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{The name of Correspondent mustin all caseshe enclozed
with letter, bat will not be published unless desired. Tho
Editor will not hold himself responsible, however,for any
opinions expressed by Correspondentia.)

AN OrFER.

——

Tar SoolETY oF THE TREASURY OF GOD
To the Editor of the CHUROH GUARDIAN @
S1g,—I1 have rix thousand tracts on system
atio and proportionategiving, which can be had

.~ gratis by any Rector who will use them for
. "eduoating bis people; also 6 000 leaflets issued

by the Toronto Diocesan Branch; these are in
& series of six for issne on consecutive Sundays.
Six bundred of them can be had by those who
first apply, on condition that they will follow
up the teaching, and suggest that those who
receive benefit from using this means of grace
might join the Socioty and help to extend the
benefit to others.

The chief reason for the meannesss of our

eople is that they know no better.

The clergy have not taught them, whereever
they do teach the results are very satisfactory
in the deepening of the spiritual life, and con-
sequent increase of the offertory.

I shali be glad to sup;ly the members of the
Woman’s AvXiliary with tracts and leaflets.

Yours, &eo.,

C. A. B Pooock,

Toronto, May 7, 1884, Hon.-Secretary.
Sir,—Some time ago I called attention to the
fact that the Diocese of Britirh Columbia had
ceased for two or three years to lay its needs
before the standing Committeee of the 5.P.G.,
and earnestly deprecated that any Colonial Dio-
oese should sever its connection with the So.
ciety, or cense to make nse of the Society for
the purpose of making known its wants to the
Church at home. I now observe the following
aragraph in the report of the ‘ Applications
gnb-Committee,’ which contains the schedule of
grants for 1889. ¢ No replies to the Society’s
schedule of questions have been received from
the Dioceses of Rupert’s Land, Qu’Appelle,
Trinidad, Windward Islands, Sierra Eeone,
Maaritins, Madagascar, Caloatta, Labore, Ran-
goon, Bombay, Celombo, and Japan.” Sarely
this shews some remissngss on the part of those
who watch over the interests of these dioceses.
I should plead for a continuance of applications
to the Socicty wherever there is any new work
to be commenced, or new ground occapied. I
shounld also plead for a more active interest in

- the administration of the Society’s funds, on

the part of the Episcopol Vice Presidents of

" the Society. I wish to have their presence in
- the Society's Board room not as suppliants

" from without, but as ex-officio members of the

Standing Comumittes. When our Colonial
Bishops arrive in England let them leava their
addressos at the Society's office, and request
all reports, notices, and agenda papers may be
" forwarded regularly to them during their stay.
Much might be added on the Socioty's present
mode of conducting business. The Society
greatly needs a rule like that of American Mis-

~ sionary Canon, Article 1V: “In all annual ap.

ropriations, end in entering upon or abaudon-
ing any Mission Field, as also in changing tho

. byelaws, a majority must be present” At
© present there is no distinotion made between
- grave matters and ordinary business, and the

annual appropriations seem to be oarried
through & poorly attended meeting of the Com-
. mittee, convened at a few days’ notice, and the
- day fixed at any time between April and July

" at the caprice of the Secretary.
W. R. CHURTON.

% Ty any one sending us $1.70, with the namo
g _'%;xd address of & NE W subscriber, we will send a

itq of Little's ¢ Reason’s for being a Church-
"l.”

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
WORK TO DAY.

‘““He that now goeth on his way weeping.
and beareth forth good seed: shall doubtless
come again with joy, and bring his sheaves
with him."—Ps. oxxvi. 7,

“Thare remaineth therefore a rest for the
people of God.”—H?b. iv. 9.

Man in the morning to his work goes forth,
And rests at even:

Christian, remember, labour is for earth,
Repose for Heaven.

Who now sows precious seed, though it may be
Too oft with weeping,

Shall, if he patiently await, see
A joyous reaping.

Fruit sball be gathered, whose abundant store
Shall never perish,

But blissful love, where weeping shall be o’er,
For ever perish.

Then scatter freely, nor withhold thy hand
Till close of even ;
Eurth is the place of toil—the better land
Of rest is Heaven.
—Thomas Davis.

MARTHA’S PATIENCE.

BY LUCY WHEELOCK.

“ Martha'| Martha ! What does keep you so
long ?” called a querulous voice from the door
way of a litile white cottage which stood at
the end of the village street.

It was a hot July day, and Martha, who had
stopped to rest in the shade of the willow
trees, drew a little sigh of discomfort as she
hasteried to fill the big white pitcher at the

spring.

“1 wish I could stop just a minute to g
cooled off,” she said to herself, as she hastened
across the sunny, dusty street.

“Well 1" complained Aunt Patty, as she
took the pitcher, *“Did you stop to dig a new
spring ? it took you long enough.”

“] only waited & minute to cool off under
the willows,” said the girl meekly. ‘' It's so
bot !”

“Hot! And you never thought of me, I
suppose, ready to perish with thirst,” eaid her
aunt, peevishly. *“It's always the way: no
matt,er what becomes of an old woman like
me,’

¢“Oh, Aunt Patty,” said Martha, in the same
sthdued voice; “I didn’t think you would
care.”

“Qh, I dare say not,” was the reply, *youn
don't stop to think about anything but dawd-
ling ; but you wont have much time for that
now, if you expect to have your father’s dinner
by noon. It's eleven o'clock already. And
don’t forget 10 have a mess of those late peas,”
added Aunt Patty, as she hobbled of into the
cool sitting-room, lenving Martha alone in the
het kitchen.

“@h, dear,” sighed the girl, wiping her
flushed face, “whatever shall I do ? She wants
peas again, and how can I stop to pick them ?
There are the pies to finish and the potatoes to
wasb! I wonder where Tom is!” and she flew
to the door and looked up the long, shady
street, oalling Tom's name at the top of her
voice.

“ Lot me play, I am Tom," said a pleasant
voice in the next yard, and Mrs. Drew’s sum-
mer boarder came to the fence.

“Is it peas you want ? Oh, I see the basin!
I'm a master-hand at peas.”

“ Oh, Mrs. Vance,” said Martha in confusion,
“you mustn't indeed., It's so hot in the gar-

den I”

% Not in the shade of the plum-tree,” said the

lady, “and I am longing for & chance to get
into your nice garden again,”

Before Marths could find words to remon-
gtrate, she had taken the dish and was half-
way down the walk.

Martha hurried back to her pies and was
putting the last ome in the oven, when the
kindly voice spoke again in the doorway,
¢ Now bring me & dish, and I'll git here on the
step and shell the pess for you.” -

“Whbat a busy little woman!” said Mrs,
Vance, presently, as Martha went flying from
kitheu to pantry.

“ g it hard work sometimes [

« Oh, I don't mind,” was the answer, “when
it isn't so dreadfally hot. Oh, there's Aunt
Patty calling,” aud she ran to see what was
wanted.

“Don’t hold the door open and let sall the
beat in,” cried Annt Patty fretfully, “I only
wanted to charge you nat to forget the nutmeg
on the custard pies. They were just spoiled
the last time.” '

“She means patience to have her perfect
work in you,” said Mrs, Vance a8 Martha closed
the door. “I have always had a fapoy for
your patron saint, Martha, and I know now
how much more difficult it is to be an active
saint than a listening one, especislly in warm
weather.”

“T slways felt sorry for poor Martha,” aaid
the young girl, paumsing in her work, ¢ sup-
pose she would rather have been sitting down
listening ; but somebody had to get thesupper ”

“But the legends tell us that she did most
glorious deeds for the Lord afterwards when
she became s missionary, and she has been the
patroness of good housekeepers even since.
You must come over and sit under the trees
with me this afternoon when your work is
done, and I will read you some of thetales
Mrs, Jameson gives us of her holy life.”

Thus Martha's acquaintance with the sum-
mer boarder began, and it grew to be the
brightest thing in her poor, barren life.

The plessant ocouversations under the elm-
trees, the fresh papera and magazines opene ! &
new world to this hungering soul.

There was not much that was inspiring in
Martha Bradley's life. The death of her
mother two years before, when Martha was
only fourteen, had obliged her to leave school
and take upon her shoulders all the care and
work of the little household.

“Don't neglect Aunt Patty,” was one of her
mother’s parting injunctions. ‘“She has been
like my own mother to me ever sinoe I was a
helpless child, and now that she is old and
sick and feeble, I could not die easy to think
that anybody could ever be unkind to ber.
Promise me to be pstient and bear everything
Mattie,”

Marths promised, and never had she broken
her word, however trying and exacting Aunt
Patty might be.

It was a bard and confining life for 2 young
girl, and often her whole being seemed to cry
out for something more.

“T like to think of the robins that Tom
caught 1ast year,” she said once to Mrs. Vance.
“He shut two halfigrown birds up in a cage,
and one of them beat and beatitself against the
wires, and in the morning it was dead on the
bottom of the cage, aud the other one never
struggled a bit, but just hung its head and
moped on the perch. Tom felt so sorry when
he saw the dead one, that he opened the cage
and let the mate go, and it flew straight up to-
ward the sun and sang the gladdest song. I
wonder if it knew the trees and the sunshine
were waiting for it, even when it was in the
cage, I think that is why it was so patient.”

“And do you want to spread your wings,
too, and fly into the sunshine ?" asked Mrs.
Vance. “ Well, never forget the patient bird.
Wait a little longer and your turn will come,

too.”
(Te be continued.)



