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PHILLIPS BROOKS
: || BY DLISS GARMAN." =
) Tlns is the while winter day of his buria
’.l‘xme lias sob. here.of his toiling thespun .
E ‘Earthward, naught clse. Cheerhlm out through
“the portal,
Heart beut of Boston, our utmesh m ma.n !

Out:in’ tho 'hrond open sun bo his'funeral, .
Under the blue, for the city to sec. ;
0\ er the grieving crowd mourn for him, bugle'
Churches be narrow to hold such as he. RS Vi

Here on the steps of the templo he buﬂded :
Rest him a space, while the great city squm'e
r hrongs with his people, . his thousands, his
mourners; .
'I‘eazsfor his peace, and a multitude’s prayer. N

How comes it, thmk ¥ on. the town’straflic pa.uses
Thus at lugh noon? Can wo wealth-mongers
- grieve? a
Hele in the sad surprise greatosb Americn. [
Shows for & ‘monicnt her hen.rt on her sleeve.

She; who is said to give life-blood for sxlver,
Pxo\'cs, without . show, she scts lngher than
‘gold .
Just; the straight manhood, clean. gcnt:le, u.nd
| fearless,
" Munde.in God’s Iikeness once more as of old.

more the crudoe mu.keslnfb law over
proven,— |

Soul pent from sin will seek God in despxte H
Oneo more tho gladder way wins revelation,~

Soul benton God forgets ovil outright.

Once more tho seraph voice sounding to benuty'.
Once more - the trumpet tonguo bxddmg, No
fear
Once more the new purer p]u.n's by mdxcutxon,
Maun be God's foreeast, and heaven is here.

Bear him to burial, Harvard, thy hero! -
Yot on thy shoulders alone is ho borne ;.
‘I"hey of the burden go forth on tho morrow,
Heavy andslow, {thr ough & world left forlorn,

No. grief for hm\, for onrselves tho lamentmg H
IWhat giant arm to stay courage upnow?}’
March we a thousand file up to the city,
Fellow with follow linked ; he taught us how !

Once

Never dismayed at the dark or the distance!
Never deployed for the steep or the'storm !
Hoear him say, *Hold fast, the mght wcnrs to

“morning! - .
Thxs God of promise is God to 'perform "

Up.with thee, heart of fear, high as the heaven !
Theu hast Lnov\m one wore this\lifewi ithout
- stain,
“What if for thee and me,—street Ya.rd or Com-
mon,—
Such a white ce.ptum nppenr not ngtunl

. Fxghb on alone! Let tho faltermg' spirit
JWithin thee recall how he-carried o host,
Reurwm'd and van, as Wind sﬁoulders a dust
" heap.
One Way till stmfe be done, strive cach his
most.

Lake the last vesture of beauty, upon thee,

Thou doubting world ; and with not an eye dii,
Say, when they ask if thou knowest o Saviour,
- **Brooks was His brother, nnd wo have known

him ” . .
—~N. Y. Indcpcndent

MISS BROWN'S LITTLE, GIRLS.
BY ANNIE F' “WILSON. -

-Only a plain little woman such as one
meets any day on the streets of our crowded
cities, With scarcely a passing glance, and
yet if ‘you had paused % speak- to Miss
Brown she would-have looked up with clear,
br;rrhb eyes and a smile'thas was sweet and
winning, though it~ vanished mto lines of
patxence, and left behind an impression
of liopeless submission to mevxtable‘ Jrud-

¢

¥ E?’]’nfe does seem ha.rdly worth living,”

she was saying to herself that suinmer day,
4 when its sole aim is to keep soul and body
tonet:her. Food.to eat and clothes to wear,
and for that T must toil andstrive and plan.
What was Iborn for, I wonder, tmd why
need I hve tmy longer !

35 sts Brown mmnma wa.nts to seo you,”
chirped.a.sweeb ¢hild voice, its owner run-
-ing down to'thg gate .
says, won't you,com in

- It was: one o

Brown sewed ‘for o living; - spring:and fal

So she went in.as . mquested and made an

_engagement for the'naxt day." Thisrelieved'|

“her nnnety for™ the brend and’ meat of
“soveral weeks to come, thounrh it meant hard
.work and tived evemnvs, Wxth somebzmes
achmf' back and head.

fn.ther motherarnd sistérs. - Evenwhen they
| were all gone; she was ‘still mistress of the |-

N lawyers and'a distant’ relative. - Then she |

"| besides.

* | appeal to lead this poor soul to Christ. She

‘ heathen lands! do you '’ ask? Al, I carry

. thhoub any expectition of’ being, inter-

. r.:nve o encournffomenb to: quesblomng, 80

- ithe hotises Whele sts ,

1| ‘eyes.that sought’ somopnrtlcuh\r item.

" Onéce Miss Brown' had ]mrl 4 home with

little farm, and ‘though alone; hid managed.
very well with the old-trusted servants,
born and raised on the pln.ce but somehow,’
. | being ‘only. &' woman; it -had all-slipped
through her fingers-into the hands.of the

had come to the city to tiy -to make a liv-
ing, and the’ hard struggle of merc exis-
ence had left small leisure for anything
Her ‘religion went with' all*the
rest, Not once had.she entered - city
church. * Ifher conscience had aught to say
.| about it, she answered its upbraldmgs \uth
the well-worn excuso of *‘pothing to'wear,”

and easily persuaded herself that this and
her dread of going into a stumae church
fully Justlﬁed her. e X

T wish you would g0 with me Just tlus
once,” said Mrs. Sedden, when Wednesda.y
mghb came,

The samo invitation had often been gwen
before, for, Mrs. Sedden was not too proud
and selﬁsh to show sympathy and’Christian
interest in those in her employ She.was
so unusually urgent this time 'that Miss
Brown could not- very well refuse ; so she
wenb.

“ Man proposes, God dlsposes " Mrs.
Sedden was filled with uneasy regret when
she found a stranger in the pulpit, still
more when it proved to be a missionary

alk.
She had so_ hoped for o simple, earnest

did not know it was God's own message for
the lonely, loveless heaxt,
“Why go! why send your money to

in my pocket a little pieco of paper which
answers the question so well that whenever
I look at it T 'wish I were thousand men,
every one ready to go.”

He held up.in sxghb ofalla dmgmm giv-
ing the proportion of heathen and nommal
Christians in the. world.

't Bo many millions in the blackness of
paganism, qnd only one tiny white spot—
one million' as yet rescued from itsgloom.”

Ilis fuce was full of the earnestness of
absolute sincerity and.thorough consecra; |-
tion. Some who listened may have, found
nothing extraordinary in”him 6r"in what!
he s:ud but, Miss Brown; who ‘had gone’

ested, was not only lifted out of “hér in-,
dlﬂ'erence, tut carried along by his enthu-
sinsm, and a little sced was dropped into
her heart. At first it was only & questxou :
¢Tg there anything I ean do to help in-
crease that little white square of hunian
souls "  The seedling was near being
blown away nnmedmtely by a counter ques-.
tion of doubt and unbelief ;: ¢ Why think
of it when I can scarcely manage to keep
soul and body together " "«
Neverthless- it had sunk too deep al-
ready to be lightly disposed of, and all the
way home it was stirring: w1thm her like
some living thing tnkxng root. -As she
moved about her empby, silent room queer
little Chinese, Hindu and African faces
peered at her from the blank walls plead-
ing to be Joved and helped
“Torgetful-of the. day's work and.weari-

ness Miss Brown sat out a long thoughtful
hour before her mengrefire.” An unwonted | ©
brightness ‘shone oub through het face ab
lasb and diffused itself throutrh every move-
‘ment as she rouséd herself %o prepare. for
bed, murmuring ; * It will be something
to live for anyhow,” and then for the first|
time for a long while she was not too tired
to sy her prayers, justone snane petmon
sent up with childlike faith. »

Father, Iam no botter thann hent,hen mysolf
but help me to do something for those who :arc
worse off than I, who know nob ot tho Sm iour
W homIlmvo forgotten - T

M Sedden was" smprlsed, a few days
hen Miss Brown picked up &' mis-
slonm' magazine: and asked if she might
home to' réad, but the. quiet face

thelittls womian carried ‘her secret away
with'hér and talked it all'out to herself, as
lr:m mpldly through the;magizine thh

“ Twenby-four dolhus to support o little
‘Chinese glrl at-scliool,”” she- exclaimed- in
exultant tones, about- fifty cents a week,

surely I coiild save that much.,”

Then pencll and paper. went to work to

-] order and send ‘it off.:

1 “Then the people re_]mced for that they

year to year..

1 worsted.

* Next came'a small, dark-faced d‘tughter

‘courit up the absolute necessaries and see
‘where the fifty cerntd’could come froin: *

- The result was evidently antisfactory; for
the next move wasto take froni‘the bottom |
of her'trunk a pretty little  plush Jbox; one’
of her few relics of former (days.;s 4. This
shall be iy bank,’ - she so.xd tlymg the key
i-the lock, -

" A year pnsses, and MISS Brown is hurry-
ing home one Saturday night with a spring

in her step and a light in he). eye you hzwe S

never seen before. ' - .

She carries in’ her pocket the last msbal-
ment of her twenty-four dollars.
ter is written, has been for weeks, all but
‘the date, and. directed to the Secretary:of
Foreign Missionis, asking permxsslon to
assume the support of o little girlina China
mission” school, and Monday morning on
her way to worlk she will get the money

. To think of her being-able todait! Nor,
]ns lshe mlssed bhe hulf—dollnrs so ' very
inuch.

offered ‘willingly.” Miss- Brown’s Bible
readings had'not been very Yegular or sys-
temmc, for ‘she was too. hurned in the:|:
morning and too tired and sleepy at night.
She had noidea from what part of the Bible
the words came ‘but she knew she was one’
of the people’ it meant, and when she sat
down to supper it almost seemed as if there
were a little olive-skinned girl opposite her,
sonl]ebody to love, and that reully belonged
to her.

Time creeps on, nddmv month to month,
Miss Brown still goes “her
round, making the pretty clothes for other
people, whosé money buys her bread and
meat and simple wardrobe. But the part
she earns does something besides, that
sweetens all the toil and . ta.l\es the bitter-
ness out’ of her hard life. Instead of the
all-aloneness that once marked her so
pathetically, thereis always.a brisk, cheery
way about her, and a quiet happy smile on
her face as if -something pleaszmb awaited
her at home. ,

 —

Leﬁ us follow her this Christmas eve as
she wends her way homewsrd, her smile
deepening at everystep. It is. riot because

Mrs. Sedden has invited her to tuke Christ-.|.
are- troubles WOrse than that, and our

mas dinner with them, though she fully
appreciates her. kindness, nor has she any
suspicion of a daintily laden baskeb await-
ing her in that little third story room.

Under her arm she’ carries an odd- looking |

bundle which may have somebhmg to do
with it.

‘“When bonnet and wrappings are put
away, o small fire kindled in the stove aud
the coffes made, she sits down with the
bundle in her hand and three or four pic-
tures rescued from the children’s clippings
at Mrs, Sedden’s. -Shelooked at them one
by one with real fondness, and then pro-
ceeded to open her bundle. - It contained
a bunch of oat straw and a skein of bright

1 actually did go and buy myself a
Christmas gtfk bubit was not very extrava-
gant, was 167" she ‘said as if speaking to
the picture of a Chinese girl, which she
singled from the rest'as her oldest pet, and
mefu]]y smoothing. -out . the -dogs-cared
corners and rubbing 1eg1etfu]ly at the
finger-printed edges, she proceeded to frame
it ‘with the oat straw, leaving the heads for
ornament and tying atthe corners withthe
zephyr, - talking all ‘the avhile to ‘‘dear
little ‘Ahlan’ as if this common print from
a ten: .Ldvertlsement had been her reol
Photograph: -

of ]'ndm, lookmg at her with large, Innguid
gyes) My little Hindu,” Miss Brown
wurmuyred, as'sho décorated hor in similar
‘nanner,. “how I would like to kiss those
very hps e

‘Last, but not; ]enst ‘was'n little Mexican
glrl Ib is.trup: these pictures were but
geraps “picked : from ' trash gatherings, but
to Miss Brown'they represented three real
little girls, o “whom her: éarnings secured
the privileges of a mission schoul and so
when sheé; had hung them:.up on the wall in
& protty group, itSwas ot only that the
gay flecks of brightness standing out from
the -dingy. surfnce ‘zave the’ weary.eyes
something to rest upon, but each individual
faco was as aliving presence to the heart-

/| saying :

The let- |-

hungry woman, und her one-plate supper

became o fenst of . love w1th her pxecwus :

htt.le girls,.

 She. was never. too sleepy or txred to pmy ;
now,.and ‘the burden of - her desires was .
their salvation, her sweetest: hope to-meet .
them all: -in. heaven at:last, and present "

them -with-joy. to her: Lord and Master,
God hath ngen me.

"RICH IN ’HERv POVERTY.
As I was crossing. ‘i

carrying a Jarge markeét basket,

Her face told thié life full of. hardshlp ,

and privation which had  been her lot, and
and'yet there was an expression of peace
and joy which spoke of some hidden spring
within, - I had known ‘her.in_the darkest

hour of her trial, When her husband, who

was a mason - by trade,” had been brought

home a cripple ; when lier children were .

erying for food, and she had not known

{ where to turn for * daily bread.” . Yet her

faith had never wavered, and had carried
her triumphantly throutrh all her trials,

- T'had lost sight of hex for some time, and
was glad to meet her again. After asking
for her welfare, and heanng that she was
now comfortable in the home of one of her

sonis, I said *¢ Well, Mrs. B—, youhave

an advantage over me in one thing. You
have known what it is to be very poor,
and can feel for those who suffer from
want, more, perhaps, than I ean, who have
alw'xys had a dollar.in ‘my pocket.”’

Her reply was : *‘ But-I have never been
80 very poor.
clothing.”

“Yes,” Isaid,. “put you hive kuown
what it was to be ccld and hungry,
member when you were picking up coals
on the.railway, and did not know where

1to find the next morsel to put into your

children’s mouths.”

She sat silent for a while, 'ancl then,
looking up, ‘she said : ¢ I think, sir,- that
pelhaps you feel more sorry for the suffer-
ings of .the poor than I do.
have never liad to suffer in that way, think

‘that want and misery are too dreadful, and
‘annok - be.. borne,

I, who have been
through it all, know that they can. There
heavenly Father.is caring: for us just asg
much when we are hungry as when he
gives us plenty.”

She had prayed for ¢ daily brcad ? for
spiritual  strength as well as for bodily
need, and her prayer had been answered.

I looked ab her in speechless wonder,
Toiling early and late, amid sickness and
sorrow, for the bare necessaries of hfe, as I
knew she had done, suffering agonies of
body aud mind as fow of us could imagine
it possible that we could suffer and hve,
her faith had risen above it all, .

To her, human misery seemed as nothing-

when compared to the- highér spiritual lifo
which she had attained,  Shehad found the
““true. bread which ‘cometh down from
heaven and giveth life unto the world »

A STORY OF OLD TIMES, -

A young .Englishwoman Was sent to
France to be educated in & Huguenot school
in Paris. - A few evenings: before the fatal
massacre of St. Bartholomew's day,. she
and some of her young companions were
taking a walk in a quiet part of the town
where there were sentinels placed. :One
of tho soldiers, as the young ladies passed

him, besought them to have the charity to -

brmg him a little water, adding that heé was
very ill, and that it would be as much.as
his life was worth . to leave his post and go
fetch it himself.

Tho ladies walked on much offended at
the man for presuming to speak to them at
all, but the young Englishwoman, whose
compassion was moved, leaving her party,
procured some water and brought it to tho-
soldier. - He begged her to.tell.him . her
name and place of ubodo, ind thigshé:did,”

Some .of . her ; companions: blamed<and
others ridiculed her attention to.a common - |§

soldier, -but’ they scon had reason’to la-
ment that they had not. been ‘equally ¢ com:

pasiondte, for the soldier contrived ox. the .

night: of the massacre to save the Enghsh-

woman while the others in the house were f

killed, —Alha'nce News. .
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‘Behold, I und the ehxldren w lnch

ferry from Ne\vg
York._to-Hoboken, one. dayin_ the enrly
spring, T recognized an-old: acquamtnuoe in °
the "person ‘of ' Gérman” woman ‘who' was I

I have always had food and |f.

I re--

You, who '




