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COLETTE'S WAYSIDE SEED.

flying swiftly along, sogwift-
ly that ever and anon Hal
and Colette would turn their
eyes from the beautiful scenes
without aud rest them by studying
their fellow-passengers.  Baby
Louise claimed some attention, but
for the most part, Colette especial-
ly. was interested in the strange
Remington, their invalid mother,

Mirs.
languidly watched them for a while, and then,
finding that they were quietly amusing them-
selves, she leaned back with a sigh and was soon
asleep.

- Hal,?? said Colette, ‘‘let us think we know

faces.

)

all about these people.” ** All right.’’ respond-
ed Hal, ¢* but how shall we think”’ Hal was
very practical. ¢ Why, that old gentleman on
the front seat,” explained Colette, *‘ now what do
you think about him? Where does he live, and—
and all about him >*’

Y Oh, ITsee. Well, I'll say he’s rich, ’cause 1
saw him count a roll of money, and then he's got
on silk socks and a big ring, for I saw them.
I'll guess he lives in Washington, and—he’s
good.”

*“I'll take the next,”” said Colette, ¢ I guess
she’s rich, too, and I'Il think she lives in our
South. Obh, Hal! ain’t she sweet? I wonder if
she’s going to be a missionary 2

‘“ A missionary ! " exclaimed Hal.

*Yes,” said Colette. ‘1 just wish she would.
Don’t you think, Ifal, when God gives people
sweet faces, he meaus them to do something more
than just look pretty ? Mamma said so.”

¢* I don’tknow,’” said Hal, catching sight of a
large bird, and squinting his eyes tosee if he could
tell what it was. Colette sighed ; she felt the
burden of Hal’s indifference.

**She’s in mourning,’* observed Colette, con-
tinuing her observations of the clear-cut face. ‘1
guess her parents are dead, and you sce, Ifal, she
could go easy.”

“ Go where?” asked Hal.

““ Why, to the heathen! I wish she would go,
we need more missionaries o wmuch, and maybe if
she's rich, she would pay her own way. Mayhe
that’s what she's going to do !”

“ You can ask her,” said Hal, looking up sud-
denly. Colette, in her earnestness, had notnotic-
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ed that the young lady had changed her seat to
the one opposite. ‘The train had stopped, so Hal’s
words were distinetly auaible.

* Did you want toask me something 2 she
said, in a low voice, looking down upon Colette’s
flushed face.

* Yes,?? said Colette, gathering courage,
you going to he & missionary???

‘A missionary !’ said the astonished girl,
looking her surprise, ‘‘what made you think
that ??’

I don’t know. I waswishing you would be.”?

** She said maybe you were rich, and could pay
your own way,and she thought maybhe as your
father and mother might be dead, you could go
very casily, and—?

¢ Oh, Hal ”? exclaimed Colette, shocked at the
impropriety of his words. Then to the young
lady : “*We were just thinking we knew all about
the people, and shat’s what I thought about
you.”

‘0N, I see,”” and such a smile passed over her
face that Colette could not help saying, in most
earnest tones, ‘I wish you would.”?

‘“She says you’ve got such a sweet face, you’d
makea good one !”?

It was now Miss Winthrop’s turn to blush, but
looking at Colette, she said : ‘I rather think it
takes more than a sweet face to wmake a
missionary, but thank you, anyway, and won’t
you come over here and sit with me a little
while 272

Colette glanced at her mother, but as she was
quietly sleeping, she slipped down and went
agross to her attractive neighbor. Hal curled him-
self on the seat, and was soon amused by the
moving pavorama.

“ What is your name?” asked Miss Win-
throp, alter comfortably seating the little figure.

‘¢ Colette Remington,”” answered- the child ;
¢¢ please tell me your name???

¢ Jean Winthrop. Now, may Iask why you
singled me out to send to heathendom ?”’

Litsle Colette could not explain the magnetism
of her new friend, but see felt it, and in her
childish way, said: ¢ T thonght mayheé as T liked
you right away, and Hal and [ thought you so
pretty, that maybe the heathen would like you,
too, and wouldn’t be afraid of you. and you’d
have such a good chance to tell them of Jesus
Christ.”

T never thought of it,”? snid Jean Winthrop,
earnestly.

¢ You see,”” said Colette, full of her subject,

are



