
NORT H ERN°MESSENGER.

Christians had not sent -them mei
enouxgh.or money enough to gran
the. application.
_ At last fresh help came fron

Enola iid, and a feacher was sent
But it was now too late. Th<
tribe had engaged in war,;their an
gry passions were excited, and al
desire .for Christian instructior
had passed away. The i£eache;
returned, bitierly grieving thai
the door was closed, and that i
was now impossible to proclair
to them the message of the gospeI,

Let us learn the lesson.: Be ui
and doing at once.. There are
but twelve hours in the day, then
cometh the night when no man
cai work.. the work, may .be
takeii front ù, Or.we Inay bé laid
aside from the Work. Therefore
let us throw heart and sóil into
our Masterfs service. Let'us give
freely and pray instantly.. Let us
refuse no call which He gives us.
Let us yield up ourselves and all
wre have to be used for Him.
Every *. soul is uuspeakably' pre-
cious. Men 'and hwomenjare ra-
pidly pasàing into éternitv. Many
know iot the j'oyful sound, and
are perishing -for lack of -know-
ledge. . Chriist is ready to bless
the weakest testimony which lis
given in His name:_ Therefore
let us go forth, believing in His
name.' Therefore lét us*go forth,
beléving in His power and help.
Let us remember that ". the time
is short, ":thé w.arfare great, and
fight manfully for the kingdom of
Christ -Friendly Greetings.

ONE DOLLAR.
I a New England home there

once lived4'a mother wh'ocould
attend church only when hei
husband was away from .home,
for. wheni he was present, he
would not allow her the use of
the carnage, and she could not
now walk three miles to-service,
though she had gladly done so in
her younger days ler husband
was so intemperate and penurioùs,
that she lacked many things to
make her comfortable; her life
was constantly filled with sorrow.
One day, when she had been
speaking to me of lier. trust in
Jesus, for no lard circumstauces
could ever quench that, she went
ihto another .room and ieturned,
bringin a dollar which slhg h d
save y laying away afew cent§
now and theii.

"I wish- to give you this," she
said, "for I love every child of
God. I want my children to hear
Christ preached. It is only a lit-
tie, but it is all that I could save.'
I do not wish this put on the sub-
scription paper. I desire you to
have it, and I am .praying for
you."

I hesitated some moments, but
could deny no wisli ike hers.
What result from what some
would-term an. humble offering?
Her heart was blessed. You say
truly, The preacher was cheered.
Yes. What more? The, saine
winter two of-her sons were led
to Christ. The connection . be-

tween l1 these facts was close will he dressed in rags. Wel
and noble.- Anerican Messenge well," says he, "so long as I ma

see the kinig's face, and sit at th
ALL AT FULL LENG-TH. kin's table, I will enter amon

the eggars." So, without mournIn books and newspapers, when ing because had lost his silke
we come to a stroke like this-- - habit, he put on the rags of a beg

p s, gar,and he saw the kinîg's face a
stroke after it, it genealy well as if he had worn his scarle

means au oath, or some other bad and fine linen. My soul has donword. which the- author would this full many a time, and I bi
not ut down full because it was you do the same; if you canno
so bad. corne as a saint, corne as a sinie

But there is a book im whiéh ol ocmadyusalr
there are no strokes, but all the only do corne, and yon sha H re
bad words which people say are cei a c
put down at full length. It is a
book which no man has ev* read.
But everything that is in it will . . S
come out one day. The little ground squirrel, o

It is the book of God's remem- chipmonk, is qmite often met with
brance; the book, or books, -of around our roads and fields
Which it is said, "and the books Smaller and of a darker colo
were opened: and the dead were than the red variety, this cheer
judged ont of those things which ful little animal is peculiarly dis
were written in the books." timguished by two white stripes

Everything in those' books is bordered with black, ruuning
set down at full length: all the. along each side of the back, frôm
sins, all the .oaths, ail the bad neck to near the tail. It is amus-
words, all the wicked thoughts. ing to sec hi'm running along the

Are there anv bad words writ- fonce or stone wall, -cunningly
ten there against your name ? peepmng out hero and there, and
Any oaths, such as would be put then darting back again, as though
dôw in a common book, or a playing hide-aud-seek with you.

THE GROUND SQUIRREL

newspaper, with a - ? Ask God
to forgive you for them. Pray
that the'blood of Jesus may blot
them out. They must be blotted
out befoi-e the books be opened,
or you are lost ! And nothing
can do it but that precious blood
Oh, seek it, and thon go and sin
no more.-Fiendl eetngs-.

COME, AS A BEGGARP
A certain king was accustomed

on set occasions to entertain all
the beggars of thecity. Around
him sat his courtiers, all clothed
in rich apparel; the beggars sat
at the same table in their rags of'
poverty. Now it came to pass
that on a certain day one of the
courtiers had spoiled his silken
apparel, so that he dare not put it
on, and he felt,. "I cannot go to
the king's feast to-day, for my
robe is foul." He sat weeping,
till the thought struck him, " To-
morrow, wheni the king holds his
feast, some will come as courtiers,
happily decked in their beautiful
array; ..but others *will come and
be made quite as welcome who

Often two or more are notiéed
playing romps around some old
stump or stone heap, and, like
boys playing ta, when one has
fairly touched the other, he turns
and is pursued, and thus they
alternate until tired with their
sport.

I1OW TO BE BEAU TIFUL.
"How ean 1 be beautiful?"

.Every boy and girl, man and wo-
ian wants to know that. Here

is Mr. Emerson's beauty recipe ;
"There is no beautifier ofeomplex-
ion, or form, or behavior, like the
wish to scatter joy and not pain
around us." Do you suppose that
recipe will work ? Think of the
most beautiful people you know.
Do you not, thinik they are those
who try very liard to make others
happy? I knowverymanybeauti-
ful people who would have re-
mained very plain had they sought
oily to please themselves.

We want to try Emersoi's-rule
for becoming beautiful, so it will
not do to forget that, " There is io
beautifier of complexion, or form,,

l, or behavior, like the wish to
y scatter joy and not pain around
e us."
g But we should like him to tell.
- us what things last longest.
n He' is ready to tell whoever
- waits to kniow. " Beauty is the
s quality which inakes to endure.
t Il a house that I know, I have
e noticed a block of spermaceti
i lying about closets aîid mantel-
t pie.ces for twenty years together,
,simply because. the tallowmain

gave it the form of a rabbit; and
SI'suppose it may continue to be

o4_ about tmchanged for a
century. Let -'ail artist draw a
few lines or figùree on the back
of a letter, and that sciap of paper

r is rescued from dang'er, is put in
a portfolio,·or. framed and glazed,

. and, in proportion to the beauty
of the lines drawn, will bc kept

* for centuries." And there .are
beauties of heart, mind, and char-
acter that -do not ineet the eye,
but are noue thec less powerful in
"makiiig to endure."-Si. Nicho(as4

LIFE A SERMON.
'Our every life is a sermon.

"Life's a sermon !" Let us preach
it,

Preach it ere this hour is pas t;
Up and preach it! do not waste it;

Perhaps this day may be your
last.

"Life's a sermon! " How, thon,
live ye ?

Is it full of lies or love?
Is its logic clear and truthfuil?

Does it point the heart above ?

" Life's a sermon !" What, then,
saith it?

Does it onward, upward move?
Is it written clearly, plainly,

Every deed a word of love ?

"Life's a sermon !" What's its sub-
stance ?

Is it woven fromn thyself?
Does it only prate of pleasur,

Pride and ease,- and love of
pelf?

Life's a sermon !" Ever preach-
Sing,

Vastits influence here-above
Ail its.nuotes a tinkling cymbal,

Should the heart be dead to
love?

Life's a sermon!" All musi preacli
it,

Battling oft .with many. a fou;
Oh that God may see Chnist's

beauty
Gleaming through its tears and

-woe !

" Life's a sermon !" - O Great Mas-
ter*!

Make it pure, and truc, and
free,

And its weft, though tangled,
broken,

Yet may guide soné soul- to
Thee !

- W. Poole Ba/fern, in Londlon
Christia World.
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