!.'or the poor she would do good as Jenny
Lind had done.
" tion -conjured ancther picture.
bowed
returnlng home from 'the noise and’ dirt. of

the shops, to'ihe mnoise and dirt of the tene-~

-ment blocks. 'I'hey ate a scanty supper
- then. returned to their work yet agzun or

lounged a.bout the low streets, the men seek-
ing the saloons, the women g0551p1ng or go-
ing to the sa.loons, too.

'1\hey loved music, and music 1s uphftxng
Poor hungry and tlursty lives, no wonder
their faces. h.a:rden and age early, the soul-
expandmg, tender mﬂuences are entirely
lacking. A sweet ballad with. uphftmg words
might purify a whole. cxty, as the ‘Marseil-
lalse of I‘na.nce could inspire a whole army.
Money had no need to influence her hfe for
she had excess of money,

‘A song missionary.’ Evangel started as
if a voice had spoken to her. She ra.xsed
her head: as it to shut out the vision her soul

was seemg, but she could not and she drop-
ped her face upon her arms again. Finally B
arising she threw herself upon the bed zmd

slept’ feverishly. .

. It was late when Eva.ngel breakfasted the
following mormng, and too exhausted to
vccahze or read or embrmder she sat by

the ﬁreplace in the music room loungmg on

a divan, looking very pretty amonfr the red
and gold pillows. She was in.a most com—
fortable state of drmmy seml-conscxousness,
when'’ some one asked a.dm,ls..aon by a quiet
tap on the door. Thmkmg it to be the maid
on her mornlng rounds about the house ‘she
gave a sleeply affirmative to the question,
without unclosmg ‘her eyes. The newcomer
crossed the Toom and stood sﬂently before
the fire a moment.

‘Pa,rdon me, Miss Eva.neel I should have
known you would be too tu'ed—— T

‘Ch, . Mr. Marsdon pardon me I was
nearly asleep and thought it was the house-
i mald TEvangel exclaimed, rising. ‘Ch, I am
S0 glad to see you.” She placed a chair near
‘the divan and.resumed her seat.

‘T was wa.ll\mg near the house and cou,d‘

‘not—or at least, dul not—r%xst the tempta-

;tion to come in, but I fear ycu are not an-

x1ous for v1sitors this mormng
‘\/Imsdon you know you are alw".lys
welcome and this mormnrr is no excepticn
‘to the always. How have my mission boys
done since I left them three years ago?
‘Some of them are doing well.
‘Curley are clerking in . a substantial shoe
house, having worked up to good positions.

George Curshmire is in the penitentiary and .

the other boys have become teamsters or
day laborers in some manual line of work.
They missed you for months and most of
them left soon after you did, Miss Evangel.’

‘They. missed me. I am so glad. Did I
really fill a place in the mission? Did you
miss me, Mr. Marsdon?'

BEvangel was busy wondering 1f she had
ever been of even the most humble_conso—

quence to the world and did not notice Mr,

Marsdon’s silence, nntil he arcse and walked
the length of the room and returning stood
before her.

‘Why did you ask me t.hat questlon -Evan-

gel? It brings surging to my lips all that i
I had determmed to keep unsaid. Miss you! .

"These, three years have taught me sometlnng
of what loneliness could mean.’

‘I—I—I—did not mean—I do not‘—Eva.n-
gel stopped, looking up at him frlmhbened
shrinking, a.stomshed

Ingantly Mr. Marsdon rega.med hxs usuad
‘poise.

‘Pardon me, Miss Eva.ngel your life is pre-
destined for you. Let me tell you a little
fable. - Years ago a prince loved a queen.
He was good and noble, but she had almost a

Then her flaming imaglna-j__
A weary,.
_careworn, . poverty-stricken. throng i

Jim and’

o

'.world in her possesmon She was queenly
in chera.cter ag in wealth and honor.
-was:nothing the ‘world could give but was

hers.,” The prince loved in silence; it would
‘have been too much for-him to ask of-her to
share -his, compa.ratwe poverty, to. leave her
cohquests and her knngdom to become mere-

-1y his wife.! . .. .
Mr. Marsdon, held -out his ha.nd and took

. Bvangel’s cold, quivering hand in his,

 ‘path is among the -stars.

“Your
. -My stars must
shine on the other shore—I shall not be apt

-to find them. in the slums,’ he said, smiling

semo'usly “When do you go back for your
seagon’ in London, Miss Dva.ugel"' he a.sked
relea.smg the hand

‘I have not yet signed the contmct but it

Wwill be in about two months.’

‘I am glad you stay yet a httle You w1ll .

permit me to call?

‘Ch, yes, as of old.’

‘I have a sick famlly to see thxs morn-

‘And you never asked me to go with yOu’
pouted Evangel. :

‘Oh, would you go0?" The young mlmstel S
face lighted radiantly. .

‘I will be ready presently What shall I
take, roses or bread? . | .

‘Plenty -of bread,” was the reply

PR * R x . *

It was Sabbath afternoon, and in-a little

-tenement house on ‘Water street, among the

wharves, a little company was gathering, In
the ceéntre of the room stood the open coffin,
as bleak as the bare walls. A woman with a

" ghort, thin crepe veil ‘over her'face sat nedr

it—the sole mouner. = As’the friends cime in

. they shuffied a.wkwa.rdly toword the box hold- -

ing the silent’ slceper and after cenversmg
1£ they happened to' be- in

- couples or groups; they vetired 1o, a seu.t

-in low tonos,

‘The clatter of heavy boots on ‘the bare

‘floor, and tle buzz of half-restrained con-

versation annoyed Mr. Marsdon who' \va.s
ﬁmding his' text in the Bible, as he stood

7ith his’ back to the door ready to speiak.
At the sound of hxs voice the noise ceased,
and the little company composed 1tself ‘to
listen to the man whose Very name blought

“it a feeling of comfort.

But soon thcle was a movement of sur-
prise among ‘them, their eyes were turned
to the door, and their heads met in couples
as they whispered ard looked.  Almost in-
voluntarily Mr., Marsdon glanced. over his
shoulder to see the cause cf the unusual in-
terest. He paused in the midst of a sent-
ence and gazed a rcoment, for, getful of ever Y-
thing else save the presence of Evangel who
hesitated in the door, then without stopping
to see the dead face she seated herself, while
Mr. Marsdon groped desperately but vainly
for the sentence he had begun, It was only
an instant before he gained his composure,
though his heart behaved cruelly.all through
the remainder of his sermon.

There was no music, no fowers—nothing
to soften the dreariness, the misery of the

lonely woman whose sobs were repressed -

with -iron Scotch resolution, although usu-

" ally the mourners in this grade of civiliza-

tion scream and cry without restraint,

'With the closing sentence of the tender .
attempt to comfort, the undertaker, with -

coarse, creaking Dboots, and coarse, half-
muflled voice came brusquely forward to
Dplace the coffin lid.
her patrician_ head -Evangel arcse, threw
back her cape and stepped- to the coffin, mur-
muring, ‘Wait,' to the undertaker, who step-
per agide. She unfastened from Lier bosom a

- cluster’ of luxurious roses and’laid them
softly in the rested hands, then looking at *
. Mr."Marsdon her eyes fllled with a new light

Thero .

beginning of her song mission' work, .

-With a regal poise of
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and she began Tances Hevergal's noble
hymn I :
Take my life and let it be
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee,
Take my hands and let them move
At the.impulse of Thy. love.

“Take my feet and let them ba
Swift and beautiful for Thee,
Take my voice and let me. sing -
‘ Always, cnly, for my King.- oo

She began bravely, but-her lips trembled

and the tears were near to falling, for it
was the consecration hymn eof her voice, -

After singing the two verses Evangel’ turi-

rs

cd and taking the suffering mother’s hand-*

in hers, began the swe°t old Scotch hymu

T am far fra me hame T
An I'm weary a;ftenwhx.es

Art, self, were forgotten,

the monk Augustine of old, who, tang the
gospel to the pagans, of Great Britain, she
would give her life to singing Christ and
salvation to this people, that perchance he
might be sung into their lives.

‘When the song’was ended, there was utter |

silence for a few heartbeats, then the Scotch

- This was the
Like.

woman lifted Evangel’s hand almost réver-

‘ently to her lips.
The funeral cortege pas:.ed from the room -

and down'the dark stairs, the minister lead-
ing. It was sweet to breathe the free air

again after the confinement in a small room s
with ill-kept bodies and cicthes,

" It was just 2 moment Kvangel had to speak

~to. the pastor of this life-beaten -ficek, but

she whispered  with Dlushing cheeks and

‘dovirncast eyes, ‘Mr. Marsdon, sometimes a

) queen is willing to abdicate. her thxone for
'love ;

- The Day of Satxsfactlon.

" When I shall wake on that fair morn, of

morans,
After whose da.wmng never mf*ht returns,
And with whose glory day eternal burns,
I shall be satisfied.

‘,When I shall see Thy glory face to face,
‘When in Thine arms thou wilt Thy. chlld

embrace,

‘When Thou_shalt open all Thy _s_tores- of

grace, .

© 1 shall be satisfied,

When I shall meet with those whom I have
loved,

Clasp in my eager arms the long-removed

And find at last how faithful Thou hast

proved,
I shull be satlsﬁed

‘When this vile body shall arise again,
Purged by Thy power from every taint and
stain,
Delivered from all weakness and all pam
I shall be satxsﬁed S

When I shall gaze upon the'face of Him. .
‘Who for me died, with eye no longer. dim,

.And praise Him in the everlasting hym

I shall be satisfied,

When I call to mind the long, long past,
With clouds and storms and shadows over-
cast,

“And know that I am saved and blest at ]ast,

I shall be satisﬁed.

When every enemy shall dxsappear
The unbelief; the darkness, and. the fear,

“When Thou shalt smooth the brow and wlpe

‘the tear,
I shall be satisfied.

When every vanity shall pass away,
‘And all be real, all without decay,

In that sweet dawning of the cloudless day, -

I shall be satisfied.
—Horatlus Bonar,



