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any trouble,' Perry said, his tone having versation whiich he had lnadvertently over- Mammy, how'd you like to live the. way they

loest ail its bravado. heard. His eyes .had been opened. Perry do.

'What! Do you bring a charge against a Sales and Henry Rodnan were foliowing his She was fond of pictures, and . looked

church member, and then are unwillfg toq example. Others were doubtless taking them eagerly over his shoulder.

stand by It? How can you ever purify the as models.,.. Where would his influence end?. 'O now, Cic'ro! do blacik folks in Africa

Church on these indeflnlte. chargesa? If He trembled at the thought. live ln dose beebires?' and-she polnted te

these evils exist every true man, and every On the third day he called Perry and Hen- - oe of the kraials; as they are called, wherG.

public-spirited citizen ought te help us te ry to the office, and said: a chief lves with bis famlly and followers.

get rid of them.' 'FrienUd', I have learned that you have. Small huts, like bowls, turned upside down

The young men seenied to be abashed, been making me an excuse for not becoming or old-fashioned beehives, form.a ring with

and Jack felt for the first timé that ha had Ohristians. I have resolvedto folow Christ a space in the conter.

been acting the part of a coward. He, too, and put my influence positively on his side... 'Where's the chimneys?' asked Aunt Ilsy,

had often criticized church members, but he I hope you will come with me.' scornfuly.

would not waut te be summoned as a wit- The young mon looked at Jack, and then 'They don't have any,' replied Cicero.

ness-no, no! At length the other young at each other inama.zement, and could not 'Where's the winders?'

man, Henry Rodman, found his volce. answer. ' re ave 'se?

'But really, Mr. Austin,' he began, 'the in- 'Pray over the mattr, boys, as I have, 'N ore's their do'staps?'

consistencies of church people are a serlous done, and your difficulties -will soon vanish.' 'No doorsteps elther,' said Cicero. 'Tbcl

matter. Some of them are guilty of con- His words produced thedr intended ffect, toop tew, and crawl la.' y

duct that many who make no profession for before many weeks Jack and is two No dosteps? Where do gtoey set te looli

would net stoop to do.' f made a public prfessin of Cist t ethank de good Lord for is

'No doubt,' conceded Mr. Austin, I sup- One day son aftr,Jack met Mr. Austin. Reat yxc let gl ry? t s

pose there is someone outslde of the Church 'Your conve wth Plya to was l ber tone as s . er

whom you regard as a model?' ho continued, Hnry Rodman was an ee-opeer to m' O factoward the beautiful sky.L

ha.lf Inquiringly.*leslsiigy 
'Oh, Mam.my, .they :don't bave any Lord!

half inqui are several scipersons,' af- he said, smilingly.-t. That's the trouble. They an't go te meet-
'Yes, thereI don't understand,'tey can't ear the big organ play, r

firmed Honry. 'There, for instance, is Jack Jack expiained.'-'Christian Advocate.' b ells r ng. he hen on go t scol

Sylvester, who bas a good position with. thie belis ring. The chiîdren don't go te sehool

firm. He is honorable in every way. Ie lik 'o I do.'

doesn't drink, or swear, àmoke, or chew; ha . 'For pity's salie!' exclalmed Aunt Ilsy.
de, . hee icerols Call to be MIssIOnaff 'An' they're afraid of.tbe awful witch dec-

doesn't aven go te balls and theatres. There tithe
couldn't be a moere onest and uprigit fel- (By Mrs. O. W. Scott.) t cr toat live 'm th tebush Sometimes t

low-a perfect gentleman ln every respect,' 'Papa, this is Cicro Jfec.bdoctplan, 'em take poison, if any-

* By this timo Jacki, *ho heard cvery word, Jfr 5 Lbody cemýplaJn, an' they die Jest for nothing..

vas blushing vienck o heunt ev word, Colonel Dent ad vlsited the village scol They wear charm things round their necks-
owblushingviolently ont accoun of all this that afternoon te please his little daughter, bones an' teeth an' bark-an' think they'll

S voluntary praise.and he now -turned as ahe gently pulled his save 'cm. H thia Mammy!'
'Now, compare Jackwith some of.Tien Cicero read how the king of one cf

churcl members,' pursued Henry, in a secrn- 'Ah, o ti s Ccero?' and lie tooh theng h w e

fui tone. 'I should prefer te take him forçai sall black bad d lkd kid i their tribes died wi and wher he was buried

model, a.nd take his chance for heaven, too. th shinng blac'face. tonhimfbis'slave wives vara buried wlth

If a man can be so honorablewithout being 'Cicero Lincoln Jefferson!' exclalined the
aChristian, I dou't sec. muclih advantà~ a nbl by~wr lve i'e his me-

aeâ h n, don se boy, with a radiant smile. - ther Inquired, ln tones of horror,. .

being one, do you?' . 'I enjoyed your recitation,' said the colo- 'Just as much alive as you be this minute,'

'Yu mean ta say, ten, that Jac Sylvester, -nel, 'You are wise. to learn what great men replied the boy. 'An', Mammy, here's a pic-

becaus ea ho Is a good moral man and ylt net think of your race. Perhaps some time you ture of some. slaves that's bcin' stolen from
bCauste hencuagd myralean eroan yt n may go te Africa to teach or preach.' their homes. Sec that long lne? See the
a Christian, encourages you to remain away 'I don't know. Mammy hopes I'il he good chains? See that womnan with a baby ln

o'Well-m hadn't met thought e! it iu that for something when I grow up.' her arms, an' two more right behind?' Aunt

ligl-t. Henry lijsitated; 'but, yes, that s 'Do you know about Moffat and Iivingstone ilsy groaned.

what it practitally amounts te. if h can and Stanley and Bishop Taylor?' asked Co- Cicero's voice sank te a whisper, as he

live an uprigt lie without .religion, why lonel Dent. continued: 'If they get awful tired an' fall

calvt ? Teli me thoat.' Cicero shook his head. behind, the driver whips 'em tiil they stag-

'Thon.a grave responsibilitY rests on Jack 'Yeu ought to khow about them. Fay, ger along. Sometimes vhen the babies

Sylvester,' aid the minleter, seriouslY. 'I don't let me forget te send him some bools.' cau't walk, they leave 'em behind-to dia on

do net think I should wnt te rest under it. 'No,'papa,' replied the little daughter. the ground.'

He believes the scriptures te be truc, and And it was Fay whe had te remind hlm 'Pore things! I wish I could do something

yet by refusing te confess Christ before men of the promise, and finally carry the big fer 'em,' sighed Aunt Ilsy.

he keeps others from coming to Christ Do package in her own small arms te Aunt 'I 'most wish the cunnel hadn't sent the

yeu sec? In that way a moral man who is Ilsy's tiny house under the hill: books,' said Cicero, huskily; 'cause now I'1

net a Christian may do a great deal of harm. But she was a dear little missionary have te go out there as soon as I grow up.'

Bi nfluence is on the wrng side.' worker and quite sure that Cicero's ignor- Aunt Ilsy instantly sat erect, and took the

I nover. thouglit of that,' replied Hery ance about Africa was ratier digraceful. pipe from her lips. 'Cic'ro Lincoln Jeffer-

doutfully. 'You'1 be s'prised te find how strange Af- son,' she said, 'quit that talk. as I any

'Yes"tlat is the principle, precisely. Peo- rican people are,' she said, balancing one chile but you?'

ple whd vaut an excuse for net coming te dainty foot on the threshold, as she rubbed 'No, Mammy.'

SChrist w all a nlway select some poorp specimen ler tired arm; 'but you'll be interested.' 'Hasn't I washed, an' i'oned and scrubb,ed

cf a Christian, and a fine specimen of a And ho was. It was now vacation, and te keep you slick and neat?'

moral man, sud then contrast them. Now, Cicero spent his spare time over the books, 'Yes, Mammy,' Cicero assented.

if ail our excellent moral mon wore Chris- missionary magazines, pamphlets, and one 'Haan't I been waitin' fur you te be -wuth

tians, see what an influence for good they large illustrated book which made for him a somethin' fer m? Don't need th ony

would exert! God bas given them their perpetual feast. boy Ias? Isyen gel'teastif!-necltd,

moral talents, and expeots them te serve his Sometimes he laughed, and sometimes his ongrateful chile, leavin' yo' mammy, te go te

cause. Instead of doing that, they ase their tears fell upon tho open page. the ends of the earth?'

talents nly for them.selves, and, whether 'What do ail you, Cic'ro?' asked Aunt Ilsy Aunt Ilsy's voice rose higher and higher,

they in tend it or not, they are against Christ as they sat on the doorstep late One summer and shool with mingled grief and anger.

because t-hey are net for him.' afternoon. He was reading, as usual, she She rose from the doorstep and disappear-

A pause follth ed. was smoking er short pip, and the clothes ed, but Ocero remained until the last line

'Well,' said Perry Sales, presently, 'I hope she had been washing hung flapping te and of sunset red disappeared.

'no one takes me for a model on the wrong fro on the long lines which crossed and It may have been midnight when Aunt Ilsy

side. I should tremble at the thought of recí'ossed the small yard. suddenly awoke. Cicero was calling, 'Mam-

standing ln the way of anybody's salvation.' 'pon't knuow, mammy,' replied Cicero, my, what you want?' from his small cham-

'Every man has his Influence,' said the wiping his eyes. 'Seems like I want to do ber.

minister, solemnly. 'It la either for Christ something. If I was a big fighter like Gin- Aunt Ilsy was at the foot of the stairs in

or against him. On which side is your In- oral Napoleon or Gineral Grant, I'd go out a moment.

fnonce, My young friends? Good day. I there and take care o' things. I'd stop the 'I never called, honey;. what yen mean?'

shar lave Yeu te tink pon maettr tver' rum shlips, sud I'd build meetin'-houses an' 'Why, yes, yeu sald, "Cicro Linco n Jet-,

F1ýor'two daya atter Jack pondcred Uic con- sechool-houes, an' lieuses te live ln. Sec,, ferson, I want yen,"1 perslsted',the boy.


