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Pray for One Another.

Wit tenderest love and compassion,
Our Master has granted rolief

To our hearts, overburdened with longing
To cumfort those Inden with grief ;

To do something to sliow to our denr ones
The depth of devotion and love

That is burning within us, and sovking
By action that yearning to prove,

When our hearts are nching to utter
Some helpful and loving thought,
When desiro to serve overwhelns us,
And the way is tvith hindrances fraught,
Then pray ! for permission is granted
To pour out the soul at his feet
In earneat petition for blessings
On other—fo bleasings complete.

We can pray that the loved ones bs strengthened
With the might of his glorious power ;
That the love of the Father may fill them ;
That their joy may become every hour
More perfect and decp and unselfish ;
That their lives may be beautiful rays
T'c lighten the darkness about them ;
That his presence may brighten their days,

The Master will hear and will answer,
And moro blessings than we could impart
By our weak and puny exertions
Will be poured.out in love on their heart,
And those blessings, with wonderful sweotness,
Will return 1o ourselves from the Lord,
In giving a peace satisfying,
By obeying this health-giving word,

An Indian Trophy of Grace.

BY CARRIK 8. TATR.

Peruars the readers of your valuable paper
would like to hear something about Lillie, one of
our “ Home” children, who died recently. I think
I can tell them more that will interest them iv. her
life than in her death, for she lived a siwple,
Chiristian life.

She, with her brother, were the first to arrive on
the day fixed for the opening of our Home—about
tvo aud a half years ago. She was a little over
seven years of age; her brother nearly two years
older She was a timid, shy child, and as she
neither underatood nor spoke n word of English,
sound scarcely ever camo from her lips until she
learned to sing sqme of our beautiful Sunday-
school hymns. This she was not long in accom-
plishing, and we often listuned to her cloar, sweot
voice, as, stowed away in some corner secure from
all observation, she would sing ono hymn after
another,

At our campaureting—two years ago—Lite.
with some other of her schonl CUREANIILS, v
forward and made a public professing of her fati
in Christ, and said she ingendad from that time te
fight the battles of King Jesas. At the weekly
prayer and elassmeetings held iz manection with
“The Home," she randy s ap apportanity of
witnessing for Corist: and ber daiy life showed
that her religion was not “lipservion” bt thas
the love of Gol dwelt in her tars.

Some little tiwe azx as they wire mgiring fur
the night, sl went to Miss [oaers, and sodc
*Oh, I liave hesr w0 hapey LONEE Y

“What is it that has padse b B
Lilliet” asked tho Ludy.

“T aviond Jewus to Palp Le with WF WIE Gmlnr
and he s belped me,” she aaswernd ; ~az? row
my heart is so happy !~

Just a few days before she was wken sk soe,
with several athers, were siuing together darning
stockings. The children weare comparing  their
work, when Lillie remarked: “§ sn: zlad I know
how to work nnw. When I go bome I will weend
my brothers” and my sisters’ clothes ; and, besides,”
she added, “I have learned to make bread, and to
covk-—so that, when | go huck, my father will not
be angry with me, as he used to, when my mother
was sick.”

I will just say lere, that she was the grand-
daughter of Captain Johu, one of onr most faithfol
Indian loca)-preachers. Her home was just inside
the wountains, on the borders of a beautiful little
Aake, about eight wiles from onr “Home.”

Captain John does not know one letter from
another, so—during the few visits she made to her
home since she has learned to read-—he had her
read and explain to him the Bible. At her funeral
he said, with the tears strezming down his face,
“Lshall never hear her voice again in this world ;
bus she told me all about Daniel and Joseph, and
all the other good men in God’s Book ; and about
what Jesus did,. when ha was in this woild. Her
words are here in my beart ~ I shall never forget
them. My heart used to get so warm when she
would read to we, and I thought how T shall be
able to preach when I have her home to feed me
with the words of God’s Boek ; but now,” he said,
sobbing, “she’s gone; God hay taken her. T eannot
~—=] cannot toll why-—but she has gonel”

Wo all Joved her ; for sho was gentle and kind—
willing and obedignt.  Slie was very fond of study-
ing her Bible, and was often found with it in some
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placo rlone, when all the rest were in the play-
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Sveatod SBat the ledng dead, st sprskedh.”
Hor death pgyue uneapectedly,  She had  the
“Gop " lightly in the spring ; was only a day sick
~but wir neticed that she did not regain lier maual
walth and strengib, and we ased such retedies
o we theusht would build up her constitution
\ httle rmora than thees wevks ago she was taken
dho Thes doctor was called, who pronounced it
“uple fivir,  We earried her over to the Missinn-
hom, sa that she might be quict. We did all we
roald for ber, and il every hope for her recovery
mnl the lase, when she hecame unconscious, and
quietly slipped away, -

oy Giwes darsg her sickness she gavé pre-
i testimony to her love and faith in Jesus as
teer Basiour,

Chillbrdack, B.C.

At Harvest,
BY GLORGE WEATHERLY.

Waey the world is radiznt,
Rich with snmmer hours,

Wood and fie:d anil garden
Gemmed with brightest flowers,

\When the wheat is golden,
Gleaming in the sun,

And the sovthe and sickle
Harvest have begun,

May war thoughits surn often,
In our gratitudle,

= T the Lond of harvest—

Giver of all good !

He who in the winter
Clad the ground with snow,
He who in the spring time
Cansed the seed to grow
He who sent the showors,
A the dew at mom,
Then the sonay hours,
Ripew'ng Eruit and com—
a2 ix Locl of barress,
And o hinr we raise
Soeags of humble gratitade,
_ Thankful songs of praise.

The Cure of the Drunkard.

A MaX noted for intemperate habits was induced
by Rev. John Abbott to sign the pledge “in his
own way, which he did in these words : “I pledge
myself to drivk po intoxicating drinks for cne
year.” Few believed he could keep it; #at near
the end of the year he again appeared at a tem.
perance meeting without once having touched =
drop.

““Are you nat going to sign again 1” asked M.
Abbotd.

*Yes,” replied the man, “if I can do it in my
owr way;” and accordingly he wrote: ©1 sign
this pledge for nine hundred an ninety-nine years;
and if Ilive to that time f -« .1 to take out a
life lease.”

A few days afterward he calied upon the 2avern-
keeper, who welconsed him back to his old haunt.

*O landlord 1” said he, as i in pain, “I have
such a Jump on my side!?”

“That’s because ycu've stopped drinking,” said
the landlord. “You won’t live leng if you keep
on.”

 Will drink take the lump away 1”

“Yes; and if yon don’t drink you'll soon have a
lumip on the sther side. Come, let'sdrink together,”
and he poured out two glasses of whiskey.

“T guess I won't drink,” said the forwmer inebri
ate, “especially if keeping the pledge will Lrin.
another lump ; for it isn't very hard to bear, after
all.”  And with this he drew the “*lurap P—a roli
of greenbucks—from his side pocket, and then
walked off, leaving the landlord to his reflections,
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