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WAITING AT THE SAVIOUR’S FEET.

Oh, Lord, give me a willing heart,
And make it all sincere ;

To humbly choose the better part
And lend a listening ear.

To hear Thy precious Word and prove

Thy gracious promises and love,

I know this heart is sinful, Loxd,
And needs to list to Thee ;

Ob, open now Thy loving Word
And speak its power to me,

The blessing of Thy Spirit give

To teach the truth by which to live,

I know that nothing I can do,
Unless Thou speak to me
Out of Thy Word forever new, -
Can teach my soul to see
Thou art the Way that Thou hast given
To lead our wandering souls to heaven.
—————

THE WIFE'S WAGES.

- “Well, Nettie, what do you want?
said Mr. Jarvis to his wife, who stood
looking rather anxiously at him after he had
paid the factory hands their week’s wages.
“ Why, Donald,” said she, “ I thought as I
bad worked for you all the week, T would
come for my wagestoo ! Youpay Jane two
dollars a week; surely I earn that, and I would
like very much to have it as my own.”
“ Pshaw, Nettie, how ridiculously you
talk ! You know that all I have belongs to
you and the children—and don’t I furnish
the house and everything? What under the
sun would you do with the money if you
had it ?” -
“I know, Donald, that you buy the
necessaries for us all, and I am willing that
on should do so still, but I should like a
Kttle money for my very own. We have
been married fifteen years, and in all that
time I do not seem to have earned a dollar.
As far as money is concerned I might as well
be a slave. I can not buy a quart of berries,
or a book, without asking you for the
money, and I should like to be a little more
independent.
M. Jarvis, proprietor of Jarvis mills, worth
hundreds of thousands of dollars, laughed
derisively.
“Youwre a fine one to talk of independ-
ence,” he said. “If you should start out to
make your own living, you’d fetch up in the
poor-house soon enou%‘ , for what could you
do to earn a living ? The girlsin the factory
know how to do their work, and they earn
their wages, When I have paid them my
dut{ is done, but I have to board and
clothe and take care of you when you are
sick. If I had to do thaf for the irfs, they
would have precious little money eft, I can
tell you.”

“Donald, I gave up a good trade when I
married you. Forfive years Thad supported
myself by it, and many a time since have I
envied myself the purse of those days. As
for my not earning anything now, Ileave it
to {9\1 to say whether it would be possible
to hire another to take my place ; and how
much it would cost you to go without me a
year? I know the girls have little left after
Paymg their expenses, but they enjoy that
ittle so much, Allie Watson supports her-
self and her mother with her wages, and they
both dress better than I do. Jennie Hart is
helping her father pay off the mortgage on
his farm, and sheis so t“)j]py that she can do
0. Even Jane, the kitchen girl, has more
freedom than I, for out of her own money
she is laying by presents for her relatives, and
will send them at Christmas, as much to her
own pleasure as theirs. Yesterday an Indian
woman was at the house with such hand-
some bead-work to seli, and, although I
wanted some money so much, I had not a
dollar. I feltlike crying when Jane brought
in her week’s wages and bought half a dozen
articles that I wanted so much. You often
say that all you have is mine, but five dollars

lars worth of property did.”

“No doubt OF that, Mrs. arvis. You
have no idea of the value of money, and
would have enjoyed buying a lot of bead
trash that wouldn’t be worth a cent to any-
body. Jane needs a guardian if she fools
away her money like that. She will be in
the county house yet if she doesn’t look
out. It’slucky that men do hold the money,
for there’s not one woman in a hundred who
knows how to use it.”

“For shame, Donald Jarvis! You know
better ! TLook at Jerry and Milly Creg, will
ﬂou, and say that he makes the best use of

is money. She is at home with her parents
every night, making her wages go as far as
possible toward making them comfortable,
while he is carousing in the village, wasting
his time and money, and making a brute of
himself besides. And why does Mrs. Sarton
come to receive her husband’s wages herself ?
Simply because he cannot get by the saloon
with money in his pocket, and if she did not
get the money they would all go hungry to

ed the day after his wages are paid. And
I'believe that every woman who earns money
here spends it as wisely as the average of
men, and I have yet to hear of one of them
being in debt.”
Mr. Jarvis knew that he could not gainsay
a word his wife had said, for they were all
true. Luckily he thought of Jane.
“Well, how much do you suppose Jane
will have left when the New Year comes?
If sheshould get sick, how long could she pay
for such care as you have !
1t is not likely she will lay up many dol-
lars out of a hundred a year ; but she is laying
up something better, I think. Last winter
she sent her mother a warm shawl and a pair
of shoes, and to her brother and sister money
to buy new school books, and the warm
loving letters they send herdo her more good
than twice the amount of money in the bank
would. This year she islaying by anumber
of useful and pretty things for them, and if
any misfortune should happen to Jane they
would only be too glad to Eelp her.”
“Well, who do you suppose would help
you if you needed help ?” said My. Jarvis, for
want of a better question,

“Nobody. If you should lose your pro-
perty to-day I should be a beg%n', without
a claim dn any one for help. You always
held your purse strings so tightly that it has
been hard enough to ask for my own
necessities, leaving others out altogether.
Many a time a dollar or two would have
enabled me to do some poor man or woman
untold good, but although you have often
said that all your property was mine, I never
could and can not now command a dollar
of it.”

“Lncky you couldn’t, if you wanted to
spend it on beggars.”

“Donald, you know that I would spend
money as wisely as you do. Who was it
that, only last week, gave a poor, lame beg-
gar five dollars to pay his fare to Burton, and
then saw him throw his crutches aside and
make for the nearest saloon? Your wife
could do no worse if trusted with a few dol-
lars, You sa{ that the money is all mine,
yet you spend it as you please, while I can
not spend a dollar without asking you for
it, and telling you what I want it for. Any
beggar can get it in the same way! Christ-
mas you bought presents for us and expected
us to be very grateful for them. A shawl
for me of the very color that I could not
wear, a set of furs for Lucy that she did not
need, a drum for Robin that has been a nuis-
ance ever since, and a lot of worthless toys
that were all broken up in a week. There
were forty or fifty dollars of money just
the same as thrown away, yet when I ask you
to trust me with two dollar® a week you can
not imagine what use I have for it, and fear
it will be wasted.”

“Well,” snapped the proprietor, “I guess
it is my own money, and I can spend it as L
please. I guess yowll know it, too, when
you get another present.”

“Qh, itis your money, then. I understood
you to say it was all mine, and intended to

rotest against your spending it so foolishly.
ff it is your own, of course you have a right
to spend it as you please, but it seems to me
that a woman who left parents and brothers
and sisters, and all her friends, to make a
home for you among strangers, a woman
who has given her whole life to you for fif-
teen years, 1gight be looked upon with as
much favor as you give to beggars, who are
very likely to be impostors. [ know that

you seldom turn them off without help.

» | would have given me more pleasure yester- [ Perhaps I would be more successful if I ap-
| |day than your hundreds of thousands of dol- | pealed to you asa beggar.

il

I might say, kind
sir, please allow me out of your abundant
means asmall pittance for my comfort. Itis
truel have enough to eat and donot suffer for
clothing, butalthough I work for my master
from morning till night, and if his children
happen to be sick, from night until morning
again, yet he does not pay me as much as he
does his cook,and I am often greatly distressed
for want of a trifling sum which he would
not mind giving to a perfect stranger ! The
other day while he was from home, I had to
go to the mext station to see a dear friend
who was ill, and not having a.dollar of my
own, I was obliged to borrow the money
from his cook, fI.. was s0 mortified! And
not long since the berry womaw came with
such nice berries to sell, and my little girl,
who was not well, wanted some very badly,
but I had not even five cents to pay for a
handful for her. Yesterday a friend came
to ask me to assist in a work of charity, It
was a worthy object, and I longed so much
to give her a lhttle money for so good a
urpose, but though the wife of a rich man
had no money. Of course I might ask m
‘husband for money, and if I told him all
about what I wanted with it, and he ap-
Eroved of my purpose, and was in a good
umor, he would give it to me ; but, sir, it
is terribly slavish to have to do so, even if I
could run to him every time I wanted any-
thing, People say I am a fortunate woman
because my hugband is rich, but I often envy
the factory girls theirability to earnand spend
their own money. And sometimes I get so
wild thinking about my helplessness that if it
was not for my children I think I should just
drop into the river and end it all.”
“Nettie! Nettie Jarvis! What are you
saying ¥’ cried the startled husband at last,
for the far-away look in her eyes as if she
did not see him, but was looking to some
higher power to help her, touched his pride
if it di&)not his heart, for he had a good dea
of pride in aselfish sort of way. Hewasproud
to f)e able to support his family as well as he
did. He was proud to think be did it him-
self. He was proud that when his children
needed new shoes he could tell hig wife to
take them to Crispin’s and get what they
needed. He did it with a flourish. He was
not one of the stingy kind—he liked to spend
money ; and when Nettie, who was once the
%ost spirited young lady of his acquaintance,
me meekly to him for a dress or cloak, he
was sometimes tempted to refuse her money
Just to show her how helpless she was with-
out him, Yes, he was ‘proud of his family,
and wanted them to feel how much they
depended upon him. He would have felt
aggravated if any one had left his wife a
legacy, thus allowing her to be independent
of his purse. Theidea of her earning money,
as the other work-folks did, never entefed
his mind. He “supported her ;” that was
his idea of their relations! He never had
happened to think that it was very good of
her to take his money and spend it for the
§ood of himself and his children. Henever
ad thought that any other woman would
have wanted big pay for doingit. He had
even thought himself very generous for al-
lowing her money to get things to make the
family comfortable. Things began to look
differently to him just now. Could it be
that he was not generous, not even just to
his wife ! IHad he paid her so poorly for her
fifteen years of faithful labor for bim thatif
she had been obliged to begin the world for
herself that day it would have been as a
penniless woman,notwithstandingthehouses,
the lands and mills that he had so often told
her were all hers ; for he knew, as every one
else did,thatnotone dollar of all he had would
the law allow herto call her own.
How fast he thought, standing there at the
office window looking down at the little
houses where the mil%-hands lived. Could
it be possible that his wife envied them any-
thing? ®Could it be that he was not as good
aman as he thought? He had felt deeply
the wrongs of the slaves, whose labors had
been appropriated by their masters, and when
a negro, who had worked twenty years for
hLis master before the emancipation freed
him, came to Jarvis mills, friendless and
penniless, the heart of the proprietor swelled
with indignation at such injustice. He was
eloquent on thesubject, athome and abr
and wondered how any one could beso cru
and selfish as to commit such an outrage
against justice. He had called him a robber
many a time, but now Donald Jarvis looked
to himself very much like the old slave-
holders ! Massa Brown had taken the pro-

even a “thank you” for it. True, when
Cuffee ate he had given him food, when he
was sick he had given him medicine, and he
had clothed him, too, just as he himself
thought best. Mr. Jarvis had married alov-
ing, conscientious woman, and for fifteen
years had appropriated her labors. Her re-
compense had been food and clothes, such as
he thought best for her. A little better than
Cuffee’s, perhaps, but the similarity of cases
did not please him. He had expected his
wife to be very grateful for what he had done
for her, but now he wondered that she had
not rebelled long ago. Had his life been
a mistake? Had his wife no more money
or liberty than Cuffee had in bondage ?
Was Donald Jarvis no better than Massa
Brown ? .

His brain seemed to be in a muddle, and
he looked so strangely that his wife, anxious
to break the spell, took bis arm, saying * Let
us go home, dear, tea must be waiting for
us.” He took off his hat in a dreamy wa
and they walked home in silence. The chil-
dren ran joyously to meet them. The yard
was 80 fresﬁ and green, and the flowers so
many and bright that he wondered he had
never thanked Nettie for themall. Hitherto
he had looked upon them as his, but now he
felt that his interest in them was only a few
dollars, that would not have amounted to
anything without his wife’s care. His chil-
dren were tidy and sweet, and everything
around and in the house had that cheer
look that rested him so after the hard, dull
day at themill. They sat again at the table,
which had been a source of comfort and
pleasure to him so many years, and he
wondered how he could have enjoyed it so
long without even thanking the woman who
had provided it. True, she had used his
money in bringin%)it all about, but how else
could his money be of use to him? Who
else could have turned it into just what he
needed day after day for years?  And he be-
gan to have an undefined feeling that it took
more than money to make a home. He
Flanced at his wife’s face as he buttered his
ast slice of bread.

It was not that of a fair, rosy bride whom
he had brought to the mill years before, but
at that moment he realized that it was far
dearer to him, for he knew that she had given
the bloom and freshness of her youth to make
his home what it was.

And a new thought came to him, “ Who
was comforting her now when she had so
much care?’ Was that not what he pro-
mised to do when he brought her from her
old home ? He sighed as he thought how
far he had drifted from her while holding
her in a bondage equal to Cuffee’s, Nay, he
felt that her claims were far more bindin,
than any which had ever held the negro, an
that his obligations to her were so much the
greater. >

Something called the children out doors,
and Mr, Jarvis took his easy chair. His
wife came and stood beside him.  “I fear you
are not well, Donald, or are you displeased
with me?”’

He drew her into his arms and told her
how her words had shown him what manner
of man he was, and there were words spoken
that need not be written, but from that day
forth a different man was the proprietor of
Jarvis mills, and there was a brighter light
in Mrs, Jarvis’ eyes, for at last she had
something of her own, nor has she regretted
that she “applied for wages.”—Morning
Star. :

———

“LEAD US NOT INTO TEMPTATION.”

During my early business life I used to
frequent a library and reading-room, con-
nected with which there was a little collection
of curiosities. These were arra.xclged in a few
rows of neat glass cases, which contained
many pretty specimens, Among other things
there was quite a number of precious stones,
topaz, emerald, garnet, etc.

Calling upon a friend one evening, I was
introduced to a handsome lad, the orphan
son of an old class-mate of mine, now vi.it-
ing the city for the first time. Hoping to
ad% to the pleasure of his visit I gave him a
ticket of admission to our little museum.
Shortly after the young man who had the
care of these things was much annoyed by
discovering that several of the prettiest stones
had been abstracted through a breach in one
of the glasses, and remarked that he thought
he could tell the exact time when they were
t;l.(e;], and could very accurately deseribe the

ief.

I desired to know on whom his suspicions

ceeds of Cuffee’s laber for his own without

had fallen, and was shocked to hear quite an

—H
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