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Comfort One Anothaer,
BY MRS, MAROCGARET K. RANGNTKR.

CoxroRrr one anothor;
For the way is growing dreary,
The foet are often weary,
And the heart is very sad .
Theroe is heavy burden hearing,
Whon it seeins that none uro caring,
And wo half forget that ever we were glad.

Comfort one another
With the hand-clasp closo and tender,
\ th the sweotness love can reuder,
And the loohks of friendly eyes.
Do not wait with grace unspoken;
While hfo's daily grcad is broken,
t,entle speech is oft ike muuna from the skiea

Comfort ono another
‘I'here aro words of music ringing
LDown the ages, sweot as singing -
Of the happy choirs above.
Ransormzd eaint and mighty ungel,
Lift the grand, deep-voiced ovangsl,
Where forever they are praising the Eternal

Comfors one another;
By the hope of Him who sought us
In our peril—Him who bought us,
Paying with his precious blood :
By the faith that will not alter,
Trusting atrength that shall not falter,
Leaning on the One divinely good.

Comfort ono another;
Let the grave.gloom lie behind yon,
Whils the Spirit's words remind you

Of the homo beyond the tomb,
\Where no more is pain or jarting,
Fover's flush or tear-drops starting,

But the presence of tho Lord, and for all his
people reom, —lInde,

PROSPEROUS, RIGHTEOUS,
UPRIGHT & (0.
By E. Don_;c—l- MecGregor.
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CHAPTER IV.

OwWNING a coffceestall was by no means

laying at work, at lcast so thought three

y8, named Jinks, Tom, and Pete, when
their first day's work was over and they began
to pack up for the night.

¢ Evetything has sone upside down," Jinks
said dejectedly. **The firs: coffeo wasn't hot,
an’ the noxt was too weak, an’ { don't reckon
we'll have any one for breakfast to-morrow.”

**Indeed, an’ we will,” Tom answered
heartily. ¢ Folks knows as we're now at it,
an' they'll give us another chanco, you see if
they don't: but,” he added seriously, ‘‘we
must get thiogs right to-morrow, or we will
lose customers.”

** \Whero do you buy them buns, Jinks?”
Pete asked, as he packed a lot of cupsinto a
basket.

¢ Jinks looked up from the tiny charcoal
stove he was cleaving.

*“You're a snart X"““g"‘rz” ho said ap-
provingly. ‘¢ I couldn’t have fixed them cups
no better myself—the buns? Oh, Mr. Spence
got ’em from Mra, Andrews, as lives round
tie Square. Sho's kepta big coffec-house there
fer as long as I can mind, an” she's rich, too;
she was awful kind to Mr. Spence, S e lot
him wheel the stall inter her placs every
night, an’ then sho sold him the buans fer just
what sho got ’emn fer in bif lots.”

** Vil she Ao the samo fer us?* Tom asked
anxiously.

* Oh, I gness so0,” Jinks answered with
confidency, ¢ She knows me, an’ she's always
good to them as has just ses up.

“My tbut’'mtired U * Petesaid, stretchin
out lus logs and leaning hard agamnstacano
collee.

** An' my head's sore, just with worriting,”
Jinks added meurafully.

s An' I feel like as though 1'd never donea
day’s work afore, I'm that done out,” Tom
. eoncluded.  *“Still,” he added, **it's ‘cause

we was scart we wonldn't do thinga right.
To-inorrow we'il bo all chirk.”

** Rendy 1 Jinks announced, locking the
little stall sliding window, and then the threo
boys leaoed hard against tho stall aud its
wheols turnod slowly over the hard pavement.

Mrs. Andrews received them in a kindly,
‘hearly way.

* So you'ro goin® to sst up,” shu said, *‘an’
poor Joo has qone. Woll, that's tho way
we'll alf have o get out of the way some day.
Help you? Of ctourse I will. \What's tho

oos of living if we can't help other folks?"”

be 1aid hor hand on Jinks' shoulder. 1
o'poso _you're head; mind you como every

*dav for the buns, an’ I'll ‘give you your coffeo
By WaY; too 1*"
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The boys couldn't thank her, for she re
fused to be thanked, so thay lett ther stadlin
the httle back vard and set out o1 Mr,
Bluck's,  Junks carrted the money bag ander
one snlo of Ins jucket, and Scrups under the
othet, whils Tom had, as usual, charge of the
Chart.  Mr, Black had clearsd a smali table
in his back room, und everything was in
roadiness for the Loys when they arrived at
erght o'clock.

“ Do you mean to work?” he asked, Jook.
ing rather hard at each boy.

** W hy, yes, sir!’ lom answered in sur.
prise; ** wa want to lowsn to read the Chart,
an’ wo're in an awful hurry,”

* Very well,” Mr, Biuck naid quiotly, ** to
work then at ounce.”

;l.‘|\\‘0 hours later threo tired Lut eager boys
said :

**Good night, Mr. Black, can we como to-
morrow night?*"

*“Yes, you mav come to-morrow night,”
Mr. Bluck answered, and the three lads went
out into the chilly might.

They slept in o corner of a porch, not far
off, and awakened stiff and cvold for their
day’s work.

*Shake yourselves an’ muke beliove it's
roastin’," Toin said laughingly.

¢ [t's hot "nough to smother afeller,” Jinks
added, fanning his checks whilo he spoke,

“ We anight runt” Pete suggested, and
right away quick the boys set ott una wild
scamper down the strect.  Ar, Spenco had
chosen a warn, sheltered corner of a hridge
for his atand, and the two little coal-ail fires
over which the coffee was heated, served to
warm people as woll.  Then his coffee was
royal, and he waa never known to sell a atale
bun, so that, everything counted up, it was
no wonder hLis atall becaine a favonrite one.
He had £2.38 in his sinall print bag when he
died, zo the ncw firm started with both capi-
tal and customers. Their second days work
was much more successful, and more than one
rough workingman said, as he turned away
from tho stall :

1 hopo they'll get on—they're plucky
little fcllows.”

‘f'om was, by general consent, soon made
treasurer of <he firm; ia fact, beforo long, he
becams the real head of aflaire.  Jinks had
had experience in the business, but he lacked
Tom's energy and push, so with the best of
Food nature he gradually stepped aside, and
Tom became head mansger. Jinks, howover,
filled a place that was ueither sina!l nor un
fmportact.  His plodding, cautious self
scrved as a holdback upon Towm s rushing,
impulsive way of doing things, and inore than
once he verily saved the firm from disaster.

Peto’s place was never questloned : he was
errand boy, dish washer, and genera! help,
and the men who patronized the atall uften
patted him on the head, and seid kindly :

‘“He's a knowing little chap; it wounldn't
«2em right, hero, without him,”

Sometimes, too, they tried to smooth Scrape’
shaguy little head, but he had hair that
wouldn’t be smoothed, and so they only suc-
ceeded in making bhis littlo terrier lordship
wiggle with delight.

Thus gradually the new firm becume estab
lished, and the Loys found that by hard work
and energy they were able to squeczointoa
tiny spot in this rushing, crushiog, old busi-
ness world.

Thkey slept where they could, an‘ii one
night Mr. Black said briefly; * You can
crcey in under the counter if ycu like.”

Aftar that they had o watm, dry spot that
was theira, and even whan the nights becamo
warm, it was right good to fcef that thoy
wera no longer wails of thostreot. One ~vew-
ing, five months after they first beeame Mr.
Black’s pupils, » very exciting matter came
up for discresion. Jinks grew so interested
in it that be pushed his fingers through his
mop of kair, and actually talked fast, while
as };r Tom, he rosc to his fect, and worked
his arms as ho spoke, thereby rousing Scrupa
inte a stato of furious barking, Pete didn’t
say much, but ho was as intercsted as any one
in tha acttiement of the question.
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CHAPTER V.,

MR. Brack had absolutely rofused to have
tho Chart opened until every boy cuuld read
fluently.  * You will only get incorrect ideas,
and I will not boresponsible for that,” he had
said with decision, sad so0 right inanfully the
lade worked, ard rather impatiently they
waited, until ~well—until the eveniog 1 am

oing to tell you about.

68 At lant the Chart had beendeclared open,
and the point for discussion was, where
should they begin to read? Tom said ** of
coursc at the irst.™  Jinke objccted, declare
ing that thore were too many hard names
thero, and that they ought to begin at an
easier placo.

Pete put in & plea for Matthew’s Gospel.

¢ 1 juet peeped now,” he said, *‘an’ Jesus’
same 1s in big letters right on the &rt page.”

**Let's open the book and see whers 1t
hapjrens,” suggested Jinks.

**No,” said Tom, ‘that wouldn't bs
square.”

*\Wall," Jinks asked in hismeditative way,
‘* what's you gon' to do?"’

AWl take 1t to Mr. Hisek,” Tom an.
swered impatiently, 1 can't wait another
moment,” he added, p cking up the Chart,
which all these monthe hie had nover atlowed
out of his sight.

Ve, Black was wceated at s table reading,
Andwhen he was nakod to open the Chart ho
hositated  thou with a sudilen movement ho
took the beok, and carciessly opened 1t wide.

lom carofully carned 1t over to the sde
table whero he aud his companions studied,
and amd great vxoitewent announced to e
eager followers:

** We aro to begin at the Gospel acconding
to Luke."

“It don’t make no difference 'bout Mr,
Black heatin’, does it*”* Jinks whispered.

“0b no,” Tom roplicd, **he nover hears
nothin’ when he's mm‘in' anyhow."”

That was at eight o'clovk, and all through
the ovening Mr. Black heard 1om's sturdy
littlo voice, and when he luoked up ne saw
Jinks and Pete listening as though they dured
not miss one zsiitary word. 1o tried to read,
but ke could not. Someway or other the
sight of theso boya listening for the first time
to tho Christ message, worried him. They
were 80 cager and interested. Pete'’s blue
eyes filled with tears, as he heard how the
Lord Jesus was shamefully treated by the
soldiers. **How could thoy?” hesaid. *It
wus renl mean,” Jinks deelared, while Tom's
little fist was clenched as ho muttered—

“] wish I'd been there, an’ 1’d have knocked
bim down, s0 I would.™ **But there's worso
than that a.comin’,” he added, glancing over
tho page, and then with his voico very queer
and shiky, he read the old sad story o(} the
Cruditixion.

“They aren't really goin’ to kill him?”
Pete whispered.

Tom didn't answer—he read on, his vcice
growing lower and lower. Jinks picked
Scraps up from the floor, and almust crossly
told him to * be still,"” and then after a
moment Tom put the Chart down, and looked
straight at Jinks aad Peto.

‘“He's dead,” ho whispered.

“‘I'hen ho aint gono to prepare a Place,”
Jinks said slowly.

“ Anud thero aren’t any Place,” Pete added.
The world had grown suddenly very dark for
theso Loys—thera wae no Lord Jusus, and
no Place.

“Read on.” It was Mr. Black who spoke.

*¢It nint no ure, Mr, Black it's a dreadful
thing to have the Lord Jesus dead.”

His eyes lit upon a fresh thought. Ho
vead a fetr verses, and lol the clouds began
to lift.

** He's a-goin’ to come to life agan,” Jinks
exclaimed.

Petc sapped up beside Tom, and in a
momunt, his little voice souudn? shrill and
clear- ** Heo is alive.”

*.\n’ he's gone up ‘o heaven,” Tom added,
as a few momests later he closcd the Look.

*“Thut inust be the nawe of the Place.”
 Yza,” said ‘Tom thoughtfully, ¢ ] s’pose it’s
jast like the big lords in En {Iﬂld haa places,
only this must be a very rich, fine Place. 1
shouldn’t wondor if he keeps a hundred
scrvants.” ¢ An’ if his dishes are solid gold,"”
Pete added.

** But we aint found out how to get there,”
Tom said 10 & troubied fashion.

* And if [ goand prepare a placs for you,

I wdicome rgain, and receivs you unto myself,
that whore 1 am, there ye may be aivo

It waa Mr. Elack's voice 1he.buys turned
suddenly and Jooked at him. He was stilt
sitting at his tatle, but he was not reading.
His haads were tightly clasped, and las hips
were pressed close together.

“Why, Mr. Biack!™ Tom snid in great
surprise, ‘*do you hunow 'hout thie Place ?”

**Yes,” Mr. Black answered slowly, 1
know about the Place.”

* Then why don’t you go thero?™

Alr. Black made no answer. Ho pat hia
head down on tho tablo 1:: front of him, and
the boys saw that he was subling like a child.

“*Come with us to the Place,” Peto sad,
puttiag hisarms rvoad Mr. Biack and luvingly
trying to offer the best comfort he knew.

“Wo could all go togeiher,” Tom rad in s
business-like way, *‘an’ maybe they'd lot us
in easicr, 'causs you was with us,—anyhow
we do want you to come.”

Mr. Black scenied to crush back his feelings.
He sat vp, and said in a low. straioed voics:
* Boys, I'va got sometinng to tell yon, I must
tell you, no mmtter what it costs me, for

rhaps 1t may save you, but not to-might.

o to bed now, asd when you go atart off in
the moin.ng, rcriember 1 don't want you to
retarn for a montb. Ono month Jrom te-night
you ray come back. I want to be alone for
A scason.”

*Good-night, sir,” the thiee boys sald, in

.
.

low, subdued tones. They folt thay wero
comIng very hear somo great sottow, and
they trod an it wees on bp toes

(7' be continued.)
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DON'T TOUCH 1T.

CWiaTa thae ]’ asked Johony, pomt-
ing to n queer loohing thing ho had noser
seen before.

“That's a rat-trap,” said his mother.
* Don't touch it.”

* What's 1* for 1" inquiret Johnny.

*To entch rts,” roplied his mothor,

“ How ¢ asked Johuny,

1 put the chivese in for o bLait, amd
when Muster Rat comes prying aveat m
the celiar he smulls 12, and ways to himsclf,
¢ Well, what's all this sutmobody has boen
getung rendy for me?  Very kind of ome-
body '’ So he puta his nose i this htile
Lolo, aud rays, *Ahl that wesils god.
Ho puts his noxs i a httlo farther, and
takes o guod nibble. But, just s poor
Master Rat i making up his mind that 1t
tastes as good as it smells, pop goes the
spring 1"

* And then what 7" asked Johnny.

““Thon ho nover finds his way into the
collar agamn to gnaw thebread and pies,’

His mother carried tho trap into the
collar and sot 1t down, agnin sayng,
**Don't touch it."”

Johnny stood and watched it for 4 while,
hoping that Master Rat would como and
try the cheese, so that he could seo the
trap pop. But, as Mastor Rat scemed in
no hurry, Johnny began to wonder what
wade it pop.

. He put hw finger 2 little way into the
hole. Yes, there was the cheose all ready
for Mastor Rat. low tiresome of him not
to come ! Johany wondered more and more
where the was. Perhaps ho could
feel it. A littls farther tn hus fingor went.

“Snap ! " went the tmy,

¢ Ohl—och ! Let go!" went Johnny

Heo had found the pop.

If mat-traps had any sense that trap
would have known that it was a little suft
finger, and not a rat, that it had hold of.
But weall knuw traps have no senno , so
that une held Juhnny's finger with a crucl
grip of its sharp weeth.

*“QOw! oh ! maminal” screamed Johnny.
If he had kept stiil ho would not have been
badly hurt.  But he tried todmg hisfinger
out, and it was sadly cut and seratcbed
before his mother ran and 3¢ out tho poor
littlo rat.

I dor’ like mat-traps,” said Johnny,
with sobs and whimpers as mnmma caro-
fully bound up the poor finger.

““Rat-traps nover hurt Litilo boys," sa:d
mamma.

* That vne hurt me,"” said Johnny.

¢ Not until you turned it into a httle
boy-trap,” said mamma.

WENT TO REVENGE A ".» RONG.

Frw tales from the oriental countries
are without their moral. The following
from Arabia is no exception -

A haughty favourite of an Oriental mon-
arch, who was passing aleng tho highway—
so runs the story—throw a stono at a poor
dervish or priest. The dervish did not
daro to throw it back at the wwan who
had assaulted him, for he knew tho
facounto was very powerful. So he picked
up tho stone and put it carefully in hia
pocket, saying to himself : ¢ The time for
rovenzo will come hy-and.byo, and than 1
will repay him for it.” Not long after.
ward this same dervish, in walking through
the city, saw a great crowd coming towsrd
him. Ho hastencd to sec what was the
matter, and found, to his astonishmont,
that his cnewny, the faveunie, who had
fallen into dingrace with tho king was boing
paraded through the principal streots on a
camel, expused to the jests and wralts of
che populace.  Tho dorvish, secing all
this, hiasuly grasped at the stono which he
catried n hin pocket. saying to hunself ;
“ Tho time for revenge has now come. snd
I will repay him for his insulting conduce.”
But, after considering a moment, he throw
tho ntone away, saying: * Tho time for
revenge nossr cumos, for if our enomy ia
puworful, revenge is dangerous as well as
foolish , and if bo 18 weah and wrelched,
then rovengo is wors. than {colish, it 1s
mean and cruel.  And in all ceses 12 is fog~
bidden and wicked.”




