
rections frormher, Myra sallied
into the snow.

Goody'Brown's cottage was
difâcult ýto find, and fushed w
walking, Myra knocked at the d

Goody Brown' was in, and v
flattered to receive a call from:
young-lady who had -been the,
lage talk since Sunday-

Myra had meant to begin i
roundabout way, and lead the c
versation to her dead mother,
one word froi the old woman w
enough.

'Eh, Miss !' she exclaimed,
could think it was Miss Connie co
inglhere again.'

' Oh, Goody, di-d you know
mothèr?'

'Know her!' echoed thé old
man lovingly; 'I should-think 'I
-lovedher. too, Missie. It was
sweet voice that led me to come
.he Saviour. Does Miss Conni

'child know the Lord Jesus Chris
No, My.ra did nôt.: Goody Bro

saw that, but she said no more
that. Only she talked of Miss C
nie and the dàys of long ago, a
* When Myra at last rose to go ho0"
the girI said wistfully,-

' Irnay come again, Goody,ina
not.'

Myi's walks often led lier to t
éottage after, and Goody Brown,

* talking of Miss Coniie,. never 'f
got to speak, too, of Miss Conni

Saviour, and the gladdest day
the old woman's life was the d
that Myra told her with shini
eyes that now she knew Jes
Christ, lier mother's Lord.-' O
Darlings.,

At the Gate of the Church
'I wonder what they're doin'

there !' said Janie, leaning agai
a post and listening.

A sound of sweet voices camne o
of the big doors, do*n the wa
through the trees; but Janie cou
not quite make out .the wor
though the doors stayed open qu
a long time, because a good ma
late people were going throu
then..

' Need-somethin' !' said Janie
a puzzled voice, catching just a syl-
lable or two. •'They keep a-sayin'
of it over !- Lots of 'ulem needs it;
qvhatever 'tis they're taikin' 'bont.
Now its a man says it-'way down
deep ! Wonder what he's needin'?
There's ' girl begun again. I can
hear lier better. "I need "theé
every hour." That'splain nogh,
that time. .Wish't I Iknew who
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out 'twas an' what they wanted of him!i' derstand the words,' she told him -

Janie wasn't bashful, and-by and sullenly.
not by she began to want to know so 'And do you now ?' he asked, still
itl mucli that she jùst quietly opened holdin her in that kind arm. 'Do
or. the gate, anid walked up tihe path you begin to understand how'you
ery and ppened the door and went in. need ~Jesus, just as they do ? lie
the Sucl a strange ]ittle figure to be said,, pointing up' to -the men and-
vil- in such a place! Her dress was women in the choir.

so ragged, and her shoes were some- ' What would lie do for yer,?'
n a bôdy's big old ones, and she had a asked Janie suddelnly. 'Make ye
on- queer little hood on her head in- have new lresses that wa'n't rag-
but ged ? Make yer father stop goin'

to the rum sliop ? Give ye a dinner
every day ? Make folksbe. good to

'I yer ? That's what Im needin'!'
'ÇYes ! said the gray-haired, kind-

faced man. 'That and ever so
iy mijuchinore! That isn't the begin-

wo- ning of what lie will do for you !
id -Kneel right down here now, in-his

church and ask him.'

to That was a _long im ago but it,
all cametrue-every word.. Janie

t?l says the beautiful part of lier life
wn began when sle knelt down in

of God's church and told him how

on-uiiuch she needed him.-' Little Pij-

nd -igTimn.'
me,

Ryming Maxims.
If you've anything to say,
True and needed, yea' or nay-

he ayit
in - --~

r- If you've anýt iing to love,
e's - - r Asablessingfrom above,-Love it.

of
ay stelad of the pretty caps and hats If you've anything to give,

n- the other children wore. But they That another's joy may live,
us thought more of that than she did. Give it.

She had come there with a pur- ,
pose. If yo.know what torch to light,

'I need thee every hour, Guidinfg others through the nigit,
Most gracious Lord! -Lioht it,

No other voice like thiné

i Can peace afford.' If you've any grief tô ieet,
it rang out, clear and plain! At the lovingai Taer's feet,-

%ow she heard it! 'Twas the Lord Meet it.

ut they all were needing! •

'kWell- I declareP adJne If you're given liglit to sec,
lk, ' el elr!' said Janie.WhtacidoGdsoudb-
ld An' every hour, at -hat! I thought What a child of God should be,-
ds, the Lord was for Sundays and EasS
ite ters and when you went to f unerals. Whether a life is bright or drear,

y I need thee; oh, I need thee ! There's a message sweet and clear,
Every hour I need thee' !Whispered down to every ear,-

sang the sweet, praying chorus. Hear it.
n Do vou like the singing, little -' The Independent.

one ?
A tall, sweet-faced, white-headed

man spoke'to lier suddenly, and put
an arim around her.

- Janie frowned a little and tried
to. jerk away, 'but le lield ier lov-
ingly. All at once, somehow. s e
Ïhouùght of the torû dress and the
clumping shoes.

I come In 'cause I couldn't un-

No room for¡ Him in the inn!
Hoiv is it .with you and me, this
year of oui Lord? Is there a place
for Hum in these liearts of ours,?
Are we letting Hlm be crovded oit,
either by the deceitfulness of riches,
thé solicitdes .o pverity, or the
cunbering cares ýof business ?-
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