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................................................................. —------------ rmniin % vi'lage ; hut the larger of the two seemed to 

be stripping the garments from the back of 
the younger one. Indian childhood so often 
hungry, cold, burden'd with heavy work, 
mer< ilessly beaten, neglected, taught only 
evil, is one of the things that hurt us. The 
helplessness of the weak and ignorant, the 
degradation of women, the fierce struggle for 
existence, the hopeless poverty of so many 
millions, all these things hurt us though we 
do not personally share such calam ties. 
VVi lingly or unwillingly we suff r much for 
India. Christ suffered lor men because he 
loved them ; we believe he loves men all the 
more because he suffered so much for them. 
Few indeed of those who have come from 
other lands to India have not suffered much 

or unwillingly. What a 
catalogue could be made of things in India 

«rood, that hurt us. which give us pain. Like her

“ at5tr2?2S;:t,Ttt is»tlhV',n' ynu .nil., anj no "folio. *d "> l'=y hi, I0I|.0I1 and oiohange .’ftlend- arol^lU'j'no h'.'ofXn.Uol’"1 !3*"h"n "
ever had a better one ’ ly word. and bleeding hands and leet. And whether

The pretty ,i,l laughed, saying, as he re- "Good morning," said the old man. “All iünda'laràè nl.re in'nnr lhe
reived his letter, “Harry would think he was wc^ ? . a a large place in our minds . so large in-
blessed il I wmie onre a year." “All well, thank you.” rnn H "r sel),r’":d ,™m. *' « are

Gradu ally the other drifted away, hut "Sorry 1 could not be at church y-ester- h« f. L, h'L* '°S!' ”h,chJlls our
Frank Allison kept his place, scanning day." * ïnd n tvLess yC‘ undt"'able regret,
eagerly the closely-written sheets, now and “Yes, I missed you." inaian witness,
then laughing quietly. Hnally, he slipped '^ell, the fact is. it was such a bad day, 
the letter into his pocket and, rising, saw an^ the weather threatened so much, that I

thought It was too bad to venture out, and
‘“Good morning, Miss Williams," he said, the—” It was one of the big department stores,

cordially, for he always had a pleasant word “Ves, it is fine pleasant weather to-day,” Two women stood near each other before a
for us older people as well as for the young. 51,1,1 the pastor. "If we should have as fine counter where the belongings of very little

“Good news ?" I questioned, smiling. a day as this next Sunday. I shall look for children are sold. Huth looked with wistful
“Mv sister’s letters always bring good >'ou at church." yet widely different expressions at the tiny

news," he answered. “She writes such The old man blushed, and manifested a Sarmerts displayed,
jolly letters." desire to break off the conversation—all of The one woman asked to he shown knitted

And, unfolding this one, he read me wh|ch seemed as if he were inwardly say- undervests for a baby. The saleswoman
scraps of it—bright nothings, with here and '"ft “Caught this time !’’—Selected. drew out a box and took from it
there a little sentence full of sisterly love -—--------..._______ absurdly small garments—soft, creamy
and earnestness There was a steady light Th„ Chri„„ . . „ J flct'cy. the most delightful combinations of
in his eyes, as, half-apologizing for “poring" 1 ” Chrisliai. » Marching Orders. silk and wool. The
me, he looked up and said quietly, "Miss 

diiams, if I ever make anything of a man, 
it will Ire sister Nell’s doing."

And as I looked at htm, I felt strongly 
what a mighty power “Sister Nell" held in 
her hands—just a woman's hands, like yours 
dear girls, and perhaps no stronger or better ; 
hut it made me wonder how many girls stop 
to consider how they are using their in- 
fluence over these boys, growing so fast to
ward manhood, unworthy or noble, as the 
sisters choose.
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The Inglenook.
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A Sister's Influence. Caught.
Some years ago, as I sat on the piazza of 

a summer hotel, I noticed among the crowd
of young people two or three pretty girls, absenting himself from church 
and as many bright yourg men, all “waiting sll^ht pretext
for the mail.” One Sunday, which was a little cloudy,

“Oh, dear !” said the prettiest of the ^ut by no means inclement, he was not
girls impatiently, “why don’t they hurry ? f°und in his place. The next morning at an tl
Are you expecting a letter, Mr. Allison,” early hour, as the pastor was standing on for Lidia willimdv 
and she turned to a small youth standing his doorstep, who should come along but ' k

this old man, perched on a load of wood 
“I’ll get one, surely,” he his bat and overcoat, his hair and

said. “It’s my day. Just this particul ------ ‘ ..............................
letter alwiys comes. Nell is awfully good

A worthy old gentleman who lived in the 
mountains had one weakness—a habit of 

on a very

He smiled.

How Baby Was Provided For.

woman—a young woman 
she was, almost a girl—took them in her 
hands with evident delight.

“How much are they ?” she asked.
The saleswoman named the price.
“A piece?” asked the would-be-customer, 

in a timid tone,
"Yes,” answered the saleswoman.
The customer put down the little gar

ments. She looked tired and weak, and 
bitterly disappointed. It’s heart-breaking 
not to be able to buy what you want for your 
baby.

“Please show me something—something 
cheaper,'' she said, swallowing a lump in her 
throat.

Hie pagan ports an* 
Where commerce shows her fleet, 

And bars on all sides broken,
Invite the pilgrims feel.

And, hark ! remotest borders 
Send out llieir < ry to-day : 

Obey your marching orders, 
And hither haste away.

“ Plain the great salvation, 
With all its cheering light, 

Diseipling every nation 
That gropes in error's night.

rsssttHS® “BéëeT .
anything. Let them feel that you love „E.„ . . 1 be other woman, who had been looking

Mastitis ts ~ iç.tÆarfiA?'-
these lads now, while they are neither boys With sighings for the morn 1 can 1 wait any longer,” she said, “Tell
nor men, while they are awkward and heed .. Whnr,er . me the price ot that bonnet over there.”
less, they will remember it when they be- On pagan-Lin".'* . Th* saleswoman hurried to obey. One
come the courteous, polished gentlemen you And blind ones are repining doesn t keep a chinchillur collar r.nd an im-
desire to see them. Do not snub them. To know the heavenward way, perious manner wailing if one knows one's
Nothing hurts a loving boy soul more than a «• Then let the old old store business There was a moment's whisper-
snub, and nothing more effectually closes The opening ear delight?' mg, and the saleswoman returned to her
the boy-heart than thoughtless ridicule. And soon will blaze with glory, waiting customer. From another box she

Have patience, girls—that gent e patience Thc Uarkcsl heathen height." produced some garments similar to the ex-
whose perfect work will surely win the smile “--------- -------------- pensive ones.
of the Master, who grants to all who do the *t Hurl*. “Here’s some shirts," said she, “that we
Father’s will that we should be his "sisters:” I once heard a mission,,,, „„ .. i, g . * T°“ ,hav.e cheaper. We have only a
and for the sake of the great Elder Brother so to live in India ” I h J ïi hlir, s fl'w lift. They re only—And the “only”
who dignified wiih his divine much these of the expression ' It is verv traz was exactly half the price she named before,earthly relationships, shall we no, be more gLtive hZi bur ver? much to Z J' T ' but i. decetved
tender, more patient, more loving with these there We see and he,, ,„h vTÜ " ' the tired woman She went away with lhe

ve, great hearted lads who call us ihfng, here which hurt ^ n "“"Z '»‘'k ftme from her lace. The chin-

swaa— « SHF’-l asx’a-ss;l e struggle, lor I was riding rapidly past the to imagine that women with chinchilla collars
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