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qxiid the dey, »» we couldn't come when you eehed ne Tee wee pnrtaken of in the 
before "—end ehe lidded—" I hope it won't be nny Iron- dinner. Beerythlni wee eo loeely, end In onr heurte we

were ell Impreeeed with feeling! of gretltude for onr eom- 
fortehle home, end fnlr ehe re of the good thlnge of thin

heppy manner enA Visit From the “ Chet ring Sisters.”
The Cheering Him ere here long eleee panned the merl M, t0 ynn_( thought, you know, it would he e nice 

dine af III! with quiet etepe they now deneend the hill trM, for Meigerri on her birthday.
a# Efe tugethei They face the eetllng eon. end the warm We ereared Hetty thet it would he e pleneure to knee Щ,. 
glow of prim.lend glory le ledcctrd In their heppy fecee ,hlm тоше „„fl chatting a while, ehe went away
With peaceful content they Journey on. —bright eeemplee looking eery heppy. Margaret by m
af Oad'e fatlblulneee in fulfilling hie grariooa word—" At Th, U,I( day they arrlrnl eerlr—lu the good eld- neck-tie wee " j 

Ida it ekell be light " faehloned way ^bringing their w,uk. Thrlr greeting wee " would help th
We eanirllmee call theae aletere" The glrle," and when Hv„ ,lo voa rto, deer," and » klie ell around, and by would be " euch a treat." 

apeak їй I heir egee we any " «tarer Margaret ie the time thle wae over, onr dull fecee had already caught 
Keenly eight yea re young, and Hetty Ie ell yeere .omethlng of the glow of genuine happlneee from their 
yenager. Homeway we can never apeak of them ae old.

I Intend to tell yon of a vieil they paid ne not long ago. 
bat Aral, try way of Introducing you to them I will tell 
yon what 1 know of their hietory.

They were born of good parentage, and, early In life,

A lew birthday tokens of remembrance were given to 
ictJUra of our family. Of course the 
uetfwhat ehe wanted," the piece of 
am out a good deal," while the boa-bone

All too toon came the time for the Cheering Sisters to 
leeve our home.

After they hed token en affectionate farewell, end we 
seen the last of their happy fecee, eo evidently

beaming countenances.
« Now," eeye Margaret, " Let ue come right out in the had 

kitchen where you are working, end we will knit and shining with good cheer and content, we stood around
the door and looked in each others faces.

" Well," said the Mother, " what do yon think about
chat with you a little."

“ You see 1 am knitting носке—they are for px>r Joe, 
found themselves surrounded by many comforts, and he.B a go<K| you gn0w him ? He often cornea and

lusuriee.
Thus, many years passed swiftly and pleasantly, until, linge аед 

day the loved Father was stricken and suddenly
called away.

After hie death it wee found that strict economy must le a jjttle queer sometimes. 1
be practiced, to make their now limited means, meet the .« Qh усв| poor Joe ! he is odd, but then he's so kind— 
demands for the necessities of life. he's real good hearted Joe ie, yon know ; yea I guess so,

The Mother lived on for some yeara after the death of he.e been good to ue." And by the time they had both
commented upon bis good qualities, we had forgotten 
hie " queernese," and only saw Joe aa they e^w him—one 
of nature's gentlemen. k

Dinner was called, and here the " Girls " were delight­
ed with everything

They were so fond of lamb, and new peas and beets, 
and, " Wasn't it beautiful to have a garden ?"—this, 
until we forgot that we had often grumbled over having 
to tend the growing vegetables, and gather them for the 
table ; and somehow we felt as never before, that it waa 
a great blessing to have a garden, and to eat the fruité 
of our toile.

it girls."
" I think they are the Lord's own," eaid Nina. "They 

are jnet so sweetly sincere that they think everyone else 
as much eo as themselves. I cannot help thinking of 
the passage which eeye, " They did eat their meet urfth 
gladness and singleness of heart."

"I don’t think I shall want to complain any more," 
eaid Beth, " I know they have done me good," and the 
Mother added, We have entertained ' ‘ Angels unawares. ' '

“ Well," eaid little Grace, " I have named them the 
•' Cheering Sisters." You know you told me about the 
' Fearing family,' Mamma, but these ladite belong to 
the Cheering family, and I jnet wish we all did, 

Annik В Fitch.

cute a little wood for ue, and mikes us beautiful kind- 
so we told him to ring yarn and we "Would

knit him some socks "
We ventured something to the effect that this " Joe "

her haabend, and during that time the Cheering Sisters 
erinletored to her comfort, ae dutiful end loving daugh­
ters, keeping from her, as I have heard, all the sterner 
facto and realities of life, and often denying themselves 
each, that the Mother might.have the little dainties and 
comforts for which she expressed any desire.

The only brother bad entered upon a business career, 
about the time of hie Father's death, and after a few 
years of struggle, wae independent of the world, and 
able to give some substantial help to the Mother and 

' Meters at home.
But his prosperity wee not for long, and about the 

time that the Mother passed peacefully to her rest, John 
failed in business.

The girls could not have John in trouble and not help 
him-’-and he wae really in a trying position, with wife 
and little ones dependent upon him.—So the sisters 
gathered together all the money they could and sent to 
John, begging him to accept it as a loan, until he should 
he able to repay it They wrote—" You see dear" John, 
we are still young, and have our health, and with the 

p Lord’s blessing we hope we shall be able to earn our own 
way for some years to come, and later, when we are old 
and you aie prosperous, then yon may return what we 
■end you now, in any way you think best.

Bo John took the money on their own terms.
Margaret and Hetty now leave the old home, and go ing." 

to the great city, where, one as housekeeper, and one as 
nnree, they earn a very comfortable living.

Years pass on in this way until health begins to fail.
"The grasshopper is becoming a burden," and yet they 
toil on. for, has not John all he can do no v to maintain 
his. large family ?

He has not been prosperous and is still struggling ; 
sad so it is that the Sisters resolve to tell John nothing 
M their troubles and to ask no help from him.

Bet now " Times " become very hard in the city—* 
y are thrown out of work—employers are cutting 

down expenses, and the Sisters have not positions, as 
formerly. For s time they try work at "odd jobs, and are 
wilting to do anything to earn their bread and butter ; 
bet at length the struggle becomes severe, and they be- 
gtn to talk about the old home, end to fancy that, once 
there, ajl will bo well.

I Mamma."
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Ruth’s Dog, Towzer.
BY HARRIS T T. COMSTOCK.

A very funny thing happened at Ruth’s house the 
other day, and brought her into ill-repute with at least 
one member of the police force. ’

She is a very serious little girl of five, with great 
solemn, truthful eyes. No one would ever dream of her 
telling what was not exactly true, aud she never made a 
joke in her life..

She was sitting on the bottom step of her stoop on 
this special morning when Mr. Smith, the big policeman 
came along. He interested Ruth very much by going to 
the door of every house, a little open book and pencil in 
his hand. After talking for a moment with whoever 
came to the door, he turned away, sometimes writing in 
the little book, but ôftener not.

At the minister’s door he wrote something, and at Dr. 
Blake’s. Ruth particularly noticed that.

Mr. Smith was • tremendous power in the neighbor­
hood. Not a boy dared to shont a shout or fling a ball 
when he was in sight ;• and as for the little girls,—well, 
they always breathed freer when Mr. Smith turned the

Rnth watched the big man until he reached her house. 
Then, with a quaking heart, she saw him mount the 
steps. Mamma opened the door.

" Do ye каре a dog, mum ? " asked Mr. Smith.
" No," replied mamma, and to Rnth the dear voice 

seemed to shake with tear.
Mr. Smith bowed sternly, and turned to come down.
It was perfectly clear to Ruth now. Mr. Smith was 

putting the entire neighborhood under arrest, except 
those who kept dogs f

The minister had one, and so did Dr. Blake. She 
meant to save mamma if she could. So she tremblingly 
faced Mr. Smith on the bottom step, and said, gently,

" Mamma forgot Towser, sir."
Mr. Smith was all attention.
** Is this your house ?" he questioned.
" Yea, sir."
Rath’s great, honest eyes gazed frankly into the grim 

face, looking down.
" And you have a dog, eh ? "
" Yea, sir ; Towser is our dog."
Up the steps again went Mr. Smith, and sharply rang 

the belt.
Mamma replied.
" Where’s your dog, mum ? "
" I told you that we bad no dog. We have never had 

„ a dog," mamma answered.
" Oh, this is an old trick, mum, though we don’t meet 

it often in these neighborhoods I However, you’ve got a 
truthful little girl, and she isn’t eo sure that ye have no 
dog. I insist upon seeing him, mum Î ”

A fanny little gleam came in mamma’s eyes.
" Ruth," she called, " yon may as well bring Towzer. 

The officer insists upon seeing him.”
Mr. Smith’s face grew very red, as Rnth ran upstairs
Presently she came back.
" Here’s Towzer, sir, she said, with a quiver ; here’s 

our dog I " and she held up to the astonished eyes of the 
big policeman a dirty Canton-flannel dog, one ahoe- 
bntton eye quite gone, his toil in shreds, and his detach­
ed ears pinned to his head with safety-pins I

After dinner Margaret was induced to lie down and 
take a little nap, but Hetty would keep about and help 
with the dishes. As she carried them away to the closet 
she would take a peep at Margaret and return saying, 
" She’s having just a beautiful sleep—ain’t it nice—I just 
know she’ll feel better for it all day."

And so it seemed, for when, late in the afternoon, the 
family paper was brought in, Margaret was so bright 
that she took it and read aloud.

I As her sweet lisping voice stole softly out on the air, I 
sat, partly listening and partly thinking—" Yes, you dear 
old soul, how true it is that we find what we look for. 
You are just revealing your beautiful and ripened 
Christian character, in the passages you select for read-

Ї.

One of these bits was the following :
Just to be tender, just to be true ;
Just to be glad the whole day through ;
Just to be merciful, just to be mild ;
Just to be trustful as a child ;
Just to be gentle and kind and sweet ;
Just to be helpful with willing feet ;
J ust to be cheery 
J net to drive ssdi
Whether the way be dark or bright,
Just to be loyal to God and right 
Just to believe that God knows best,
Just in his promisee ever to rest ;
Just to let love be onr daily Key 
This is God’s will for you and me.

And then in even sweeter, tenderer tones, these lines, 
Sometimes when the skies are trembling 

In a golden afterglow,
I seem to hear over whispering 

Dear voices of long ago ;
And to catch through the fragrant gloamieg 

A glimpse of that far-off shore,
And the boats that ride on tbe homeward tide 

To wander never more.
Sometimes through the mists and darkness 

When the wind-swept billows roll,
The boom of the surf on some hidden reef 

Strikes terror to the soul ;
Yet alone with the night and the storm’s mad rush 

And the swirl of an angry sea,
1 still may dream of the harbor’s gleam 

And the peace that there may be.
And whether the sunshine floods the skies 

And dear hands clasp onr own.
Or whether the clouds bend low in wrath 

And the way grows dark and,lone,
My Pilot guides through storm and stress,

Past rocks and o’er treacherous shoal,
And with furthering sail, in calm or gale 

We make for the sunset goal.

< when thi a aong8;Ж

;

They come back to the old home, but everything is 
changed—old friends have passed away—strangers fill 
their places, —and they find no vne to whom they care 
to toll their troubles.

With the f^w dollars they own, s room is rented, and 
k’s provision laid in, with the hope that they may 

get a little work of some kind, to keep them along when 
these are gone, tint it is a vain hope. There is not 
■neb doing in the villsge, end " Times " are dull.

Thee it hsppened, or rather God brought it about, 
that, -as the approaching Christmas season began its 
work of " Peace and Goodwill ” to all,—these Sisters 
were found by two Christian ladies Food was gon 
work had come—actual cold and hunger were storing 
them (n the face ; and still they were keeping their 
trouble as a secret between themselves and God.

When their wants became known other friends came 
gladly forward to help, and soon Margaret and Hetty 

token to more com! rtoble rooms, fuel and pro­
visions sent to them, and, before these wçre gone a reg­
ular sum of money—sufficient to meet their needs—was 
■ede up. and sent weekly to the sisters.

It was about this time that onr acquaintance with them 
began, and it waa while in these cfrcmneiam^s that the 
"Che- \g Sjjto**" paid ns a visit. ’ %

w лате np the day before to tell us they Were 
1* It is Margaret’s birthday ” she said, “ and we 
JL it was convenient to you, we would eome and

a

What matter, then, though tempests 
And waves break fierce and high ?

Why fret, my soul, that the way oft leads 
Where sudden dangers lie ?

Bach wind that blows, each tide that flows
Drives doubt and fear afar.

And the sea’s sad night wakes to endless light 
Inside of the harbor bar.”

The comments between the lines, and at the close of 
the verses, were quite as characteristic as the reading 

"Yes, ain’t it beautiful now? How lovely 
That • jtuH J- з«чП know—that’s just the way it is. How 
good the dear Lord is \0 ue all," etc., etc.
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