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AWORDS.

A little tender word.
Wrapped in a little rhyme,

Sent out upon the pausing air,
As seeds ate scattered every-where 

In the sweet summer-time.

A little idle word,
Breathtd in an idle hour :

Between two laughs that word was said, 
Forgotten as soon as uttered,

And } et the word had power.

Away they sped, the words jn— ui— . —i— i ....
.............................„ .«illgCU «K-,

Lit on a soul which gave it room,
And straight began to bud and bloom 

In lovely word and deed.

The other careless word,
Borne on an evil air,

Found a rich soil and ripened fast.
Its lank and poisonous growth, and cast 

Fresh seeds to work elsewhere.

The speakers of the words
l’asstd by and marked, one day.

The fragrant blossoms, dewy wet,
The baneful flowero thickly set 

In clustering array.

And neither knew his word ;
One smiled, and one did sigh, .

" How strange and sad," one said, “it is 
People should do such things as this ;

I’m glad it was not I.”

And, “ What a wondrous word 
To reach so far, so high !"

The other said, “ What joy ’twould be 
To send out words so helpfully ;

1 wish that it were I.”
—Sutan Coolidge in Congregalionalitt.

f

MRS. BROWN.
“Mte.Brown !’’ I said to Jane; “I 

don’t knowany lady ofthat name.”
“ I think she is the person who 
keeps the boarding house," replied 
Jane ; “ and she said she would 
only detain yon a few minutes."

“ Very well, you may ask her 
to come in here," I said; but my 
tone was riot sufficiently cordial 
to have boen reassuring to Mrs. 
Brown, if she hud board me ; for 
Jane hud announced my visitor at 
the same time that she brought in 
my lunch, 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 followed Jane into 
the room, and shook hands with 
mo in such a deprecating way that 
I at once forgot my Junch and my 
book in an attempt to make her 
feel at ease. She was a little shab
bily dressed woman, with a faded, 
dragged out look, but her face 
brightened pleasantly as, she 
spoke.

“ I must apologize for troubling 
ou, Mrs. Harlow," she said, “but 
have been appointed a collector 

of the ladies’ missionary society, 
and I came to see if you would be 
a subscriber." /

“lam sure you "heed make no 
apology," I said, “any one who 
undertakes the office of collecting 
ought to be thanked, and 1 am 
glad you came to remind mo of a 
neglected duly. I have been here 
so short a time that I did not even 
know theie was such a society."

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

“ How much ought I to give?"
“ That is not for me to say," 

she answered ; “ the usual yearly 
subscription is a dollar."

“ You are very moderate ; you 
may put mo down for ton.”

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 1"

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

“ Wo 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. 1 should not 
think you would have much lei
sure."

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

“ You make mi 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 anyjwork for mo. The peo
ple all appear to bo hard workitig 
and industrious, and I couldn't 
think of anything to do for 
them."

“ It is a prosperous place," 
Mrs. Brown said ; “ 1 don’t know 
of a really destitute family any 
where around here ; but, Mrs. 
Harlow, do you think the very 
pour people are the only ones we 
can help?”

“ I ''oii’t know," I answered 
vaguely ; hut. as I said this, a 
thought struck me. Couldn’t 1 
do something to bring a look of

pleasure into this woman’s tired 
face ? I spoke with the sudden ! 
impulse.

“ Mrs. Brown, won’t you take 
lunch with me ? It is all ready, 
you sec, and you will not lose any 
lime, for I will send you in my 
carriage to the other places where 
you are going this afternoon.

Her face expressed so much

Eleasure that I was ashamed of 
aving thought regretfully even 

lor a moment of my book. Jane 
brought in the necessary addi
tions aQd t*16 tray was placed on 
the table bet ween us.

h i don’t know why 3*ou should 
be so kind," said Mrs. Brown, as 
she took her seat ; t:and you can’t 
tell what a treat it is for me. It 
is the first time I have taken a 
meal away from my own table for 
five years."

She did not say this at all in a 
complaining way, but I could 
scarcely keep the tears back ; her 
simple statement of the fact told 
so much,and yet I suppose I could 
scarcely comprehend what this 
woman's life had been a strug
gle for the barest necessaries of 
life through long years, uncheer- 
ed by love or sympathy. What 
right had 1 to my life of luxuri
ous case ? I was no more worthy 
than she, and 3*et I had never 
known what it was not to be sur
rounded by loving friends.

As I saw her almost childish 
enjoyment of everything, 1 began 
to feel how terribly selfish I had 
been. I had never before realiz
ed that the very sight of 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 
ofthat which was lacking in her 
own house.

“ It is so delightful," said Mrs. 
Brown, “to sit down to a meal in 
which I don’t feel any responsi
bility. At home I am always ex
pecting some one to find fault 
with something, and I am very 
seldom disappointed."

“ What disagreeable people the}' 
must he 1"

“ Why, no; it is the same with 
almost all hoarders. 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 
it must he very hard for 3’ou."

“ It 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 hut I could 
not teach or do anything else that 
would take me away. My* hu.-- 
band was a widower when I mar
ried him, with one child,» poor lit
tle crippled girl, and, of course,on 
her account,I hod lo find something 
to do at homo ; so I opened a 
boarding house,that last resort for

you to do, and yet would give eo 
much pleasure to other people. 
There are your horses and carri
ages,and }’oar fruit,and your flow
ers, and your dainty dishes, that 
most people have neither time nor 
skill to prepare. M>r 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, tflat, you must 
find for yourself.

“ Cun 3*ou give me the name of 
some ene in the village to whom 
I could begin to minister? I said. 
“ You know I am such a stranger 
here, and one can not send even 
flowers promiscuously.”

<: Yes,indeed,” said Mrs. Brown; 
“ I can give you the names of a 
dozen.”

Si I took pencil and paper and 
wrote them down as she told them 

and as soon as she had

of a drinking-glass, thrown down 
and broken by Peter the Great 
daring his visit 10 Wittenberg on 
being refuse! its possession. The 
great Czar alstrcom memorated bis 
presence by writing his name 
with chalk on the door, and this 
imperial autograph has been pre
served for two centuries by being 
covered with glass.^ Luther' ' 
study remains unchanged in -lg 
original condition ; tho huge 6tove 
of covered tiles, built a! ter 
ther's own design, the ereat g,u 
ding tabic, the windr benches, 
the carved ceiling, ^ remain as 
if the proprietor I ed ju9t 8teppcd 
out. Other roo’ ^ A lbe h'0luse 
contain s gree 4 number of Luth
er s relics , betrtohul and wed
ding rings ^ tbe exce||ent portrait 
bj the eyer Kranach, the first 
specin ^eng oP Luther’s Bible in 
Pai f a, printed by Luft, at Wittem

,rnmg lomeone
The^e cc mes Madame L 
to the
throur 
red-1 
ag

said, 
1 ran

,rg, medals and pamphlets of the 
Reformation, etc. Unfortunate-

I commencé'my new'ïrA jlyiltbis interesting collection re
mains without a descriptive cata
logue.

to me, — .
started on her errand of chanty
again, 
hors.

They did not prove to h d 
bv any means. It was r Q troub|e 
to send flowers to old Mrg Bugh> 
who was a bel pie.- ^ invalid ; but 
when the servar t wbo bad ^ken 
them finally b lt)Ught back a re
quest that I would go and see her 
—that w -s 'ha.rd ; and good Mrs. 
Brow llf i„ y,er utter unselfishness, 
tteyer dreamed what a cross it was 
to go to some of tho places where 
she took me—to homes where 
sickness and death had brought 
their shadow. One thing loci 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 

I child whom 1 could take out rid
ing, or an older perso to whom I 
could go and read ; tiiero were 
baskets of dainties needed some
where, or there were bouquets to 
he 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 bo 
done that the days seemed only 
too short for the doing of thorn. It 
must be confessed that I longed 
sometimes for tho flcsh-jiots of 
Egypt. I thought regretfully of 
the old weeks and months that I 

Iliad spent in idle content; hut 
everjT day* made these longings 
less, for I grew to feel more 
more what I had not 
comprehended 
there is in a life lived not for self; 
and this joy grows fuller every 
year, as it must as one grows in 
the knowledge that life is valuable 
only as it is lived for the sake of

“ WHY CAST DOWN?"

What is it ails 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.

Birren the earth appears, gazing around. 
Barren the heavens seem, gazing above, 

Diad is the music that joyed me with sound, 
Silent forever the w hispers of love.

Hast tliou forgotten, heart? Gad is not dead ! 
Gloomy ami dark though the present 

appear,
But from the present tlou soon shall be led 

Into a daylight unspeakably clear.

Over thee, ueder tine, clow at thy side, 
Never a moment Hé leaves or forsakes ; 

Tmst Him, abide in Him, leave Him to guide, 
Follow the way that in wisdom he takes.

Waker, or dreamer, or what am l now ?
Oceans of loveliness—ceeatis of light ! 

Heaven itself. to my vision doth Low,
Glory on glory unfolds to my eight.

Why so disquieted ? why so vast down ? 
Hope thou in Him whom thou ahortly 

shall praise ;
Soon shall the cross be forgot in the crown, 

Darkness be lost in Lternii) V dnys.
— Wade Bubinton.

WIIAT A BOON

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 that 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 I don’t envy you your oppor
tunities, for your responsibilities 
are so much greater than mine.”

“ You make me feel humiliat
ed," I said sadly; “ I never re
alized that I had an}- special op- 
portunities.and I donot think in all 
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 petted and 
flattered ; 1 had boen called liber
al becauee I gave freely of my 
money, which had cost me no 
trouble to gain ; but I 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 I 
was ministering to one of God’s 
chosen ones ; and then I asked, 
humbly,, “ What cnn I do ? I- 
call myself a Christian, and have 
always fancied I lived as a Chris
tian should, but you have made 
me feel as if all my life had been 
wanted."

“ I should think in a life as full 
and rich as you 11 there would be 
so much that you could make most 
of your days thank offerings to 
the Lord. Why, before you get 
to the sacrifices there are so many 
things that would be nothing for

proviousl 
the real joy tbit

LITTLE 
DID.

Mr. S. A. Blackwood relat -1 an 
instance in whichaword was made 
efficacious to tho saving of a soul.

He was travelling on tho top of 
a coach from London lo Croydon, 

aaj and after discussing tho topics of 
the day with one who sat beside 
him, ho turned the conversation 
to the things of heaven, to the 
disgust of another passenger sit
ting near, who talked of “canting 
hypocrites,” etc., and when the 
coach stopped left his scat. In

Christ ; that one’s time and tal- descending the pocket of his coat 
ents and wealth and opportunities °P°nt^> a,,d Mr. Blackwood drop- 
are to be used always for him un- 1'®,* ,n ° „TX)°^ en,itled
til the earthly life is ended and i “Et mal Life. \\ non the gen
the heavenly entered upon in the 
presence of the King.

LUTHER RELICS.
Tho “ Castle Church," which is 

called '• tho Cradle of tho 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 church 
and a large part of the city wore 
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 tho theses, were 
replace 1 in 1857 by Frederick 
WfUiam IV. by double 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 natur
ally tho 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 monkdoiu, stands in 
the Collegienstraaso, and was er
ected over 600 years ago. The 
Luther-house^ which forms part of 
the ancient building, 
by croesiog the court.

Eresented to the Reformer 
y the Elector John, and has bien 

restored lately. Its front is deco
rated with Luther’s portrait, and 
the inscription, “ Hier lebte end 
wirkte Dr. Martin Luther, 1508, 
bis 46." The sandstone doorway, 
which was a present from his wife 
Catherine in 1540, bears on the 
right Luther’s escutcheon and on 
the left his bust with the circum
scription, “ Etatis sue 57. In si- 
lenlo etspe erit fortiludo vestra." 
The chief point of interest in the 
house, which now forms a Lather 
raesoum, is the Reformer’s study 
and day-room.

In e email antechamber some 
interesting relics are preserved in 
glass cases ; Luther’s beer goMot 
of boxwood, hand embroidenes by 
Fran Catherine, and the fragments

tlernan reached homo and emptied 
bis pockets ho found, amongst 
other things, a small book that ho 
know nothing of, and reading its 
title, heat once guessed who put 
it there, and in his yago ho tore it 
to pieces, and threw it inside tho 
fo.idor ; when ho returned from 
town the next d ly his ire was in
creased by finding the pieces on 
his toilet table. He immediately' 
rang the bell, and asked the ser
vant, “ Why they ha l net been 
destroyed?" And when she re
plied that in gathering ihom up 
she had seen the word “ eternity” 
and did not like to burn them, she 
in anger was ordered from his pre
sence. When the servant had 
gone I10 began to look for tho word 
that had so arrested her attention, 
and then lie sought to connect 
sentences by strips of paper that 
one buys around stamps, and man
aged in this way to fasten tho 
book together, and became con
verted by reading it.

One day when Mr. Blackwood 
was wa.kingin Cheap-tide he was 
startled by the exclamation, 
“ fou are the man !” and a ragged 
book was held up to his astonish
ed gaze. Ho disclaimed all know
ledge of that particular book, and 
was then informed of the circum
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.

AN EXCELLENT THING IN 
WOMAN.

“I remember,"said a well-known 
writer," the first • queen of society’ 
that 1 met. She was a Scotch 
woman who married an American 
while he was in Europe. Rumors 
came before her to his home of 
her brilliant success in London 
society and in the Austrian Court, 
where her brother held a diploma
tic position ; and when she arriv
ed with her husband the society 
of the little city where be lived 
wa» hi at her feet.

" I was a child of twelve, visit
ing in a country home near the 
town.

“ O.ie nv
mes Madame 

window to see 
_,h the trees a stout, freckled, 

.aired woman without a single 
• ceable feature in her face.
“ 1 was amazed and disgusted. 

But when she came in and talked 
td 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 
her voice. It was low, clear, mu
sical. The woman’s nature was 
expressed in it—unpretentious, 
keenly sympathetic, but, above all, 
genuine. It was her one pjwer, 
but it was irresistible.”

Tho charm of a sincere, sweet 
voice never fails to influence us, 
though we are often unconscious 
as lo what it is that has touched 
us. Madame de Maintcnon is 
said to have maintained her power 
over Louis XIV. when she was 
old and ugly by her strong sense 
and exquisite voice.

It is strange that while young 
people are so careful to improve 
every7 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- 
ughly 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 controlled and subdued to 
the quiet, distinct tones used by 
well-bred people.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

GOOD COUP A y r.
“ l'il Try !" i* a soldier,

•' I Will !" in a king :
Bo suit they are year

When the school bells ring.

Wh -n M-hool-days are over,
And Lois ere men,

“ I’ll Trj" and “ 1 Will"
Are goo.1 friends then.

A NEW KIND OF HAPPI
NESS.

Many boys have tender con
sciences and a great re’ crence for 
religion, hut shrink from becom
ing Christians lest tho change 
may make them sober and sedate 
like men, and take away their 
boyish cheerfulness and love of 
sports. They forget that if a 
great joy ti h the heart from 
peace with God and the forgive
ness of sins, this joy will make all 
life pleasanter to them in study 
and work and play. Dr. Nebo- 
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 ho felt so 
happy. Dr. Adams says : “ A 
lad was on his way from school, 
with other lads in playful conver
sation. When he entered his 
homo, he laid down his books in 
the entry, went to his chamber, 
locked tho 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 anything i 
particular ; but I

in
love thee. I 

h ive come just to say that I do 
not know what has made mo feel 
as I have felt this forenoon, hut 1 
haven’t boen able to think of 
much beside God. I" never loved 
anything eo. Whom have I in 
beuvep but thee, and there is 
none upon earth 1 desire beside 
ihee. Yes, there ia .one thing I 
do desire, and that is, that all 
scholars may feel so toward thee.’ 
After a few words more, he joined 
his brothers and sisters in their
p,aY-•: t

lhie boy was happier than ever 
before in his life. He didn’t 
know 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 now joy entered into his talk 
and pliYf 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 that she was a Christian : 
“ 1 did not like to study, but lo 
play. I was idle at school, and 
often missed my lessons. Now I 
try to learn every lesson well to 
please God. I was mischievous 
at school when the teachers were

not looking at me ; making f„n. 
for the scliQlars to lauglv at 
Now l wish to please Cod'by be*, 
having well and keeping ‘ tho 
school laws. 1 was seitLh at 
home; didn’t like to run errands 
and was sulky when mother vailed 
me from play to help her in work. 
Now it is a real joy lor me to help 
mother in any way, and to show 
that I lot e her. huch a religion 
is essential to tho best interests 
and moral growth of youth, and 
will make life sunny and cheer
ful.— Youth's Companton.

A GREAT NATURALIST.
A good story is told of Agassiz, 

the great naturalist. His father 
destined him lor a commercial life, 
and was impatient at his devotion 
to frogs, snakes and tithes. lli9 
vacations he spent in making 
journeys on foot through Europe? 
examining the different species of 
fresh-water fishes. He came to 
London with letters of introduc
tion to Sir Roderick Murchison.
“ You have been studying nature,’* 
said the great man bluntly. 
“ What have you learned ?” Tho 
lad was timid, not sure at that 
moment that he had learned aoy'- 
thing. “ I think,” he said at last, 
“ 1 know a little about ti-hos.” 
“ Very well. There will ho a 
meeting of tho Royal Society to
night. I will take you with mo 
there.” All of the great scientitie 
savants of England • belonged to 
this ^Society. That evening, to
ward its close, Sir Roderick rose 
and said : V I have a young friend 
hero 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 
long before man.” He then gave 
tho precise locality in which it 
had been found, with*one or two 
other facts concerning it. Tho 
species to wbicii the specimen be
longed was of course extinct. 
“ Gan you sketch for mo on that 
blackboard your idea of this lisli ?” 
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. The portrait was 
correct in every hone and line.. 
The grave old doctors burst into 
lou-t uppl&use. “Sir,” Agassiz 
said, on telling tho story, “that 
was the proudest moment of my 
life—no, the happiest ; for 1 knew 
now my father-would consent that 
1 should give my life to science."

THE SECRET.
A kind Christian lady, in one 

of her visits, found a poor, desti
tute little orphan girl, and brought 
her to her own home. The little 
stranger at first would take no 
comfort, but sat down weeping in 
the lobby*. Tho children ol the, 
house endeavored to make friends, 
with her and draw her into the- 
parlor, but they could uot ; and 
so they said to their mother, “ She 
will not come and play will 
She will not leave the lobby

“There is a secret," said tho 
lady, "by* which you can bring 
her where you like. It is a secret 
in four letters. Try ifyou can find 
it out.

The eldest girl, taking the lead, 
searched eagerly amongst all her 
prettiest playthings. “ I know 
what it is," she cried ; “ it is 
D-o-l l." So she brought her best 
doll, and offered to give it to tho 
child if she would come into tho 
parlor. No, it was a iailuro.

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 tho muff, or even, 
look at it.

Grace, the youngest, could think 
of nothing worth offering after 
this, hut stood looking on in sor
row ; until at length, following an 
instinct of her own, she sat down 
beside the little stranger and cried 
too. 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 
her cheek. This decided the mat
ter. There was nothing said ; but 
Grace soon led the way into the 
parlor, holding her captive by the; 
band.

“ Well, girls," said the mother,
" Gracie has found out tho secret,, 
and the four letters arc l-o-v e. 
Love ia tho strongest rope in the 
world."

Ah, yes, love is a groat power. 
It draws all things to itself. It 
brought the Son of God down to. 
earth to die, so that Ho might go- 
beck to heaven to intercede for 
ua. It draws him down again to 
dwell with us in our hearts. And 
by it he draws tie from ein to God..

with us.
uy.1’
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