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WHO. REFORMED THE MISSION
CIRCLE,

BY MARIANA M., DBISBER,

. Mirandy and I hadu’t never been to mis-

sion meeting, for all we'd lived in Summis
goin’ on three year. We'd never got any
_particular invitation, though, to be sure
our minister read it regular, Suiday,
amongst the other notices. But somehow
1t never came home to us that ’twas our
duty to take holt without waitin’ to be
asked, till one Sunday we had a stranger
preach for us,

He was a real smart, pleasant.spoke man
—though not a bit better than our minister,
—and when he give out notices he read off
notice of mission meetin’, and then says he,
“I do not know whether it is your pastor’s
custom in reading these notices to make
further remarks onthem., DLut.this mission
cirele is of course supported by all the Chris-
tian Indies of the congregation, and I suppose
you all make special effort to attend the
meelings.”

Then he weut on preachin’; but Mirandy
and I set there kind o’ dumb-founded.
You can’t think how ashamed we felt.
"Twant but a little thing the pastor had said,
but somehow it took right holt of us, and we
made up our minds that, come what would
we'd go Lo the next mission meetin’,

Seem’s though we couldn’t wait for Wed-
nesday to git round, we was so anxious to
make up for vast failures.  And really there
hadn’t been ihe lenst mite of excuse for us,
living a8 we.did—just lwo_old- maid sisters
Dy ourselves ; anly, as I said, it hadn’t come
‘home to us before .

Well, we started out. The meetlin’ was
at three o’clock, and 'twas guarter of, when
we left home. Buat there was no one in
sight when we went up the Lill to the meet-
in’-house. ¢ Perhaps our clock was fast,”
says Mirandy, “Orslow,”saysI, “Mchhe
we're late,”

But when we got into church we heard
laughin’ and talkin’ somewhere, so we knew
weetin’ hadn’t Hegun. There was a little
blue-eyed lady—a stranger—standin’ by the
stairs, lookin? kind o’ perplexed, but she
brightened up when she saw us, 1 didn’t
know just where to go,” she said ; “but you
can show me now.”

Ilooked at Mirandy. © Well, the fact is,”
says she, * we hain’t been here before, our-
selves,—but I guess we can find the way,
They’re in one of the small vestries.” And
she went ahead and pushed open the door.

We followed ou, expectin’ to see all
Summit inside, but if you’ll believe it,
there- set jest seven women! Two young
ones, and three middlin’ old, and Grandma
‘Packard and another old lady. Then there
was two children, set up stiff’ in chairs by
the wall. I never was more beat,

But the cirele looked more astonished
than Miranda and me. They didn’t seem
to be expectin’® company. However, they
made us very welcome, and Mis’ Brown—
ghe’s president—called the meetin’ to order,
then made a short prayer, and then called
for the minutes of the last meetin’, Near's
we can remember, there was six at that
meetin’, and they’d had cighteen cents
tumbler collection. )

Thinks I, well, these ain’t much like Sun.
day meetin’s—and I felt more ashamed than
ever. Why, the sewin’ they’d git done at
one o’ their mectin’s wouldu’t keep the
smallest heathen in Ingy warm through
summer.  Well, they got the report read,
and asked if there was any further business,
and there didn’t seem to be much, It got
-awful still, and them two ehildren—old Mis?
Packard brought ’em—Iaffed right out.
Then the little laly that came with us spoke
up and says she, “ Perhaps thisis not the
right time for it, but I wish to join your
society—to-day, if I may.”

Miy’ Brown seemed very glad to hear it,
and while she was signin’ her name, I
nudged Mirandy and she spoke up sayin’
we'd join too, Well, we got through the
joinin’ business, and one young lady read a
piece about a Jady missionary’s trials among
the heathen, T'was kind of interesting but
I couldn’t make out where the place was, or
whether there was anything we could do
about it. The lady that wrote the piece—
scems though she was havin’ & pretty hard
time, for she said money was needed very
much, and books and cards ; but the circle
didn’t talk it over any, and when she got
through readin’ they bauled out some cot-
ton picces and went to sewin’. I went
round awongst them and tried to find out

she thought the president would know—
“but it’s for a deservin’ object,” she said,
We sewed Lll near supper Lime ; and I de-
clare 1 felt diseouraged, for them seven wo-
men, president and all, jest sat talkin’
seandal faster’n they worked. They tore
the winister and his wife all to pieces, and
forgot to put them together again, and they
give everybody a bad name in the parish,
[ was thankful Mirandy and I come, for 1
didu’t know what they might a” said if we
hadn’t been there.  And them two children
seb by, seratchin’ gathers and listenin’ to
every word,

Mis’ Wilbur—that’s the little lady’s name
—she didn’t say anything, but she jest sat
there with her Ve eyes lookin? sort o? sur-
prised, and sewed very fast,

When nicetin’ hroke up she walked down
a piece with us. “ Wan't yon wmost dis-
couraged al the small number, Mis® Wilbur,?
says Mirandy,

“ Ob, no,” says she.  “Seven women can
do wonderful things., Besides, there are
three more than there were this morning,”

“I noticed you didn’t take no part in the
conversation, Mis Wilbur,”? says 1. “I
thought you didn’t apprave of it more’n we
did. There’s a good denl to be donein that

The next meetin’ was even better. Mis’
Wilbur she brought her little girl to draw
maps for us—she did it real cute, too,—and
explain about the places ; and she’d brounght
a lot of tidies and splashers marked in out-
line for ihe little girls to work with pretly
colors while we sewed ; she said she could
find a market for *em.

Then Mis’ Brown’s girl—she’s getting to
be gnite a young lady—drawed somethin’
on the board that was real curious. She
made qneer shaped figures of Jight, shinin’
on todark patches of the world, and explain-
ed that 'twas Christianity shinin’ on heathen
nations, and, my scuaas! there wasn’t but
one little spot that she said stood for the
number of Christian folks in the world,
aud such enormous patches of black! We
all feit as if we'd better let our lights shine
a little brighter,

Right in the middle of meetin’ Mirandy
leaned over to me, and says she, “How
nm?x:.’y folks do you see, that we sent tracts
to

I Jonked all round, and I couldn’t count
up hut two.  We didn’t know what to make
of it. Dut poin’ home we got our eyes
opened. Mis’ Brown’s girl walked hehind
us, talkin’ to a friend. “Oh, that Jittle Mrs,
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dircetion. We must make it a subject of
special prayer.” “And of work too,” said
Mis’ Wilbur, as she left us at the corner,

Well, Mirandy and I prayed overit a good
denl ; that those mission meetin’s might be
blessed, and a goodly number present.  And
Mirandy found some excellent missionary
tracts, and sent 'em round to a good many
of the best families, and we jest folded our
hands and waited for next Wednesday.
We was so anxious to see some good accom-
plished !

Never shall I forget how pleased we felt
when the time come, and one after another
the women and young folks come in till
there was twenty-six there ! And such a
good meetin’, Some one had brought in a
blackboard and made a map on it of the
mission fields, and marked how far off they
was, and how many workers in ’em, and
wrote the names of all the big places, so
when pieces was read we could look right
on and understand. An® the president read
us a lot aboutsome place where a missionary
was just goin’, and proposed that our society
pledge to give a certain share of her salary
every year, She had a letter {rom the mis-
sionary, too—come the day before, tellin’
how she felt about goin’ away, and what
things she thought would be needed.

Well, we all got our spirits up, and when
we got to sewin’ there was so much to plan
there didn’t scem to Dbe no time to gossip ;
and Mirandy and I felt that our prayers
had done a great deal. We couldn’t help
feelin’ real pleased and proud, too ; and we

Wilbur is such a worker !" she said, “ Why
she certainly brought as many as fifteen per-
gous to the meeting. I wouldn’t havecome
myself but for her coaxing. Andshe thinks
up the nicest little ideas. She brought that
blackboard, you know, and showed me how
to make that drawing. And she’s planned
a lot of nice things with mamma. We're
going to have a liltle entertainment at
every meeting, and regular drills® about
foreign countries, and correspond with the
missionaries ourselves, Oh, I'm real glad
she made me come !*?

Mirandy and I went home in silence.
What were we to think? We had had faith
and Mis’ Wilburhad bad works, and now the
question wag, “Who reformed the Mission
Cirele 7"—Morning Slor,
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MRS. GREY’S SACRIFICE.
BY KATE 8. GATES.

Mis. Grey drew a little breath of pure
content as she stood hy the cheerful grate
fire in her cosy little-Jibrary.  She had just
finished her morning’s work of putting the
parlors to rights,

“T helieve,” she snid softly to herself,
“that I am just as near heing perfectly
happy as it is possible for anyone fo be, [
ought to be content, certainly, with anch a
.dear, good hushand and pleasant home.”

Then, having assured herself that every-
thing was in order for the day, she ran up-
gtairs to her own room and took up her
Bible for her morning chapter. It was in
Malachi. She wished, as she opened to her

place, that it wasin one of the Gospels or
Bpistles. Those were written for every-
body as long as the world should last, but
she never thought of finding any special
word for ber ownlife in the Old Testament,
She read it hecause it was a part of the
Bible, and she thought that she must.

So now this morning, as she read, her
thoughts were not on her reading, but
downstairs, wondering what kind of a spread
would he prettiest for the little stand in the
back parlor, and if the new statuette would
not look betier between the two front win-
dows,

Suddenly she stopped. What was that
ahe had just read ?

“ And if ye offer the blind for sacrifice, is
itnot evil? and if ye offer the lame and
sick, is it not evil? Offer it now unto thy
governor, will he be pleased with thee or
accept thy person ? saith the Lord of hosts,”

Her Bible slipped from her hands as she
sab gazing into the fire.

What kind of sacrifices and offerings had
she brought to Gad ? Iis gifts o her had
been rich and plentiful ; what had she offered
unto lim?

*The more John does for me the more I
want to do for him,” she thought, with
crimsoning cheeks. T just try to-think of
things to please him, and to do for him, but
I am afraid it isn’t so about God. T don’t
see as I've given anything but old clothes
that we could spare as well as nof, and the
regular contributions, but then I spend

Jtwice as much for things I do not really

need.

“I gave mysclf to God, of course, n long
time ago, but I amafraid that hasbeen any-
thing but a perfect nffering. And I do be-
licve,? she” exelaimed in her earncstness,
¢ that, imperfect as T am, instead of giving
the hest of myself to God T have given
it to John, to society, and to my own plea-
sure, :

“I never would have gone inlo any even-
ing company as tired and worn out as I
went to Jast Thursday evening’s meeting.

“Oh, dear! if the Tord was displeased
with Ilis people in those days, what must
ITe be with me ¥

It was with a very penitent, humble heart
that Mrs. Grey knelt to plead for pardon
and help for the future.

She had an errand down town that morn-
ing. On her way home she met Dr. Rogers,

She knew him slightly ; he was a member
of the church they attended, but she was not
prepared for his bright smile of greeting and
outstretched hand,

“I Dbelieve the Lord rent you to me,”
he said.  “J was just asking him to show me
some one for teacher in the Foundry Mission
School. Won’t yon and your husband each
take a class? I was almost in despair, for
we are so short of workers just now ; hut I
could not make up my mind to give up the
field, for the harvest is plenteous.” :

Mrs. Grey was on the point of refusing
decidedly, when suddenly her morning’s
reading flashed into her mind.

Here was a ehance fora genuine sacrifice,
for the mission school held its session Sab-
bath afternoon, the only afternoon in the
week when John was home, and they did
enjoy it so ! To be sure, it would not take
all the afternoon, but it would spoil it.

“It wasn’t,” she pleaded with herself, “as
though they spent the time as some did,
riding, paying or receiving visits. To think
of giving up those nice long talks and hours
of Bible study together for teaching those
rough foundry boys and girls! No, she
could not,” she decided, as she hurried
along. She wanted to get as far away from
that troublesome doctor as possible,
~ And yet should she always offer unto the
Lord that which cost her nothing, that which
wag cast off—like herlast winter’s cloak that
she gave to a poor woman last week, that
which was left over from everything else?

A sudden sense of bitter shameat herown
ingratitude swept over Mra. Grey. He, the
Lord of hosts, had redeemed her ; He had
filled her cup of hlessings full and running
over. Conld she refuse anything ?

The hot tears sprang to her eyes, and
tnrning, she rapidly retraced her steps to
Dr. Rogers’ oflice, to say, “ We will take
the classes if you are willing. T ean promise
for my husband without waiting toask him.
e is always ready to do his duty, and I
hope I shall he in the fature,”—Christian
Intelligencer,

Bo nnblo ! and the noblanass that lies

In other men, sleaping, but nover dead,
Shall riso in majesty to maeet thine own.

—Lowell,
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what they was for, One young lady said | went home pretty well satisfied.
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