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THE

NOTE for you, Ad,” said Ed-
. ward Payton, tossing a pretty
 little billet into his sister’s lap;
“I guess it's from your fricnd,
Bella Corson. At any rate, Mr.
Corson’s boy brought it.”
“Yes, that’s Isabella’s writing,”
2 _ replied Adelaide Payton as she tore
&} open the envelope and proceeded to
. read the note. Having glanced over
il its contents, she looked up and said:

“It's an invitation to take tea at Isabella's
next Tuesday.  You are invited too.”

“That's capital!” rejoined Edward; “I like to go to
Be’lla Corson’s house. They always have lots of good
things to eat and Plenty of fun. I'll go and have a good
time.”

*“I shall not go,"? said Adelaide stiffly.

“Not go!” exclaimed Edward, with as much surprise as
!le might have felt if he had suddenly fallen into the ad-
Jacent mill-pond. “Not go! Why, what in the world has
got into your head, Ad?”

‘“ Nothing; only I sha’n’t go, that's poz,” replicd Ade-
laide firmly.

“But why not, Ad? Can’t you give a fellow a reason
for such a strange resolution ?”

“I can’t go because I've nothing to wear,” said Ade-
laide, putting on a very blank, disconsolate look.

“Nothing to wear! Phoo-0-0-0! Isn’t thatrich! Noth-
ing to wear, eh ? Why, you have on one of the prettiest
frocks in Ferndale, and then there's—"

“Do you think I'd wear a muslin frock to a party ?”
asked Adelaide, breaking in on her brother’s remark, and
putting on the air of Innocence in a pet.

“I should think you wouldn’t mind what a dress is
made of if it looks well. I'll bet you look better in that
mMuslin than Nelly Lofty does in her silk. But you have
the new silk father bought for you last New Year's. Isn't
that something to wear$”

f‘ That silk! Pshdw! Do you think I'd wear that cheap
thing to a party 7" said Adelaide with a flash of anger in
her large black eyes. °

“Cheap, eh " rejoined Edward; “I heard pa say it cost
o‘ver twenty-five dollars, If you call that cheap I should
like to know what you call dear.”

' “Well, I do call it cheap. It’s as common as dirt along-
side of Isabella’s splendid pink, which cost twice as much.
It’s too bad I can't have things like other girls!”

.Here Adelaide brought her little foot to the ground with
violence, while tears of proud vexation hung pendant
from her long eyelashes.

‘“You beat all the girls in Ferndale, I do believe,” said
Eflward.' “You have calico dresses, gauze dresses, de-
laine dresses, silk dresses, and I don’t know how many
other sorts of dresses. Your clothes-press is full of
dresses. Yet, if one could hear you talk without sceing
You, he would think you were some poor Fiji girl witho-
out a single dress to cover Your body. I don’t understand
it. I'm glad I aint a girl, anyhow ; and as for you, Aqd, I'd
advise you to ask Mr. Yardstick to put you in t‘hc ;;lace
of that dummy he keeps in his window. He puts a differ-
ent dress on her every day, you know. Get into its place,
and then, you sce, you'd have pleaty to wear, ha, ha, ha!”

“Go away, you teasing fellow !” said Adelaide; but Ed-
ward was already gone. He was in the street muttering
as he went ; . °
sa“If that Ad has fme dress she has twenty, and yet she
! y8 she has nothing to wear. What a queer girl she is!

VIVFIIIder if all the girls talk go
all of tllllz(llnl-)ef:o’:le(: IE;lward I should have replied, “ Not
your sister,:’ gl ear t0o many of them are just like
Girls
cnty’b:::t f;afo;; think of Adelaide? She had not
were silk, the Othe;s ol; very n‘ice dresses. Three of them

very nice materials.

I ! was a?,well Supplied. Yet she said she had
nothing to Wear.” Was not that an untruth Perhaps
she meant nothing i to wear, But wasn’t that.an t lt)h
too? Isn't a silk dress worth twenty-five dol). o mod
enough for any girl in the land—or for 5 princes!::vge(:\—-

Not one girl

GIRL WHO HAD “NOTHING TO WEAR.”
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to wear? Alas for Adelaide! She was vain, proud,
discontented, thoughtless, and wicked. She was
ready to drain her father's pocket of its last cent to
indulge her vanity. She vexed her parents with her
complaints. 8he made herself miserable. 'What do
you think of her, my girls?

If girls were wise they would prefer dresses sim-
ply made and of moderate cost. They would seck
most of all for robes of righteousness with which
to clothe and adorn their souls. These robes would
attract the admiration of Jesus. Now I think it is
better to be admired by Jesus than by all thé people
in the world. If you think and fcel so, then you
must see to it that, however poor your outside cloth-
ing way be, your souls are dressed in robes washed
and made white in the blood of the Lamb,

OUR COUNCIL-CHAMBER.

CORPORAL, you look blithely to-day. Be seated
next to our common friend, Forrester. How are
you?

“Fresh as a June rose, vigorous as a healthy sap-
ling, as full of sweetness as the sap vessels of a
sugar-maple,” replics the corporal with a smile
which it does me good to see—in a mirror!

You are quite dofanical in your allusions to-day,
corporal. Been in the country, ch?

“P've been reading a book called ‘Leaves and
Flowers; or, Object-Lessons in Botany,* by Al-
phonso Wood. I'm delighted with the book. It
simplifics wue Leautiful science of Botany so that
any bright child can study it. I wish each of your
million readers owned a copy.”

80 do 1, corporal. Botany is a beautiful study for the !

“Here is a picture of a stripling who did what the

home or the school. I hope thousands of my readers will ) mightiest men in a mighty army dared not try to do.

take it up. For beginners there is no better work on the
subject than Professor Wood's Leaves and Flowers, and
his larger work is just the thing for advanced students—
but the budget; what's in the budget to-day ?

“Over a hundred letters. I admit lots of recruits, and
will read you a few of the letters. Here is a letter from
Troy which was written to Rev. Dr. Wentworth, the pas-
tor of the young converts who wrote it. He sends it with
a plea in favor of the writers, who say :

“DR. WENTWORTH,—We young converts wish you to
write to Rev. Daniel Wise for us, asking our admission in
the Try Company, as we wish to join it,and mention about
our little prayer-meetings, and inclose the following reso-
lutions:

‘* Resolved, That we, the undersigned, do join the Try
Company, praying to God to help us to obey its rules and
regulations. ;

** Zesolved, That we hereby pledge ourselves that when-
ever the giant ‘I Can’t’ makes his appearance we leave
him entirely to himself, and bave ‘I wiLL TRY’ in his stead.

‘“There is a Presbyterian and a Baptist boy who come
to our prayer-mecting and would like to joiu the Try Com-
pany with us. We would like to know whether it would
make any difference whether they are Presbyterian or
Baptist to belong to the Try Company ?

“This is signed by LyMAN P. Woop and nine others.
What say you, Mr. Editor, to these applicants

I advise their admission, Mr. Corporal, by all means.
With regard to the Presbyterian and Baptist, I have only
to say that if they love and serve Jesus and will keep your
pledge they are as welcome as their Methodist companions.
Is that your mind, corporal ?

‘ Exactly, Mr. Editor. I regard Christian Churches as
I do the corps which make up a great army. They are all
under one great Chief—Jesus; all fighting one enemy—
sin; all marching to one place—heaven. They are wel-
come. God bless them !

“L. IL C., once a superintendent, now a patriot sol-
dier, writes a long letter in which he says there is a slave
boy near his camp as white ns any boy in the land. This
good superintendent longs to see his old school again,
and I pray the Lord to bless his noble heart; but I don't
think you can find room for his letter it is so lengthy.”

Right, my corporal ; none but short letters can go into a
little paper like mine. What next ?

‘A letter from Mansfield, Ohio, telling that when little
BURR READ was dying he said to his father, ‘Let me
go, pal’”?

A very touching remark, showing that while the dear
Loy felt his father’s aflliction to be like strong cords hold-
ing him back from Jesus, he also felt the greater power
of the Saviour drawing him upward to heaven. What
next, corporal ?

e e~ S N R VS S v e

) What was the deed? What was the hero’s name ?

“And here is the answer to the illustrated anagram in
our last—David and Abigail. Sece 1 Sam. xxv.

“EpwaArD G., a Pennsylvania boy, says among other
things, ‘I intend to be a minister and do some good.’
What do you think of that?”

I think it is a very good purpose, if God calls him to
preach. If Edward loves the Saviour and is a good stu-
dent the Lord may do so. But he must not run before
he is sent. Enter him on your roll, corporal, and pro-
ceed.

¢ A girl who hails from the great state of Illinois says:

«1, like many other little girls, owe a great part of my
learning to read to the Advocate. For when I got so that
I could read but a little, I did not like to read unless it
was something interesting, and the pretty little storics in
your Advocate just met my desire, so I can now read
pretty well in the Fifth Reader. I must now tell you
whether I am a good girl or not. I will not answer the
question myself, but you must judge from statements.
I never forget to pay tribute to my Saviour every night
before I retire torest. Iread and study his glorious works
and give myself into his care. I always try to be good to
everybody.

“T think that Illinois girl is in the right path, don’t
you, Mr. Editor?®”

Yes, she will do finely if she clings hard to Christ. I
am pleased to know that the Advocate helped her up the
first steps to the temple of knowledge. May the Lord
bless her!

“ MARSENA J., of Quincy, IIL, says:

“We have had a revival of religion here and about
twenty-five of our scholars have been converted. Our
minister is superintendent of the school. We all like him
very much, he takes so much interest in us all. My
brother, two years older than I, joined the Church about
two weeks ago, and now I would like to join your Try
Company if the corporal will accept me. I intend to try
to be a good boy.”

4

That boy writes good news. I am glad the sons and
daughters of the mighty West are giving themselves to
Christ. May the star of Bethlehem illuminate the heart
of every child in the land!

“IRENA, of Palmyra, says:

“We have no Sunday-school since this wicked rebel-
lion, but we have preaching every two weeks. I love our
good Brother Nalor, for he preaches Jesus. I never go
to bed at night without praying. I hope to sée you all in
heaven. Me and my two sisters want to join your Try
Company. Will you accept us?”’

That I will, my dear cbhild, and hope you will pray every
night, and morning too, that this wicked rebellion may
ccase and your Sunday-school be opened. The rebellion
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has closed very many Sunday-schools.




