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TEE CORN-STALK'S LESSON.
One single grain of corn took root

Beside the garden walk;
"O let it stay,"' said little MSay ;
I want it for my stalk."

And there it grew, until the leaves
Waved in the summer light;

All day it rocked the baby car,
And wrapped it warm at night.

And then the yellow corn-silk came-
A skein of silken thread

It was as pretty as the hair
Upon the baby's head.

Alas! one time, in idle mood,
May pulled the silk away,

And then forgot her treasured stalk
For many a summer day.

At last she said, "I'm sure my corn
Is ripe enougli to eat ;

in even rows the kernels lie,
All white and juicy sweet."

Ah me ! they all were black and dry,
Were withered long ago ;

"What was the naughty corn about,"
She said, "to cheat me so 7"'

She did not guess the silken threads
Were slender pipes to lead

The food the tasselled blossoi shook
To each smal kernel's need.

The work ber foolish fingers wrought.
Was shorter than a breath;

Yet every milky kernel then
Began to starve to death !

So list, my little children all,
This simple lesson heed:

That many a grief and sin as come
From one small thoughtless deed.

-Wids AwAke.

HER OBEDIENCE.

Far out on a Western prairie lived little
Jane Austin with ber father and mother.
The place might have seemed lonely to
sone people, for there were no houses in
sight of lier home, nor any neighbors within
several miles, but the three who lived tiere
were quite contented; and when, a few
months before my story begins, a baby came
to gladden the household vith lis presence,
their happiness was complete.

The house itself was not much more than
a cabin. It had been roughly put together
at a time wihen skilled labor was notto be
had; but it had served for a shelter, and
now, when prosperity had rewarded years of
toil and carefulness, it was to bc replaced
by a larger and better dwelling. The plans
had been drawn, the estimates made, and
one bright suminmer morning Mr. Austin
set out for the nearest town to purchase the
lumber for it.

His wife was not afraid to be left alone
with the children. She was a courageous
woman, calm and self-possessed at al times,
and her little daughter lad inherited the
same traits. There was much to be donc
about the house, and the two were very
busy. The time passed quickly. The
second day was drawing to a close, when
Mrs. Austin noticed sigus of a change in the
weather.

"I We muit fasten all doors very securely
to-night," she said to Jane, as they went to-
gether to the barn to feed the cattle. " I
think tiere vill be a storm before morn-

Dlark clouds were gathering on the
western horizon, and before they went to
bed the wind was blowing in fitful, violent
guststhat rattled seriously the timbers of

e old house. Stil no thought of great
danger entered their minds, though Jane
said to her mother, after she had lain down
in bed beside her,-

"I shall be glad when the new bouse is
built, mammn, for the wind won't make such
a noise then."

"Yes," said Mrs. Austin, "I think we
shall all enjoy it ; but try to go to sleep
now, dehr, in spite of the noise."

Ang upon her own advice, she laid her
head on the pillow. and was soon un-
conscious of al aroundher. How long she
slept she did not know, but she vas
awakened by the slamming of a door. She
listened for a moment, andthen feeling sure
that the wind had forced open the outer door
of the kitchen, she arose, and slipping on
her shoes, went down stairs, to fasten it.

There she found that she was quite right
in hqr conjecture. The slight boit had
given way, and thea door was swinging back
and forth at the will of the vind.

But she was quite equalto the emergency.
Lighting a lantern, 'and getting a hammer
and some nails, she pushed the heavy tool-
chest against the door, and standing on it,
securely nailed a piece of vood across fro i
one door-post to the other. Satisfied that
al was safe, she turned to go up stairs,.
when, with a roar, like that of some wild
beast, the tempest smote the house. There
came a fearful crash, that almost stunned
her and made ler very heart stand still.

What had happenedi Had the roof been
carried away? Had the stone chimney
fallen and crusheditin? The next moment,
in a lull of the wind, she heard her child's
voice.

"Mamma, vhere are you7 What is the
matter 7"

She rushed up stairs, calling, "IIam here,
my darling ! I am corming 1"

But wheu she reached the bed-room door,
she could go no further. She lad left it
open ; it was now nearly closed, and saine
obstruction preventead ber froni moving it.
She held up the lantern ana looked through
the open space.

What a scene met ber gaze! The baby's
crib in one corner stood untouched ; but the
chimney. had failen, and crashing through
the roof, had made havoc of all else.
Where her own head had lain on the pillow, a
huge beam rested, and just beyond it she
could see the white face and dilated eyes of
her little girl.

" Janie," sIhegasped, "are you burt?
the roof has fallen mu."

" No, mamma," said the child,'"I am
not hurt at aU, but I can't get up. Some-
thing is holding me down."

The mother looked again, and now she
could sec that the staones and rafters had
fallen in such a way as ta imprison the child
completely without injuring lier. Oh, ta
he beside ber I ta rescue er from ber
perilous position! for who could tell but
that saine slight jar might loosen the whole
mass, causing it ta fail and crush the child 7

But the door was immovable, and the
poor woman clasped er hanads in agony,
realizing ber own powerlessness.

"Janie," she said, presently, "listen ta
me, and try ta b my own brave little girl.
You must not move; if you do you may
b lurt.. If you vill keep quite still, Ihope
you will be safe. I can do nothing to belp
you, my darling" (and ere the mother
almost broke down), "but I can go for
htelp if you will promise me not ta stir
wbile I am gone.

"Yes, mamma," said a vuivering voice.
"I will try not ta be afraid, if you will
leave me the light."

"No, dear," said the mother, "I cannot
do that, for fear of fire ; you are much safer
without it. You must believe that Gad can
take care of you in the dark."

"Yes,"said the child, gravely, "Iknow ;
but, O mamma 1 if baby should cry" '

"Never mind baby, dear. Ha cannot get
out of the crib. It will not hurt him to cry
a little, and I will be as quick as I eau.
Nowwe will ask God to be with you." .

The mother knelt down and said aloud,
"O my Father, I pray thee keep in safety
my darling children, for Christ's sake"-.-t

And the child's voice answered, "Amen."
There was no more hesitationnow. Mrs.

Austin knew what she must do, and that8
there was no time ta be lost. Throwing onr
saine articles of clothing that hung in ac
closet on the landing, sic hurried ta the
stable.C

Her husband's saddle-horse was there, a 1
creature as gentle as le was fleet of foot.h
She had him saddled and bridled and was«
on ber way in a fev moments.p

The storm was over, and in the Western
sky the waning moon shone with a feebleo
light. She urged the orse ta is utmostJ
speed, for she was a fearless rider, but it
seemed ta ler that the three miles she lady
ta go were a hundred at least. Midway she a

met withanobstacle. Ahugetreehadbeen
blown down directly across the road. She
dismounted, and devoutly thankful that the
snake-fence vas one she could pull down,
she tore the rails froin their places, led lier
horse around, made another opening anda
proceeded.

The village was reached at last. Stopping
at the first house, where the blacksmith
lived, she knocked loudly at the door.

LIn a few moments a voice asked, "Who
is there ?"

"Mrs. Austin. We have had a fearful
accident. My hushand is away. I have
come for assistance."'

In a moment more the door was opened,
but she would not go in.

"No, let me tel my story ler.e I must
go back at once to mycl1iidien."

In a few words she toldher story. "You
will need," she continued, ."three or four
men to help you, and, above ail, a ladder
long enough to reach the upper window ;
there is no other way of getting "into the
room. Now I will go back. - Iknow I
need not ask you to male all the haste you
can, Mr. Green."

For answer the blacksmith turned to his
son with oraders to rouse the neighbors,
while le himself at once left the house to
harness his team and get ready the neces-
sary tools.

Back the mother hastened along the
weary way, trying to still the agony at lier
heart with the hope that no injury had come
to lier children.

The day was beginnhlg to dawn when she
reached lier own gate. What was it that
fell upon ber listening cari A child's voice
singing, actually singing,-

4Gado shali charge lus angel legions
Watchl and wara o'er titee to keep.

For th first time Mrs. Austin burst into
tears. She hastened up the stair. "Janie,
my darling i are you stillsafe 1"

"Yes, mamma; I am so glad you have
come 1"

There was no tremor in the little voice
nov.

" Baby has not cried at all. I heard him,
move a little and I sang mny last Sunday's
hymn ; and then it seened so nive I began
to sing it over again. Did no one come
with you, maminal"

"I would not wait for them, dear, but
they are coming soon. I think I hearthem
iiow," she added, as the soundof the wheels
in tIe distance reached her ear. The four
fastest horses in the village were bringing
strong arins and eager hearts to their
assistance.

A few moments more and Mr. Green
stood in the room followed by three other
men, while Mrs. Austin ran down stairs and
stood at the foot of the ladder.

" Take baby first," said little Jane, and
the infant was hauded down safe and un-
hurt to his mother.

" Now, little missy it is your turn ; we
will have you out of that in a tvinkling."

But as the blacksmith approached the
bcd lie saw that it wouldbe no easy task to
extricate the child uninjured ; for with one
careless touch the overhanging mass might
fa]] and crush ler.

"Gently, gently," he said waving back
his eager assistants. Then, taking a screw-
driver from his pocket, lie soon had the
closet-door off the hinges. Witli that
and the mattress and pillows from the crib,
lie built up a barricade over the little girl's
head. "Now I think we can raise this
broken beain."

The strong iron bars they had brought
vith themwere placed under it.

" One moment !"said Mr. Green. "Now,
my little girl, as soon as I give the word,«
creep out just as quickly as you can.
Ready ! Liftl"

The child then turned and drew herself
to the edge of the bcd. In an instant a
pair of strong arms caught and drew lier to
the window, and as the three other men
sprang aside, stones and mortar, beams and
rafters, fell upon the bcd with a frightfuil
crash.

But at the same moment the mother saw
the little white-clad figure descending the
adder, and with a cry she caught the child in
her arms and then fainted away. The first
moments of intense excitement had scarcely
passed when one waggon after another began
to arrive from the village, where the news
of the disaster had rapidiy spread. Little
Jane was the heroine of tle hour,

"It was touclh and go with the little one,
you may believe," said Mr. Green, with a
shiver. "I don't know what ever heald up

the rafter, for a baby's hand could have
shaken it down."

" And sha lay there all the time without
moving " said one of his hearers.

"She did that. If she had kicked1 and
struggled like any other- child, the-whole
mass would have fallen and crushed lier."

But amidst the gencral wonder and ad-
miration the child herself was quite un-
conscious that she had done anything at all
remarkable. When q1restioned she said
simply,"Mamma said I must not move."
l The good blacksmith took Mrs. Austin
and the children to his own house until Mr.
Austin's return, and when evening came and
they lay down to rest once more, the little
girl nestled close to her mother and
whispered, "Don't you think God sent His
an gels last night to take care of us ?"

"I am sure of it, my darling," her mother
answered, fervently.

So am I; but I am equally sure that the
means by which His messengers do their
ministry of love are often in Our own
power; and in this instance they worked
the Divine will, partly, at least, through a
little girl's obedience.-YouWls Companion.

"SARAHI JANE'S FOLKS.".
BY ALICE M. EDDY.

" It ain't the bein'sick," said Sarah Jane,
tossing wearily ou her pillow; "it's the bein'
sick here on Mellen street !"

" Mellen Street's well enough,"responded
Mrs. Higgins, pouring out medicine with a
jerk, "You might be over in Bottle Alley,
or up in Jones street over a saloon. Be-
sides, if you dou't like Mellen Street, why,
I don't sec where you're likely to be bu!
Melien Street unless .you'd rather go *-o
the hospital, which you wouldn't. You'd
better be thankful for what you've got.'<

"&Oh, if I bad just one of my own folks
to come and sit along o' me once in a
while"

Mrs. Higgins came over to the bedside
with bliunering kindness to pull th4 spread
straight and toss up the pillow.

,Pm sorry for you, Sarah Jane," she
said, "I suppose it's kinder hadnot ta have
no friends nor nothin'-not countin' me,
which Im sure I'm doin, my best for you.
But then, after aU, I;do' know but bein' the
way 'tis, with you give up by the doctor,
and not havein' long to live, why, I a'n't
sure but what it's just as well that all your
folks is dead and gone. Yo-,. 'î'in't likely
to be lonely in the other world, and you'd
ought ta consider it a comfort that there
won't b nobody ta ab grieven' after you
whan you're gone."

"I do' know's that's much comfort,"
said Sarah Jane, forlornly. "It makes a
sight of difference when you have folks ta
drap in when you're sick. I-know I had
the measles when I was a young one, and't
was real kind o' pleasant, with ma and pa
and the rest of 'em comin' up ta see me.
Ma she told me stories sometimes in the
night. I wish I had some one ta come and
sec me now."

How did it came that just at -that
moment Mrs. Higgins, turning away with a
reproving face, saw a carriage before the
door?

A moment earlier or a moment later, and
it would not have been there. The two
Young ladies within it had stopped only ta
look at the number on the house, but in that
moment Mrs. Higgins saw them; saw the
bright, enger faces leaning out ta examine
the door-way ; saw the baskets of flowers
heaped on the floor of the carriage, and
lhurried out.

"I do believe it's folks fron the churcb,"
she said ta herself. " I warn't gain' ta ask
'am ta came, bain' sIc warn't a member,
but if they have!"

"Be you lookin' for number fifty-two 7"
she cried from the door-step, "because if
you b, this is the one, and Sarah Jane
she's just inside, and just hankern' after
saie one ta come and sec her. She's awful
sick too. Be you lookin' for lier "

Madge and Joy, outside, looked at each
other with momentary hesitation.

" It looks clean," saida one ta the other in
an undertone.

"And such a dismal place ta b sick,"
said the other. Then they each caught up
a bunch of bright flowers and sprang out of
the carriage.

"We weren't really looking for. Sarah
Jane," explained Joy, standing"on the door-
step, whil her companion tiad the harse.
"We came from the Flower Mission and
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