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INASMUCH.
A LENTEN MEDITATION.
BY MARGARET J. PRESTON.

“If I had dwelt"~so mused o tender woman,
All fine emotions stirred
Through pondering o'er that Life, divine yct
human, .
Toldin tho Sacred Word—

“If T had dwolt of 0ld, a Jewish maiden,
- Insome Judean street,
Where Jesus walked, and henrd his word so laden
With comfort strangely sweet ;

** And seen the face where utimost pity blended,
With cach rebuke of wrong; '

I would have leftny lattice and descended,
And followed with the throng.

“If T had been tho danghter, jewel-girdled,
Of some rich Rabbi there;

Sceing the sick, blind, halt, my blood had curdled
Absight of such despair,

“And I had wrenched the sapphires from my
fillet,
Norleb one spark remaing -
Snatched up my gold, amid the crowd to spill it,
Iror pity of their pain,

“T would have Iet the palsied fingers hold me;
I would havo wilked between

The Marys and Salomo, while they told me

: About the Magdalene.

‘“*Foxes have holes'—I think my heart had
broken
To hear the words so said,
While Christ had not--were sadder ever
spoken?—
‘A place to Iny his head'f

“Twould have flung abread my doorsbefore IIim,
And in my joy have been

First.on the threshold, cager to adore im,
And erave Ilis enfranée int”

Al, would youso? »Witlmuﬁ‘g}. recognilion. .

You pasgsed Him. {gitera

P Y
Jostled aside, unhelped, 2% ninte petition,
And ealitiv™vent your way

With warmth and comfort, ganrmented and
© givdled ;
Before your window-sill
Sweep hearlsick crowds—and il your blood is
curdled, . -
You wear your jewels still.

You catch aside your robes, Jest want should
cluteh them,
In its implorings wild ;
Or lest somo woful penitent might touch them,
And you be thus defiled.

Oh, dreamers,dreaming that your faith is keeping
All service free from blot,

Christ duily walks your streets, sick, suffering,
weeping, . ’
And ye pereeivo Him nol!

e

THE BIG BO;%\"J;‘(I)JOA'D OF DRIFT-

BY REV. E. A. RAND,

Maggic sab knitting in tho fisherman's
kitchen ere the dusk caine on, It was o
quict scone, only a little xoom plainly fur-
nished, a humming tea-kettle on the stove,
a table set with cheap crockery for the com-
ing supper, an old-fashioned clock with a
tired, drowsy tick on the wall, a cab ona
rag wab before the stove.

“¥ don’t sco where father is,” thought
Magele, looking at theclock, - ** Generally
T see his boat coming up the river before
this time. Well, I can have a little more
time for knitting and perhaps finish this
stocking for Joe before supper.” She
ntight have said also, ““And have a little
mare time to think.”

So she bont her head over her knitting
again, anxious to do all she could heforo a
hieavy step outside tho door would say
plainly as if in words, *‘Here I am, Mag-
gie, tired and hungry as usual. Supper
ready 7' Yes, a little- leisure now. for
thought, o

Her thoughts were on the previous Sun-
day, whose teachings emphasized the signi-
ficnnice of the resmrrection of Jesus, how
much it meant to the world, and if accepted
“and ropeated by tho individual, what
beauty, what usefulness it would bring to

1 tho life, this dying unto self, this living

unto Christ.

¢ Only it is pretty hard to.do vwhat the
sermon said,” thought Maggie, *‘to let the
spiritof Christ’s self-sacrifice comeoutin our
lives and reign there.
used in the sermon, ‘reign’in our lives,”

She ceased her knitting and looked at
the fire shining out of the openings in the
door of the stove, and each glowing section
seemed to be only a transcript of that word
in golden letters, that one supreme word,
reign. Would it be supreme in Maggie’s
life? - Would this principle of scli-giving,
gelf-renouncing, reign in Maggie’s life !

I wish it might be 80,” she murmured.
It cortainly, as she sat there in the undis-
turbed quict of the room, scemed a very
easy matter to give a supreme prominence
to the element of self-renunciation. She
had had the -same feeling in the church on
Sunday. So easy to be good when the
organ is playing, when the choiris singing !
So casy now to be good at home, there in
that sheltered kitchen, when all the work
was over, supper cooked and waiting in the
oven for the father's arrival, a leedless
brother Joe out of the way | Maggie had
a very ‘complacent feeling. She was al-
mostready for canonization. Suddenly our
saint was aroused out of her reverie by a
quick, light step.

*¢ Oh, dear I” she murmured impatiently.
¢ That is Johnnie, T know {7

The door opened and a boy of fifteen
burst excitably into the kitchen. -

O Maggie, canyou gonow ? You know
you said—" .

*Oh, dear, John Darby ! What makes
you turn up just at this time?’—She
stopped. :

After her late beautiful reverie saying
this! Her ebullition of impatience sur-
prised her. Had sho not forgotten a pro-
mise to go with John about this time?
The boy saw that she was vexed, and the

pleased, eager look of anticipation faded:

out of his faco like the light from the west-
ern sky in the evening.

~ “Youncedn't go,” he muttered. ¢ Only
you said—" : : :

“I'll go, Johnnie. Our sﬁperihtqndent

atthe Sunday-school said he wouldiuive a

Bible to any boy or girl e might-decom-
ménd, and I ean recommend you, CGome.”

IHer shawl was now thrown over her
shoulders, and, taking her hat from . its
nail, she passed out doors. Johnnic fol-
lowed her, and as they wentup the nmrow
lane leading from her home by the docks
to the main street of - ghe seaport town his
vivacity returned and he talked in a de-
lighted fashion of the present he expected
to receive.

“Tt is o pretty good thing for folks to
give away Bibles,” said Johnnie, ‘“when
you don’t happen to have any.”

%I know it,” replied Magyie in a mood
of great dissatisfaction with herself. Re-
luctant to take a promised walk with this
boy wanting and eager to obtain a Bible !
Significant comment on her sincerity of
desire to apply Sunday’s teachings to prac-
tieal life !~ The Bible was obtained, John-
nie was made happy, and Maggic returned
to her home,

¢ Father ought to be here very soon,”
she said, ““I will step down to the end of
the dock and try to get somo sign of him,
He generally stops to pick up driftwood
and that many detain him.” ,

Looking off upon the rapidly davkening
surfaco of the water, she could see nothing
of the fisherman’s boat. He picked up
through the year in the river or on the

shore sufficient driftwood to feed the ex-’

ceedinglygood appetiteof the kitchen stove.
Sometimes the stern and the bow of his

‘boat would be piled high with wood, and

between the two heaps the fisherman would
sit and stoutly pull for home. No fisher-
man to-night betiveen two heaps of wood.

What is' tho matter { wondered Muggie,
slowly going from the dock up to the house.
She resumed her knitting after lighting the
kitchen lamp ‘and tried to fasten her
thoughts again on Sunday’s teachings.
She was svon rising up into an atmosphore
of gaintly thinking when she heard a heavy
step. : : C :
‘,l‘I know who that is!” sho oxclaimed.
¢ QOh, that's father -

Sho arose, went to a door -leading into
tho little mtry between the kitechen and
the door into tho lane, and exelaimed, *O
" ther, that you? You have gothome proetty
late®  Did you stop for driftwood ?”

Yes, that's the word.

‘¢ Yes, Maggie.” K
Ho sighed. . |
She could see his form indistinetly, there

in the darkened entry, and said to herself,

“Poor man | e has got his arms full of

driftwood, I expect.

He sighed again. . i

¢ Yes, Maggie, gob a lot of driftwood to-
night. A boatload of it. Oh, oh,-oh !”

Groaning he staggered into the kitchen,
his arms bearing—her brother Joe, stupid,
senseless, drunk ! He deposited Joe on an
old lounge and then sank down beside him,
covering his face with his hands, crying
out, ¢ Oh, my poor, foolish Joe {” *

“Why, father I” said Maggic in her ex-
treme astonishment, ‘‘howis this? And
yet I haven't felt just easy. That Bill
Smith has been hanging round here and I
was afraid Joe would go off with him.”-

“You have guessed it,” said the poor
father, groaning. *‘I saw ’em both on
Spring’s Island, their boat most adrift, and
they—drunk. How I got ’em into my boat
and rowed ’em homo I don’t know. Drift-
wood? Oh, oh, my poor Joe!” ~

“Where is Bill¥’ .

¢ His folks were on the wharf and took

him home.. O Joe !” . .

Maggie's father had not yet raised his
head.  Joe’s shame was a cruel blow to the
fisherman. He was a’ man of womanly
tenderness of fecling, and since the death
of Joe's mother the father. had watched
anxiously over the boy, more impulsive
and thoughtless than vicious., The father
had shown all of a mother’s solicitous ten-
derness. Maggie wasa very resclute char-
acter and very exact in her sense of justice.
As she stood 1n the floor, her arms folded,
she hardly knew what tosay. Shesaw the
bowed form of her father and then she
thought of the drunken Joe on his bed to
which the fisherman had now taken him.
Hor feelings were divided between those
of indignation and pity. She pitied her
father extremely, and to think Joe should
bring this burden of suffering upon -that
parent’s sensitive nature ! Fow gray and
old and broken he looked !

Maggic flamed’ forth, *I~I—I—T am
indignant, father! To think you should
be made to, sufer this way! Driftwood !

e

I tell you how I feel. If I had my:way,
I'd pack Joo and Bill into that boat and

set them adrift ! It would bo driftwood
then, T guess. IEI don't give Joo a picce
of my mindin the morning#” -

“Qh,” said her father feebly, ‘T doubt
if that will feteh him, sis.”

e always called her *“sis” when he had
any speeial appeal to make to her.

““Well, father, come and have some sup-

er.”
! That was a practical suggestion, and the
{isherman in his weakness almost staggered
up to the table as if he were in Joe’s condi-
tion.

“8it down, father. You'vegot one per-
son who will stand by you. - Have some
‘ten and boast? I fried some potatoes and
fish for you.” )

She knew exactly what he wanted and
did not wait for an answer, but with great
energy brought forward his supper, slam-
ming the dishes, hastily pouring the tea,
and in her fierco action continuing to ex-
press hier mind.

¢ Look oub, sis !’ remonstrated her fa-
ther gently. )

¢ will, father, though I should not be
surprised if I did somethingawful. If that
Bill Smith comes round to-morrow—"

She did not say whether she would hang,
burn, shoot, or poison him, but hastily
stopped. She saw it did her father no
good, and with tact she changed her course,
and paid that silent attention to his per-
sonal comfort always so accoptable. She
brought him his soft,” easy slippers. She
held out Liy old dressing-gown that her
own fingers had made. She Dbrushed
smoothly down his gray, rumpled locks,
Preceding him with a light, she led him to
his chamber and left him there.

Sho went to bed in a whirlwind of -feel-
ing, saying her prayers as usual but not
enjoying them. When was Faster Sun.
day? She had not given it a thought since
her father’'s reburn,  That night she had a
dream, - She scemed to -bo down on the
bank of the riverswathed by a mist. Out
of this came & boat, and was it her father
that stopped out of tho boat bearing Joe?

T was mistaken,” she eried confusedly
and in astonishment, for as the bearer drew

- [near her ho changed, and lo! the Saviour

e must be tired.”

went by ! He did not seem to see her, for

| his head was bowed and he was intent on

cirrying some kind of o heavy burden. - At
first sho thought of the picture she had
seen in which the Good Shepherd comes
from the wild desert bearing the lost sheep
on his broad, patient shoulders. Then thero
was & change. - '

.4 What P ghe said in surprise. *‘That—
thit Joe on hisshoulder ¥ Tho Shepherd
passed quickly out of eight, his drooping
fage full of patience and compassion, a-
strong, while a suffering face, the swme vis-
age as that of the Man of Sorrows marred
upon the cross for a world’ssins. BEvery-.
thing now scomeéd to be going into a fog,
and yeb a voice rang out clear and sweet,
“For ye were as sheep going astray.”

What was it? On Sunday onc’of the
meh in the choir sang that sentence. Was
Maggie in c¢hurch again, listening to the
strong, sweet singer, or did the Shepherd
say ‘this, his beautiful voico making the
music? She could not say, for thc mist
thickened and she sank into its depths and
rested there in slumber. o

44T will do as I was taught on Sunday,”
she said to herself in the morning. ‘1
will try what viitue tliere may be in love
when I see Joe.” ’ :

She prepared the breakfast with unusual
care. She made one or two little dishes
that Joe liked. She warmed his slippers
for him, and placed his favorite rocking- |
chair near the stove. Joe came out of his
room looking shabby, haggard, and miser-
able. ¥e knew what Maggio could do'by
way of reprimand, and he was fully aware
that he deserved it. Instead, she treated
him with special affection, e saw that
she was grieved, but she hurled no harsh
word at him. Joe wag not prepared for
this. At the table he broke down entirely,
dropped his head on thetable, eried,andsaid,

¢ Maggie, youand fatherare too kind, 1
Tam justa foolandawretch. Do helpme!”

“We will help you, Joe; and you ask
God to help you.” .

¢ T—will,  Whois that? he saild as he
chanced to look at the window.. It was
Bill Smith lounging on the pavement in
readiness to eatell up and carry oft yester-
day's partner, and Joe had previously
mide uphis mind to accompany “him, es-
pecially if Maggic ‘ pitched into Lim.”

“4 Can’t go now.” he said. ¢ Maggie,”
he added aloud, *‘that's Bill, and he can’t
have me.” . »
“No, no, Joc! You stay 2t home to-
day.” ) -

But, what about the morrow, and the
next day and the day after and. all the
future? What could be done with Joe ?

Joln Darby, thatvery day, rushed in his
impulsive way into the kitehen.,

* O Maggie !” ho exclaimed, “I—I am
going to sea. Up to that place where wo
went Jast night I went again to-day, and
meb a sea-captain, a friend of your super-
intendent, and he takes me on his voyage
next week, and hie wants another boy, and
can't we have Joe 9" .

‘“Thank God I” Maggic thought, *That
will keep Joe out of temptation, if he will
only go, and he will come back from sea
strong.” .

Joc went to sea.

One day the fisherman brought a letter
home. . :

*“Sce, Maggic. Been to the post-oftice,
and this is from Joe.”

“**Joe, father 77 _

“Yes. Sent from Europe.”

This special moessage was for Mageio :
e . .

Tell Maggie T am trying to lead a new
life. - Sho will be glad to know thab the
Biblo she took trouble to get for Johnnie
I have been reading, for somehow I forgot
to bring mine. I want you two to know
that I am going to follow it.” .

‘“ Thank God!” - sail the fisherman.
¢“ Mot just-a-going to read, but follow.”

Maggic was silent bubgrateful. erjoy
ghone in her eyes. Like Mary of old who
met her Lord in the garden on tho Baster
morning, Maggio has found her Lord in a
new joy, a new peace, a new blessing,

She in her Jife had repeated his example
of self-giving. She notonly ““rend of”
but followed Him ‘“who his own self bare
our sing in his own body on the tree, that
we, being dead to sins, should live unto
righteousness ; by whoso stripes yo ‘were
healed. Torye were assheep going astray,
but aro now returned unto the Shepherd
and Bishop of your souls.”—Ilustrated
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