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JUST HELPFUL.forward Into the darkness, but I felt 

that Qod would lead my fellow-passen-
1W t

THE MAN WHO WAS MISSING THE 
POINT. A group of girls sat around a bright 

fire. It waa the half hour before the 
ominous call, ' Lights out!" would ali
enee the merry voices. They were dls- 

Ideals—what they would rather 
life.

Into the light—Rev. W. O. Pudde-
It was on the Lake Shore railroad. 

The time was midnight. The train waa 
pulling out of the Cleveland depot 
when a man of about five and thirty 
looked up from hla book, and, after 
a time, engaged me In conversation.
"What business are you In? You act 

like a commercial traveller, but your 
talk and the subjects you speak of are 
more like a lecturer."

THE TOUCH OF THE VANISHED . VUHaln 
HAND.

g i 
do and be In

Nannette wanted plenty of carriages 
and servants at her bidding—dear, 
pretty Nannette, whose curly head 
already full of the gay doings which, 
In her limited vocabulary, spelled 
"Life."

We sigh for the touch of a vanished

The hand of a friend most dear,
Who has passed from our side to the 

shadowy land—
But what of the hand that Is near? Ruth was not so pai 

To the living's touch Is the soul Inert money, but was plnnnln
eeps o'er the silent urn? list and paint pictures that would
love that lives Is our hand rival modern artists.

I replied, "I do lecture"Well,"

"On what subject?"
"Home Missions."
"Home Missions." he said, with a 

slight tone of sarcasm.
"Yes," I answered.
"Well, well, 1 used to be a professor.

rttcular about 
jg to be an ar-

That w 
For the 

alert
To make some sweet return?

meant to write books. Shu 
received "Excellent" on

Doroth 
had air
her themes, and felt sure that if she 
sank Into any ordinary career a great 
writer would be spoiled.

The girl who looked dreamily into 
the fire had been silent during the 
gay chatter.

"The returns are all In except from 
the fourth ward.
In letting Itself be 
Nannette, giving the long braids of the 
silent one a playful twist.

"I have been listening to you all 
and thinking," was the 
not pre 
belle; I am 
and can’t hope 
pictures. So, 
are filling your lofty i 
hunt me some quiet lit 
Just try to be helpful."

Looking back through the vista o£ 
years, and recalling the varying for
tunes of those four roommates, I

THE THINGS THAT WERE LEFT. neVe the girl who aspired to be "Just 
.vonviii but . », -i . helpful" has reaped life’s best reward,

o, my wife Is a B<> . * tlie Aunt Lydia put her big motherly instructors arc many, and may be
slow to see * farmer who haml ovw the glrl 8 tlthln’ hammered out In schools, but tht*
other day I told her of a farmer ghe had never seen the poo' sick dt- he| muet ürlnk at a dPeper fount,
saw a dromedary for the first ume. ||e aummer boarder until two days be- ,n 8choo, of ,ove> unselfishness and
and he stayed so long staring fore, when ahe hud come with her aympathV| the helper must matrlcul-
all the people had gone Into'theiC • nurae to try to get well, and Aunt Je Pand only ,n the larger school of
but as he turned away an employee Lyd|a had taken her straight Into her e,perlence are the subtlest lessons
heard him say: ’Shucks, there ,,, warm heart. Already In the two |earned. it aec » such a simple thing
such animal!’ Well, sir, ray wHe.d daya, the child had had three long lo 8ay wl|| helpful"; yet adopt 
not see the point for five minute . crying spells and wished that she th|g ftjj VQU, creed( go oUt with wlde-

"Now look here, my son, your wife were dead. If Aunt L'-jla was shock- open eyeg and see what Infinite vls-
ls not the only one to miss the point. edi she showed no sign of It. taa stretch before you. You never
V was a sceptic before you were born. "i wonder if you d do something nol|ced before how many people need-
i lived on Infidel street and all the for me," she said. ed help—not necessarily money, or
houses* are furnished apartments. h "Why, If I could, the girl answer- thlng8 that money buys, though these

Kald the man: "I have lost all faith. ed, doubtfully. have manifold uses, but the help that
i .aid- "Are you In business?" "I felt sort o’ grumpy this morn- comei| from elmple brotherliness and
•Yes and a good one." ing." Aunt Lydia explained, «and readlneaa lo ..,end a hand."
..wfi'i von must have faith to run when I feel that way there s nothing 

. ^ iH ever accomplished cures me so soon as counting over
that. Nothing is excr a my blessings. I thought mebbe If you
wUhout faun. about woul(llVt mlndi yoU’d Jot them down

"Well, but what doyou mea ^ me whHe .helling these peas,
my not seeing the point. them tQ look over body

"Why. you-Uva n a and^oMrea andtte time 1 K(it ,,ve broughl youi and ,ee how many m
schools and hospitals, ,vpn to a, neticll and piece of paper. Well, make.
funds for the poor, and aid given to «• ^"oii anu p  ̂ Vthat. good Antinous, a disappointed desiccated
the needy, and. like the man wtth the firstjj g i f can.t t1re out physicist, was Peeling potatoes in an
dromedary, you say: Shucks, tlur or b , 1kindness " embarrassing and harassing way.
ain't no Christianity!'*- ^h'e alrl lotkfd up, startled; then Idiosyncrasy and privilege waa to eat

j-srfSrrsMSS .... »... rrsus prssrsss•ss-^rasszjnsi aasaa-w».Wl",hî1ProuM'on,y believe anythin,^ —a «laiie 

"You believe there was once a man and fm th papler-maehe bouquet of aatore. phlox,
born whose name was Jesue?" "a°r"‘,o enTy them with; and food and mullein. ehryMnthemum. rhouod.n-
:^ti' you believe he wa, a good To w^“ “^".nden, „,r-

Man? Did you ever read or know o ^ ^ Lydla ,. „he sa,d.-Porw«'d. a?ha™reJos>'“ Ô
'’’Îm- -- -------------------------- ----------- drank crystallleable and disagreeable

not begin by believing "THIS LITTLE PIG" IN CHINA. curacoa Juleps, through a sieve. He 
i iom?" y , . . stole some moneys and hid them un-
ln him; ... m(racies." The mother of a Chinese baby counts d peddler's mahogany bed-stead

"I can't believe thetmlraçng ^ rolr. hf,r mtle one.s toe, )u,t as American a attress.
Man. man. I™” a„ lhe miracles mothers do. When the gay. embrotd- L|ko a fll.nd ln an ecstasy of gaiety,
' '.JLded It would not bring you a ered shoes are taken otf she pinches , nlshed after him Into the maelstrom, 

ever recorded, listen. You and l one tiny toe and then another, as she me|ee, and held him as In a vise. I
step near God. NOW u ad- sings: could not freeze him.
may '‘e';ur o ucoimlnted with Christ "This little cow eats grass, thl. little lldllr„,a>.d me> wlth autocracy,
v'ee “" ...^oiiow'hla counsels, try and cow eats hay, following Imbecile words which
and try to ,olJ°” tor the sake of This little cow drinks water, this lit- ed ,||te a so|noqUy or a superseding
W“ mn. m Tell her of Jesus and tie cow runs away paean on an oboe: "You are a ratable
m.U|o™ Never mind the hard parts, Thl, little cow doe. nothing but Jo,t ,unanl„,h ; a salaaming vlsier: an
hla love. Never m ao. He down all day. equinoctial coryphee and an Isosceles
uLl^ed with Je.u, Christ all thing. Well whip her," dQ.guerreotype."-The Bookman,

will become plain, for if ye do his will 
ye shall know of the doctrine.

The train was slowing up as the man 
grasped my hand. He said: I am glad 
1 met you. You have done me good, 
and , thank you for UJÿ-Jk

Do we answer back In a fretful tone, 
When life’s duties 

Is our praise aa fu 
gone,

And could hear our praise no more?

our hands

converted ln the old-fashioned 
iy and Joined the church, but now 1 
n’t believe anything. I don’t believe 

there Is a Qod or a hereafter. In fact, 
I have lost all faith ln anything 
nature; but there Is one thing 
troubles me. I have a little girl of 
and I don’t know what to do with her. 
I can’t teach her, ’Now I lay me down 
to sleep,’ and that humbug, don’t you 
know, but what to do with her puzzles 
me. You seem to be a man that has 
read a good deal, perhaps you can tell 
me; give me your advice."

"Let her go," I rejoined. The man 
stared at me with a questioning look 
in his eyes. I went on: "1 suppose 
you know that a child with a father 
that believes In neither Qod or a here-

views?"

press us sore?
11 as If they were

do
of that 

that As usual, It Is slow 
heard," prodded

go by, are 
•Ift

For a trifle beyond their share, 
Than to grasp—for a kindly, helpful 

life—
The burden some one must bear?

We sigh for the touch of a vanished

And we think ourselves sincere; 
But what of the friends about us 

stand,
And the touch of the hand that’s

here?

As the days 
more sv

repiy. "I am 
hope to be atty, and I can't

not intellectual or gifted, 
e to write books or paint 

while the rest of you 
stations, I will 
tie corner, and

"N

CAN YOU SPELL?
you can, 

he followl
ask some- 

ng Jumble to 
nlstakes you

u think 
dictate t

If yo
to

Ills

however, and he 
In the 
sound-

pass the 
to do dlf-

wlll never 
undertakes

That old
"deadline" w — —
flcult tasks, which dares the Lord to 
fulfill his promises, and which keeps 
unfrosted the faith and hope and love 
of younger days.

Self-serving and self-seeking will find 
no place In heaven. They are of the 
earth, earthy, end will be laid a 
with the old Adam when the aoul de
parts to Us everlasting home.

suit'

He was gone, and my


