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" ost all Hs bravado. -

[

“low—a perfect gentleman in every respect.” -

. a Christian, I don’t see. much a.dva.nta.ve 1n

}from Christ.’

" moral talents, and expects them to serve his -

’igﬁjmf;jﬁ THE MESSENGEmwa

a.ny tmouble, Perry - sald, th tone ha.vlng vereation thh he. had inadvertently over-
‘ hea.rd ‘His eyes had. been opened . Perry .

fWhat! " Do you’ bring a charge agalnst a
church ‘member, : a;nd then are unwilling’ to-,
stand by: it" “How can you ever .purify the -
Ohurch on’ these 1ndeﬁn.lte .charges: ?: 5 (3
thege evils exist every true man, and:every.
public-spirited citizen ought to help us to -
- get.rid of them."

‘The young. men seemed to be aba.shed,
a.nd Jack felt for the first timeé that-he had'.
‘been a,cting the- part ‘of'a coward.” He, 100,
. had often. criticized. church members, but-he
would not wa,nt to be summoned as a Wwit- -
-mess—no, no! At length the other young at.each other- in a.ma.zement and could not
man, Henry Rodman, found his voice. ‘ a_nswgr

‘But really,:Mr. Austin,’ he began, ‘the in- E
consistencies of church people are a sex'ious‘
matter. Some of. them ‘are - gurlty of con-’,
duct. that . many .~who ma.ke io profeesioxf

as models. Where would hls mﬁuence end"
"He trembled at. the thought.. -

1Y into the oﬁlce, and. said:

been making me an excuse for not becommg
-Christians, 1 have resolved to follow Christ -

I hope you will: come with me

“His words" produoed ‘their: intended effect,’
for before many. weel;s Jack and his-two

would not St°°p to do) X friends. made ‘a pubhc proressmn of Chnst.

*No doubt," conceded Mr. Austm, 1 sup-
pose there i3 someone outside of the Church -
whom you regard as a model? he contmued
half 1nquinngly :

“Yes, there are: several sueh persons, af-
firmed Honry.. ‘There, for instance, is Jack:
Sylvester, who has a- good position with. this
firm. He is-honorable in-every. way. 1o
doesn't -drink, or swear, smoke, or chew; he
doesn’t even go to balls’ and- theatres "There
couldn’t be a more- honat a.nd upright fel-

One day soon a.tter Jack met Mr. Austin
““Your. conversatlon w1th rerry - Salee and
Henry Rodman was. an. eye—opener to. me’
he saild, smilingly-

‘T dom’t understa.nd paid Mr. Austin. And
Ja.ek explained Christmn Advocate !

Cicero’s Call to be Missiona;ry
(By Mrs._O W Scott.)

- ‘Papa, this is Creero Jeﬁeraon. :

Colonel Dent ha.d visuted the village school
that afternoon to please ‘his little dauwghter,
-and he now turned as she gently pulled hls
sleeve e -

‘Ah 80 this is Clcero"' and ‘he tool: ‘the -

ma.ll black- ha.nd and, looked kmdly lnto

the shining Dblack face. - :

fCicero meoln Jeﬁerson" exclaimed the
. boy, with a radiant’ smile.

By this time Jack, who heard every word,
was blushing vlolently on account of all lhis
voluntary : praise.

‘Now, compare Jack ‘with- sorae of yom_'
church members, pnrsued Hem'y ina scorn-.
ful tone.: ‘I should prefer to° ‘take him for' aj’
model, a.nd talte his:-chancé for hea.ven, 'too
If o man can- be -soHonorable without. be

" being ome, do you? -

‘Wait 2 moment,’ saxd Mr. Austm ldndly.
“You mean to say, then, that Jack Sylvester,
because he is a good moral man and yet not .
a’'Christian, encourages you to rema.ln away

~pel, - “You are wise.to learn what great men
tlnnk of your race. Perhaps ‘some time you
may go to- Africa to teach or preach.’
Y don’t know. Mammy hopes I'll be good

for something when I grow up.’

"“Do you know about Moffat and I.,rvmvstone
and Stanley and Bishop Taylor"’ asked Co-
lonel Dent.

Cicero shook his head.

“You ought to khow about them. Fay,
don’t let me forget to send him some 'books.’

‘No, ' papa,’ repliéd the liftle daughter.

"And it was Fay who had to remind him
.of the promise, and fnally” carry the big
pa.cl\a.ve in her own small arms to Aunt
Ilsy s tiny house under the hill! .

But" she was a dear little missjonary

“Well—I ha.dnt just thought of it in that
light.' - Henry hesitated; ‘but, yes, that is
what it practically amounts to. If He can
live an upright life without religion, why
can’t 17 Tell me that.”

‘Then a grave responsxblhty rests on Jack:
Sylvester,” said the minister, seriously. ‘I
do not think I should want to rest under it.
- He believes the seriptures to be true, and
yet by refusing to confess Christ before men
- he keeps others from eoming to Christ.. Do
you see? In that way a moral man who is
not & Christian may do a grea.t deal of harm.
“His influence is on the wrong side.’

‘I never. thonght of tha.t,’ replied Henry.
doubtfully. :

“*Yes that is the prineiple precisely Peo-
ple who want an excuse ‘for not coming to
. Christ will always select some poor specimen
of a Christian, and a fine ‘specimen of &
moral man, and then contrast them. Now,
“jf-all our excellent moral men were- Chris-
- tlans, see what an influence for ‘good they. .
would exert! God has given thém their:

ance.about Africa was rather disgraceful.

“You'll be s'prised to find how strange Af-
rican people are,’ she said, balancing one
dainty foot on the threshold, as she rubbed
ber tired arm; ‘but you'll be interested.”

Cicero spent his spare time over the books,
missionary magazines, pamphlets, and one
large illustrated book which made for him a
perpetual feast.

Sometimes he laughed and sometimes his
tears fell upon the open page.

“What do ail you, Cic'ro? asked Aunt Ilsy
as they sat on the doorstep late one summer
afternoon. ‘He was reading, as usual, she
was smoking her short pipe, and the clothes
“che had been washing hiung flapping to and
fro on’ the long lines whrch crossed and
rectossed the small yard.

‘Don’t kmow, mammy,” replied Cicero
‘wiping his eyes." *Seems like I want to do

cause. Instead of doing that, they ase their
talents omly for themselves, and, whether
they intend it or not, they are a.ga.mst Clmst
because they are not for hlm ’

A pause followed.

“Well,’ said Perry Sales, presently, ‘I hope-
‘no one takes me for a model on the wrong
glde. : I should -tremble at the- thought of
standing in the way of anybody’s galvation. -

‘Hvery man- has his inrﬂuence said the
minister, solemnly. ‘It is either for Christ
or against him. On which side is your in-.
. fluence, my young friends? ~Good day. I
shall leave you to think.the matter over.

I‘or ‘two days after Jack pondered the con-

eral Napoleon or Glneral Grant, T'd’ go out
there and take care o’ things. . T'd. stop the
rum ships, ‘and Id build meetin’-houses an’
school-hous@, an' houses to live ln

‘Sales and Henry Rodme.n were. followlng hisg - -
example. Others were, doubtless ta.kmg them:

*.0On the third day he called Perry a.nd I—Ien-;

- ‘Friends, I have learned ' tha,t you ha.ve.

and put my: inﬂuence pos1tlvely on-his: srde :

‘The young men looked at ‘Jack, and then- ‘

‘Prny over the matter, boys, ‘as 1 ha.ve
done, and. your difficulties-will ‘soon. vanish.’ "

‘I enjoyed your recitation,” said the colo- .

worker and qmte sure that Cicero’s ignor- -
_ pipe from her lips.

And he was. It was now va.catron and

something. ' If I was a big: fighter 1ike. Gin-

See,,'

Vlammy, how'd you like to live the way they;
‘do? . & .
She was tocn.d of prctures,_ a.nd looked":*
eagerly’ over his: ‘shoulder.
‘O now,: Cic'rol-:

. gne’of the kraals;-as they are: called where. "

_-a chief lives with:his family and- followers,. ..
Small huts, like ‘bowls, turiied -upside’down .~
-or old-fashioned beehives, form a ung mth‘ Ens

‘a space in the center.

" “Where’s. the chimneys‘t’ asked Aunt Ilsy.'-‘: o :

socrnfully.

-*They don’t ha.ve any,’ replxed Cicero.
' *Where'’s the Wmders”’ :

‘Don’t have any.” SR

‘Where's their do’ steps"’ S
“‘No doorsteps either,” said Clcero
stoop low, and crawl in.. -

‘No do’ steps" Where do they set to lool: :
. at sunsets a.nd thank de good’ Lord for his .
most exc’lent glory"’ o

Real pity was in her tone as she llttbd her
‘comely face toward the beantiful . sky o

*Ob, . ‘Mammy, they :don’t ha.ve any Lord!
That's the trouble. "They can't go to meet-
‘in’; they ' can’t hear the blg organ play, nor
bells ring. The children don’t go to schooI'

“like I do.’

“TFor prtys sake!’ exclalmed Aunt Ilsy

“An’ they're afraid ofithe awful ‘witch doc-
tors’ that live in the- bush« Sometimes . the
witeh. doctor makes 'em take poison, if any-
body .complain, an’ they die jest for nothing. .
They wear-charm thmvs round their necks—-
bones an’ teeth an’ ba.rk—a.n think they’ll
save ‘em. - Hear this Mammy!’. - - e

--Then’ Cicero read -how the king .of one of
- their tribes died, and when he was-buried.
ten . of ‘his: slave wives were buue.l with‘
him.:

‘While they were a.llve, Clc ro"’ ms mo-'-
ther inquired, in tones of Horror;:: et
‘Just 45 much alive-as you be. tlns minute,’
rephed the boy. ‘An’, Mammy, here’s a pic-
ture of some.slaves that’s bein’ stolen from
their homes. See that long line? . Sce the
chains? See:that woman with a baby" in
her a.rms, an’ two more rlvht behmd"‘ Aunt

lisy groaned.

Cicero’s voice sank to a whhspex, ‘as” he
cortinued ‘If they get awful tired an’ fall
behlnd, the driver whips ’em tiil they stag-
ger along. ‘Sometimes when the babies
can 't walk, they leave ‘em behmd——to dn. on.
the ground.’ .

‘Pore things! I wishI oould do somethmg .
fer 'em,’ sighed Aunt Ilsy.

‘I 'most wish the cunnel hadn’t sent the
books said Cicero, huskily; ¢ ‘cause now I'll
‘have to go out there as soon as'I grow up.’

Aunt Ilsy instantly. sat erect; and took the
) ‘Cic'ro Lincoln Jeffer-
son,’ she said, ‘quit.that taik. Has I any:
chile but you?

No, Mammy.’

“‘Hasn't I washed, an' i oned and scrubbed
to keep you slick and neat?"”

*Yes,. Mammy,” Cicero assented. .

‘I-Iasnt I been waitin’ fur you to: be wuth
somethin’ fer me? Don’t I need the only
" boy L has? 1Is you goin’ to bea stlff-necked
ongra.teful ohile, leavin’ yo' mammy, to g0 to
the ends of the earth?

Aunt Ilsy’s voice rose higher and hxgher,
and shook with mingled grief and anger.

She rose from the doorstep and disappear-
ed, but Cicero remained unti] the last line
of sunset red disappeared, -

It may have been midnight when Aunt Ilsy
suddenly awoke. Cicero was calling, ‘Mam-
my, what you want"’ from his sme.ll cham-
ber. .
Aunt Ilsy was a.t the foot of the stairs in
a moment. . . .

‘I never called, honey,_ what you mean"' ‘

‘Why, yes, you sald, “Cicero Lincoln Jef-
ferson, I want you,” persisted the boy. -

"rheyi

‘do bla.ckifolks in. Afr!cai- : "_;-' o
: live in. dose bee.hjva'h a.ndsshe poln'ted to_ .



