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TOaST Foll WANT 0F 4 WoRD'

Lowtfir want of a word ¢
Fallen among thieves and dyme,
Pracss and Levites pasang
The place whete he s ‘)lilg H
tle s too fant to call,
Too far et 1o be heand -
There ate those besule Iife s highway
Lost for want of @ word !

Lost for want of a word !

Allin the black mght strying
Awong the mases of thoughn,

False light ever hetraying.
Oh ! that a human voice

The murky darkuecs hadd stirred !
Lost and benighted forever !

Lost for want of a word !

f.ost for want of a word*
Too high at may be and noble,
To be ever checked m his sin,
Or led 10 Christ i hus trouble ;
Nao one baldly and truly
To <show him where he bad erred--
Poor handful of dust and ashes !
Lost for want of a word ¢

Lost for want of a word !

A word that yen mught have spoken-—
Who knows what eyes may be dim,

Or what hearts may be aching and broken?
Go, scatter beside all waten,

Nor sicken at hope deferred,
Never let a soul by thy dumbness

Be lost for wantof a werd !

—Religious Herald.

Our Storp.

MRS. CROFTS DILEMMA.

“ Mrs, Crofts, Mu sent me over to ask
huw much money you would coantribute
to the missionary-box, sides clothes "

“Freddy Barton burst in upon Ms,
Crofts, in her sunny kitchen, and delivered
himseli of this speech in a breathless
nEnner.

« Missionary-boa !
box, Freddy

Mrs. Crofts was rolling out a flaky pie-
crust, that was to cover a pie destined for
the dinner-table that day, and 1t was
growing late; but, notwithstanding that
fact, the volling-pin came down with a
soft thud and her hunds rested idly upon
it as she continued w0 gaze steadily at
Freddy, while the answer to her question
fixed itself upon her mind, and fell, at
leugth, from her own lips,

“So they have decuded upon sending
money and the box, after all "

“1 reckon they have,” suid Master Fred,
wondering what made her stare so.

“You tell your M, souny, that 1 will
contribute just what I promiscd, three
months aro, when that bex was  mention-
cd—clothing, nothing more. [ have

Just been b:ei:ing some gingerbread men.
Take one!  Benny declares gingerbread
i~ so much better baked in this way,”
laughed Mrs. Crofts.  « He always begins
at the toes and cats up.  “Thinks that way
tastes better too.”

Fre My lau{ned werrily st Ben's con-
-ceity and pocketing the gingerbread man,
ran homeward, celling out from the gate:
“You are to hurry up.”

Mrs. Crofts was not given to long, clab-
orate sentences in making her opinions
and decisions known, nor to uscless argu-
-muent.  She wvariably held an opinion,
howerer, upon most subjects discussed in
her hearing, and expressed them in a bnef,
concise manmer, when directly appealed
to.

The missionary-box had been talked
np months ago, and all had consented to
contribute c]othing; but many refuced
moncy. In fact, those opposed to the
money scheme were in the majority but
the other party were decidedly themost in-
flnential—that is, as Deacon Day once
mildly observed, they. talked the fastest
and loudest and carried the day invari.
ably, in other matters beside missionary-

boxes.

Mrs, Barton had at that time remarked

What uussionary-

1 '
oracutarly : * There ought not to be a ! most of every plensant little event; nnd : cheek, and there was an ominous sparkle

dissenting  voice.”

It was positivdly | so it came to pass that the three daily

wicked that any  church member should | meals in this household were the jolliest

1efuse money  to so lavdable a cause. ' pat of the day,
!
existed one, conld it be stated 2 week st one time, declaved she like to
* Mrs, Crofts, is there a plansible renson |
‘ amonnt of lnughin’ at the Croftses® tuble.”

She couldsee no
there

possible  renson,

for it 2"
“1 beheve so.”
+Will you state it "
“Certainly.  Thedebt up v our chareh,

u lurge anount of which wmust be furnish. | cent mirzh at proper sensons is condueive
very soon, and those who are really suf. |

fering here in our midst.  The poor fund
is exhuusted.”

“Denr me ! Certainly,  We have a
debt upon uns, 1 know; but so have
many churches. who still give Ia
over.  Don’t you know that

Mes, Barton entirely ignored the  latter
puet of Mre. Crofts specch.

Old Miss Frink, the
villnge semstress, who was there a whole

died  every  meal-time, “owin' to the
Thix digression has no specinl bearing

apou our story, unless it may be seen
from it that indulging in hgrmless, inno-

large degree.

white apron, tvok up her sewing leside
the sitting-room window, with the inten

¢ T doj; but they pay thewr interest, or

shonld.  We do not™

66V
L[]

ask help this year.™

'tion ot wcomplishing considerable betore
. . {supper-time,
es, I—well, we did feel obliged to ) moving rapidly, wlen, to her consterna-

Her nimble  fingers were

tion, she saw Tuey Shepherd shuttling

“And last year aiso,” supplemented ¢ slowly up the waik.

Mix, Crofts,
“* Yeu: hast vear also.”
“ By sending mouey in another dwec-
tion, just at present, we are taking it from
those ter whom it rightly belongs, Be-
sides, there are those here amongst us

who are almost starving !”

A dead silence had followed Mrs.
Crofts’ truthful, plainly spoken words, and
no further allusion hi.d been made to send-
ing moncy or # box to forcign missions ;
and that same night, Mes. Crofts, after the
children were in bed, had delivered her-
self in a speech of unusual length to worthy
John Crofts, who had the utmost faith in
every word she uttered, concluding with :

“1 do believe, John, in sending to
forcign missions. IHeart and soul I am
interested in the work and «m willing to
do all my hands find to do; but just now,
considering he state of our church finan-
cially, 1 believe it is wrong, and in the
face, too, of the fact that we can’t raise
cnough to relieve the wants of one single
needy family among s

Mrs. Crofts had  belicved the matter
abandoned, uniii Freddy Barton had so
uucercinoniously announced it in pro-
gress,

Forgetful alike of pic and rapid thght
of time, she remained standing where
Freddy bad left her, turning the matter
over in her mind, and wondcring why she
lixd not heard of the fresh move in that
dircction before; and evidently the plans
were in an advanced state considering
Fm't'ldy’s parting injunctior “to hurry
up.

The old cight-day clock in the cormer
roused her from her reverie, at last ; when
she charged at the white crust with more
spirit than was uanally displayed in pie
making by this worthy lady.

Upon the whole, Mra. Crofts was too
charitably disposed toward sl cerring $hu-
manity to fcc:‘) aggrieved any length of
time; therefore when Ben and Bessie
came from school, with rosy checks and
eyes like stars, she forgot direetly that a
missionary-box existed.

“ Mamma, Fred Barton said you gave
him one of vur gingerbread men, and it
was the very goodest he ever ate, and he
began at the toes too, ’cause I do; and,
Mamma, he said, if he had just another,
he would begin at the hea.!l, and then be
could tell ’zactly which way tasted the
best. Canl take him another 2"

Mrs. Crofts 1aughing assented, and a
few minutes later with Mr. Crofts, they
were seated around the table, all trace of
the momentary vexation removed from
the good little lady’s face, and enjoying
the meal as every meal was cnjoyed in
the Crofts houschold.

“1 want bright faces .at the table,”
worthy John Crofts lvays said. “Don’t
bring yourgrievances. ere, of all places.”

And Mrs. Crofts saw to it that no one
did. Mr. Crofts invariably had a good:
wholesome, bright story to tell of some-

owned it.  There was this excuze for her,

kawever, she lived with an aunt who ve-!
. wiled gossip for a livejihood.
| parlance she rarely lost by telling & gond
story, reflecting credit upon her author,

In plainer

and in nine cases out of a dozen returned
to her whitewashed hut, just out of town,
the richer by a loat of bread, a pie, and
other substuntials, chuckling inwardly at
| the success of her story, of which a quar-
ter— rarely that—ever possessed a grain
of truth.

This was poor Tacy’s bringiug up;
and, having been an apt scholar, at the
age of twelve she was a dread and a post
in every well-regulated household.

Mrs. Crofts saw with dismay that it was
Tacy, and wondered what it could be
that trought her, as she so rarely came.

“Well, Tacy ¥

“Good-duy, Ma'aw.
off to school?”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Crofts,
thankful.

“Mis® Barton’s goin’ to send off 2 box
and money to them folks in—in lugy.”

+8So Freddy told me,this morning.”

“Ive come for your donate, Mis’
Crofts.”

¢ You, Tacy!

“Yeg'm. I've been goin’ around all
day afier the things.”

¢ 1s ¢hat so? éscr_v well, then, T will
look up mine.”  Mrs, Crotis ran up-stairs,
fearing to leave Tacy long alone, and
hurriedly yathered together the garments
shie had intended to give, and, volling them
into as small a compuss a3 possible, hust-
ened back to the sitting-room, fin.ing
Tacy seated just where she left her, cran-
inyg her long neck for a view of her new
hat in the mirror.

«“I know you don't mean to give

Ben aud Bessie

inwardly

And Mis' Barton says them as don't give
are mean stingy. And Mis' Blair, the
wife of the man who owns the ¢ Weekly
Chronicle,’ she is goin’
lars; and I heard glis' Blair say her hus-
band was goin' 1o plblish all about it and
tell the names of all that give; and she

ive, 'cause they

would oblige folks to
e left out; and

would be ’shamed to
Mis® Blsir—"

“ Well, Tacy, that will do. Run along
with your bundle now. The ladies may
be waiting.”

« All right, ma’am.”

Tacy ran off, wondering if Mrs. Crofts
cared (she didu’t fook s0), and then con-
cluded to report to that effect, which she
accordingly did; and, in consequence,
Mrs. Blair aud Mrs. Barton added two
dollars each to their subscriptions, thereb
bencfiting the missionary cauge, for whic
let us overlook the motive that prompted
it.

thing that could interest Ben and Bessiep
and Mra, Crofis never failed to make the

Mrs, Crofts’ work again lay idly in her
haads. A bright spot burned in either

to « henlthy state of mind, and the Croftses
were in the enjoyment of' this state to a

The table w.s cleared at Inst: Benand
Bessie had ran oft to school half' an hour .
rely, all fngo; and M, Crofts, wn & soft, dark,’
p cinging  cashmere dress, with a dainty

Teey was the village tattler; at least -
thut was the nume she had striven with |
all her energivs to earn, and she honestly

money, as most of the ladies are doin’.

to give ten dol-:

said, 100, if it could be made known iti 0
{call stingy, hey 1 Ben assumed a pugi-

in the soft hrown eyes, that varcly shone
there, exeept nnder strong enmotion,

s Shalt I send over that money 1 have
put by 1" She spoke aloud, aud the
canary above her head et ap n song that
almost drowned her voice, ¥ For two
months I have been gathering that to-
gether for the poor creatures, and iutend-
cd spending it for them to-morrow.” She
was  quite  unconscious that she was
speaking her thoughts aloud,

“ 1 do wonderwhat iy duty is. Whom
does thi« money belong to?  Two weoks
. fiom to-mortow there 1s to be a subscrip-
tion for lifting a portion of the church
debt.  John is teady for that, and I could
send this money to Mrs. Barton, ouly it
was snved from my household expenses,
at u sacrifice, too, for the Stover family,
who are sutfering. really sutfering, and
are wmembers teo of our church.  Mr,
t Stover is slowly dving of consumption.
Mrs. Stover ails constanttly—starvation
John declares—and has the cutire care of
the sick man and that poor erippled gitl,
so <he can du absolutely nothing of cou-
sequence toward the support of the
tamily ; and that burden rests solely upon
" ten-year-old Davy, poor Loy ! so hollow-
; eved and starved-looking, working all day
in the fictory and trudging around at
night with papers, and always =« ready
amili. It makes my very heart ache to
watch him., It might be my Ben, now,

Dear me! 1 did so hope to help lighten
!his burden; ang I cou d almost sce, in
anticipation, thie happy, hopefub smile
upan the pinched, white face, and the
bright fiash in thesad eyes. Pour Davy!
The monay was his. Ought I to take it
from him ”

Mrs. Crofts continued to talk aloud,
uutil the canary, with a sceming deter-
winntion to do so, quite drowned the
voice ; but above the song could still be
faintly heard only this:

1 “Teantdoit! They may send, and
* they tnay proelaim it in a dozen papers.
The money 13 not mine to give them.”

Aud so the box was sent, together with
ta laige sum of money (Mrs. Blair's plan
i had worked famously), and the ** Weekly
¢ Chironicle™ did proclaun the fuct in stun-
' ninyg capitals, and Mrs. Blair's and Mrs,
+ Burtons names led ali the rest.

. Two days later, unscen save by * that
; all watchtal Eye,” the Stover household
: rejoiced over a good supply of substantials,
! that promised to keep the wolf from the
| door for several months, and Davy, with
| tears in the sad eyes, kissed the hand of

hi> benefactor, so full bis hcart was of
thanksgiving; and, as a tear dimmed her
own eyes, sge silently thanked God that
ouly for a moment she had harboured the
wicked desire to give where it might be
blazoned abroad, remembering Him who
said: “Inasmuch as ye have doue it
unto the least of these, ye have done it
unto Me.”

Mrs. Crofts’ gift to the Stover family
might never have reached Mrs. Barton’s
, ears, save for Ben's defence of his mother,

a week Iater,
1 4] say,” said Freddy, “I like your ma
somc way on ’count of the yingerbread
: men ; and 1 don't like to hear her called
stingy. 1 heard Mrs. Blair say she was,
‘ yesterday.”
“ Look here! Stingy? What do yon

listic attitude.  “Your ma aud Mrs. Biair
! never bought a barrel of flour, and lots of
| sugar, and tra, and—lemme  see—grocer-
ies, and muslin for poor folks all in a pile,
as my mamma did for Davy Stover’s
folks, the other day, hey?  Did your ma?
{ I guess not. If my mamma_didn’t give
any moncy for that old box, ! reckon she
thought it wasn’t of no ’count. She
knows what she’s about.”

Fred, being considerably alarmed at
Ben'a vehemence, observed a discreet
silence, and proceeded homeward, telling
his mother, directly he entered the house
Mr. Crofts couldn’t be stingy -for-she
must bave bought as muck for the Stover
family as Mrs, Blair’s old box was worth,




