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Wrapped in a little rhyme,

Sent out upon the passing air, { you see, and you will not lose any

As seeds are scattered every-where
In the sweet summer-time.

A little idle word,

Breathed in an idle hour :
Between two laughs that word was said,
Forgotten as soon as uttered,

And yet the word had power.
Away they sped, the words ;
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it on a soul which gave 1t room,
lAnd straight began to bud and bloon

In lovely word and deed.

The other careless word,
Borne on an evil air,

Found a rich soil and ripened fast

Its 1ank and poisonous growth, and cast
Fresh seeds to work elsewhere.

The speakers of the words

lime, for I will send you in my
carriage to the other places where
| you are going this afternoon.

for a moment of my book. .
brought in the necessary addi-

tion
the table between us.

{
Her face expressed so much |

leasure that I was ashamed of |
aving thought regretfully even

Jane

s, and the tray was placed on |

« I don’t know why you should 1

be so kind,” said Mrs. Brown, as |
she took her seat ; “and youcan t |
tell what a treat it is for me.
is the first time
meal away from my own table for

It |

I have taken a'i

Passcd by and marked, ove day, l five years.”

The fragrant blossoms, dewy wet,
The baneful flowers thickly set
In clustering array.

Aud neither knew his word ;. ~
One zmiled, and one did sigh, b

“ How strange and sad,” oune said, “it is

People should do such things as this ;
I’m glad it was not L.”

And, “ What a wondrous word
To reach so far, so high !”’
The other said, * What joy "twould be
To send out words o helpfully ;
I wish that it were [.” . '
—Susan Coolidge in Congregalionalist.

MRS. BROWN.

«Ms.Brown!” I said to Jane; “I
don’t knowany lady of that name.”
« J think she is the person who
keops the boardiag house,” replied
Jane ; “ and she said she would
only detain you a few minutes.”

“ Very well, you may ask her
to come in here,” I said; but my
tone was not sufficiently cordial
to have been reassuring to Mrs.
Brown, if she had heard me ; for
Jane hud announced my visitor at
the same time that she brought in
my dunch, and the novel I was
reading was interesting enough to
have made me regret any visitor,
particularly one in whom I felt
no interest.

Mrs. Brown follewed Jane into
the room, and shook hands with
me in such a deprecating way that
I at once forgot my lanch and my
book in an attempt to make her
feel at eaze. She was a little shab-
bily dressed woman, with & faded,
dragged out look, but her face
brizhtened pleasantly as - she
spoke.

“ I must apologize for troubling
you, Mrs. Harlow,” she said, “but
I have been appointed a collector
of the ladies’ missionary society,
and I came to see if you would be
a subscriber.” 4

| complaining way,

| simple statoment of the fact told |

3 i t say this at all in a |
She did not say e 2" could |

scarcely keep the tears back ; her |

so much,and yet I suppose [ could
scarcely comprehend what this
woman’s life had been—a strug-
le for the barest necessaries of
ife through long years, uncheer-
ed by love or sympatby. What
right bad 1 to my life of luxuri-
ous ease ? 1 was no more worthy

find for yourselt‘.

most people have neither time nor
skill t}()> pgepare. My dear Mrs,
Harlow, I can not tell what your
duties are ; I can only see what is
on the surface. The real work
that the love of Christ ought to
impel you to do, tBat, you must

« Can you give me the name of
some ene in the village to whom
I could begin to minister 2" I said.

| ¢« You know I am such a stranger

here, and one can not 's'end even
flowers promiscuously.

¢ Yes,indeed,” said Mrs. Brown;
« I can give you the names of a

dozen.” _
Sy I took pencil and paper and
wrote them down asshe told them

to me, and as soon as she had

| started on her errand of charity

again, I commenced my new lrg
bors,

They did not prove to b | easy
by any means. 1t was T .. pie
to send flowers to old 3o Bush,
who was a h“'l"le",dinvalid; but
whon the servar ¢ wio had taken
them finally b.'ought back a re-
quest that [ would go and see her

than she, and yet I bad never
known what it was not to be sur-
rounded by loving friends. .

As I saw her almost thildish
enjoyment of everything, 1 began
to feel how terribly selfish I had
been. I had never before realiz-
ed that the verysightof my home,
of this room, for instance, with its
dainty furnishings, might be a
treat to some woman with beauty
loving eyes,famished for the sight
of that which was lacking in her
own house.

¢ It is so delightful,” said Mrs.
Bro'wn, “to sit down to a meal in
| which I don’t feel any responsi-
bility. At bome I am always ex-
pecting some one to find fuult
with something, and I am very
seldom disappointed.”

“What disagrecable people they
must, be !”

“ Why, no; it is the same with
almost all boarders. The minute
the people go into a boarding
house they begin to expect all
sorts of things that they never
would think of having at home
They want to pay the lowest pos-
sible price, and then they want
the best of everything—cream on
their oatmeal for instance, and
vegetables and fruit as soon a-
they come in market; but
I suppose it is human nature.”

“ I suppose it is,” I said, “ but

“Jam sure you freed make no
apology,” I said/“any one who
undertakes the office of collecting
ought to be thanked, and I am
glad you camo to remind me of a
neglected duty. 1 have been here
80 short a time that I didnot even
know theire was such a socie!y.”

“ We do not meet in the Sum-
mer, but we like to make our col-
lections now, so that we may have
the money when we commence
work again. How much shall [
put you down for ?”

“ How much ought I to give ?”

“Tuat is not for me to say,”
sho answered ; “ tho usual yearly
subscription is a dollar.”

“You are very moderate ; you
may put me down for ten.”

Her face shone as if a ray of
sunshine had touched it.

“ Oh, Mrs. Harlow, you don't
know how much good that will

« do!”

“Itis a very lazy way of doing
good,” 1 answered ; “ I would
rather give twice that than go
around as you are doing.”

“We can only give what we
have,” said she simply ; * I have
very little money to spare, but
plenty of time.”

“ And yet you have that large
boarding house. I should not
think you would have much lei-
sare.”

“I bave to plan for it, of
course,” she said, “but I have the
afternoon now till five o’clock,and
later in the week I can get a lit-
tle more time.”

“You make ms ashamed of my-
self,” 1 said ; * here am I, with
nothing in the world to do,spend-
ing my days in embroidery and
reading. My lazy life has really
troubled me since we came here,
but it did not seem as if there
were anygwork for me. The peo-
ple all appear to be hard working
and industrious, and I couldn't
think of anything to do for
them.”

“It is a prosperous place,”
Mrs. Brown sagd : I‘)‘ I don’kano’w
of a really destituts family any
where around here; bat, Mrs.
Harlow, do you think the very
pour-people are the ounly ones we
can help?”

“I vou’t know,” I answered
vaguciy ; but. us I said this, a
thouglt struck me. Couldn'y 1
do something to bring a look of

—

it must be very hard for you.”

“Jt is a monotonous life, but
what could I do! My husband
died when we had been married
only a year. I had been a teach-
er before I was married but I could
not teach or do anything elze that
would take me away. My hu:-
band was a widower when [ mar-
ried him, with one child,a poor lit-
tle crippled girl, and, of course,on
heraccount,I had to find something
to do at home; so I opened a
boarding house,that last resort for
poor, forlorn women.”

She said all this as cheerfully as
I would have talked of going to
the seaside ; but it sounded so ut-
terly pathetic thai I could find no
words to answer her. She went
on:

“The greatest trial I have is
that I can do so little good ; and
yet [ don’t envy you your oppor-
tanities, for your responsibilities
are so much greater than mine.”

“ You make me feel humiliat-
ed,”” I suid sadly; “ 1 never re-
alized that I had any special op-
portunities,and I donotthinkinall
my life I have ever done anything
for anybody that cost me any self-
sacrifice.”

“Then I am very sorry for
you,” she said, “and I wouldn't
change places for all your
wealth.”

No one had ever spoken so to
me before. I had been pefted and
flattered ; 1 had been called liber-
al because I gave freely of my
money, which had cost me no
trouble to gain; but [ had never
had any one to show me the plea-
sure and joy of a self-sacrificing
life.

“ Won't you have some more
chocolate ?” I said, feeling as if in
ministering to this plain woman [
was ministering to one of God’'s
chesen ones ; and then I asked,
bhumbly,. “ What can1 do? [
call myself 1 Cnristian, and have
always fancied I lived as a Chris
tian should, but you have made
me feel as if' all my life had been
wausted.”

“ [ should think in a lifo as fall
and rich as yours there would be
80 much that you ¢ould make most
of your days thank offerings to
the Lord. Why, before you get
tothe sacrifices there are so many
things that would be nothing for

—that W,q hard ; and good Mrs.
Brow', in her utter unselfishness,
ne ver dreamed what a cross it was
to go to some of tho places wheve
she took me—to homes where
sickness and death bad brought
their shadow. One thing led to
many others so that I had no more
idle mornings to spend in embroi-
dery and reading novels ; there
was always some one who needed
something. There was a sick
child whom [ could take out rid-
ing, or an older perso. to whom I
could go and read ; i(hero were
baskets of daintics needed some-

be made, or there was some one
to whom it would be a treat to
come and spend a week in my
home.

Theio were so many things to be
done that the days  seecmed only

must be confessed that I longed
sometimes for the flesh-pots of
Ezypt. I thought regretfully of
the old wecks and months that I
had spent in idle content; bat
every day mude these longings
less, for I grew to teel more and

comprehended : the real joy tha
there is in a life lived not tor self;
and this joy grows fuller every
year, as it must as one grows in
the knowledge that life is valuable

Christ ; that one’s time and tal-
ents and wealth and opportunities
are to be used always for him un-
til the earthly life is ended and
the heavenly entered upon in the
presence of the King.

e

LUTHER RELICS.

The “ Castle Church,” which 1s
called “ the Cradle of the Refor-
mation,” was erected in 1499, but
the original building exists no
more. In 1760 during the Seven
Years’ War, Wittenberg was be-
sieged by the Austrians, and dur-
ing the bombardment the ehurch
and a large part ot the city were
destroyed by fire. In 1770 the
present building was erected on
the old walls by order of Freder-
ick the Gieat. The old wooden
doors, destroyed in 1760, on which
Luther had nailed the theses, were
‘replacel in 1857 by Frederick
Wiliam [V. by doulle bronze
doors, ten feet high, bearing in
Gothic characters the original La-
tin text of the ninety-five theses.
In the interior of the church the
most interesting object is natar-
ally the bronze slab marking the
Reformer’s grave.

The old Augustine monastery
in which Luther passed so many
years of his life, even after re-
nouncing his monkdom, stands in
the Collegienstrasse, and was er-
ected over 500 years ago. The
Luther-house, which forms part of
the ancient building, is reached
by crossing the court. It was

resented to the Reformer in 1§26

y tbe Elector John,and has béen
restored Jately. Its front is deco-
rated with Liuther's portrait, and
the inscription, “ Hier lebte gnd
wirkte Dr. Martin Lather, 1508,
bis 46.” The sandstone doorway,
whichb was a present from his wife
Catherine in 1540, bears on the
right Luther’s escutcheon and on
the left his bust with the circam-
scription, “ Etatis sue 57. In si-
lento etspe erit fortiludo vestra.”
The chief point of interest in the
bcuse, which now torms a Luther
masoun, is the Reformer’s stady
and day-room.
In & small antechamber someo
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with chalk on the door, and this |
imperial autograph has been pre- |
gerved for two centuries by being

covered with glass. ~ Luther’ [
study remains unchanged in
original condition ; tho huge
of covered tiles, built a!

its
atove
«er Lu-

more what I had not previously | % 3 |
| him, he turned the conversation

ther's own design, the
ding table, the windr
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if the proprietor |

out.
contain a gres
or’s relics; ' ..
ding rings
by the
specim

great sli-
W benches,

4ll remain as
.a1 just stepped
as in the house
¢ number of Luth-
4is betrtohal and wed-
, the excellent portrait

elder Kranach, the first
ens of Luther's Bible in

ther roor-

K:N 4, printed by Luft, at Wittem

v

{

.rg, medals and pamphlets of the
feformation, etc.  Unfortunate-
ly,‘this interesting collection re-
mains without a descriptive cata-
logue.
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“WHY CAST DOWN?”

What is it sils thee, heart ? why dost thou
weep ?
All my sweet hopings are withered and
strewn,
Sweetest communion we ofttime did keep,
Now they have left me, and I am alone.

Barren the earth appears, gazing around,
Barren the heavens seewn, gazing above,
Dead is the music that joyed me with sound,

Silent forever the whispers of love.

Hast thou forgotten, heart? God is not dead !
Gloomy aud dark though the present
appear,
But from the present tLou soon shalt be led
Into a daylight unspeakably clear.

Over thee, under thee, close at thy side,
Never a moment Hé leaves or forsakes ;
Trust Him, abide in Him, leave Him to zuide,
Follow the way that in wisdom he takes.

' Waker, or dreamer, or what am [ now ?

where, or there were bouquets to

l

too short for the doing of them. It |

only as it is lived for the sake of |

Oceaus of loveliness—ccenris of light!
Heaven itself to my vision doth bow,
Glory on glory unfolds to my sight.
Why so disquieted ? why so cast down ?
Hope thou in Him whom thou shortly
shalt praise ;
Soon shall the cross be forgot in the crown,
Darkness be lost in Eternity '~ days.
—Wade Robinson.

e i
WHAT A LITTLE BOOK
DID.

Mr. S. A. Blackwood relat 5 an
instance in whicha word was made
efficacious to the saving of a soul.

e was travelling on the top of
a coach from London to Croydon,
and after discussing the topics ot
the day with one who sat beside

to the things of heaven, to the
disgust of another passenger sit-
ting near, who talked of “canting
bypocrites,” etc., and when the
couch stopped lett his seat. In
descending, the pocket ot his coat
opened, and Mr. Blackwood drop-
pel in the little book entitled
“Lteornal Life.,” When the gen
tleman reached home and emptied
bis pockets he found, amongst

" other things, a small book that he

knew nothing of, and reading its
title, heat once guessed who put
it there, and in his page he tore it
to pieces, and threw it inside the
feuder ; when he retarned from
town the next diy his ire was in-
creased by dinding the pieces on
his toilet table. lle immediately
rang the beil, and askod the ser-
vant, “ Why they hal not been
destroyed?” And when she re-
plied that in gathering thom up
she had seen the word “ oternity”
and did not like to burn them, she
in anger was ordercd fiom his pre-
sence. When the sorvant had
gone he began to look for the word
that had so arrested her attention,
and then he sought to conncct
sentences by strips of paper that
one buys around stamp+, and mun-
aged in this way to fasten the
book together, and became con-
verted by reading it.

One day when Mr. Blackwood
was wa.king in Cheapide he was
startled by the exclamation,
“ You aro the man!” and a ragged
book was held up to his astonish-
ed gaze. Hedisclaimed all know-
ledge of that particalar book, and
was then informed of the circ:m-
stances related above and of the
spiritual change in the heart of
the gentleman that had taken
place by means of it.—Brit. Evan-
gelist.
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AN EXCELLENT THING IN
WOMAN.

“I remember,”’ said a well-known
writer,* the first ¢ queen of society’
that [ met. She was a Scotch
woman who married an American
while be was in Europe. Rumors
came bofore her to his home of
her brilhant success in London
society and in the Austrian Court,
where her brother held a diploma-
tic position ; and when she arriv-
ed with ber husband the society
of the little city where he lived

interesting relics are preserved in ;| Was soon at ber feet.
glass cases . Luther's beer ot |
of boxwood, hand embroideries by  ing in & country house near the
Frau Catherine, and the fragments town.

“] was a child of twelve, visit-

“I was amazed and disgusted.
But when she came in and talked
to me I sat breathless under a
charm never felt in my life before.
I was her slave from that moment.
Her fascination was wholly in
[t was low, clear, mu-
sical. The woman’s nature was
expressed in it—unpretentious,
keenly sympathetic, but, above all,
gonuine. It was her one power,
but it was irresistible.”

The charm of a sincere, sweet
voice never fails to influence us,
though we are often ur.conscious
as to what it is that has touched
us. Madame de Maintenon is
said to have maintained her power
over Louis XI[V. when she was
old and ugly by her strong seuse
and exquisite voice.

It is strange that while young
people are so caroful to improve
every advantage which nature has
given them to make themselves
attractive, they neglect this, pro-
bably the most. powerful of all.
Voices, it is true, differ naturally
in sweetness and range of tone,
but they may be trained as thor-
uzhly in speaking as in singing.
The first aim should be to rid the
voice of all affectation. It may
be hopelessly harsh and unmusi-
cal; but it can always be made
clear and natural; your own, not
a lisping imitation of that of some
other person.

Be careful, too, to speak from
the throat and not through the
nose. A high nasal tone betrays
an uneducated American all over
[the world. A throat-voice is
easily contro'led and subdued to
the quiet, distinct tones used by
well-bred people.

her voice.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

GOOD COMPANY.
“I Try!” is a soldier,
“T Whil!” is a kg :
Be sure they are vear
When the school bells finz.

NN

Wh n ~chool-days are over,
Aud boy s are men,

TN Try” and “ 1 Will”
Are good friends theu.

home; didn’t like to run errands
and was sulky when mother called
me from play to help her in work,
Now it is a real joy tor me to help
mother in any way, and to show
that I love her.” Such a relivion
18 essential to the best interests
and moral growth ot youth, and
will make life sunny and checr-
ful.— Youth's Companion.

g
A GREAT NATURALIST.

A good story is told of Agassiz
the great naturalist. His father
destined him for a commercial life,
and was impatient at his devotion
to frogs, snakes and fishes.
vacations he spent in making
journeys on foot throuch l‘)umpcb,
examining the different species of
fresh-water tishes. He came to
Loundon with letters of introduc-
tion to Sir Roderick Murchison,
*“ You have been studying nature,”
said the great man bluntly,
“ What have you learned ?” The
lad was timid, not sure at thag
moment that he had learned any-
thing. “I'think,” hesaid at last,
“I know a little about fishes.”
“Very well. There will be a
meeting of the Royal Society to-
night. I will take you with me
there.” All of the great scientitio
suvants of England - belonged to
this Society. That evening, to-
ward its close, Sir Roderick rose
and said : * [ have a young friend
here from Switzerland, who thinks
he knows something about fishes;
how much I have a fancy to try.
There is under this cloth a perfect
skeleton of a fish which existed
loug before man.”  He then gave
the precise locality in which it
bad been found, with,one or two
other facts coucerning it. The
species o whici the specimen be-
longed was of course extinet,
“ Can you sketch for me on that
blackboard youridea of this fish ?”
said Sir Roderick, - Agassiz took
up the chalk, hesitated a moment,
and then sketched rapidly a skele-
ton fish. Sir Roderick held up
the specimen.
correct in every
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Muny boys have tender con- |
sciences and a great re' erence for |
religion, but shrink from becom-
ing Christians lest tho change
may n.ake them sober und sedate
like men, and take away their
boyish cheertulness and love of
sporta,  They forget that it a
great joy fils the heart from
peuce with God and the forgive-
ness of sins, this joy will make all
life pleasanter to them in study
and work and play. Dr. Nehe-
miah Adams, long settled as pas-
tor in Boston, gives an account of
a boy who became a Christian
without quite knowing what the
change meant, or why he felt so
happy. Dr. Adams says: “ A
lad wason his way from school,
with other lads in playful conver-
sation.  When he entered his
home, he laid down his books in
the entry, went to his chamber,
locked the door, kneeled down,
-and heedless whether anyone was
in the room adjoining, prayed in
childlike language nearly as fol-
lows: ‘O God, my heavenly
father, I have come to pray to
thee. I don’t want anyt{:ing in
garticulsr; but I love thee. 1|

ave come just to say that I do |
not know what has made me feel
as I have felt this forenoon, but I
baven’t been able to think of
much beside God. I'never loved
anything s0o. Whom have [ in
heaven but thee, and there is
none ugon carth 1 desire beside.
thee. Yes, there is_one thing I
do desire, and that is, that all
scholars may teel so toward thee.’
Aftera few words more, he joined
his brothers and sisters in~ their
play.”

This boy was happier than ever
before in his lite. He didn't
koow the reason, but it was be-
cause he had come to love God,
and that made him love parents
and brothers and sisters and
schoolmates better, and all beau-
tiful things in nature better. He
was much happier than his school-
mates who did not love God, and |
this new joy cntered into his talk
and play, and attracted their no-
tice. Religion helps children to
better study and more faithful
work. A little girl of twelve was
telling, in a simple way, the evi-
dence she was a Christian:
“I did not like to study, but o
play. T was idle at school, and
often missed my lessons, Now I
try to learn every lesson well to

[loua appliuse,
NEW KIND OF HAPPI-| said, on telling the story, * that
NESS. | was the proudest moment of my

The grave old doctors burst into
“Sir,” Acassiz

life—no, the happiest ; for [ knew
now my father would consent that
[ should give my life to science.”

I .
THE SECRET.

A kind Christian lady, in one
of her visits, found a poor, desti-
tute litile orphan girl, and brought
her to berown home. The little
stranger at first would take no

comfort, but sat down weeping in
the lobby. The children of

with ber and draw bher
parlor, but they could not; and

will not come and play with-us.
She will not leaye the lobby."

“There is a secret,” said the
lady, “ by which you can bring
her where you like. Itis a secret
in four letters. Try if you can find
1t out,

The eldest giri, taking the lead,
searched eagerly amongst all her
prottiest playthings. ‘I know
what it is,” she cried; “it is
D-o-1 1. So she brought her best
doll, and offered to give it to the
child if she would come into the
parlor. No, it was a failure.

The next in age said to herself,
“Muff is spelt with four let-
ters,” and brought her a fine muff
—a Christmas present; but she
would not touch the muff,or cven.
look at it.

Grace, the youngest, could think
of nothing worth offering after
this, but stood looking on in sor-
row ; until at length, following an
instinct of her own, she sat down
beside the little stranger and cried
t0o. Then presently she took her-
by the hand, and putting her lit-
tle arm around her neck, she drew
the weeping one softly nearer and
nearer, and gave her a kiss upon
ber cheek. Thisdecided the mat-
ter. There was nothing said ; but
Grace soon led the way into the
parior, holding her captive by the.
band.

“ Well, girls,” said the mother,
“ Gracie has found out tho secret,.
and the four letters are L-0-V-E.
Love is the strongest rope in the
world.”

Ab, yes, love is a great power.
It draws all things to itself. It
brought the Son ot God down to-
earth to die, so that He might go-
back to heaven to intercede for
us. It draws him down again to
dwell with us in our hearts. And

please God. I was mischievous
at school when the teachers werv

by it be draws ws from sin to God..

His -
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