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Lifs and Light, nated the dates of the meetings,—the first
Wednesday in each month,—and made ap her mind to double
her subscription, so did not pay the doliar she had brought
for the purpose. .

Then cume tho plotures of tho different meotin The firast
‘Wednesday in March saw her tied to the sofa, filled with real
regret that she was too ill to attend. She had planned to
?nnd the hour reading the first number of her Life and

ight that came that morning, but it had unfortunately fullen
into tho clutches of her 8kye torrierand been torn in pieces.
The day of the April meeting found her sitting by the fire
with an old friend, indulging in school reminiscencea, com-
paring notes as to household affairs, the * blessed bobies,”
and their hopes fur the fature,—a sweot and %eu:eful piocture
were it not for the disapproving i which tant]
reminded her that, in her joy at seeing her friend in the morn-

- ing, she had entirely forﬁottan the auxillary meeting, and
BY. °

/Z?r gone, and she had had almost no part in the ongolng of

urged her to stay for the day. -

he first Wednesday in May sho saw hersolf hurrying into
tho meeting half an hour late, having stayed in town on s
shopping expedition much lopgor than she intended. Some
one was reading o paper when she went in, of which she did
not hear the title nar the introduction, and she could not fix
her thoughts apon it. A short missionary letter and some
business tinished the meoting. The business suddenly brought
to her mind the faot that sho had not paid her annual fee, al-
thon%h the colleotor hnd called twico for it, and she hnd
promised to send it. She could not pay it this afternoon,
that was certain, aashe had spent every centshe had in town.
A moat delightiul picture in Juno waa a perfect day, o pleas-
ant rido of ten miles to o large, inspiring Branch meeting, de.
lightful Chuistian fellowship, and a strong impulse in the good
cause. Iu July and Auguet there were no meetings; and
inco her return in the autumn, to her shame she confessed
they had passed from hor mind altogother. Could it be possi-
ble? Slie had attended only twe tings, had .10t paid e
cent into the treasury, and had let mors than half the nom-

.bers of the Life and Light lle unrend on the table. A whole

b

o kingdom of her Lord in the foreign lands! Ah! the

ight-have-dones were- weighing heavily upon her. Would,
the shall-be-dones be incteased in the year ta come? :

Among those present in tho afternoon was Mrs. Goodyear,
who had never attended s mfssionary meeting in all ber life
before. 8he knew, of course, that there was an anxiliary so-
oiety in the church, and that it had meetings, but she was
busy here and there, and did not think it concerned her.
Qneo or twice when the condition of haatben women had been
brought to her notice see had been guite troubled by it, but
bad turned it off with the thought that very likely they wero
reasonably happy, after all; she didn't sce why she should
be troubled about it. Sbe bad gone to tbe church in the
afternuon to carry some flowers for the meeting, not intend-
ing to stay, but she had been selzed by two or thres friends
and Her kindly sool had been atirred

ded to remain.
-by tge story of life in India wbich the yousig mirsionary told.

“To hiear thatgirl talk, and to know how mugh she had done,”
ehe said to & Iriend.afterward, ¢ mokes me feel as if I had
done ncthing but mateh ribhons all my life,” One sentence
from the address rang i her ears asahe entered her beautiful
home: * Remember, dear friends, that these are sensitive,
delioate womeh; of the same fleah and blood ps ourtelves, with
eyes that wedp, and cheeks that burn, and hearta that ache
over cruel wrongs ; and then let us try to think for s moment
what our lives wonld-be If all that portained to Christianity
were taken out of them.” 8he could not get the words out
of her inind even when she.lay down for her usual Sunday
afteroon prest. B .

Bhe did not know how quickly she had passed Into the Iand
of dreams, and it seemed & part of her waking thoughts when
n young Hindu woman stood beside her, dressed in the bril-
liant-costume of ber country, with flashing jewels in noseand
ears, on neck, and arms, and ankles. Hor dress wes in atrong
contrast with tho sorrow in -ber face and in her voice as she
sald : * Do you know what yoor life would be without your
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Christ? Came, sud let me show you. This guarled and
flwhted stafl in my band represents heathenism ; asce what it
0es.”

1 folt irresistibly impelled,” said Mra. Goodyear, in writ-
ing of tho dream, '* to follow her without saying n word. Her
firat movemens was toward the copy of tho Sistine Madonna
over the mautel, which she touchod with her staff, and it
turoed into n plecs of sotled canvas. ' Of course,’ I thought,
*if we had no Chriat wo shonld have no pictures of Madonuas.'
Then she turned to Raphael’s cartoon, the healing of the crip-
plo ot tho Boantiful Gate of the Temple :.her touch olimia.
ated the stately figares of Potor and John, leaving only the
muimed and loathsome cripples on the ground. In the same
way the lovely figures bowed in prayer in Millet's * Angolus,’
hmﬁlng near, dipappeared, and left only tho barren moor.”
Looking in pity on my distressed face, she led me down staira
ta the library, whero ehe carried dreadful havoc nmon,
Henry's books. Who wounld have believed that Christ an
hin teachings formed so large & part of the books of sl time?
By the time she left, there wore great gaping holes in the dif. -
ferent shelves, and there was hardly a book that was not
searred and blurred by the inexorable tonch that would not
leave o word that referred to Chriatianity, She dragged me
into the music room, and in an instant all the hymn-books.
arranged for the {amily singing after tes, evory exquisite bit
from an oratorio, every pleco of sacred music had vanished,
and there was hardly & song that was not cut and slnshed to
take away the expressions of love to God or man. And so she
took me through the ather roams, till every onc was dis-
mantled, marred, with all the sonl tuken out of it.

‘ Then she took me foto the street. and her first stopping-
‘place was at the Charoh of the Good Shepherd. —the beaut!-

ul piece of architecture so perfect from colinr to ateople top,

—and at the vrphanage near to it, and in a flash the staff had
razed both houses to the ground. The silver-tongued orator,
with the words of life still burning on his lips, was tnroed
into the street, ailent henceforth ; and the little ones were
homelvss, shelterless wanderors once more. With a cry of
dismay I tried to stay the hond of my guide, but she went re.
rentlessly on, till every church, every hospital, every build-
ing for charitablo Knrpouea, every poor ho'se, every asylum
of any kind that she could find, was aa if it had never Kcen.
Every bookstore, and newepaper, and periodical felt the
chilling blight.

“ As wo passed through the business stecets, the shop win-
dows were resplendent with holiday goods, and fragrant
Christmas greens were in every hand, Lut all disappeared in
the twinkling of an eye. ‘No Christ, no Christmae, you
know,’ said my guide. ‘Can yon imnginp the loss of the
bleesod time of ‘‘good will to men " in your beautiful
America?

'] cannot stand it, any longer " I eried; ' I capnot ges
all the beauty of my native city ruined !"” -

** *Cannot bear it ¥ she answered ; ‘and you do not know
fte half of tho misory we bear in India; yot we must bear
Ing ! d

*“8he took me back to my home, and I harried to my
pretty tea-table to tell my tu{o to sympathizing ears. But>
thore were no sympathizing ears to hear it ; my husband
treated me as if I woro a ohild of ten, to be potted, and

‘soothed, and sent away ; my boys looked ot mo in superol-

lious wonder that I shonld dare to seat mysclf at tho table
with them. The pretty ohina, the shining glass, tho temnpt-
ing foad were there, but there was no place qor me, Gradu-
ally I porcdived that I was no more thar a slave in my own
house, and in horror, I rushed from the room, to fall fainting
on the floor autside. ’

** After awhile I opened my eyes,—and could I bolleve it ?
I was in my own room, with ali its adornments untouched,
and my boys ware calliog me to tes.” .

It was only » droam, but it had its effect. ** To think,”
sho exclaimed to & frlend next day, **that I-Eve lived all
those years and never lifted a finger-to help these women !
How muoh I might have done!”

Ah! the might-bava-dones of the year that is past ! Shall
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