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Trusted.

Nothing is more likely to give hope and
courage to the despairing than the great
thought that there are people who still
believe in them.,

A young man, for persistent wrong-do-
ing, was convicted of felony, and was sent
to the penitentiary. He came out at the
end of two years more hardened, : ana
an object of shame, distrust and suspi-
cion. He came to his native town; every
one gave him the cold shoulder except a
poor old woman who had known him ever
since a child. She met him near her lit-
tle home on the day of his return,

‘Why, Harry,” she said, as if nothing
had happened. ‘I’'m glad to see you. I
didn’t know you had come back.,”

‘Well, I have,’” he said grufiy.

‘Yes, I see; where are you staying?’

‘On the street.

‘Dear me! That’s no place for any one
~vo stay. Come home and stay for supper.
I can’t give you much choice, but you are

~ welcome to what I have.’

‘Aren’t you afraid I’ll rob and murder

* youf’

‘Why, Harry, I’m no more afraid of you
than when you used to sit in my lap in
your baby clothes. Come right along.’

After supper she said: ‘Now Harry, you
must stay here to-night and sleep in the
little Toom my own boy slept in before he
died’ 1In the morning she said: ‘Youwd
better stay here until you find something
to do.’ : 3 s

‘Do you suppose any one would give me
anything to do?’

‘No, I don’t. I thought about it while
you slept, and I tell you what you had
better do.’ 1

She went to a bureau and took from it a
silk bhandkerchief containing a roll of

bills.

‘Now, Harry, here’s fifty dolla.rs which
I have saved penny by penny as the sav-

- dng of a life. I’ve been saving it up to be

used in my last sickness. I want you to
take this money, go away off where you
are not known and begin life over again.
I can trust you to pay it back if able; if
not, all right. I am not afraid to trust
you.’

She could say no more, for Harry was
on his knees, his e in her lap, crying
as he had not since the d‘ays-of his ¢hild-
hood.

‘Say it again.’

‘Say w,'hat?’

~ ‘That you are not afraid to trust me.’

" ‘Why, I am not’

“Then I'll take the money and do as you
BRY, bad as I've been, to pz‘o‘ve that I am
Nforthy of ymn: trust %

Her confidence px‘ovecl tcr be his salva.-
tion. He put hundreds of miles between
him and his old haunts, eand began life

4

anew with hppe and courage, beeauze one

trusted him. In a few months the old

~woman’s money was returned with more

than compound interest. In the letter sent
’with the money was: S

‘I owe my salvation to three words you
spoke when all the world was against me:
“I trust you.”  They led me to the belief
and trust I now have in the God I am try-
ing to serve.)—‘Industrial School Gem.’

et
The Armenian and His Tes=
tament.

Garabed was born in Tokat, his parents
being members of the Greek Church, and
he was brought up in strict accordance
with its principles. He had no Bible. A
missionary came to his neighborhood, and
Garabed had a great desire to go and hear
him, but his father prchibited him. He
somehow got hold of a copy of the New

. Testament, however, and in order not to

be discovered, he took it into a stable, and
read it by the light of a lamp. He feared

lest his parents should find he was in pbs-
session of the Word of God; for well he

knew it would be taken from him. Read-
ing night after night, he becdme deeply
interested, and longed to know if there
was a Saviour for him. He searched the
whole sNew Testament to find his name,
but could mnot. Peter, Paul, James and
John he found, but no Garabed. Reading
John'’s Gospel one night, he came upon the
word ‘whosoever’ in chap. iii.,, 16. That
word gave him the title he sou'ght. It
means ‘anybody.” So he put in his own
name, believed on the Lord Jesus, and is
now a preacher of the Gospel, telling
to others, in that dark -land, the way of
life and peace.—J. H.,
Herald.’

Grace and Grit.

A pastor was holding extra meetings in
a schoolhouse in a rich rural neighborhood.
A wealthy farmer living a mile distant
had not attended, when the wife, an un-
emotional woman, but of rare good semnse,
went to the meeting one evening.  Al-

though it was the first one she attended °

she was convicted of her sins, sought the

in “The Christian

“ing asked,

ience. Reaching home, she found the
family had retired. HMer hushand, arous-
ing from slecep, said, ‘You are a little late
getting home.’

‘Yes,” she said, ‘T’ve been to the meet=
ing, and I've been converted, and I want
you to come with me.’ ;

He was silent a minute or ﬁwo, then
said, ‘Mary, you could not have done any-
thing which would have displeased me
more. Don’t ever speak of it to me again,
Come to bed.’ ]

It was the most abrupt remark he had
made to her in twenty years of wedded
life. But $he knew his will, and not &
word was spoken until the morning. She
did not sleep, and silently the whole night
commended his case to God. She knew he
also was far from having a good night ofl
rest, Farmer-like, they ate breakfast by
candle-light. No sooner was he seated at
the table than he said: :

‘Children, your mother says°she was con-
verted at the meeting last night, and she .
won’t want. to eat without a blessing .be-
so keep still while she asks:
one.’ ; i

The good woman would not deny her
Lord. She asked the blessing as best she
could. There was silence during the meal.

§#  When the hired man pushed back to leave

~ the room, the man of the house said:

N

My wife says she is converted, and of
coursge she will want to read and pray be-
fore we go to work. You’d better sit right
down.’ : i

Nothing daunted, the saved but persecu-
ted woman, without a murmuring word,
set herself to the untried work, read oub
a chapter, and kneeling alone, prayed. As
the son wasg leaving the room, the father
said: i

‘In an hour you hitch the gray horses
to the cutter.. Your mother and I are go=
ing to C—— for a visit. :

Ordinarily he was a kind husband, con-
sulted his wife about social and business
affairs, and few were in better accord. But
this was the first intimation of the pro-
posed visit. Should she submit, and thus
ke ignored? Should she leave the meet-
ings, where she hoped her children would
be saved? These and other similar ques-
tions were pressed on her conscience, yet
somehow she believed God was to be glor-
ified even through this abuse. In an hour
she was seated by her husband, and si-

- lently they drove twenty miles, when he

reined up at a hotel and ordered dinner.
When they entered the dining-room a few
boarders and half a dozen commercial trav-
ellers came in. With a knife-handle the
man rapped, and as the company looked
about he said: : :

‘My wife says she was converted last

_ night, and she will not want to eat unless

- she asks a blessing.

Lord, azi‘d, was happily converted before .

the meeting closed. Her spggial Cross now
was to tell 'hgr husband of-her new exper~

Please keep still
while she says grace.’

Although faced by twenty strangers in
this cruel arraignment, yet she would not
deny her Lord, and in stammering utter-
ances, thanked him for the food that was
before them. There was no jest uttered.



