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MARY.

A Sketch from Life.

BY ELIZABETH ENGLIBH.
T was a cosy little house in the south-land where
Mary lived,—a homey house with a vine-shaded
porch and neat, sunny rooms. It slood on a
hilitop and before it to the northward siretchbed acres
of rolling pine land, with the fresh green of the young
grass in the summer, the rich golden bronze of the
wild oats in the fall, and always the ever-varying, never-
charging pines. In the west the glorious sunsets burn-
ed behind the forest, and just al the foot of the hill
ran the gleaming white ribbon of shell road straight to

the town a mile away. i
Mary’s appearance did not indicate that she had
anything in common with either the poetry of the woods
and sky or the social life of the town. She was small
for her fifteen years, with no graceful curve of form or
outline, with a pale, plain face, and the fair hair of the
Swedes. Neither homely nor beautiful she was,—just
an ordinary, unassuming girl. Shy and retiring by

nature, she was yet a faithful member of church and

Sunday-scheol, and sceretary of the Mission Band. So
=he lived her quiet, unobtrusive life.

And one morning her - broken-hearted father
brought word into town that Mary was dead. Only a
week had she been ill. It was all so sudden. Tho
family was lerrified, bewildered, stunned with grief.
The dear old deacon who hastened to the home found
the house full of friends, lamenting noisjly. Ile gath-
¢red the family in a room alone for prayer. “Why,
where’s Mary?” exclaimed the elder sister, so unreal
did it seem that she was gone. The storm of grief that
followed waz hushed by the deacon’s prayer, which
hrought to those distracted souls the peace they needed
for those trying days. .

After that, the beauty of the young life came to
light. XNever sirong in hody, unable to share in the
harder tasks of the home, Mary-had yet been its light,
its beauty, its poetry. “We can’t go into a room but
we see something her little fingers made,” said the
mwother, with her quaint accent. “She was always in a
hurry, seems if, from the time she was a little baby,—
always harrying. Everything that nobody else found
time to do, she did.” That mat on the table, and this
on the mantelpicce, Mary made. It was Mary who ar-
ranged the flowers in the vases, and the potted plants
were Mary's too. It was Mary who doctored her
brother’s throat cvery night for a year. She ard her
Lrother had rarely congenial natures. Whatever he
thought, she thovght; whatever he liked, she liked:
whatever new idea he had, she had just the same.
Tle, poor fellow! missed her sorest of all.  “There's
only half of me here,” he said,

Quiside her home, wnexpected glimpses of Mary's
life were found. “Please lake some of this asparague
fern for her,” one lady said. “Cut it down to the
ground; it came from her house.” “Mary ~—— was
the one that first got me started comin’ to ¢hurch.”

gaid a rough looking voung man, now a church-mem-
her. And these are only glimpses, accidentally discov-
ered. What may be the unknown influence of that
quict young life? There are words lovingly spoken of
another Mary, which belong to her alto,—“She hath
done what she could.”

The new .sccretary of the mission band had been
looking over the roll-book. “We each of us had a
flower-name, you know,” she said, with a touch of rev.
orcnce in her voice, “and Mary’s was Morning-glory.”
i —_— [S. S. Times.

A CRY FROM THE CONGO.

By @, P. TURNBULL.

The following lines were suggested by a story told
by Rev. P. Cameron Scott, a missionary in the Congo
Tree State. One day, when Mr. Scott was preaching
to a group of natives, an old chief approached him and
said:  “Why didn't you {ell thi> story sooner? Why
didn’t you let us know?”

“Why dida’t scu tell us sooner?”
The words came sad and low;

“0O ye who kucw the Gospel truths,
Why didn't you let us know?

The Saviovr dled for all the world,
e dled to #ave from woe;

But we never heard the story—
Why ¢ldn't you let uyg know:"”

‘You®have had the Gospel message,
You have known a Savicur's love;

Your dear c¢nes possed from Christianhomes
To the blesséd land ahave, .

Why did you let cuar fathers dle,

-And inlo the silence go,

With no thought of Christ to camafort.

\. TWhy didn't you let us know?

“We gpreal to yeu, O Christians,
h In loads keyend dhie eea,
i Why didn't yvou tell us soaner,
___‘k Christ died for ycu and me™
-l‘. = Nineteen hundred years have passed
Kince disaples wiro tald to g0
T'o the uttermest parts of the earth and teach:
Why didn't 3ou let vs know?”

“You say you are Thi's''s disciples;
That yu'« try his wark to d::
And yet nis very last cemmand
I3 <disobeyved by yeul.
Tis Indeed a wonderful story’
e lovad the whsle world gn,
That he caoe and gled to save us,
Bat.ycu didn't et ue knew!

“O sculs redeemed by Jesus, .
Thik vtat your Lord hath Gone!
He came lo earth and guffered,
Anc died for every one.
He expected yan {o {ell it,
AS On Yo WEY you go;
But ycu kept the message frrom ns!
l Why dién’'t ycu let us knoiw?

SHear -this pathelic ory of ours,

)} O dwellers in Christian lands!

Tor Africat stands bLefore yrou,

- Witth pleading, cutstretehed hands;

You ey not be able ta come yourself,
Eut seme in your stead can gn;

Wil you rot send us teachers?
Will you not let us know?” .




