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1ok into a few that are opened.’

“+Ono,’ I said, ‘indeed, indeed, sity you will plesse
exouse me.’

* He shook his head gently and smiled, and agaln I
was reassured and oalmed by hie manner. I canoot tell
you all that I saw as 1 passed slowly along with my mys-
terious compaujon. I was impelled by some irresistible
power boyond my control to gaze into all of the drawers
a+ wo passed. The same power enabled mo to see at a
glance just the condition of each character, of cach life,
not as it appeared to the world, but as it really was,
Such a variety! So many in great disorder! I notioed
that there was o great deal of what seemed altogether un-

. pecessary, in fact out of place.

+ ¢ Take away tho rubbish and have somo system about
what is left, and there is plenty of room.'

“ How familliar the words sounded! Why thoy were
the very words Ida had used, but when! It seemed years
ago. .

1+ Plenty of room,’ I echoed, * room for what, guide
. ** I could ot hear his answer, but I saw his lips move,
and it seomed as though he was saying :

¢ Work and prayer for God's children who have nover

- had the light; missionary meetings, tho heathen, home
missions, foreign missions.’,

**Qne thing I noticed.in my strangoe journey. Kvery
drawer had some one package larger than all tho others,
80 large that it was recognized at once as the chief thing
in the drawer. The contents, as 1 said, were various,
but there was always present this large package, and I
scemed to sco at once the Jabel written plainly on the
aide. One belonging to a youny lady read, * Love of thia
world.’ ‘T'he package was transparent, and I could see
the conteuts, Benutiful dresses, jewelry, invitations to
parties, dancing, love of praise—some of the things per-
foctly harmless in themselves, but O how’ h room
they took up!

+¢That'a the trouble,’ said my guide.
er scarcely has room far the Bible.’

L looked for it and coald not find it for some time.
There it wds, way off in  corner, packed out of sight. An-
other drawer that I remember had its chief package label
ed, ‘Love of monoy.' I thought at first this drawer had
uothing else in it, but I aaw on closer inapection quite a
number of sn;alr, ingignificant articles thrown in disord-
erly. Another drawer had a large bundle called * Belfigh-
ness ;’ another was ‘ Ambition,’ snd so on.- I noticed that
the more nenrly olosed 8 drawer was the larger was ite
chief biindle, -

¢+ It keops growing,’ snid the guide, 'larger évery day
or smaller. It uever remaine the snme.’ -

“ We came to a dfawer that my guide looked at lovingly.
1 saw that it belonged to one of my friends—1I seemed to

' know—a dear old lady of three score years and ten. The
drawer wassaearly olosed, and all was in roadiness. No
" oconfusion here,

+ +8et in order, set in ordor,’ said my guide.

“There waw s large packsge, and It read, ‘Love for

* See, this draw-
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1 aaw the proviﬁces of China and Iudis, and
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neat at hand the f{reedmen and the Indians.
lettors of oqual size.

«+B.10 has the spirit of the Muter, said the guide glvmg
me 8 koen, searching glance that seemed to repd my véry
soul.

*The home mission, the foroign mission! Did the
Lord have two missions? Nay. Christ's mission, the
missiof of His children, s one. Go ye into all the world,
every creature. '

¢+ * Look again,’ eaid my guide,

“[t was o beautifnl sight. The words seemed to in-
orease in sizo. How olear cut they stood out. There was
no mistake. ‘Love for those for whom Christ died.’
Suddenly, ns I gazed, o wonderful traneformation took
place. A heavaanly light illuminated the worde, ond they
read now, ¢ Love for the Master.'

++ The label is still the same,’ said my guide ; themean-
ing hae not changed. Now, let us look at yours.' *

" *No, O no, not yot, pleass. I've never really loved
the heathen, never really loved thoso for whom Christ
died.’

“ ¢ What !’ said the guide, sternly, ‘are you not ready
for the Master's coming? How are yon sure that He
will not at any moment close the drawer? Too lute then
to put it in order. Let us sce what we read in your own
drawer,—— - -

10, I onnnot. Idarano’. 1t cannot be Love for the
Master, else ['d love those for whom He died.".

* ¢ You must,’

** And then [ wos borne in greaggletress of mind to the
ond of the room. [ was filled with anguish.

 * Here we are sald my companion,

] tried wildly to shut my eyes, and then—I awoke,
Was it a dream? There was my own room. There was
my own buresu. How happy, hoppy, that I had my life.
some of it, léft. Maybe my Master would soon come,
‘ot yet, | hoped. 1, Mra. Ashmead, excelleat Christian
woman, 88 | had proudly thought myself, wanted more
time to throw away the rubbish, arrange things properly,
and then | knew there would be plenty of room. Room
for what? Room for the missfonary meeting, but more,
room for Christlikness—a genuino interest in those for
whom God gave His Son. Tho isles of the sea and the
nations lying in darkness seemod real now, I could, I
would do something. I knew that 1 could pray worde
that would come from the heart. I got up, kneeled down
in the moonlight by the winddw, and thanked God for |
that dream. He gent it;: (leEY, to show me my mistake.™ "

* Wednesday it Fained, aod the wind blew a porfect gale,
bat 1 went ta. ‘that missionary meeting. I doubt if A
oyolone conld have kept me at home. . I've bew.. 2ver since
—Ilovato go. I'm trying with the dear Lord's help to
throw away the rubbish, to put things in order. It's
missionary day to-morrow, Mra. Btowe. Will ‘you go
with me?

“ ¢ Yes, I willy" eaid Mra Btowe, softly but firmly, with
tears in her eyes. *I'llgo,’” and sho went,
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