*HIS LIKENESS YOU MAY SEE.
BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE,
My boy, do you know the boy I love?
Ifancy Isechimnow;
His forehead bare in the sweet spring air
With the wind of hope in his waving hair,
With sunrise on his brow.

He is something near your height, may be,
And just about your years:

Timid as you ; but his will is strong,

And hislove of right and his hate of wrong
Aro mightier than his fears.

He has the courago of simple truth ¢

The trial that he must bear,
The peril, the ghost that frights him mosb
He faces boldly—and like a ghost,

It vanishes in air,

Fond of his sports? No merrier lad’s
Sweet lnughter cverrang!
But he is so gencrous and so frank,
" His wildest wit or his maddest prank
Can never cause a pang. )

.

Where does he dwell? T cannot toll;
. Nordo I know his nnme.
‘Or pooror rich? Idon't mind whichg
Or learning Latin, or dlggmg dxtch,
I love him all the same. .

* With high, brave heart, pcrform your part,
~ ‘Be'ncble and kind as he :
‘i Then, some fair morning, when'you pass,
“**Fresh from glad dreams before your glass, -
" “Hislikencssyou may see,

1God.’"

CHIS LIKEI\'ESS YOUVSHALL SEE.’

Youare puﬂlcd W hat, you think thero is not,
A boy like him—surmise

That he is only o bnght;ldeal -

But you have thoe power to make him real,
And clothe him to our eyes! . n

———et e

‘ME DIE FOR MISSIONARY.

BY REV. DR. JOIN G,. 1’:\1‘0‘1’.

When I went to. Ambrym~ three years
ago (1890)—at that sido of theisland where
thero is no missionary—we saw the people
en the shore-all lying under arms.: We
hesitated to go near, and whenever we ap-
proached them, they would rush to
the shore and draw up their canoes.” For
lhours they continued doing this; - Atlast
two lads came off in canees, with: shaking
and trembling limbs, and one-called out—

‘You mlssxonm‘y P

‘Yes, I am a missionary.’

*You true missionary ?'

‘Yes.”

“You no got revolver ¥ -

I bared my body a.nd showed tha.t I: ha.d :
.| none,

‘You no come stenl boys or' \vomen’l
‘No, wo ha.ve come to - tell you a.bout;

Therefore he shouted— "
‘Yes; Mesavvy (know)you ! You true

missionary. You bring stsl G_ordon who :

come here long, long: ago. B

ab tho youug men - with us.’

I said * yes,’ and with one rush the two
lads came'in their canoes, and leaped into
our boat, cullmg ashorg—

Missi| Missi! Missi? an. sometn.ng
else that we did not understand. The cry
was taken up and echoed throughout the
whole island—you heard it everywhere—-

¢ Missionary | Missionary I

The people laid aside their weapons and
we soon landed—the natives rushing into
the surf and taking the boat up on the|f
bench. .

As soonas I gotout I sawa painted, for-
bidding locking savage making towards
me. T kept my eye on him, for I did notv
know what he was aftcr.

He seized mo by the arm, -exclaiming in.
burning, broken accents—

‘Me dlB for missionary. Me want a
missionary.” Me no got a missionary. Me

‘| die for niissionary.’
Oh, how the iron entered into my sou] A

as I felt the grip of that poor savage, and

‘| heard his pleading cry—for, alas! we had

no means of helping him.

T B'l.ld Wo c'mnot give you w mlssmn-
|ary. -
¢Do, do,do! he said lool\mrr n.ppenlmn'ly

"1 said they

were for another island. -
““*No. ' You stop long o’ me. Me- die;
me dxe me want - a mxssxonary to teach

Ii (:od’s dear people could have heard

|took down the little stocking.
‘|empty.” He stood still ‘and stared ab it for-

im- wxbh- their'c own enrs and eyes;.
then, how:soon hls desn'e \vould have been :

' At'length we went to the boat and he
sald—. .
-4 When you como with: mxsmonnry ?’ '
. I:said,. “We cannot. for a year.” :
4.0h;’ he -pleaded, ‘:nob: siy twelve
months. Me want’ mlssnmm y 3 me die for
missionary. " Not say year.’ ‘ ;
‘Three weary years have, pnssed and we.
hu.ve not one for them yet, .00
- -Such is the desire on many islands. Oh .
to enter with the gospel and see its blessed'
effects l

THD BLACK. BOTTLE

The Macon (Ga: )1 elaquh ‘tells the fol-
lowing. true story, which it -says, would
fitly adorna temperance lecture.’

Happening into a millinery store, the
reporter noticed a lidy buying. a hat for
her little girl. .. The “child made lierself

'sociable with’ lnm, and remarked pmttlmg

artlessly
-*We dots lot o’ maney now.’ -
" “When ‘did you get i, Iny ht,ble gul P
_ ‘Papa broke de bottle. »
-*This called for sonie: u\pl:mablon on. the
mother s part, and :she finally related how
her intemperate -husband. had been re-
formed five years befire, at the- time their
oldest boy died. : This is tho tdle she told,
beginning—as the story of muny aveformed
life has berrun—ah a loved one’s death bed.
The little fellow .slow ly  turned his eyes
towards his father and said : ‘I'm going to
dis,’ papa, for theangels are calling for me.
This is Christmas morning, papa; please
let me ‘see ‘what Santa Claus put in my
stocking.”  « -
My husband went to the mantel and
Tt was

a minute, and: God only knows the agony.
of his heart in that shorttime. .- He turned-
to speak, but our boy wou]d not have heard
him had the poor man’s heart allowed him
utterance. Our boy was dead |

The day before New Yeur's day my hus-
band called for the whiskey bottle. - May
God forgive my feelings at that minute, for

| I wished that he, too, were dead. - I obeyed:
1him mechanically. ‘

To my:surprise; he took the bottle in'Tus

hands, and pouring the whiskey on the

ground said, ‘T will drink no .more ; and
the money I ‘would spend for w]nskey we
will put mto this bottle, and’ ull enjoy. its’
contents.’ o

- You can nnagme how hnppy T was !
He had sworn off many a time before, but
I knew he was in earnest this time. Wo
made a caleulation and estimated ~that -
whiskey cost him five dollars a Week.

Well, it was decided to put a five dollar
bill & week in the bottle for five years,
come what would. The time was oub last
New Year’s day, and the big hlack bottle
was broken and it contained thirteen hun-
dred dollars. But this was not all. We
saved enough in that time, outside -of the
bottle, to buy = little home. . -

“But are you not afraid, in breaking
the bottle your husband: will break his re-
solution ¥

No ; because we have started another
bottle-ba.nk said the lady with a bhappy
smile. e

The husband is a Macon mechanie, weil
known and BDJO_YS the respdct and esteem
of all. He siys he never knew how much
genuine pleasure there was at home with
his loved ones until he got sober enough to
appreciate it, and fill instead of empty the
fat black bottle, ' .

— ——— .
AFTER DARK, THIE STARS.
‘A tired child, restless, as thonight cameon, |
Wond'ring at twilight where the day had gone,
.Watched at the window with & weary sigh,
Till heaven should hang itsstar-lnmps in the sky.

*Why don't they come, mnmmn.‘f sho question-
ing said:

'Then looking up, ‘Come, pretty stars,’sho pled,

Decper the shades of night around her.grew,

While pntlent]y she pnored tlxe dnrkness throngh.

At lnst with shout;ofJoy. o stnr sho spxcd

*I sco ongnow ! - “Why not before?’ she crxed
The mother leBGd her engcr lxps zmd smxled
* Because 1t‘. was not dnrk cnough, my child.’.

So shine t.ho etemn.l ‘Stars in sorrow's nights:
The dcepest gloom butserves toshow theii light,
Tako courago then, O heart that most hath bled, ..
God‘s sto.rs of hopo are shinlng overhead,

: - ~ANNA C, Gom)ox.
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