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OUB HOME CIRCLE.

COMFORT ONE ANOTHER.

BT MRS. MARGARET E. SAXG8TBR.

Comfort one another;
For the wav is growing dicary,
The feet arc often weary,

And the heart is very sad.
There is heavy burden-bearing,
When it seems that none are caring.

And we half forget that ever we were glad.
Comfort one another;

With the band-clasp close and tender, 
With the sweetness love can render,

And the looks of friendly eyes.
Do not wait with grace unspoken,
While life’s daily bread is broken,

Gentle speech is oft like manna from the 
sides.

Comfort one another ;
There are words of music paging,
Down the ages, sweet as singing 

Of the happy choirs above.
Ransomed saint and mighty angel,
Lift the grand, deep-voiced evangel, 

Where fbrerer they are praising the eternal 
love. .

Comfort one another ;
By the hope of him who sought ns,
In our peril—him who bought us.

Paying with his precious blood :
By the Itith that will not alter,
Trusting strength that shall not falter - 

Leaning on uns divinely good.
Comfort one another;

Let fhe grave-gioom lie behind you, 
While the Spirit’s words remind you 

Of the home beyond the tomb.
Where no more is pain or porting, 

starting, 
and for all his

Fever’s flush or tear-drop starting, 
But the presence of the Lora,

people room.
—Indtptndtni.

A VERY PRESENT HELP.
BT MBS. HARRIET A. HOBABT.

’'Poor Mrs. Clements ! She has 
given up completely. She says she 
‘ cannot be reconciled to the way 
she has been dealt with.’ She used 
to delight in the thought that God 
was her loving Father. Bat since 
he has so cmielly afflicted her, she 
can only believe him to be a* un
just, vindictive bei ng. She has lost 
all hope and comfort !

‘ Perhaps, Julia,’ said Aunt Mar
tha, in reply to this sympathetic 
outburst or mine, ‘the real cause of 
Mrs. Clements’ distress may be in 
herself. I fear she has forgotten 
that we are taught in the Word 
that he changeth not : * The same 
yesterday, today and forever/

‘ Aunt Martha V 1 exclamed with 
some excitement, ‘I am not at all 
surprised that Mis. Clements feels 
ao bitterly. I am sure I should ifl 
were in her place. Only to think 
of what she has suffered 1 Her hus
band and child taken in one year; 
her aged mother helpless with par
alysis ; now her only sister dying 
so suddenly, and her own delicate 
health ! No wonder she thinks that 
she has had more than her share to 
bear, and feels that there is no mer
cy in it !’

‘Julia 1’ and the gentle voice that 
had a sweet persuasiveness, remind
ing you of the apostolic injunction, 
‘speaking the truth in love,’ trem
bled, and the brown eyes filled with 
tears, as Aunt Martha repeated :
‘ Julia, my child, the acceptance of 
God in Christ, the willing trust of 
the sottt In him; the' mad belief 
that be is, according to bis word, a 
being of infinite justice and over- 
watchful love, in the only source of 
rest and comfort ip adversity. 
With this, it is wonderful how 
serene the "Soul can be in the midst 
of trials and grief and pain. With
out this trust, when the great storms 
of life are encountered, the poor 
lonely soul is tossed upon the bil
lows and is dark and dreary. My 
child, there is A mighty power ira-

Eirtod when we cling to Christ, 
ight and life are in him.’
I was beginning to feel ashamed 

of what I had said, and becoming 
conscious that I knew nothing about 
God, so I said softly :

‘ Auntie, this is all new to me ! 
Tou can speak from experience. 
You have laid away so many of 

our loved ones in the grave, and 
îave had so much real sorrow, that 

you know all about those things, 
while I know nothing.. What little 
trouble 1 have had, has hardened 
my heart agaiast God. But you 
have learned to understand him. 
It seemed to me when you spoke of 
God in Christ, a few moments since, 
that you felt acquainted with him, 
and were sure that what you said 
was true. He is so for off to me, and 
everything is so strangely mixed 
up. Why does God let all these 
dreadful things happen ?’

‘My dear Julia I’ (Oh how ten
derly Aunt Martha spoke !) “ It is
our privilege to become acquainted 
with God, through his word and the 
influence of the lloly Spirit; so that, 
according to our poor measure, we 
may understand his blessed charac
ter. I have learned so much of him 
that, like a well-spring of life, it 
makes the desert places glad t 
me.’

‘ But, auntie, why does God send 
so much trouble to some people ?’

‘ This discipline of sorrow and 
suffering, Julia, is a part of our in
heritance, and not because God wil
lingly afflicts the children of men. 
These things I know from the word, 
that ‘ he is the giver of every good 
and perfect gift that not even a 
sparrow falleth to the ground ‘ with
out your Father.’ That ‘ the very

rhi

hairs of your head are all number
ed.’ That God deals with us as 
reasonable and accountable beings, 
‘ For, unto whomsoever much is 
given, of him shall much be requir
ed.’ Our sins and iniquities and 
ignorance are the causes of our mis
fortunes. Knowing these things, I 
seek to learn who is responsible 
when accidents or sickness occur, 
instead of blaming my loving, mer
ciful Redeemer.’

‘ Now, I begin to see why you 
are always so cheerful and hopeful, 
auntie,' I said. ‘This is why you 
forget your own sorrows in sympa
thizing with others ; why the wel
fare of the world is of so much im
portance to you ; why, instead of 
needing solace yourself, you are 
always comforting others. Oh, 
Auntie, if I could only be like you 
I should be a better woman!” I 
thought as I bent over my work.

We had been sitting in Aunt Mar
tha’s cosy parlor, engaged, while we 
talked, on some sewing which my 
aunt had brought home from Mrs. 
Clements to finish for her. We 
were interrupted by a messenger 
saying that Mrs. Clements was in 

reat distress, and. desired to see 
unt Martha immediately.
In a few minutes we were ushered 

into the darkened ’ rooth, in which 
our friend had for several days seclud
ed herself. After kindly inquiring 
and ascertaining that there had been 
no new cause of trouble, Aunt Mar
tha-seated herself near M™- Clem-, 
sots’ lounge and observed cheer
fully—

‘ I am glad that it is ao well with 
yon ; I feared that you or your mo
ther had been taken more seriously 
ill/ ; ' ' : : : ; :........... • *

‘ Well with me 1 don't say that, 
Martha ! It is not well with me. I 
am perfectly wretched,’ exclaimed 
Mrs. Clements. ‘ Everything is 
wrong with me. My good, kind 
husband gone, who would have 
taken such care of me, now in my 
sorrow. Oh, why was I not killed ? 
Why was I left here in this house 
which he built and furnished ? 
Why was he allowed to fall fh>m 
that scaffolding ? Why was my' 
darling boy called from me ? Did 
I not need him ? And now to take 
from tne my sister : no one left me 
but my poor, helpless mother 1 Oh, 
it is too cruel ; it is too much to 
bear.’ After sobbing and moaning 
piteously for a while, she contin
ued : ‘If God had even spared me 
Emily. I know she was careless 
the night before she was taken ill. 
She should have put on her wraps 
on leaving that warm hall. Yet 
others are spared who take no bet
ter care of themselves than she did. 
Why must the croup come to my 
boy ? Why afflict my mother ? 
There is no mercy in it’

‘ My dear old friend,' said Aunt 
Martha, drawing up close to the 
lounge, and taking one oi the suffer
er’s limp hands between her own,
‘ I have wanted you to tell me some
time, when you felt Able, the cir
cumstances of your hatband's death. 
You know I was not here when it 
happened. He was usually so ob
servant. How did he foil ? Do 
you suppose he had any idea that 
the supports bad been removed 
from the staging ?’ >

Aunt Martha had secured her at
tention, and she replied very sad
ly

‘ Yes, he knew nbotit it, but he 
forgot. He was very much hurried 
that morning. He was anxious to 
begin on the bank- contract that 
day. Ho . told me himself in the 
morning before leaving homo, that 
he had orderetTthe men to take 
down the scaffolding. When he 
stepped out on it himself, he never 
thought how insecure it was. That 
bank contract must have been in 
bis mind. Oh, it was dreadful, 
dreadful 1’ • “

‘ Yes, it was, and a terrible shock 
to you. Do you think he was per
fectly well that day, and ia his us
ual mind ?’ inquired Aunt Martha.

‘ I know he was,’ came the weary 
reply. ‘ He never was in better 
health, nor more ambitious than he 
was that day.’

‘ Then you think, dear, if he had 
not been so anxious, and so burned 
about commencing that other con
tract, the accident need not have 
occurred ?’

‘ I don’t believe it would,’ said 
Mrs. Clements.

‘Was there any necessity for him 
to be anxious to begin at that par
ticular time V

* Oh, no,’ was the reply, ‘ only it 
was a profitable job, and he wanted 
to make all he could.’

‘ Then If he had been as cautious 
as he usually was, you think he 
would not have fallen T

‘ I think so. Oh, dear ! I am 
sure,’ said the widow, ‘ if he had 
only stopped to think it would have 
been all right. But, Martha,’ she 
added in a more interested and earn
est manner, ‘ you do not think that 
he was responsible for his own 

[ death ?’
| ‘ I think he was, dear,’ quietly
replied Aunt Martha,

‘ Don’t you believe God could and God is doing all that can be 
have prevented his falling, if he done for us, it is not right to charge 
hud chosen ?’ eagerly inquired Mrs. him with afflicting us. Oh Martha, 
Clements. j I am so glad to see this ! I wanted

‘ Not unless be had, at the same ; to be at peace with God, but I could 
time, changed all your husband’s ; not before ; it seemed so dark and_ . y
relations to himself, in regard to 
accountability, and altered princi
ples in nature that give stability to 
life and enterprise. To have done 
this at that moment might have in
volved changes which would have 
affected the entire universe.’

‘Martha, they tell me that 1 
must submit to God’s will. Why 
submit* if he did not do it ? Did 
he not Will it And cause it all to 
happen ?

‘ My dear friend, let God himself 
answer you out of Ms word. List
en,” and Aunt Martha repeated :— 
*The Lord God D a sun and 
shield : the Lord will give grace 
and gtorp; no good thing will he 
withhold from them that walk up. 
rightly." • “ God is oar refuge and 
strength, a very present help in 
trouble.” God does not mock us. 
To slay our dear ones, to bring 
trouble, and anguish on us, ana 
then comfort us for that which he 
has done—no, no, dear, human and 
Satanic agencies are the causes of 
our suffering, while our heavenly 
Father is more anxious tti help a# t 
and lead us by even our own 
takes end losses toJan iritelhg1 
and thoughtful life in himself,
We can conceive. We are saoh way
ward, ignorent children, yet so con
ceited and self-satisfied 1 We give 
our Father a great deal of care, I 
fear. Do you remember about 
Freddie's last sickness, dear Mrs. 
Cleméntè ? Perhaps If you could 
recall the circumstances Of how he 
caught that cold which terminated 
in hr* death, it might help yon a 
little/ ■ *-

- •-* Remember! OhI shall never for
get those days. Every occurrence of 
that last week of my darlijmfs life 
is constantly before me. You see I 
took him op to my mother’s. It 
was a bright day, though the wind 
was cold. I did not intend to stay 
long, and so did not, take off his 
furs and leggings.' He found a 
hammer and some blocks and nails, 
and was very happy playing build
er. He was so like bis father. I 
remained a much longer time than 
I had intended ; we were there two 
Of three hours. I. did not realise 
how warm the ehild roast have 
been until after we had, been home 
some time, and he irtkd bee* in the 
cold hall, then I observed that his 
curls hod been quite Wet and the 
lining of hie cap bad colored his 
forehead. He took a ' chill that 
night. The next morning he was 
hoarse. Croup had set in, and noth
ing could save him. Oh, Martha, 
ifl ooold ority have kept my boy f 
It seems as if eàcfi'day I want him 
by me, my antis fairly ache to hold 
him t They have told ‘Tne,” she 
continued,1* that the reason God 
took him was béeetti* tie needed Mhu 
How could he need fcimf Aod 
they try to comfort me by saying 
be has a right to do As he pleases. I

strange. But now I see a little bet
ter why we can safely trust him. 
He has no pleasure in death.’

‘ God in Christ, dear,’ said Aunt 
Martha, “ is sufficient for every ex
igency of life. Now shall we kneel 
down together and ask him to lead 
you to accept him fully, and give 
you grace and wisdom to serve 
him ?’

When we loft that room, light 
had entered the darkness. And not 
only had our dear Mrs. Clements 
entered into rest through believing 
on him who is able to ‘ save to the 
uttermost,’ hut to me also peace had 
come. While I had listened I had 
learned, that ‘ in him is no unright
eousness.1 I sought him with my 
whole heart. I have found him 
and I have proved for many years, 
both in joy and sorrow, * îe e

scenes, exclaiming, “I will really J be sweet when you are aurro 
kill you, for I know you have done ' by bitterness to be trentlo „ 
it purposely.” The lady, Marie when neonle are n<lc*lw

God is
refuge for* us, a very present 
1h trouble.” Now, I am looking 
forward to a time when the Lord 
of lifo shall triumph over all his 
foes, and ‘ the last enemy that shall 
be destroyed is.death.’

BEAÏÏTIFüt THINGS.
„ feces are those that \..

It matters little if dark or fair—
Whoie sealed honesty primed there.
Beautiful face* m» those that show,
Like ehryatai panes wfre* hearth-fire* glow 
Beautiful thought* that barn below.

Beautiful line ere those whose words 
Leap from the heart like tongs of birds,
Y«* wh**autter>noapefedanca fitrd*.
Beautifdl hands'*r« tW ttut do 
Week that* earnest an* bears nod true.

right to de As he pi 
suppose he has. Bat doesit please 
him to afflict us ? What you said

pee those that go 
usines to and fro— 

DMrfcltfrUfctwar*, if God wills it so.

Beautiful shoulders are those tBfet bear 
Ceaseless bardes» ef homely care 
With patient grace nod daily prayer.
Beautiful Urea are those that bless—
W^osVhiddeD'fountidMbut few may guess.

Be*utifnl twilight at set of sun,
Beautiful goal, with race we* won,
BeautM al rest, with work well done.

BetotafU graves, where grasses creep.
Where brow» leaves fall, whore drifts lie 
Over worn-out hands—Oh, beautiful sleep ! 

-FUÔS E. AlUrUm, in “ HouttkoU.”

JHERE SHO W.
We Uve in . an age at __ 

show. The Church and the 
vie with each other in the display 
of finery, and the spiritual settees of 
multitudes of professed Christians 
are smothered in silks and satins..
The wearing

lUVf
apparel, the

« ribbons,"gold ear- 
and bongs that hide 
womanhood, an apol

ogy for # bonnet propped- on the 
book of the head, eed flashy gew
gaws^ steal away the affections from 
God, send leanness into the soul.i 
and, instead of a foil, round, deep 
and abiding experience^ a shallow, 
sentimental utterance is instituted 
in the clash'And experience meet
ings. Is it any wonder that bun

'J

t y<______ _ w
h has made Hrede ofonr people backshde T Even 

thé children imbibe this sOitit Said 
a little girl to us last Sabbath when 
interrogated os to her absence from 
tbe Sabbatb-schooL M hadn’t toy 
spring bonnet." There are hun
dred» of professed Christian parents 
who not only do pothing to check 
this growing.. .tendency among 
their çnildren, hat cultivate it both 
by example yid precept That 
such indulgences are baneful to our

Pover- 
and forfeiture of 

-eternal life;-are the inevitable And 
final results.—Conference Worker.

‘ • • ir 1

about my husbandls.deatl 
me thitiV that perhaps, after all 
God wbuld have been willing that 
he and Freddie should have lived.

“ I believe that would haVe been 
his good pleasure.” said Aunt Mar 
the, firmly, à-* The blessed Lord 
creates us for life and not for death.
But we pervert his plat» by ohr, 
stupidity and ignorance,andoften:by 
our sinfulness. Qee thing, dear,.we 
must never forget though, and that 
is that, no matter what may be the ■ 
occasion of their death, through the ty toward God and
atonement of the Lord Jesns Christ 
he receives all the little ones who 
die to himself and saves them in 
heaven.’ , ? ■. ■ xa . en. ... it

“Do you think, then, Martha, ..... . ...
that parent# and those who have the j.i An Austrian journal reports the 
core of children, »re largely respon
sible for tiieir diseases and death ?’,.

‘ I greatly fear they are,v rcplied 
Aunt Mârtha. ‘He promises to

Berg, who is a member of the fam
ous Meiningen Company, was rescu
ed by the actors just as the infuri
ated tragedian had grasped her by 
the hair. Dawison’s insanity is 
supposed to have been caused by 
the overstrain of mind and body 
during a brilliant campaign in 
America, from which ho returned 
laden with money.

The tenor, Alois Ander, seems to 
have destroyed his intellect by the 
extraordinary means which he took 
to save his voice. One night, dur
ing the performance of the “ Proph
et,” he suddenly found himself 
voiceless. The audience was pain
fully moved, but Ander, at the close 
of the scene, put himself into the 
hands of his servant and dresser, 
who treated him, as an eye-wiiness 
relates, to the following extraordi
nary method of cure : First, both 
his nostrils were stuffed foil ofeouff ; 
next he drank a cup of cold cafe 
noir; thirdly, some glasses of cham
pagne; and lastly, his bead was 
sensed with cold water. This ter
rible “ cure ” was repeated at the 
end of each scene. Herr Staudigl, 
the baritone, one of the first favor
ites of Vienna, suffered both from 
lose of voice and Ices of memory. 
When he làe* appeared oe the boards 
he could neither remember the text 
nor the music of his port .—London 
Globe.

---------T**»-------
DISAGREEABLE DUTIES.

If lifo could Always keep an even 
tenor, arid duty always wear a 
smiling face, how pleasantly ( par 
days would glide away. But no 
lifo is eat to sweet mnsie all along 
Its paths. We meet have ear pain* 
fol experiences we well as our joyfol 
ones, orir days Of shadow as irai as 
of sunshine. /There are timet of 
special And Irritating friction, from 
which none of us can expect to es
cape. We mart accept onr chare of 
things which we do not enjoy, And 
which at the hast we can bet en
dure 1 with patience And fortitude. 
What is the reasonable • couine to 
take Concerning disagreeable du
ties, from going to the dentist’s to 
writing the letter from which we 
shrink, fearing lest it shall displease 
or ammr ita recipient; from saying 
no firteiy though gently, to-spend
ing a precious hoar with a tiresome

when people are curt and Unm.n 
ncrly, to preserve composure wul 
you are treated with rudeness i„ 
wen-d to be self-controlled becau* 
Christ controls you, this is to 1»„ 
out the petty trials of a transient 
existence, and to have heaven U* 
gun below.

OUB YOUNG FOLKS.

A FAITHFUL SHEPHRnn 
BOY.

Gerhardt was a German shepherd 
boy and a noble fellow he was al
though he was very poor. * 

One day he was watching his 
flock, which was feeding in a vallev 
on the borders of a forest, when a 
hunter came out of the woo* and

7 “ How far is it to the nearrat 
forest ?’

DIX m!lG9)&lF, ftD8W#T6j tü6 bov
‘but the road is only a sheep track 

and very easily missed.’ ^
The hunter looked at the croobd 

tr»3k and said : TOa
‘ w»1 yery

thirsty y I hftvc lost idv com pun 
and missed my way ; leattl 
sheep and show me the road ; I will 
pay you well.’

‘ I cannot leave my sheea air ” 
replied Gerhardt. » They* wfa 
stray into the woods an<$ 
eaten by wolves or stolen by'rok 
here/

‘Well, what of that?’ queried the 
the hunter1. ‘ They are not your 
sheep. The loss of one or two 
waaidn’t be mueh to y oar master 
and I’ll give yon more than you*

in* wfeloh does not better 
the sheep should get lest 
i the same asif lKad foot-

might be indefin
d ri vdtoi/fca

INSANITY ON THE STAGE.• v.v iy. , r.r :tj ■ .
!. An Austrian journal reports the 
curione, f&ct that four “ Titans of 
the German stage,'Vas it calls them, 
Bayé lately become insane. The 

Aunt jRârUia. ‘He promises to calamity is due in part, as we under- 
chiMreti who honor their fother and btarid, tb overwork, but in two of 
mother (hat ‘thorr days shrill be the casesday
lotig upon the land.’ And 
who fear him he promises,; ‘ with 
long life will I satisfy him.’ But 
sin comes in and thwarts God’s 
purposes. To make us understand 
now this can be, he has given 
word, which tells us of the death 
penalty of sin. How death passed 
upon all men, for all have sinned.’ 
So, dear, it is not God, but sin that 
slays oar children. It is sin that 
fills our graveyards with the bodies 
of those who should have been 
strong to labor and to do good. God 
gave them work do do here, through 
sin they were cut off, and left their 
work for others to finish.’

By this time Mrs. Clements was 
all attention ; she had risen from 
her lounge, and was looking eager
ly into Aunt Martha’s eyes.

‘I think I see it,’ she said. ‘ You 
mean that death and all we suffer 
are the result of sin, or ignorance 
through sin. We violate some law 
of our being known or unknown, 
and while we alone are responsible,

m ■< -g

the overwork was self- 
to all 1 chosen/ the actors being impelled 

by the ambition of making a for
tune with undue rapidity. Herr 
Matras, of Vienna, whose wonder- 
fol. memory was the amazement of 
theatre-goers* has suddenly become 
incapable of recollecting twenty 
consecutive words. During the last 
season he sho wed a paltifol absence 
of mind, and it was found that he 
had forgotten whole scenes from

Eiecee in which he had played a 
andred times. From that time to 

the present, his mental decline has 
I been swift, though it has not shown 
itself by violent svmptoms, but in a 
quiet and gradual dying out of the 
powers of bis mind The far great
er Bogumil Dawison, on the con
trary, exhibited the opposite symp
toms. His violence in tragic parts 
increased; and one night, while play
ing Othello, he accnsed the Desde- 
mona of the oveniag of having spoilt 
by her conduct a pose which he had 
contemplated. He mshed upon 
her with a drawn sword behind the

If kind-hearted and sanguine people 
kriew how :td deny oe well AA to 
consent, and if when the only wise 
word in their vooobalary moet *he 
no, they could pronounce it clearly. 
Ministers* editors And charitably- 
disposed people In general are cOn- 

ted every week by those whose 
pitifol cases excite their sympathy, 
and whom they long to aid, and vet 
to whom they are cruel if they 
raise hopee which they cannot moke 
oerteiatfoe. j Hard *• it- is to say 
that the article is not available for 
the paper, the editor hoe no choice 
if it really is: mot what he needs, 
and what wilLpleese or profit his 
resdens. Ho must dash the budding 
expectations of his contributor, and 
no sensible contributor will be of
fended thereby. The minister can
not open his parse to every appli
cant, nor take evoty offered publi
cation, nor assist every new Aspir
ant in the field of song or oratory. 
There is a limit to the wealth of the 
richest, and few are able to help 
every worthy object, though the 
heart may prompt them to do what 
they can. Let it be a rule, if “ ho

•have earned in a whole veer.’
* I cannot go, sir,’ rejoined Cfa> 

hardt, vetfy; firmly- “By master 
pote rne for my time, and he frosts 
me with his shew; if I wees tie 
sell esy time which c 
to me and the * 
it WcmM be the 
en them.’
• ‘WoB,’said the hunter,‘rod will 
trust year sheep with me while yoe 
go toy the tills** sbd get me -sees 
food, drink and a guide F I will 
take care Of them for you/

The boy ebook his head,
‘ The sheep,’ said he do not know] 

your voice, and—” he stopped 
speaking. ” \ ' ; * 1

‘ And what? Can’t you 
me ? Do I look like a 
man?’ asked the hunteri 
—4 flkf smm she Auy, 
make mefolse to my I 
to make me false t 
how do I know that 
your word ?’

ri The hnnter laughed, for he 1 
the lad had fairly cornered him. ! 
•aid : .!:• .
•• ‘Isee, my lad, that you 
good, foithfol boy, andlwffli 
get you. Show see thei 
will fry to make it ont i 

u Gerhardt then offeredi 
of bid script to the 
who, coarse as it was, i

must be said, to say it as gently as 
deck 'ma be, but with decision.

grind !
who owned all the country 
The dukewtos so weS?

"W
him shortly alter tbit, and 
educated, Ip after years 
became a great and powerful 
but he remained honest and tons 
his dyiAg day. :rr

into a nuie gin b wvtk-im 
what do you suppose I fou 

Well, in the firat place, 
“bead purse,” about ha

sy
In the second place, nothing is 

gained by deferring.a disagreeable 
interview or procrastinating a 
dreaded piece of work. If it be a 
carpet that mast be taken np and 
turned, the best parts brongnt to 
the middle, and the worse adroitly 
managed so that they will be under 
the bed and out of sight, it might 
just as well be begun to-day as next 
week. Begin it to-day and by the 
next week it will be finished. If 
you owe a call to a fretful, unhap
py woman who will jar upon your 
nerves and disturb your composure, was marked, “ To mÿ dear—1 
do not be cowardly and shirk the 

but make your call. You

NOTHING FINISHED.. •
I onbe had the curiosity to look 

into a little girl’s work-box. And 
l found ?

I found s
purse," about half doss I 

there was, however, no prospect 
it ever being finished, for the need
les were out, and the silk upon the 
spools was all tangled and draws 
into a complete wisp. Laying tiiifi 
aside, I took up a piece of petto 
ed paper, upon which was wrought 
one board of a Bible, and beneath it 
the W3>rde, “ I love—” ; but tfW 
she loved was left for me to guess. 
Beneath the Bible board I found » 
sock, evidently commenced for sonH 
baby-foot; but it had come to a 
stand just upon the little heel, and 
there it seemed doomed to remain. 
Near to the sock was a need le-book, 
one cover of which was neatly mad}

finished,and upon the other partly

matter,
may find the lady in a rare mood 
of sunshine. If you are appointed 
for a missionary society and you 
prefer any other way of working 
For the cause to soliciting money 
for it, nevertheless, if to do that be 
your duty, and yon acknowledge it 
as such, please undertake it at once. 
You will find Alps melting before 
you into mole-hills, and you will 
receive courtesy where you dread
ed rebuff. It will not seem very 
hard after all,, if you do it for 
Christ's sake.

Thirdly, do every disagreeable 
thing as agreeably as you can. To

I need not. however, tell yon al 
that I found there ; but this mart 
I can say, that during my travel! 
in that work-box, I found not a SIS’ 
gle thing complete; and silent A 
they were, these half-finished, forrt* 
en things told me a sad story abfo» 
that little girl.

Remember; my dear yofos 
friends, that it matters but 
what great thing we merely vn*r 
take. Our glory is not in that, to 
what wo accomplish. No body ™ 
the world cares for what we 
to do; but everybody will op® 
their eyes by and by to see w® 
men and women and children 
done.—Childrens Friend.


