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REPENT
BY GEORGY HALA

The farmer amiled to xee his bursting baras,
Has fields yet ripening 1 the summer sun,
And oried, with pride upwelling from bhis

heart
“Io' what the toil of iny two hunds hath
done ™
A sweet voies whispered, from the rasthng
wheat :

T God. who iniveth increase, praise is meot

“Lhere 18 not room within these httle sheds
To store from loss or theft my yellow graiun.
So will I build me greater, that I may
Rojoiceand cheor my soul withthismy guin.”
Still pled that angel whisper, low aud sweet
“Give to the poor, who have n» food to eat ™ °

“Cease troudbling me*

glad?
For hard hath been my toil and long the
strife.
Now will I1a gh and fill my heart with jor,
And live right mernly the rest of life.”’
“Q fool I’ thoangel whispered, with a sigh.
“ Reggnt. For thou this verr night xhalt
io."”

Why should T not be

- N. Y. Independent.

THY, THINGS OF PEACE
BY EMILY HUNTINOTON MILLER

There was nothing at grandma's house
which Laura hiked better than theswing  She
had 2 swing at home 1n the wood.shed, with
great upnght timbers, and a kind of wooden
soat that swung back and f rth uver tho plank
floor. But the swing at grandma's was no
such staff affarr. It was a great brown rope,
fastened to a limb of the old elm in the back
yard. The long beaut:iful branches drooped
all around it until you secmed to be in 8 nest,
and as vouswung yourself up amung them the
green loaves shook and trembled, and the
summer wind cano rushing to meet you, and
you felt just hke a2 bird going ap wuto the tops
of tho forest. Laura hiked that, and she hked
totake her book and st in the swing end read,
just touching her feet to the green grass now
and then, envugh to makeher seat sway slowly
liko a cradie. sf Laurn was nut au the house,
they always know whero tu look for her, so
one Bat v aiternoon, when Jenany Staples
came vver 1o play with her, grandma only
Jooked up from her sewing to say .

* Run out .a the yard, Jeany ., you'll find
Laura in the swing, I presume.”

Laura had just reachud the most interesting
part of her story.

“Obdear" she thonght. ‘I am having
such 2 n‘il(x* time, and now Jenny Staples muat
oomo an 1! everything.’”

Jenny cfxp;noo bounding gown to the tree, her
round face all of a dunple vith happiness, but
Laura did not look up until Jenoy «in
both hands over the page she was reading,
and stopped the swming wath u jerk
Laura only pulled her bouk away, and sad

crossly, “Doa’t '’

cnpy was very much astomished at her re-
ception, and all the dumples were mnoothed
out of her {ace in a moment  Sho did not wait
to aay & word, but turned and walked away,
and Laura looked ap from her book to ace her
helf-way to the gat

“Oh ' now S::': mad,” thought Laura,
*gnd sho'll toll her aunt Mary I was rude to
her  Jenny ' Jenny Staplos

No answer, only Jenny walked an faster
than over. Laura dropped her book and ran
after her. but Jeany ran too, and so Laura

ntopgoi.

“Such n silly, to be mad -t 2 little thany
liko that ** sho said s <he watched Jenny's
sun-bonnct dissppearing behind the hill.
“Well, she mey go T'm uat gning ta tmnhle
myself about her.,” and Laura went back to
bor book.

Bat the charm af the stary was all gone
She could not think of tho Little Frieda trudg-
ing awsy at nidnight after mother's medicine,
bat anly of Jamny Stapleadisappointed of her
aficrnom’s play, avd going tc her lone-
somg kome, 8t gor aunt's. Sho tried to per-
cuado berself thet she was not at allto Llame.
but tho whispering olm loaves, nud the xweet
summer wind, and oven theo littlo browa bird
up stmoag the maples, acemed to bo maying
over and over her text, * Follow after the
things that make for o fuliow afiee
thoe 5xmga that make }:r“ poace.

“1 s'pouc I ought to go and "polognze and

e

makoup withJenny,” £1e saidreluctantly,clos.
1y herbaok: “but Ido hatetonwfully,and, be.
sides, sho needu’t bo #o teuchy. Perhaps it'll
be a good lessan to her.”

Laura was still undecided when graudma
called her.  Sho had a lotter in he - hand and

little burkot, and sho reid

* Here, Laura, is & letter which must go to
the Corners to.night, nnd I do not sco any
way but for you to carry it. Jenny can go
with you, and I have put up your supper in
this basket, aod you can stop at the mllow
a8 you como back, and have a littlo pionio in
the woods.”

Laura’'s heart gave a jump of delight, and
then grow very heavy.

* Oh, grandms ! Jenny has gone home.”

“ (tono home """ exclaimed grandma ; “why,
her aunt has gone to Fairbury, and tho house
18 locked up; sho was to stay here all pight.
1 don't understand it."”

Laura was just ready to cry.

“I wasu't very pohte to her, and she svas
mad and run off,” she said, honestly. “You
dra’t o'pose she'd getlost or anything—do you,
grandma ¥

Grandmalooked both surprised and troubled,
but presently she said:

* I'm gorry it has happened, but of course
Jeany will come back, and you had botter gou
on with tho lotter. Perhups you may find
her ; she would not go far.”

Laura went on very slowly, and when
nhe crossed tho bridgoe below the hill, she saw
Jcuny just at the cdgo of the woods, wading
in tnd water.  She had taken off her shoesan
stockings, and was walking about on the white
gravel where tho water ran in little yellow
ripples It was great fun, so all the childron
thought, and Jenny secmed to have quits for-
gotten her troubles, for she only looked up
when Laura came along, and said,

# Oh Laura' come in avd wade. Tte water
is as warm as anything. and I almost caught
a mionie in my hand.”

+ 1 can’t,”” &aid Laura ; ** I must take this
leiter to the Corners, and you are to go too ,
ana oh, Jenny" I've got our supper in this
basket, and we're going to stop at the Hollow
ard have a pienic when wocome back, grand-
ma smd 80

“Splendid ! said Jenny, ranning up to_the

n bank, and drying her feet in her pocket-
g:zcdkmhxef. Laurs let her take g peep 1uto
the basket, just to so» the nice white biscuit
and shaved beef, with two slices of spon,
cake, and four heart cookica, and a bottle of
milk.

* Oh, isn't your grandma just the nicest.
exclaimed Jenny, “‘to let us have two cookies
apiece, becaus o you never can take two at tho
table "

“She’s nice about everything,” said Lanrs ,
and then they went on very amisbly and Ieft
the lotter at the Corncrs, only stopping onus
or twire }:oipiCk s?ymo thimbitgbcrrioia that

w by the fence.  Jennyscemed quite
g::; Luura wos not quite satisfied. She plgfd
snade up her mivd to tall Jenny sho was sorcy
for treating her rudely, but, after all, what
was the need of it?

# Wo're mado for pezee now,” sho sid to
herself, “and there isn’t any uso in talking
about quarrels: besides, it wasn't a regular
quarrel, only a misundenstanding.”

The Hollow was s delightful little dingle
in the woods, shut in on three sides by h.gls,
from which great ledges of gray rock jutred
eut. A tiny stream found its way among the

ped { crevices of the rock, and ran downthe Hollow,

and all about were beds of chockerberry and
und pine, and the grecnest, softest moss
that ever the faines dsnced on. Laura and
Jenny spread their tablo on a flat rock, with
grapo-leaves for plates, and sat down in stato
to 1gix' feast. the thi 1 @

“You may pass the thin an ur the
tea, Jenoy,” said Laurs, whisf’ aoo'ncso to her
a very generous thing to do; but oven that
wouldnotquite silence the troublesomotext, and
sho had to Iisten to it. It said, ¢ ‘Follow after
tho things that make for poace,” means to look
out abont the next time. You and Jeany are
always having such little disagroements, now,
if you talk the matter all over when you feel
good-natured, perhaps it would help you
bath ™ “T1 do 1t," thought Laura, and so
she began.

“Jenny. you know mother has gono to Fair-
bury  When she ggzs away, she most xlwa{:
lcaves a leiter for Rob and mo to help us
200d when we don'’t have her to toll us, and
this tthimo "ht; left :r;: fa vme,—‘l?ﬁllo:;intgr
the things that make for perce.” But .
.. sud that 18 mcant mare thandon’t qusrrel,
but wo mast think about how weo d

cnoe, and just follow after it.  And Jemny,
g:::‘& think I followed after poaco when you
came to #00 mo this afternoon.

*Oh, well ** x2id Jexuy, “Idon’t cars about
that. I m always gotting w=ad, but Iget right
over it.”

- Bat. Jeany. if you—if wo followed after
the things of ponon, doa't you thick wo could
gt alung better ¢ just hke the way wo study
abont out muns at school il wo get tho an.
aworV”

«I guess 80, said Jewry, admiring her
heart cookie, **but I never could remember.”

w] forget too,” sald Laura, “but I slm}l usk
Jesus just as hard as T can not to let me.”

«And thon don't you forget, when you ask
h“‘x“ll:oa, sometimes,” said Laura, “but then I
tell him I'm sorry, and wo mako it all up and

in over again.”
b ul:t then ﬁmrrin, came slowly along the
rond ; ntall giny horso and n driver, who
Jeanod back in the seat and sang in a rs}‘owmnt
voico an old-fashioned tuno to the words:
e L hcarrich pert Gmos
3 elr 'y
Thes wo: l’mecs bud und bltmn."

“That's the minister,” said Jenny, poc ing
through tho bushes, “he’ll give usa rido ,
and jumping on a rock, sho called ont, :Mx'-’.
‘Woodford, buve you been to Aunt Mury's?
Mr. Woodford stopped and talked o minute to
tho children. and then tonk them home.

Just asthoygot out Jenny said, < Ar. Wood-
ford, Laura has got n text: that her mother
gave hor, and wo are going to try todo it all
tho time. It's about the things of peace.’

“Follow after tho things that mako for
poaos,” said Laurs slowly. L.

“That's a good text,” said tho minister . 1
think I shall preach a sormon ubout the things
of pesoe.”'—§. §. Times.

THE TWO A'S.
BY THE REV. EDWARD A. RAND.

“ What's that " said Willio Stuart. He
listenod at the window ‘where tho long honoy-
snckle vines drooped like banners, Ho looked
up to the "lack, heavy masses of clouds in the
tky, and .aught the sound of along-continued
rumble rs of a ponderous iron wheel rolling
along +1o floor overhead. Then a scowl began
to sprad over Willie's faco, ke that spread-
ing < ver the sky. .

“J thought as much !” hessid. “A thun-
der-shower coming! There goes our ride.
Too bad ¥

Willio heard a step in tho garden walk, and
some ono, springing lightly upon the pinzza,

ushed aside the honey-suckloe vines as if they
gud been folds of tapestry, and ontered tho
parlor. It was Willie's father.

“Sorry, Willie,” he said, ** very sorry, bat
our ride has gone.”

<] know it, and now I suppose I must be

8¢ | shut up, father.”

, “Oh! it won't bo the worst thing in the
world to bo kept in the house awhile.”

“ Don't know about that, father,” he ro.
plied, 23 his father stopped out of the parlor.
. How the ran pourcd and rattled, ran and
clattored on roof and pavement that afternoon.
It scemed to have come for a good long stay
also. What began as an apparent shower
turned into a hoavy, steady ran that lasted all
the afternoon. A chilly wind sct i from the
east, swingiog all the vanes about, and tum-
ing about a"s0 many other things. It turned
people from their storos and farms aod shops
toward hosne, turned tho ships toward a har-
bor, turned tho cattle toward the barns, and
with a drip, drip, the rain splashed and satur.
ated cverything.

«“Horrid chilly!" exclaimed Willie.

« Horrid chill:{?" askod his father  * Como
this way ;" =2nd bo led him into the dining-

room.

‘Waan't that a splendid firo thero ? So rany
nimble little sprites in jackets of flamo
spxingingu from tha hearth, chuckling away,
laughing, shouting, roaring, mounting higher
and higher, and hiding away at lastin tho
cosy nookn of the chimney above.

+ 8it down hore, Willie. Ploasant, isn'tit?"

« I know it, father ; but timo sceme lost this
afternoon.”

«0Oh, not nt 2117 You can do something
now. Is thero not something I czn do for

o P
yoFathc: was 80 good-natured aad cheerful,
Willie thought ho could kindlo a fire in Mi
heart, po mattrn how much like & cold, dar
fireplace it was.

“Is there anything you could do, father,
did you ask? You aro roal kind. Lot me
think. Yes, thero is ono thing, if you havo

timo enough.”

“Timp, Willio* Oh, I guess o What
183t you want ' g

“ Well, onr Sunday-school torcher said sho
wanted us to come next Sunday to
toll her about two grost characters in God's
church ¥

“Ok! that's casy. I will hel Do
you want to know about the two

“Two A's, fathor "

 Yes, Augustine and Anscim "

*« Say them sggin, plosso.”

8o tho father sopoated them.

** An-gus-tine 2nd Anselm,” added Willis.
* Now Y have thes.”

*+ All roady, Willio? I will begin hore.
Avway beck in tho fourth oentury thero wasa
littlo fallow runzing about tho crooked atrocts
of Tagasto in Africx. [ imagine ho was a
bright bnt mischicvons 1ad, up to pravk after

you

4l
‘o ¥

prask. Bat ho had a mothor worth having.

Her namo was Monpica , and 1n her trestinent
of Augustino she hud somothing of thit pa-
tience God has with us all.  A-igusting grow
up ouly to try hismother very much. A young
man, he struyed off in wild courses of ain.
But, Monijca's prayers patiently followed him.
At last Augustine wont to Milan. A great
preacheras there, Avabrote, and ho intorested
Auiustino a great deal.  Heo resolved to come
back from his wandorings to God, but where
should ho find him ¥ Que day he went all
ulone into a gurden. In his distress ho throw
himself onthe ground. He asked God to hel
him. Suddenly, ho heard u voico, and il
soomed to suy, '{‘ollo ! degot”

“ What does that mecun, father*' naked
Wilho.

It is the Latin for the words, * tike, read.’
But ‘vhat was Augustine to rosd ? Ho mked
1o v dvivo of a friend, Alype. Tho Bible was
put 1 efore Augustine, aud he chanced to opan
it at this place, ‘Lot us wulk honestly usin
the « ay; not in roting and drunkonners. . . .
But put gye on the Lurd Jos b awt, and
mako not provision for the fles tulfi] the
lusts thereof.” Right thero tho wanderer
touched the feet of Christ, weary and astray
no longer. He had found forgiveness and
hope at lust.”

‘i‘n\iVimt did he do then, father ¥ asked

o.

“ Why, he was just as carncst in the doin

of good as he had boen in the doing of evil.
And how glad his dear mother, Monica, was
to sco it. She had not wasted a single breath
in uscless prayor. The peoplo in Hippo,
Africa, insistod that Augustine should be
their wminister; and then he wus made bishop,
and the oversight of many churches was given
him. Such a busy man us ho was, and such o
great thinker and writer !
“What did ho writo about ¥ asked Willic.
¢« About overything, X should say ; but most-
ly on religious subjects. I think of hix in his
long black robes. sitting in his plain little
rooin, making his pen fly like o shuttle, His
writings have had a great ciroulation, and
bavo had a vast influenco in the shuping of
Christian opinion.”

“ Augustino lived to_bo an old man. He
died at Hippo, where ho was made bigshop, in
the year 430, at the age of seventy-si.. Those
long black robes that had been moving about
80 busily wero secn at last no more in strect or
palpit, for the old bishop lay 4ying. It wasa
sad day for ng&o in more ways than one. A
wild >my of barians, called Vandals, had
pitched thoir tents about Hippo, thirsting for
itg life. Augustine cared not for the great,
rough mob outside the city wulls. His soul
was safo under the wings of God's care, and
10 ono oould harm him. o story runs that
the dying old man asked to have sumo of the
Psalms so full of penitence wntten on the
wall. Therehe lay, lvvking. reading, praving.
Tho cnd came, and the beautiful P wero
the rounds of & ladder, taking his foot
up into the prosenco of God. He must have
been glad to bo home at last with the Saviour
and his dear Mounjca.”*

“So that isone A, father,” said Wilke.
“Yes, and a groat A too.”
“ And tho other '

*Oh' Ansclm—1T must tell yon about An-
selm. He lived later than Augustine. but he
loved Augustine, and loved and studied hia
writings. His cradle was rocked at Aosts,
in Peidmont. 1933—that 18 when ho was
born. I think of him as a boy or quict, ami.
ablo disposition. Like Augustino, he was
blessod with an exrellent pious mother. Hor
namo was Ermcaberga.  Ansclm’s homo was
amopg tho mountains. They rose far above
him with summits of blue, like the domos and
pinuacles of o sapphire city.

 Ansolm used to watch tho mountains whea
a loy, 2nd dream about them. Onpo of his
{ancics was, that just above the bluo noumsin
tops was Hoaven, and thero God was on =
throze of great majesty  In his sleep, too, he
had a dream.  Up, up, up, higher and higher
it socmed to him that ho went, till above the
mountaics ho found God, and there God gave
him bread from heaven. |

“ Once it was vory fashiouablo for pooplo to
be monks, to shave thoe tup of their and
go away into groat religious houses honcy-
combod with Some of the monks did
wroll and some dida't. Tho houscs wo hives,
somctimoes with many workers, and then what
lazy, bad boes would swarm thero !

8o Anvsolm fell in with tho fashion and bo-
came 2 monk T boliero ho was an cxocllent
monk Y ahould call him a lump of tho
‘salt of the caxth’ Tho m him
their head, and a vory bright and busy hosd
they ‘Ho was 5 i=dustrious as Angus.
tine, guiding tto monl ,, tonching the youth,
overlocking tho queer old manuacripts handed

down by ous ?@uxhom, and writing
mhoumm octTine.

“ Ho was of a veryloving tum of mind. A
story ia told of his caro of a poor old maq,
Horewnld Ansclmtonderly nusredhim. He
was 30 weadened by ol? ago and di that
ho oonld not ~ o any momher of his body ox-

cant his ooy .0, but Ansolm would pross ount



