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A PARASOL A BONNET OR A
BUCKET ?

. :.' BY. GRACE STEWART ILEID.

* Carrie’ Seeright was so. run down by_'

spring w eather and. spring-. examinations
that, as she herself expressed it, she had to
" be gent from home to be wound up. - :

S,How Lappy- I. should: be, s:ud. her
mother kissing hergood- bye, -if you' were
"going. to stmb a tempermce movemenb in
Pleas.mt Plain I’ ; -

“Well, really, mother,’. answered C-u'me,

-+ that is guite a little something to expect | h
of one poor girl in a big place like Pleasant
Plain that hasn't even aBand of Hope !
But folks won’t have any trouble in seeing
which.side I'm on, for I havea badge on
overy single dress, on:both my outside

jackets and on my uaterpzoaf—a}l sewed
on tight with thirty-six cotton.’

Soon after Carrie’s arfival in Pleasant
Plain the friends with whom she stayed
“gave n rosebud luncheon in her honor.
Her cheeks were rosy with excitement and
pleasure as she sat under the great Japanese

umbrella from whose poiiits rose lanterns’

trimmed with tinkling bells shed a soft
light on a table ]aden with flowers, and
dainties.

She looked and tasted with delight till
the appearance of some charming little
pastry parasols filled with ice-crewum roses
and marked with the guest's initials. Be-
fore Carrie's reached her she knew from
various sniffsand smiles they were prepared
with wine. "She thought of a host of thmgs
in a minute,

Could she eat the cream- wmhout tasting
the wine in the pastry? Could she not
.break the whole thing up and toy with it
as if she had been e.thmg it?7- Would not
that be acting a falsehood? It would be
too bad to hurt her entertainer’s feelings.
It would be terrible to have all the othel
gitls think her rude or laugh at her. It
would be worse' to lose the cliance of a
" temperance hint to thoyghtless Pleasant
Plain. She sentaway the beoml ing parasol.

- “Why, Currie:! excLumed her. hostess,

: smpz'xsed and dxs.mpomted for this con-

ceit was intended to be the crown of the
bill of fare.
Currio lightly touched the bow of white | -

ribbon on - her dress, as every -eye was
He .cheeks burned |.
k the right.
groceries

turned. toward her.;
and a faintmist of 11omes‘ Kk tears blurred
hersight as she covered, the,empty place
before her with eake and fruit, and spoke
with a nervous laugh to her neltrhbor

That afternoon. the troublesume parasol
wag sent next door to Mis, Hark whose
child’s name began \Vlth the same letter as
Carric's.

‘We have a tempemnce young lady
"staying with us,’ ‘said the servant who
brought it, ‘and you'd feel provoked at
her not enjoying such a lovely thing only
she’s so mortified about denying herself
- before people.’ -

‘It is lovely, isn't ib ? sid Mrs. Hark,
_repeating the story to her husband. ‘I
wish it would Lcep for an ornament for the
-parlor, I-don’t want-Charlie to have it,
but it would be a shame to destroy it.’

¢ What is this temperance girl’s name 7

asked Mr. Hark looking at the initial on
the stand of the pmasol

‘T don’t know,’ his wife answered.

It think it must be Courage,’ said he,
putting his hand on hers which held the
gift, * Where: courage leads faint hearts

may follow,” and he shook the little t:emptex'

into the grate fire.

Mrs, Hark told Mrs. Newsblgglo all
about it when she called soon after,

“Well I exclsimed Mrs. Newsbiggle, |

*it will be a wonder, indeed, if a slip of a
girl can . carry out her pnnclples in the
Newcombs' Louse> . You 'know they're up
‘to all the Now York fads and even puta
dash of old rum- in the chocolate and
bouillon for their afternoon receptions.” -

. She walked home thouuhtfully *Maria,’
sho said to her eook, *.I" amn’ nob going to

use any.more br:mdy or cider in mince.

pies, but I'd like you to. make a couple to-
morrow with the spiced vinegar I saved
from "my. sweet pickles. T want you to

7 take one to old Mrs. Sniffen, and you must
tell her itis a temperunce pie so she won't
- be afraid to give tlmb wealc -son of hels a
good piece.

“Young’ Smﬁ'en told hxs fnend J oe le )|

“that ifall Lis home cooking was as'good as

‘ ghint ‘temperance pie," the anloon’s - free|[ -

lunches would nob geb much pntwnuge fr omv

‘|him!  Joe told hls mobher and added:

party they vote for ? Plen ty of coffee must
cer l:um]y mean a lesy: quantity of'beer and
whiskey.’ :

Since her own dear boy had asked her,
Mers.~Nail put aside her pride and invited
her friends to join herin the experiment.
On the ‘long election day they:were busy
serving“all who would pn.rtake—tho good
citizens and the ‘bad, the sober and the

half-seas-over. If it did. not work a revo-
lution, it told on the right side of the clec-
tion and on the- profits: nnd tempers of the
saloon-keepers

*It- told, too, on Mrs.. Nail, ‘who -came
home in such a languid condition that, till
he knew the cause, Joe deeply zegxebted
his suggestion. She went to bed early
and not only slept heavily all night, but
till noon the next day. Then she woke
with & headache and realized that she had
been overcome by the liquor and tobaceo
atmosphere of - the previous day, and ‘that
the afternoon barely furnished time to rid

‘her dressand wrap of the same taint before

she put them on for prayer-meeting.

She did not-think of her bonnes tlll the
church-bell was ringing. - It had been shut
up in a bonnet-box for twenty-four hours.
Now, ‘Mus. ‘Nail had oftén -expressed the
opinion that a stout middle-aged matron
in a fancy hat was a sight she did not care
to see; but on this occasion she did not !,
hesitate toleave her bonnet hanging out of
a window ‘and wear a broad afiair of lace
and feathers she had bought for a niece in
Texas. -

If her nppenrance excited some surprise
among the sisters of the congr c-mhon. it
wag ‘small to that produced by her rising

1to speak, for ¢ Sister Nail’- was a conserva-

tive who sat in a back 'seat to be hardly
seen and never heard. In' a few simple
words she told the tale of her sleep and of
her bonnet. If there was- anything fanny
about it, the sisters respected her courage
too much to snule, and the brethren s.ud
¢ Amen ¥ heartily'when she asked if it was
not time to protect-the- town from two
poisons that made even the air tnsafe.’
Major (YRear, who had had temperance
locked . up in his heart for matdy a_day,
came to the front: with a vow to battle for

without wine and liguors.
Thomas Handy protested that any short
lives among truckmen, van-men, etc., were

due not to over strain, but over drain of |

beer mugs. A long hidden desire for re-
form burst forth. The nmeeting was so
dead in earnest that when the fire-bell
rang, even the men in the.seats by the door
did not go out. It was actually not till
smoke pervaded the _room that the meeting.
broke up.

Strange to. say, Mrs. Lml’s house was
one of those in danger, and a lurid light lit
up her aiving bonnet. It reminded some-
body of the temperance lunch at the polls,
and that the saloons and drugstores were
always very careful that the fire-laddies’
throats should not be dried up by heat and
smoke. Hot coffee -and cold milk were
soon being quickly served from tea-kettles
and milk-cans, in cups, glasses, bowls and
pitchers.

“Comrades " called a grimy‘young Her-
cules, nsthe defeated five sizzled away, and
Joe Nail, from a laader, gently poked his
mother’s bonneb safe and purified, within
her unlnrmed home. *‘ Oub ‘with the
money you've saved to-night for a temper-

ance coffee-room !’ .
- An embarrassed, derisive laugh started

among the fire-men, but the crowd changed |

it to arousing cheer as the speaker held up
a fire- buckct and slowly dropped in a hand-
ful of coins. It .did not have to wait for
company from firemen and on-lockers.
. ‘Big ~trees from little acorns grow.’
But did Pleasant Plain’s coffee-room, tem-
perance lecture hall; day nursery, kitchen
garden and bands of-hopereally begin with
abucket? Or with Mrs. Nail's illustrated
tale of a bonnet? Or with a'young girl's
refusal to sell ‘her colors for o treacherous
p'u fisol? .

I tlunk the tempemnce movemenb in

P]e'tsanb ‘Plain’ gtarted in a mother's Inst,.
| best wish agshe-sent her dauqhter ‘outb: mto .
o I'will make her forget it all ; sho is weik,

land even & dream txoubles her,” smd the

fa.sluonab]e socxeby —Union Szgnal e

-. ;, ——r . :
Txm More’ HONEsTY & man’ hns the less

he aﬂ'ects the air of a aumt.-—-Lavatcr. ;

John “Appel 'sto6d™j " for"

| e WIIERE ‘WILL TEACHER BE r.

¢ Why not take s room neir the.polls at
[ the next town elections and give the boys|
;| coffee .and sandwiched, no matter what

.BY MRS. BARVEY JELLIE. ST

It was one .of thoso mmrvellously c]ear
days we sometinies’ geb in, the spun"tlme,

s
Clee

when the earth seenis
of praise -all round.:
quiet in the Sabbath-

drew near for afternson’ s)chool little parties |-

were to be seenheie’ and thete wendmv
their way to the differént; places,

Teachers,: too, were eigerly': h'v.sten
their work, and two of them were pu.ssmo
a house where little Rosie, the favorits 'of
all in the class, lay dying. Shé had often
of late been absent from the school through
illness, but the springtime only. developed
the’ disease ‘which was stealing her life
away. For tyelve yearsshe had been the

joy of happy Christian :parents, and, but’

for her weakness and suffering, they would

have entreated the Lord to spare her; -~
“There goes . your teacher. Rosie deer,

perhaps she will call when going home.”

shouldn’s I, mothu’l There are my books,”
you'll come and read my verses to me, and-
my hymns, and tell me-one of those beau-
tiful stories I’

“‘Yes, dear, and we Wlll pray. for tea.cher
and the class.” -

- Propped up by pxllows, lookmg as fraglle
and fair as a flower, the gentle child. lis-
tened to the words she had early learned
to love,

‘Now, darlmg. you must sleep,’ and with
a fond klss the mothet laid her back to rest,:

and an hour passed by.  With a sob and

look of distress, the dear girl opened her
eyes. * ‘0 mother, was it only a dream 9 I
have been in ‘such a lovely place, it must
be réal and true; and I was well again, and

‘Jesus.was holding. out his hnud to, lead

me away .over’ sueh glorious hills. - You
can't guess how beautiful, and yow ‘were
there, and father, and little K atie, who
used to go with me to Sunday-school ; but
when I looked about, I could not find
teacher. I called her, aud- I thought I
asked Jesus where shie was, and Mo did not

answer; but:she. wasn’t nny“here near to

Him ; andI- wanted” her, and it made me:
ciy when I wis wu.kmg for I do’ love my
teacher.” -~

. *There, Rosie, don't think abuut 1t : lﬁ
was only d'dream, and you musb be happy‘
and-forget that part.” - - ¢ -

- ‘But I don’t' want to forgeb mol:her ; it
was all so lovely there, and it will be trué
soon. Only, where will teacher bo? -1

cannot bear to lose her up there. - Do ask
her, when she comes, to be near J esus,
then I'll find her easily.’

‘T will, dear, if you tu.ke your bea. nnd
keep quict a little'now.” And the.little
child, by Jesus called, and blessed, and
charged with & saving message, wus con-
tent.

‘I must -call, I suppose, and ask how
Rosie is to-day,’ said the teacher to a friend
and fellow-worker, as they met in the
street and walked on together.

“Isn't it delightful to see those eager
faces on Sunday ! and doesn’t it make one
long and pray to be more C'husthke for
their sakes ! .

‘You are just made for a Sunday school
teacher, and revel in the work ; I can ’t, it
seems 8o tiring to-be shutup with clnldren,
on bright afternoons, and they seem to be'

50 fornt.tful Ishall give up, I thitik, unless’

Thavea larger and more mten.stmfr class;’
and they parted at the corner. of the road
where Rosie-lived, and fond as she was of
those children in her class, she knew in
her inmost heart that she lacked some
qualification which her friend possessed

‘T am so pleased to see you,’ said the
mother, ‘for my Rosie cannot: be happy
till T tell you a dremn that made her so
disturbed. ~ You will smile at it ; only to
satisfy her I must repeat it, and you wﬂl
soon make her atrest about it.’

The words+of a suffering one, be they
young or old, are imprinted on the thought
and memory, and mothers ponder these

sayings, perhaps, as others cannot. * Any
‘way, the words that had told of her child’s
discomfort were repeated in just the tones
she had received them, and with the full
pnthos of their first’ uttemuce, ‘bringing
tears to her’ own eyes.

‘She will be'so glad to 560 you, and “you

‘mothex, leading the way. ¥
But the teacher did- not - ‘smnle’ ab 1t or

MR R

'thm]\ it - ‘only a-dream.’

“Had:an arrow
struck ber heart,or.some big weight of sor=:
row suddenly entered. there 7 Why did:
that “simple . dream-question. flanie. out. in -
such overpowering consequence, " refusing
to be put asidé, and making a . trembling’
hstenel of the one who wenb m thexo a8’
teachor?".
SAre- you better, Rnsxe 'I’ she asked
bendmg near over the bed, -

-The pale, face flushed over w1th plensm e, .

ato zmd ‘putting her tender arms, 1ound her

teacher's neck, slie said :

- *T heard mother to]lmv you aboub my
dream ; kiss me,. teacher de.u _and promise .
me you will be quite near'Jesus in hezwen,
50 L can find you quickly.’ N ;

A greo.t. revelation came to her soul then
and there; andspoke the plain truth within.

‘T ain not; quite near Jesus now, how can I.
expeqb to be thén P .and she longed tovush
away and hide herself, ‘I w111 ‘comie’ dAnd
talk to you, dear, :soon ; Tam ina hurry

"| now,’ she said, fearing 6 trust Herself.
*If I was well, I should be just stavting, | -

*But, tmchel tell me “firsg_for, cevthin
where you will be. I might go bef(m,you
come again, and T must know “where to

firid you there, please tall me.’

“The most difficult question: ever pub to

,her, and she a teacher —yet searcely liow-

ing-how to answer her'own little scholar,.
who held. her hand so lovingly and \muld
not be denied. The motherspoke to Rosie

to take her attention, thinking the sight

of ‘the dyitig child was causing the tonrs
and. chokmn' sensation, but she did not
know the An«rel of the Lord was wrestling
there with the heaven-sought soul of that
Sunday-school tencher. Recovum«' her-
self 80, a3 to speak, she said, pr LsSliW a
farewell kiss on the pleading f.lce—— o
\.! Yes, Rosie; "darling, you slmll ﬁnd
teacher quite near to Jesus.” -

¢Now I amso hn.ppy, I won't cxy any
more, You come again and see, teacher,
if I do. Good-bye.’

Threedays after it wasasanother éreature
she trod that awmo streeb. - Barth was
more lighted up with heaven, and life a
new and golemn trus.s Nearing the house
again she said to herself, ¢ “Lxcepb yo be
converted,and becomeas little children, ye
shall nob enter into the kmgdom of
heaven.’ Oh, blessed messenger to me, sIm
has saved hu teacher.’

-The pure frail casketlny before her; the
happy “soul” was set” free to “fako “ tho
Saviour’s hand, and joyfully go forth to the -
l.md of perfect hiealth to await. the loved
ones’ coming,

*Thank you for all yom kindness to my
Rosie in the class,’ said the mother. * She
loved you, and after your visit she did not
cry or seem to have a wish. Just before
she went from me she'said, ** Will teacher
come ¥ and then, ag if she thought you
would not see her again, she said, I'm 50
glad I know where I shiall find her now”—
and she laid her head upon -my arm—bug
there was no sight of denbh to her. Sho
passed away all “smiles.’

Tearsand thanksgiving and prayer made
a richer wreath than floral decoration for -
the scholar who had helped the teacher to
make sure of a crown.

As she goes forth, baptized from above,
to her new life of love and service, and her
scholar Rosie “enters the homel.md, we
wonder if all our teachers cin confidently
nnswer that question, ¢ Where will teacher
be? - .
Wherce.? When the gx eab ]mrvest home
is gathered. Where? ~When, * with rap- .
ture through and through,’ the children
roam the flelds of glory, and gaze upon
their Saviour's face. Will they greet you
there? Will they find you close to Jesus
then ?

They never think it can be otherwxse
Your life to them is a pattern.  Your
words_their guide. Your death to ‘be all
radiant and your place in heaven to be
sure, and near the Lord! Will they be
deceived and disappointed? You nny be.
able to prepare a splendid lesson, and keep
order in the class, but forgive the question
put in faithfilness and love, ‘and befors
you meet those trustful scholnrs again,
answer in the sight of God. *Where w_xll
teach_er be ¥—The C’hrwtwn . L

No MAX\ is born into the warld whoqe
work i8 not born with him, * There'i§ al-
ways work, and " tools to work withal, for
those'who- will, and blessed ' are the homy
hands of toxl -—-Lowell._ m e




