told by a lady who hard herseift
been in China for years, and who know
it te b true.

A poor Cîrinese woman was afilicted
by a painful tumeur or swelling, which
gave lier great pain. and caused lier
life to be in danger. By sente means
ahe heard that there was in a certain
city of lier native land a foreign lady
who had corne from over the seas te
teach and help the people of the
country. This lady, it was said, know
how te cure disease and the poor
woman determined te go te lier in the
hope of finding relief. SIe had te
travel some distance, and was accom-
panied by a young man, lier ownt
grandson.

When the missionary lady, who was
in truth a doctor, saw the woman, she
said, "I think I can help you, but it
will be necessary for me te cnt this
tumeur away."

To this the woman consented, for
what will net one bear in order te
escape from deathl The operation
was performed successfully, but when
it was nearly over there was wanting
a little pioce of flesh te lay into the
wound. .,-J

" Will you'et me take it from your
arm 1" asked the lady of the young
man. Somewhat ungraciously ho
answered, " Yes."

lie was scarcely willing to suiffer a
little pain and incotvenienco for the
sale Of ia sick grandmrother. When
the il ah from iis arni lad been applied,
a littie more was still waning. Thei
the misiionary dootor bared lier own
armi and took from it se mrch as was
needed in order te iake the oporation.
complote.

Wlhen the poor Chinese woien saw
the white skin of the foreigner lind
umpon ier own olive-coloured body, she
uxclaiied,

" Now I know what brouglht you
here. It was love for u. I always
thought before that you iad conte te
make money, or in some way te get
gan frorm the people of my country,
but love, and lovo only, could make
you wilmiig ta shed your blod for ire."

Then tire lady told lier patien of
Jeans, tire blessed Saviour, who came
te earth to suffer and die thait le
miglrt redeem us by His blood. The
woman listened and believed. Froin
that time the Lord of the foreign lady
was her Lord and Master too.

The few drops of blood thon shed by
the missionary were the proof of ier
love. Jeaus gave Himself for us that
we might b saved. When le was
upon earth, still going about doing
good, healing the sick, cleansing the
lopers, giving rght to the blind, telhing
the love of their heavenly Father, and
of the hrome above to which He would
have thei go, He said: "I arn the
Good Shepherd; the Good Shrpherd
giveth His life for the shreop." And
again He said : "I lay down My life
for the sheep."

The Jews refused to believe in Heim
even wheni tlhey saw Hlim dying on
the cross. Such wonderful love Ris

is they couîld net understand. Yeu
cannot undôrstand it either, dear little
friends, but you can trust it. Yeu
can pray: "Blessed Saviour, through
Thy death, give us life eternal." Thon
at lant in leaven yon vill join witn
the multitude who say: "Unto Him
that loved us and washed us fron our
sins in His own blood, te Him b
ghery and dominion forever. Amen."
-Thke Chrisijian.

lMissing,
Tw s n f sth vere ordered ont at

Luventy-fonur loure' notice for fereigri
service; the war was likely to ha a
a big one; more troop, mnd more
still, were wanted, and one fine morin-
tie 51st geL their marchirg orders.

IL o as a buiy Lime, just twenty-four
heurs, nd tie aciaal service kits and
haggage te ob served out, the men
paraded, gaod.hycs smid, and as ne time
was loft for marchirg by road, d aten oo
Station at 7 n. m. saw the regiment
mstered un companies, whence Lhey
wero diepatchcd as fwht as were possible
o Portsmouth, wlero 1lit work of
embarkig was oon completed, nd by
sunsoet tine viLe ernoke in tine distance
between the forts was all that aas
left to tell of the gallant 51st on their
way to Egypt.

Corporal Tyson was among them.
Ho was only erre of mn Who hard
left bis wife and bairn b hind l'm,
and though it was sad work, te
aying good-bye, there was hiope beatir1g
high that the caupaiga, if Shrp,
would b short, and he ould son ho
home again to comfort Mary.

Poor Mary i sIre folt as if tie Sun
would not shine, and ail lier happines
was gone. er appies"

" Ye'll just tak' care of lier mither,"

said the bravo lad, whîen ie wrote te
his mnothor te say his wifo would coure
and s'ay with lier a few weoka, with lier
babeo, and the moter took lier son's
wivfe to lier home and bonart, for didI
net thoy both mirourn erre far away l

The Sun shrone, and the birds sang,
but Mary Tyson's leart was sad; 81e
courld tako littIO pleasuro oven in her
boy, and mont days whon the woather
was line, the yoiingster was irtrustecd
te soen neigiboura' childron, te pIlay
in tie grassy ieadows or shady wooIs
of Homiedean village, whero the widow
Tyson lived.

Tie young corporal vas no trouble,
tihe childron said, and it gave themi anr
excuse for a holiday.

Thon carme a dark day, indeed, and
new was flasied along the wires that
a great battle iad been fought and
won, and that the war would soon end
Tire fortress had been taken with very
sniall loss on our side--a moro nothing ;
but Smrall as the les was, some woueit
have te iourn, and widow Tyson was
armong the number. Net in the lit of
dend or wounded was his name, but
below in the oflicial roll came the
words,

" Missing-Corporal Tyson, 51st
Foot."

The days passed on, but no tidinge
carne. Fears became cortainty; tie
field of battle hiad no hiding-places
the dead were buried, the wounded
carried te hospital, and the missig
nowiere. He must have peried
unaided aud alone.

Two widows instead of one, and the
corporal's boy an orphan.

Months after thoe came te Houe
dean village one of Dan rTyson's ok
comrades, te Eo poor Mary and comfori
her. Sie looked sad in her black-govn
and started visibly at tei red-coat: il
was almost like Dan himseolf. Bu
while they sat and chatted of tie old
times, aid the chances of the war, anti
larry Smith wa telling of the fata
days, another red-coat passed up the(
cottage path. Yes-it wan tire cor
poral hinsolf i and in an anothie
moment site was seobbing on his neck
lier dead one given back te life.

Tien the story waR told, to strange
net te b truc, iow ie was wounded in
the first rush, struck down and tramplui
on, and howho was carried off a prisoner
by the flying rebels, and thus appeard
as missg I in the liste, How Ie
lid known nothing of this until hIe
arrived borne in one of the hospital
transports, and his comrades told hir
of his roported fate, and hoiv flarry
and ie hard got leave and planned te go
home te Homedean together, se au net
te frigliten pour Mary to much i

The wrr modal, with its tellinî
clasp, looks landsome enougli or Ser.
jeant Tyson's breast, for hie lias gol
Iris stop, and Mary has put a few smar
bews te lier black dress te match tli
roses that have corne back to her
cheeks since ho is no longer "nissing.
Suinday Magazine.

The Truth in Love.
AnOUT' forty years ago there stood

in Ciicago an old wooden pen. The
boards et which, it was made wer
rougb, and tho floor was the ground,
Those vho came te look at this pen
would find at mont any time of day a
curious crowd pooring through the(
cracks between the boards at a strange
creature within. It was man, wild
and haggard, witr unshaven face, lon
hair, and a terrible vieg e

1

muadman. Tho best provision tîct
thon afforded to Euch Inlifortun rt'a
to chain them te a ntako m thn roI
timtil a pon could be built about trl
In this mi2eraleo por tho ,icunuwe
being wase confined. He would rate
and spring ut those who looked at In'
and many of the baser sort grehted him n
continually with taunts and Pe
Ili', food was Rhoved through a httil
(quaro ho in the side of tie bilring
und ho dovouired it after tho munner of
a wild boast.

Ono day a Ohristian wonan chareed,
to eeo this man. Sihe rasked if 8h
iight go inrsido and talk te him, rf,
g iard laughed at lier, and replied tiat
he would tear lier to pieces instantly
But tho keeper was finaliy persiadel
to lot lier go in, but was sure she
would be killed. He opened the dloor
just wide onough to admit her, aInd
then closed it instanrtly. The iatdman
was crouching down in tihe corner,
11o glared ait her with the fury or an
enraged animal. Sie quietly seateli
hera.lf on a stump near tie centie îf
ithc enclosure, and began to read in, a
soft, low trie the twer.ty-tlhird psahsn,

A hundred oyes woro watching tie
scenoe. She doces nt look up, Sire i
reading the palmn for the second tine,
Tho manri croucho still lower, and ii
crawling toward lier. le ireanle to
kilt lher, of course. Ho will etrangle
lier instantly. IIe will tear ier te
pieces. le is nothing but a wild
beast. This is the judgment of the
comiunity. But the wouii keeps en
reading tie psalm, and now tie man
is within a few foot of lier. But he
does net spring, au the obserçers
expected. He curl himseolf up on tie
grounnd, pute his chin on his hand, and
looks up tino lier face. Sie in re.ding

t the psalm for the third time. At last
she looks down quietly and saysi: Do
vou like te iear tho Word of our
Lord? Shall I road it againi And
now the mari speaks foir the first tiie;

r "My God, this is the first kind word
. I have ieard in seven years. I was

sick, my mind wanderod, and tiy
have driven me to madness. Oh!
road it again. I al vays wanted to
hear wlat God says." And ti woan
road it again. Now she lays lier hand
on his head, now she takes his land,

r and he walks with ier up and down
the prison pon. Then she teads hiem
ont of douro, and tho keeper of the
pon, convinced that sih lias some
strange power over him, allows it.

Need this story bo followed furtherl
Wlhat was that strange powerl Tihe
same power of lovo and hympathy, tire
old story that God se loved the world,
and that if God se loved us, we oughît
also to lovo one another. I wish I c:uld

- remember the name of this Ohritian
woman. It was given to rue by Rev.
Mr. Mellen, the rotvrned mnissionary,
te whorn I am indebted for this incident.
The man was restored, and the womanri
kept on lier work, and te ier, and
those of liko spirit, w owe largely the
changed condition je our insane hosPi-
tale over those of forty years ago.

A SToRY told by Rov, Dr. Barrows
I at th Homine Missionary Society at

Saratoga, lad a point in it. "A yourng
home missionary went E ast te Saratoga
and saw thor the splendours of the
ladies' coatiîmes. Writing back te his
wife ie Said it was perfectly spienlidt,
and one lady's drese was worthi just
one meeting-house, forty-four cottago
organe, and twenty - threo Sabbathr.

6 Scoroel librairies."

I


