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WORK VS. POVARTY.

In a Prussian roadside inn ome hot
summer’s day, several men were smok-
ing and drinking. The room was dirty
and uncared for, and the men, who
looked quite in keeping with it, were
railing at the way in which Providence
did ber work, and contrasting the lux-

and idleness of the rich with the
misery and hardships of the poor.

During the conversation a stranger, a
young man, came in to eat his bread
and cheese, while his team rested in the
shade before the inn. For a time he
listened silently to the talk, and then
joined in saying, ‘‘ You must strike!”

« Strike against what ?”’ asked the

peasants.

“ Against poverty!” answered the
young man, ‘“‘and the weapon with
which to strike is work.”

“ Well said! Sensibly spoken!” langhed
the peasants.

« It would have been well for me had|Y

I always been as semsible,” continued

ypthe stranger, * but I used to be an idle

rogue. I was strong and healthy, but I
would not work, and if now and then I
-was obliged to do anything, I was off at
once to the alehouse, and like lightning
the money was out and the brandy was
in. I went from place to place—that
means, that everywhere I was turned
away, for no master wants a loafer
about, I'd soon had enough of farm
service, and then I went about to fairs
and public houses as a fiddler. Wher-
ever anyone would hear me, I scraped
my violin, but with all my scraping I
was never able to geta whole shirt to
my back. Soon I grew tired of music
and then tried begging. I went up and
down the country, but most doors were
shut in my face. People said a healthy

oung fellow like I was ought to work.

hat enraged me. I grumbled that God
had not made me a rich man, and I was
envious of all who were better off than
myself. I would have liked to have
turned the world upside down that I
might have been able to lord it over the
rich. One day I went into an inn, sat
down in & corner, and began muttering
my begging speeches. At a table .not
far from me sat a gentleman (he is, as 1
afterwards heard, a writer of books);
he kept glancing at me and I kept
glancing at him, for I thought he would
be sure to give me a good alms, and so
he did. I'm spending it still.”

« What was it 2’ asked the men, who
had listened attentively.

¢« He came up to me and asked me
about my early life. Itold him I had
been a farm servant, and sent from
place to place—in short, I told him

‘eve ing. He listened quietly, shook
hisri?ad, and at last su&, § S{xew me

our hands !” Astonished, I held out my

ands; he examined them all over,
pushed up my shirt sleeves, and again
shook his head.

“«What powerful hands! What
stren there must be in those arms!
he said. * My lad, you must join in the
war.’ .

“¢«] what war ?’ I asked.

“ ¢« In a war against your misery ?’ he
exclaimed, in a loud voice. ‘¢ You footi,
ou imagine you are poor—poor Wwi
Zuch h:E(liz! yWha.t a mad ;%221 He
only is poor who is sick in body or in
mind ! You are healthy in and
mind. Good heavens ! with such hands,
oor | Set your wits to work and re-
ect upon the treasure God has given
you in your strong healthy limbs. Re-
cover your senses and march forward in

the war.’”

“ Bravo! That was very good,”
langhed the peasants.

“And so I joined in the war,’ con-
tinued the young man. *‘ I looked for a
lace, and now I am a farm servant as
ore—nothing better and mno richer;
but I am content and industrious, and I
have served the same master these five
years, and shall stay with him until one
of us dies.”

It is hardly necessary now to call at-
tention to the ocelebrated ‘‘ White Shirts,”
made by White, of 65 King Street West.
Being made of the best material, by
skilled labor, and mathematically cut,
theﬁ recommend themselves to all who
wish a really fine article. Every shirt
warranted to give satisfaction. A.
White, 65 King Street West, Toronto.
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CHRIST'S KINGDOM COMING.

When you rise from praying this bit
of the Lord’s Prayer, “’ghy kingdom
come,” work for its comincg. Be %&ind.
copy your King, tg every day to do
something for the King. He has many
poor chilgren whom you may help into
the kinsdom—naughty,hun ,and rag-
ged little ones, but still His. Say to
ourself, What can I do for so-and-so ?
‘I should like to help them into the
kingdom to please Christ my King.”
Every bit of good you do, every improve-
ment in yourself, helps on the answer to
this prayer, for the minute he can come
the ]E)org Jesus will ; and do not forget
every naughty passion you indulge,
cvery bad thing you do, keeps back that
happy time when there will be no more
pain, or hunger, or sorrow of any kind.
When everybody is ood and everybody
is happy, then god’s kingdom will have
come, but not tall then.

4 LESSON; AND HOW TWO LEARNED
IT.

BY H. M. 8.

Betty sighed. Now why she Ahould have
~ighed at this particular moment no one on
carth could tell. And it was all the more ex-
asperating because John had just generously
putinto her little, shapely hand a brand new
ten-dollar bill. And here began the trouble.

“What's the matter ?" he said, his {ace fall-
ing at the faint sound, and his mouth clap-
ping together in what those who knew him
vat little called an ‘‘obstinate puocker”—*‘now
what is it ?”

Betty, who had just begun to change the
sigh into a merry little laugh rippling all
over the corners of the red lips, stopped sud-
denly, tossed her head, and with a amall jerk,
uo ways™oonciliating, sent out the words,
“You needn't insinuate that I'm always
troublesome {”

“I didn’t insinuate—whq's talking of in-
sinuating?” eried John, th hly inceused
nt the very idea, and backing away a fow
nteps, he glared down from his tremend~us
ieight in extreme irritation. *“It's you your-
self that's forever insinuating, and all that,
and then to put it on to me, it’s—abomin-
able!”

The voice was harsh, and the eyes that
looked down into hers were not pleasant to
behold.

« And if you think, John Peabody, that
']l stand and have such said to mey
you miss your guess—that's all 1" eried .
with two big, red spots coming in her
as she tried to draw her little, crect figure up
to its utmost dimensions. *Fqpeves insinu-
ating! I guess you wouldn't have said that
before 1 married you! On mow you ean, of
course "

«Didn’t you say it first, I'd like to know?”
cried John in great excitem: nt, drawing near-
er to the small creature he called “wife,” who
was gazing at him with blaziog eyes of indig-
nation- ‘I can endure eve thia{."

**And if you bear more do,”  eried
Betty, wholly beyond control now, “why then
I'll give up,” and she gaye a bitter little Jaugh
and tossed her h ad agsin. . . =

And here they were 1n the midst of a quar-
rel! These two who but a year before
promised to love and protect and help each
o her through life.

«Now,” said John, and he brought his
hand down with such a bang onm the table
before him that Betty nearly ski; out of
her little shoes, only she controlled the start,
for she would have died befcre she had let
John seeif, “*we’ll have no more of this non-
sense |’ His face was very , and the
lines around the mouth so

would have gone to any one’s heart to have
seen their expression. -

“I don’t know how you will change it or
helpit,” sail Betty, lightly, to conceal her
dismay at the turn affairs had taken, *“I'm
sure,” and she pushed back, with a sancy in-
different gesture, the light waving hair from
her forehead.

The hair that John always smoothed when
he potted her when tired or disheartened,
and called her ‘‘childie.” Her gesture struck
to his heart as he glanced at the sunny hair,
and the oool, indifferent face underneath, and
before he knew it he was saying, ‘‘There is
no help for it now, I suppose.”

Oh yes, there is,” said Betty, still in the
cool, calm way that ought not to have de-
ceived him. But men know so little of wo-
men'’s hearts, although they may live with
them for years in closest friendship. ‘‘You
needn't try to endure it, John Peabody, if you
don't want to. I'msure I don't "

“What do you mean?”’ I?:rm husband
grasped her arms and compelled the merry
brown eyes to look up to him.

“Ican go back to mother's,” said Betty
provokingly. ¢She wants me any day, and
then you can live quietly and live to suit your-
self, and it will be better all around.”

Instead of bringing out a violent protesta-
tion of fond affection and remorse, which she
fully expected, John drew himself up, looked
nt her fixedly for a long, Jong minute, then
'ropped her arm, and said through white lips.
very slowly:

“Yes, it may be as you say—better all
around. You know best,” and was gone from
the room before she could recover from her
«stonishment enough to utter a sound.

With o wild cry ‘Betty rushed across the
room, first tossing the ten-dollar bill sa\agely
«8 far as she could throw it, and flinging her-
«elf on the comfortable old sofa, broke into
n flood of bitter tears—the first she had shed
during her married life.

“How could he have done it—oh, what
have I said—oh John, John !”

The bird twittered in his little cage over
in the window among the plants. Betty re-
inembered like a flash how John and she fili-
ed the seed cup that very morning, how he
laughed when she tried to put it in between
the bars, and when she ocouldn't reach with-
out getting upon a chair, he took her in his
great arms, and held her up, just like a child.
that she might fix it to suit herself. And the
-'bite” that he had said in his tender way,
why they had gone down to the depths of
the foolish little heart, sending her about
her work singing for very gladness of spirit.
And now |— 9

Betty stuffed her fingers hard into her rosy
ears to shut out the bird's uhirping

“If he knew why 1 sighed,” she moaned.
*Oh, my ‘b r Bh-tgdny-—noﬂ:lnc will
lzakg any difference mow. Oh, why can’tl
die?

How long she stayed there,crouched down
on the old sofs, she never knew. Over and
over the dreadful scene she went, its
worst features each time in despair, until &
voice outin the kitchen said, “Betty!” and
iieavy footsteps proclaimed that some one
vas on the t of breaking in upon her un-
invited.

Betty sprang up,- choked back her sobs
and tried with all might to compose het-
self, and remove all traces of her trouble.

The visitor was the worst possible one she
could have under the circumstances. Crowd-
ing herself on terms of the oclosest in
tty bride, who with her hus!
had m in o the a twel
previous, Miss Elvira Simmons bad made

s

But she never had—and pow, scenting
ly, like o carrion after its prey, that
might have come to the pretty little whi
house, the make-mischief had come to de.
work, if devastation had really commenced.
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Betty's heart stood still. Had it come to
this! John and she not live happily! To
be sure they didn't, as she remembered with a
pang the dreadful scene of words and hot
teqpers; but had it gotten around so soon—
a Btory in everybody’s mcuth!

With all her distress of mind she was saved
from opening her mouth. So Miss Simx:ons,
f ailing in that, was forced to go on. \

*An’ I tell folks so,” she said, rocking her-
self back and forth to witness the effect of
her words, *‘when they git to talking,’ so yon
can't blame me, if things don't go easy for
you, I'm sure!”

“You tell folks 8o ?” repeated Betty vague.
ly, and standing quite still. *“What? I don't
understand.” :

h"w}ﬁ' mt.l;st the blame is all his'n,” cried

the * .” exasperated at her strange
mood and her dullness. ‘‘I say, says I, why
there couldn’t no one live with him, let alone
that pretty wife he's got. That's what I say,
Betty. And then I tell'm what & queer man
he is, how cross, an'—”

““And you dare t: tell people such things
of my husband ?” cried Betly, drawing her-
self up to her extremest height, and towering
s0 over the old woman in the chair, that as
she jumped up in confusion at the storm she
had raised, and stared blindly into the blazing
eyes and face rosy with righteous indigna-
tion, her only thought was how to get away
from the storm she had raised, but couldn’t
-top. But she was forced to stay, for Betty
stood just in front of the chair, and blocked
up the way, so she slunk back intg the small-
st corner of it, and took it as pest she could.
*My husband!” cried Betty, dwelling with
pride on the pronoun—at least, if they were
to part, she would say it over lovingly as
much as she could till the last moment; and
then, when the time did come, why people
should know that it wasn't John's fault—
‘“‘the best, the kindnest, the noblest husband
that was ever given to & woman. I've made
him more trouble than you ecan guess, my
hot temper has vexed him—I've been cross,
impatient, snd—" '

“Hold I" eoried a voice; ‘you're talking
against my wife!” and in a moment big John
Peabody rushed through the door, grn‘s:g
the little woman in his arms, and fol
her to his hear$, right before the old maid
and all | B

“Oh.” said Miss BSimmons, sitting up
:rr:lcm' and' setting her spectacles more

y. '

“And, no v that you've learned all that you
can,” said John, turning round to her, still
nolding Betty, “why—you. gol” h'
Vigw:

The chair was vacant. A
through the door was all that was to be seen

ward, “‘what was the sigh for? 1 don'tutv 8

the heart, how you might have married rhh-
er. 1longed to put ten our '
hand, Betty, and it galled me becouse I
oonl'dn't." -
Betty smiled,
B returnod, ol smiling, with s bundle
ently returned, . 'y :
rolled up in @ clean towel. o G
This she put on her husband’s knee, ‘who .
stared at her wondetingly. ‘- ! X
! ¢ didn't mean,” she said u :
e T e
to y -
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| 4Bo 'tisI” said Jobn, “Grasious! hes |
come around so:soon i” » 1R

“And you, dear bo,” ssid By, ih
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- ntly assumed she' sof & drbbsin
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got 18, for ob | T ddn's ‘want you $o I
between his eyes : “‘But I don't see, Betty,
what this thing,” laying ‘oe_finger o $he
gown, “‘had $0 do with
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