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NORTHERN MESSENGER.

THE XINGDOM OF GOD.

I say to thee, do thou repeat
To the first man thon mayest meot,
Inlane, highway, or open strect—

That he and we, and all men move
Under a canopy of love,
As broad as the blue sky above, *

That doubf and trouble, fear and pain,
. And anguish, all are shadows vain,
That death itself shall not remain,

That weary deserts we may tread,
A dreary labyrinth may thread,
Through dark ways underground be led ;

Yet if we will one Guide obey,
The dreariest puth, the darkest way,
Shall issue out in Heavenly day. .

And we, on divers shores now cast
Shall meet, our perilous voyage past,
Allin our Father's Home at last,

Andere thou leave him, say thou this,
Yet one word more—they only miss
The winning of that finnl bliss,

Who will not, count it, true, that love,
Blessing, not cursing, rules above ;
And that in it wo live and move,

And one thing further make him know,
That to believe these things ave so,
‘This flvm faith never to forego,

. Despite of all which seems at strife
With blessings, all with curses rife,
That this is blessing, this is life,
~Trench.
——— e

MY TWO THOUSAND DOLLARS.
BY SYDNEY DAYRE.

Three years ago, Ione duy laid down my
knitbing - and folded my hinds and said to
myself (I didu’t often, you know, have any
one clse to sy things to),

¢ Susannal Pratt Ryder, you’ve noneed
to feur coming to want in your old age.”
(Pratt was my mother’s maiden name, and
I was named for her.) For I had just re-
ceived a certificate of deposit for two thon-
sand dollars in the Lifo and Trust Bank.
Sonow I had the interest on that, and the
little house I lived in, with its acre of
ground, which, planted on shares by my
neighbor, Jerry Dobson, gave me my
vegetables all summer and my potatoes in
winter.

I had worked hard for that money,
nwesing, sewing, nnd knitting, year in and
year oub, I had quit nursing since the
time I gave Mrs. Lawyer Prime’'s baby
saffron - ten for catnip on account of my
eyesight getting bad, ~ Sewing had to stop
for the suno reason, but I hope to keep up
the knitting till the time comes for folding
my hands and closing wmy ‘eyes, for it's
something to be at and doesn’t interfore
with thinking of bhygone times or suying
over & hymn or a texb of Seripture, and
brings me enough for my annual subserip-
tion to the Foreign Missionary Society, und
a bit forany worthy object which may come
along, . : '

Sou, you see, T settled down ns comfort-
able and assured as if 'd entively forgotten
what o poor business: it is to place your
trust in enrthly riches. - Before I half
knew it, yow'd be astonished to think how
my mind got to dwelling on that two thou-
sand dollurs,

And, sure enougly, if -any one had little
call to depend on things it wasg mé, Time
was when T'd no need to be looking ouc
for a provision for my old nge, Iov, ah
me ! thore wus nowlere a tenderer heart
or a_stronger or more indastrious pair of
hands than Iswac Ryder had when we came
here to bogin life- together in this little
house, and soon began Iaying our plans for
building on to it. '

There is » pretty view from it of woods
and viver and wmeadow, and just beyond
the village on a low slope is the mimveyard.
I didn’t ghink much then cither way of the
view wo had of it, but now—T can’s sinee
my sight failed just make out the two
short graves and one long oue thore, but I
know. exactly wherve they lie. ™~

fand potatoes all winter.

We never made the house any larger,
for the little ones who came to it only
stayed a short time. Then, after Isaac lay
for years in consumption, the farm had to
be sold, all but the house and the acre of
ground. T wasglad to go to work—it was
my only help in forgetting the dreadful
loneliness and in keeping dowh the cry,
¢ If Leould only have kept the little ones 1"
But it was a comfort, too, to think how
Isnac would find them waiting for him in
heaven, for he was always great for liking
to have his own folks about him. Not to
say I didn't feel that way myself, but men
somehow can’t stand things as women can,
you know. And as years went on I got

used to the loneliness and settled down for

a quiet old age with my two thousand dol-
lars and my knitting, for I keep that up,
bless you ! yes, indeed, old ¢yes don’t need
to stop that, I gob so used to doing' it
nights when sick folks didn’t sleep and the
light was poor that now, when I'm- doing
the ribbing, narrowing, or turning the
heel, or toeingoff, I'm very apt to shut my
eyes.

Well, you may imagine it gave me some-
thing of .a turn when Isaac’s nephew,
Joshua John Ryder, came and asked me to
lend him that nioney to put into a big

‘business Ire had a chance of getting into.

Isanc had always set great store by Joshua
John, and T felt as if he'd want me to do
it, and s0o Idid. And though I hiad an un-
casy feeling about it all the time it did
come very much as if some one had dashed
a basin of cold watet into my face when I
was reading the ** Gospel Recorder” one
Sunday morning and came across n piece

| that said the whole business had failed. T

could havdly take it in at fivst, the words
looked so cold and hard; it secemed ns if
they might have said how it eame about, or
been regretful or something.

Well, I set up & new stocking the next
day, and I knit and knit and knit;, and
thought and thought and thought, And
the more I knit and the more [ thought
the more T couldn't sece how I was to be
spared ending my days in the poorhouse.
Yousee, I couldn’t do anything bat knit,

and though an old womaii’don’t need for,

much, Tknow I couldn’t quite get o on
nothing at all but vegetables all summer
I began counting
up what I could do without, and ab last I
Liid down my knitting and walked dgwn to
the store and bought half a pound of thirty-
five-cent tea. I'd always been particular
about my tea—never could abide cheap
stufl, tasting of nothing but ywbs—but I
knew I'd liuve to begin now.  When 1 got

baek I began wondering if they had tea nt,

all at the poorhouse, and I kept thinking
and thinking again till I just gave up and
burst out erying. o

After a while I heard a knoek, and be
fore I had timn to say ¢* Come in,” in came
neighbor Dufley’s wife. I was rather glad
tosco her, for she is a good-hearted soul,
though she does like to speak her mind,

““Well,” ghe said, softer’n I'd ever heard
her speak before, *“what’s the matter now?”’

I told hier how I'd been feeling, and she
said slie’d felt just so herself, and all the
neighbors were that worked up over Joshua
Jolm for risking my dependence they
didn’t know just how to express things,

I told her I didn’t want anybody to feel
hard, for it wasn't likely it was his fault at
oll.  Then she straightened herself up in
such a way that T know she was getting at
what was really on her mind.

“But I nwst say, neighbor, how T've
been blessing my stars all day to think how
I’ve never eome out and joined the chuarch,
for all the minister’s been a-laborin’ with
mo for years to get me in. For—I don’t
mean no harm—>but you can’t help seein’
what & kind of & poor business this thing
of trusting in the Lord veally is.”

Then 1 straightened wp, and says I,
¢ Rebecen Jane Duftey, how you talk !”

“Talk 7 says she; “well, haven't I
heard you, time and again, talk about how
the Lovrd was a-goin’ to take caro of you in

your old age? And now here’s all you've

been a-workin’ for - and a-dependin’ oun
swep' away at one eut.” .

1 says, *“But the Lord’s going to také
care of me yeb.” .

And then she says, “Then what be you
a-eryin’ for, and a-feelin’ like there was
nothin’ but wantbefore you? And they're
all the same, these Christians. When old
Deacon Blount’s son died, he snys, ‘The
staft of my old age is gone! when he’s

been nigh on to forty year a-eallin’ the
Lord his staff” And when Mys. Case’s
husgband went to the bad and the mortgage
on ‘the -farin was foreclosed, she said,
‘There’s. nothin’ left for me now.’ . Now,
what T want to know is, do the Lord’s
promises to provide for his people mean
anything, or do they not ?’

Ifolt asif I was struck dumb ; and be-
fore I could say -a word off she went,
leaving me ready to hide my face in shame
and confusion. I saw it was just as she
had said. Here was I, all my days been
professing to trast in the Lord’s care of me,
feeling in a way and acting in a way to
lead that poor soul to think there was
nothing in a Christian profession—honest-
ly obliged to class myself with them that
bring veproach on religion.

T opened my Bible and read a bit ab a
time as I could sée, between whiles taking
a look towards the two little graves and the
one large one over on the hillside in the
sunshine.- = :

It had never come before me so plain till
neighbor Dufley putit tome. Did I believe
the promises or did I not? And if I did,
why was T so cast down about all this?
And ag T thought how little time I had to
wait, and how short even the longestlife
is to wait when you come to put it beside

the glory that is never to end, and how |,

little matter ’tis if the place is not just
what you'd like it to be where you're wait-
ing to go to your Father's house, that
wretehed two thousand dollars seemed to
grow smaller-and ‘smaller and poorer and
poorer, and before the sunset had faded
away from 'the little graveyard it seemed to
have almost faded out of my mind ; and the
only burthen I had on it, as I lny down,
was how I. had, perhaps, laid & stumbling-
block before that poor soul Rebecen Jane
Duffey. :

I was starting to go and see her in the
morning, when who should come in hut
Joshua John. He looked down in the
mouth enough, poor man, and I couldn’s
find ib~in my heart to feel a.bit hard at
him, as he secmed to be afraid I might.
It’s no use telling all he snid, except one
thing that quite upset me. Ho wanted I
should go and stay with his folks for quite
a while, He'd thought it all out how it
was-the only way he eould help make up
things to me. 1 was to let the little house
and the acre of ground for one year. It
took my breath away to think of it ! Dut
it was quite a ways to his house and
wouldn’t be worth while to be at the ex-
pense of going for less time, Xlooked out
at the graveyard, but couldn’t see even the
white marble specks then for the dimness
in my eyes. And it came over me that it
didn’t do them any good for me to stay to
look out at them ; but how could Ileave
them and the little house !

But then it eame to me that this might
be the very way the Lord was taking to
help me, and how could I say No? T said
Yes, and it went on so quick I hadn’t time.
to think, which I was glad of. A tenant
stood veady to take the little house, andall
the neighbors came and helped, for Joshua
John wanted I should go right home with
him,and he couldn’t waitlong.  Sothe next
day the house that I'd never thought to
leave till.d was earvied out and laid beside
the others whisked out of my sight as Sam
Duffey’s spring waggon that was taking us
to the station six miles off drove round the
hill.  Rebecea Jane was the lnst to speak
to me, and I conld hardly understand her
for the catches in her throat.

“Don't you lny it up again’ me one
word I snid, neighbor,” says she. “T
didn’t mean a bit of it, ’cept to make you
think of smmethin’ besides your losin’ your
woney., 1 know the Lord’s a-contrivin’
for you and—I'm u-goin’ to join the chureh
myself next Sunday.” -

I was so astonished nand so glad that I
clear forgut to keep wateh for a little chink
between the hills where I might have got
one more look at the little graveyard,
Pr'aps "twas natural encugh that all the
way I should have a kind of a bitter feeling
that I was driven out of my own home in
my old age. But when I got to Joshua
Johw's I soon felt ashamed of such a

| thought, for they gave me such a welcome

as did my old heart good., Murrviet was
afraid the ehildren would disturb wme, but
they ull took to me so I seemed to wnrm to
‘them right at once. Their pretty faces
and bluo eyes and curling hair (they favor-

ed the Ryders mostly—the Ryders nre all

light complected) brought back long-gone

days to me, :

I had expected, you know, to feel strange
and homesick and out of place, just longing
to get back to the oid place and the old
ways, but somchow I wasn’t,
sociable like to take.my kuitting and sit
where I could chat with Harviet as she
stepped about her work. She’s a great
hand to get through work lively and be
ready to sib down too. And soon the chil-
dren got to calling out, ‘“Where's gra-
mw'ther ¥’ when they came in, for I'd told
‘em to call me so. . And when they’d wish

we good night the touch of their soft little

hands and lips would make me sometimes
shut my eyes and try to forget all these
thirty years. .

~.8o the year flew by very fast, and not a
word had been said but I was to go back to
the little house. Joshua John and Harriet
talked as if, of course, I'd want to, and, of
course, it wasn't for me to say I wanted to
stay of my. own invitation. But yow'd be
surprised to know how I dreaded going
back, and how I remembered how lone-
some the wind used. to sigh about the
chimney, and how forlovn it wuas to sit
down to mealsall by myself. And Sunday
evening, when I was telling the children a
story, my voice went down when I said,
** You must remember what I suy when
T'm gone.” .

And the youngest little fellow, he put
his arms around my neck, and says he,

“T g'an’t let oo do *way nebber,”

And they all began to cry till T just gave
up.  And Harrviek, she put the children
out of the room, and then she says, a-cry-
ing all the time, . o

‘“ We haven't said anything about your
staying on, me and Joshua John huven’t,
because we thought it wonld seem like we
wanted you to stay because 't would be the
easiest way for him to make things right
with you. But—I don’t know whatever
we'll do without you,”

I stood right up on my two feet, and
says T,

*Harriet Ryder, I'm an old woman, and
sha’n’t trouble any one so very long; but
the Lord’s hrought me to a good place,
and, if L &0t in yowr way, I dow’t want
any other home but yowrs till I go to Isaac
and the little ones.”

The tenant of the little house was glad
to get it for a term of yenrs., IT've made
my will, leaving it to Joshua John's chil-
dren, .

If T hadn’t lost my two thousand dollars
Ishould neverhave had such a home among
my own kindred in my old age.—Iilustrat-
ed Clristian TWeekly. :
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A LEGENDARY MAID.

Cinderella really lived. Her real name
was Rhodope, and she was a beautiful
Egyptian maiden, who lived six hundred
and seventy years before the Chyistinn ara
and during the reign of Psnmmeticus, one
of the twelve kings of Egypt. One day
Rhodope ventured to go in bathing in a
clear stream near her home, and meanwhile
left her shoes, which must have been un-
usaally smally lying on the bank.  Anengle,
passing above, chaticed to cateh sight of the
little sandals, and mistaking them for a
toothsume tid bit, pounced down and car-
tied one off'in hisboak. The bird then un-
wittingly played the part of fairy god-
mother, for, fiying directly over Memphis,
where King Psumnmeticus was dispensing
justice, it let the shoe fall right into the
king’s lap.  Tts size, beanty, and daintiness
innnediately attracted the royal eye, and.
the king, determined upon knowing the
weurer of 8o cunning a shoe, sent through-
out all his kingdom in seaveh of the-foot
that would fit it. Asin the story of Cin-
derells, the messengers finally discovered
Rliodope, fitted on the slioe, and carried
her in triumph to.Memphis, where she
beeame the queen of King Psammeticus,
and the foundation of a fairy cale that was
to delight boys and girls two thouand, four
hundred years later.

B e —

~ SELF-GOVERNMENT.

Paradise is for them that cheek theirwrath,
And pardon sins; so Allah doth with souls;
Heloveth best him who himself controls,

‘ —Lfdwin Arrold,

It seemed
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