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'Aig‘nes’ Lesson.

It was the fourth Tuusdny in the month, the day,
for the monthly meeting of the Woihen's stsnonar)
Society; and every one or most every one, had for-
gotten all about it until the day arrived, and then, |y
well, it was hurry scurry until they sat down in the.x;
seuts ‘‘just tired out"’.

The hymn had been sung, Just pretty well, for no
«ne wants tosing in August, it is so hot; after w hich
the president, hesitating, asked Mrs. Bingham, if
she would pray.

Now Mrs. Bingham, except the president, was the
only one of all these thirty-six members who would
pray; and it ‘would some times happen, if she “d:q
not feol-gaod” she would refuse. To-day she refused
by keeping silent. The president gave a little sigh
and was about to begin herself but }sten, —some
one waspraying. Whyyouwould have thought God
sitting in the seat beside her and she was telling him
their wants. First, thanking him for past favors,
then giving hin: adoration, now pleading for person’
al benefits, for their work, their clureh, the worlds
all for Christ’s sake. '

Two tears drapped from under the president’s
closed eyelids. The prayer had helped her grenﬂy,
whereas, before she had been discouraged. Why?
Well Jamestown Auxiliary could do most anything
it undertook. It could get up a *‘pink tea,” a fine
concert, a musicsle, indeed anything except a
spiritual missionary meeting. Those thuy did have
were enough to make Satan dance with glee. I'~e not
the least doubt he was highly delighted over the
meetings of this particular Auxiliary; for what
Satan does love is the half asleep Christiuns, they
do more for his cause than an outright sirner;
simply because they are so inconsistant. No one
knew the woman who was praying, exzcept the
president.  She was a newcomer to the place; ang
had only just joined the Society that day.

While the minutes were being read, in walked
the corresponding secretary, a tall,
stately girl; who on most oceasions was animated
enough for a duzen people; but to-day she sauk
into a chair with an air that plainly said—‘Well
T here at last, but don’t ask me to do anything.”

“Has the Corresponding Secretary any report
to day?”’ asked the president, i

No! She bad no report.  She had written no
letters, (she should have written three) and she had
received none as a natural consequence. She had
forgotten to distxibute the leaflets, neither had she
apything for the progrmume; in fact, had never
thought of the meecting until dinner time, when
Mr. Graham, the young minister to whom she was
engaged, had asked if she were going.

haudsome,.

What was bq ko déng? - Norong fo proy or sing
or reu A Bright idea struck l\er, sho would ask
Mrs. éravcs, r,he How: comer, to aa.y- a fm\v \ un]s

That lody promptly respondul in this wiset ;

“Sundny, from four to fivo ia vur prayer | hour.

fnonds. what a sicht it must be, if we could
only ¢ secall the woren connected with miesivnskue -
ing'in adoration and supplieation byfore the God i
Guds; thegivor of all things. I myself feel then
s0 veiy near thoss zbsent ones X know andluve.
We ore then mited by a bond stronger thun dis-

‘t2nce or death. We are all bofore God’s throhe.

We do not need to wait to go to Heaven; for you
and I through Him, vur common Friend, even now
are friends. Is it possible that any of our great

band do not thus kneel before Him? I [var
it is so. I fear in some parts of vur ranks there
is neglect; and it may max the perfect work.”

She went on. But Agnes did not hear ber.
The thought uppermost in her mind ran thus—

“From four to five on Sunday; Oh dear I forgot.
Why I believe I always do forget. I wonder if 1
ever remembered. No, I know I never did. I
would'nt have the president or Alfred Graham
kanow for anything. What a sermun I should
hear ” : )

“But God knows,” whispered Conscience, ‘‘yes
and in the Judgmentyou will not beabletoblindany
one. Youhave neglected your duty to-duy, your
work as an officer and you are falling away from
God.”

Hush ! The president is praying. Mechanically
Agnes drops on her knees. Mrs. Bingham is
now praying with all her soul.

“Will sume cne else please cuntinue,”
request.

““Agnes,” eries Conscience, ‘‘quick! the presi-
dent is waiting. God waits, pray I”

1 canmot, oh I cannot.”

““You can, you know you can, you have before.”

I do not know w*at to say.”

“*As thy day so shalt thy stvength be” I will be

with thy muuth and teach thee what thou shalt
say.” “‘Ask aud ye shall receivel” Pruy, ¢hild,
and lose not this precious upportunity.”

Alas! It was foo late, the meeting was over
and Conscience was vanquished; but renewed her
attack on the way howme, in the form of Mr.
Grabam, who met Agnes with the words—

“WIﬂ"x" is dead Agnes, died sc happily this
morning.’

*“Oh, Alf is she really gone.”

“Yes, und one thought is haunting me, if death
should meet youur T this mutnent, and say Cue,
God waits,” are we prepared, would we be willing
to lay down our life and work, saying—‘All nght
Good-byc friends, the Mastu calls—J think I
could, how is it with you dear Agnes?”

{CONTINUED NEXT MGLTHL )
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