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"NOT TO BE MINISTERED UNTO,
BUT TO MINISTER."

nY LUCY A. umI rrETT.

would'ss thou bo blessed? Ah. choose to be a
blcesing.

Wouldst thon bo lovedi Nay, rather seek to
love.

The cup which thou to other lips wort pressing,
Thy solace sweet would prove.

Would'st thou be greatl Oh, stoop to lift the
lowly.

Would'st thou bc heard 1 Learn first to listen
well-.

Dost thon aspire to service high and holy 7.
Sone childish grief dispel.

Does faine attract thee to her temple hoary?
Learn for another's sake to stand aside;

Arise, and crown a rival with the glory
To thy white brow denied.

Perchance thou treadst a pathway dark and
dreary,

And yearncst for a heart whereon to rest!
Prefer to let the head of one more weary

Bc pillowed on thy breast.

Climb by the pathway of humiliation;
Stoop, and thy trembling hands shall grasp the

prize;
Outpour thy life's rich treasuro as oblation,

Nor count it sacrifice.

For love of Christ, and not for pride or mornt;
For love of Clhristesteening "gain" but "lose";

Who stooped that thon his kingdom should'st in-
herit,

Who triumphed by tho cross.

For ho is worthy who hath gono before thee.
Yea, he 1s worthy, follow him to-day;

Deny thyself1 h1s banner floateth o'er thee,
Hoe lcads himcself the way.

-Engush Paper.

ONCE ONE IS ONE.
(Good Housekéeping.)'

The, Christmas holidays were well past,
and as Mrs. Burleigli jogged the cradle
with her foot, and put new sleeves in
Ethel's night-gowns, she sighed a little re-
gretfully as she thought. how much the fill-
ing of the Christmas stockings lad cost;
and now she would have te pinch the rest
of the winter te mnake up for it. Here
were Ethel's elbows out already, and shel
did not like te ask Erastus for another
cent. Then the baby settled into his iap,
Mrs. Burleigh prepared dinner, and lier
husband came in fron the shop and the
children froin sliding.

" I wish Christmas was coming again
next week," said Ethel.

" I think once a year quite enough," re-
plied her inother. " And yet it is a bless-
cd season for the poor 1 IL always does
my lieart good te hear of Christmas contri-
butions; I always wish I could do such
things."

- Well, I don't know," responded her
husband, slowly, tes he filled the children's
plates. "I wisl, myself, that the spirit
of Christmas giving could somehow be
maide to extend through the year. It
secmns te mue I would rather give some poor
body a good dinner after Christnas than
just thon. There is Miss Jepson, for in-
stance. I saw her in the market this
morning when I stopped te order the
dinner. She .looked more pinched and
prim than over, if that is possible ; and
she bouglit five cents' worth of liver and
two sausages. Of course she goes over te
RIowland to ont Thanksgiving dinner with
ber cousin Jared and lis wife, but sho
never goes anywhere else. I believe it
would be a good thing to ask lier over here
te dinner or ton once in a while."

"That makes me think of something
Arthur Parker was talking about on the
pond to-day," said The.o, the eldest child.
" His father heard.about it at a minister's
meeting. It is somothing about every one
trying to influence ton other people te be
good, or doing sonething for them,-like
asking thei te dinner. Arbhur could ex-
plain it, beautifully, and it' is called' Ton
times one is ton.'"

Mrs. Burleigh looked up froi cutting
ment and iiashing potatoes for Etheli. and
pushed the spoon-holder farther beyond
baby's cager grasp.-

"Dear me, Erastus, how in the world
could I invite people te dinner or tea, ven
if we could afford the expense ? It is aIl I
can de te get the meals as it is, with no-
body to do a hand's turn but myself. And
ten people ! Mrs. Parker keeps two ser-
vants, and lias only one child, and he in
the grammar school!, She lias plenty of time
for 'Ton times one is ten.'"

" That is the end of the table," piped'up
Fred, aged seven. ".The beginning is
'Once one is one.' You ought to say that
first."

Evrybody laughed, as we eiders do when
the children interject thoir little remarks
into our wiso conversation and wo think
they do not understand; but oftentimes
thoir innocence reches farther than our
wisdoin.

" There you have it 1" said Mr. Burleighi,
nodding at his wife. "Fred, it is a great
thing te knlow your multiplication table.
Amelia, wo can't do 'Ten times one is ten,'
but perhaps Miss Jepson will be our 'Once
one is one.'" And Mr. Burleigh picked
up hiis'laet and passed out.

" That is j ust like a man 1" thouglit Mrs.
Burleighi, as she piled the plates together.

As if I could ask Miss Jepson in here at
any Lime The baby would be sure te
take that very day te cut a neiv tooth, and
I couldn't even ask lier to* tea without
eponge-cakce and custard, at the very least.
She would expect it, of course. And what
would selo think to com riglt in here-in-
te the nidst of the children's litterand dini"

As selo sat at lier sunny window-sewing
-that afternoon, Miss Jepson went by,
with lier old black shawl drawn tightly
around lier meagre shoulders, and the sanie
rusty-black straw bonnet, with its ]inp
ties, which she liad worn for years.

" She does look forlorn 1" thouglit Mrs.
Burleigli. " It must be lonely for lier to
sit in that one room aend inake button-ioles
day after day. To be sure, sle owns that
little house ; but sle lias nothing eise ex-
cept what she earns. I wish I could ask
lier in te just what wve have ourselves ; bui
I am afraid selo would feel I lad mot 'made
company' of ier. Still, poor as we are, it
must be botter than what sle lias at home.
I have a great mind te try it."

By and by Miss Jepson came back down
the street, and, just before shle reacled the
gate, Mrs. Burloigl made an errand out te
the front door te bring in Fred's sled,
whicli lie lad left just square across the
ivalk, while lie trotted off on sone boyisl
errand. Miss Jepson looked up with lier
little balf smile, imd sligltly paused as if
longing for a friendly salutation. Mrs.
Burleigl's heart warmed te her at once. .

" How do you do, Miss Jepson ?" called
ehe cheerily. " You see what we mothers
find te fill up our time." And shie slook
the snow off a little red mitten that lay be-
eide the sled. Perhaps the mate. was on
Fred's hand ; perliaps net.

"Fred does kite 'round consider'ble,
don't lie 1" responded Miss Jepson, cordial-
ly. "He always makees nie think of my
little brother Jiniie,-just se full of life
and fun,-and allyou said te lim in at one
car and out at the other; but Jimmie
made a smart man, too," and a shade
passed over the wori face.

Mrs. Burleigh knew that James Jepson,
youngest of the large family of which the
angular spinster before lier lad been the
eldent, had been the prido and delight of
his sister's heart from the time ehe took
hin out of lier dying nother's arms until
word hadl been brouglit lier that lie had
fallen bravely at Chancellorsville; and
then the sister, who hlad borne up bravely
under loss of kindred and property, gave
up ail at once, and settled into a grim,
silent, elderly woman.

Mrs. Burleiglh spoke out impulsively.
"Won't you come in and sit a while,

Miss Jepson 1" said she kindly.
" Well, I don't know but I will," re-

plied the spinster; and.she came up the
walk and into the cozy rooin which served
for dining-room and aitting room in one,
wihti its little strew of toys and picture.
books, and open sewing-machine, with
Ethel's eut-out gingham aprons piled up
on one end. The mending-basket stood
there with its obvious indications -of the
presonce of children, se different fron
Miss Jepson's own prim, orderly room,

with everythinîg at its proper angle, alnd
not se mucli as a canary te scatter seed
about.

" Lay off your bonnet, and draw up te
steove," said Mrs. Burleigli, hospitably,

resunming lier low rocker, and taking up
sone sewing. The baby crept te Miss
Jepson's feet, pulled up by her chair, and
pounded lier kle îvith his small fist te at-
tract attention..

"You pretty little thing 1" said she, tak-
inglum into lier lap, te bis mother's aston-
ishment. When, n a moment or two, lie
squirmed down and crept away on sone
baby impulse known only te limself, Miss
Jepson took the mending-basket into lier
lap and lrew a thimble from lier poket.

" Notîing senu se folksy te nie -ae a
mending-basket," said she, pulling Theo's
stocking over lier hand. Mother and I
used te have suclh good. tinces over ours,
years ago."

How fast lier practised fingers reduced
the pile in that basket I

" There," said she, replacing the miss-
ing string on baby's bib ; " I don't know
wlien I've taken a stitch for a child before,
and ib bas donc me good, I do believe.
I've kept mother's old, big basket all these
years, and it looks more like lier than any-
thing else I've got."

Mrs. Burleigli rose and substituted a
white cloth for the red one on the dining-
table, -which occupied the centre of the
room.

" How short the afternoons are !" baid
sho. "You inust have a cup of ny ton,
Miss Jepson ;" and she clattered the cups
and plates hospitably as se brouglit theni
froin the closet. Sheo brougbt out liglht,
fresh bread, ne'w gingerbread, (brown and
spicy), cheese on a plate like a green leaf-
the children wanted soeithing on that
plate overy day, it ivas se pretty-a little
brown and white platter of cold ment (be-
cause Mr. Burleigli liked sonething licarty),
opened a glaas jar of peaches, and that was
ail. It was only every-day fare-such as
they always had -after ail, and she won-
dered if shc lad laid iersolf open to criti-
cism by iuviting company withoub first
makncing ready.

The children came in with their rattling
tongues and little clatter of getting off
rubbers and conte and *nnttens,. luslhed
somewliat at the sight of the unusual
visitbr. - Mr. Burleigli came in .with hi,
cordial hannd-slalke and hearty welcome,
and then ton was ready.

Hiow pleanant it ail was te the poor,
lonely wiomnan It was a long timeue since
she had enjoyed anything se much as that
simple family mieal, for the cousin who al-
ways invited lier to Tlinksgiving dinner
hlad no children, and, as Mr. Burleiglh liad
said, se niever went elsewhere. He es-
corted her down the street to the little
cottage of which selo only used two roins,
except in the heat of sumner wlien the
cooking-stove was moved in the " out-
room." Sie lot herself in, lung up lier
bonnet and shawl in the little entry, and
sat down in the old wooden rocker, with
its cushion of red and bile woollen patch-
work, before the stove, which emitted a
rosy gleamn as soon as she opened the
drafts and poked it a bit.

"IVell, Amanda Jepson," selo said te
hersef, "I don't know ivhen you've taken
a whole afternoon ta visit your neighbors
before. It was just as well, thoug, seeing
Ferguson wouldnl't have any button-holes
till to-morrow, and thon he'll seld thein
down by the boy. The Burleighs are
briglt and cheerful, that's a fact; the
children fly 'round just as ours used te.
I lad a real good time, anyway, and I'd
like te pans it on. Wonder if I couldn't
now 1"

She glanced round the rooma. The floor
had a warm rag carpet, the lounge was gay
with a cover and cushion of big-flowered
calico, a covered siak was in one corner,
and a little stand between the windows held
the Bible and almanac, while the rush-
bottomed chairs, ranged round the walls,
stood up as stiff as soldiers on parade.

"I'll.invite Widow Parkinson," solilo-
quized Miss Jepson. " Sie's as lonesome
as I be, and I don't know but lonesomer.
Parkinson wa'nt one te set the river afire
whon he was alive, but she always seemed
to set store by him, tee, and the children
ail died when they vas little. She ain't
got much of this world's substance, any
more than I have, and I guess not as much,
finally. I'd have ta do a little cooking be-

'ir
forchand. 'Taint iitlime as 'bis iith Mrs.
Burleigl. Of course, with so many chil-
drn, she lias te keep cooked up, and so
she's always ready if a body comes in un-
expeeted."

(To be Concluded.).

MISS HAVERGAI/S CONSECRATION
HYMN.

Rev. E. F. Baldwinc iwrites :-I recently
met a devoted Christian nurse, who at-
tended upoui Miss F. R. Havergal in her
last illness, and iwas witli lier when sho
"flli asleep in Jesus." The minute details
seo gave mme of those days were most thrill.
img. Soule tcher cirums nces sul nar-
ratedl, iicuc I lmnd mueot scn se fuliy lu
prinît, interested me, nid inone niore so tlnu
the st&ry of the origin of those incompar
able lines known as the Consecration
Hyin, wrhich have silmce sung their iway
into many human hearts. -As the readers
of Te Ohristian weil knowr, they begin-

Take my life, and let it b
Coxsecratei, Lord, te The;
Takzo mmnents auud lii cnys,
Lot tfe flow in coeasless praise.

The nurse of whom I speak van walking
with Miss H1avergal one day, in the spring
of 1878 (about a year before her>call home),
around the gardon at Leaminiumgtomn, whiero
sie then lived. . She said, "I want te tell
you of the gentle w:ay by ivhlich the Lord
led one ta liimself lium I have long known.
Hc. had, for years,- avided ail services.
But in thc first year of this leadinmg ho be-
gan to come te the church, sitting just in-
side tho lobby. The next ycar uie sat just
inside the church. . The third year lue b-
gan seating thosô who came and took a
comfortable seat hiiinself. A short tine
after this I weint by invitation te stay with
his fainly. As I alightedfrom bbc carriage
he meet me at th door and said, 'Misa
Havergal, I hope you have core ta be a
great blessing te ues.' On his 'saying that
I went straiglit to imuy room and ask ed God
te give me every soul in that house, and
before Ileftmy prayer was ansvercd. Ton
in numnber, they ail becamne anxious about
their souls and found peace. The miglt bluis
transpired I was so overj~oyed I could not
slep. As I lay awake, the lines of the

Take mîy life, and let i bc
Consccrated, Lord, to Thee, >

passed through ny mind, and I put tmni
down in pencil. The next morning I was
vriting to Rev.-, the head of the Irish
Socioty, anld I enclosed those penucilled
lines. Ho had, strange te say, just been
pireparing an address on Consecration,
which lie delivered te several hundred
people. In the middle of his discourso he
reaci tlese lines aloud. After the service a
gentleman came to hit and asked if ue'
iiglit have theomn printed. He did se; and

thus within threce eeks after they had
passed througli my mind thousands of
copies were circulating in Englanîd and
Ireland."-Christianm.

TOBACCO-USING TEMPERANCE RE-
FORMERS.

The tenperance reformmoi-e wiho talk so
earnestly about alcohol, and bave not one
word te say about tebacco, opium, and in-
temperate hours, are superficial vorkers
indeed, witli little care or little idea of the
realcharacterand importance of their work.
IL is a well-understood facb that not ee
lhalf of the real drmcards who tako the
total abstinence pledge ara pernuently
reclaimed who continue the use of tobacco,
and the reason is quite obvious te anyone
understanding the elemientary principles of
physiology. Tobacco has as powerful ai
effect on the nervous systen as alcomol, and
its tendencies are te nervous derangement,
creating an appetite and almost necessity
for alcohol. In the face of this well es-
tablislhed fact, is it not sickening and dis-
gusting te see a tmpemrance worker a
habitual tobacco-user ?-Eixchange.

WHEN IT RAINS.

Do '-like the tbings in the garden. Ohc !
Just keep quiet a while and gro'.
Do î-like the bird. IL shuts its wings,
And wtaits for the sum. Do you lear ?-it

- sinîgs I
Do 1-like the lilies:- Lot it beat,
Nestle below it and be sweet.

Mas. S. M. B. ParT.


