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CINDERELLA, -
. ‘Who ig theré that has not.delighted in the
“story of {Cinderella-and her ‘glass slipper—
‘how that:she was made to do the drudgery.
-of the house while the sisters enjoyed them-
‘selyés in their own selfish way ; how thelatter
‘attended the prince’s grand ball while Cinder-
.ella was left ‘at home; how the good fairy,
taking:pify..on’ Ler, dressed her up:in
‘ %c])rgéous" z;i)pnrel'and‘ covered’ her feet with
the glass . iﬁpe_rs;'h‘o'w the ‘prince loved,
sought, foun

~.-It is an old, old story and silly too, per-

|| haps ; but there is a grave lesson behind it.

Beauty does not consist of .the mere forma-

tion of the face or figure. Thereisno beauty |

like the manifestation in the face of a spirit,
kind, gentle and generous; there is no gregter’
extinguisher.to the beauty of mere elegance
and regularity of features than a'spirit of
discontent and selfishness. . The ‘contented
one iy the happy one, and happiness ex-
pressed on the countenance itself’is beauty,
And contentment and . happiness arve their
own reward: They are not likely to bring,
in these days, fairies as guardians, or princes
for hiusbands, or princesses as wives, but,
far better, they create an atmosphere which
seems to benefit, all who -breathe it and
vender the possessor of these qualities be-
loved, esteemed -and & Dblessing to all’ who
come in contact'with them, - -

 Temperance ,v?“Depa:erent.

HOME MI§§ONARY.WORK.. ,
BY FLORENCE H. BIRNEY.

Mrs. Harporvér'was comfortably. seatcfgvin
- herneatkitdhen on‘§ warm'June day,brailing

a sack for littlegMarjory: aind at the same
time watching sonje cakes in the oven, wher:
a'tap at the screen- of the .door causedl her
to look up and see. hermeighbior, Mrs Daly.

“Come in,” she -cried, in genial’ tones,
and, .23, her visitor entered, she .sprang to
offer her g seat;ixémarking, * You'lgbk very
warm. I am afraid you have :wallked too
fast.” A O

. “I didn’t walk top fast ;-but:it’s dreadful
"warm,” replied Mri:--Daly, ‘removing hag.
shaker suun-bounet.and” disclosing " very
flushed face. “I wouldn’t-lf}@ve came to-day,
but I've been owing you t}4t pint o’ molasses
80 long I was ’most ashamed to ook you in
the face. “But-here it is at last,” and she set
a sruall tin-pail on thé table; “and I’ll pay you
back them eggs assoon asI can scrape a dozen
tog‘ether.” ' ’

Don’t hurry about it,” said Mis. Har-4

rover pleasantly. “Youknow our hLens ares
{ famous layers, so I always have enough on
hand.” .’
1% Ves,” said Mrs. Daly in a resigned tone,
-“everything seems ‘to prosper with somye
folks, I neverwas one of the lucky ones ;”
and then she sighed as she looked about, the
neatly-arranged kitchen and contrasted it
with the one of which she wasmistress. - She'
saw the difference very plainly. ’

_ Mrs.Harrover’skitchen was indeeda home-
like, cheerful room. The stove was brightly
polished ; the tins hung shining on ‘their
nails, neat blue shades were at the windows,
the floor and taldes were as white as soap and
sand conld make them, and not a fly was to
be seen, the wire sereena proving an effectusl
barrier to the entrgnce of these ?ittle pestsof
a-housekeeper’s life. ,

““It is work and good management which
cause us to cIprosper,” said Mrs. Harrover,
“We shouldn’t %?t along so well if Henry
wesu’t always looking out for loose serews
and hoth of us asindustrious and econommical !

| a3 poor people ought to be if they expect to’
makeany progress at all.”

“Iused to bespry enough when I was
young,” said Mrs. Daly, “hut I’ve lost all
eart to try. Time was when I took some
pride in things; but I've got discouraged, and
now Ilet the house take care of itself mostly.-
Anyhow, mine never would look like yours.
I don’t see hiow you manage to keep every-
thing sv clean.

1 use plenty of soap, sand and wate?
and pever let anything get out of. placey”’
said Mrs. Harrover., I think there is moge
need now than ever for your trying to keep

leave it.” ] »
~ %Ilook forward to that,” said Mrs, Daly,.
“and I can’ help it if they do go. You don’t

and finally made her his wife, |

liness in ‘others.
- 'Sarah’ Daly had never been so powerfully

ok

your housenice, Your l;oys all nearly men,
%oux;'girls growing large—they willsoon-

and
be able'to do for themselves, and if- their
home isn’t pleagant, depend upon it they will

e

know all my. troubles,Mrs, Harrover.” You’d

bediseouraged, £o0,if you had a hushand who.
sEept‘. mopt of his time at the tavern, and'let
: .

e farm-work-take cafeof itself.” . .
“Did.you ever try to reform Luke 1 asked
Mrs. Harrover. -1 know hehasa good, kind
heart, “and is very fond of his children. It
seems.to me you ought not to give him' up
alrendy.” S N .
- % Already !” exclaimed Mrs, Daly. “I've

done all a mortal woman could tostop him.

T’'ve talked and scolded until I was hoarse,
and eried ,until my eyes were red, over and
over again; .. But it a’n’t no manner. of use.
Luke’s bound tobring up in the guttersome
day, aud I'might as well get usedto thinkin’
Of‘ité”.' K = i

‘ Suppose you try my

said l\ﬁg AH}arrgvg'r.‘ « &m know' trying

never did any, hn;'miim'd it may do some good..

Come, will you follow, my, directions for a
month, if io longer.?’. : '

. “I’mwillin’ to do-’most anything you want
me to. : You're about the only friend I've
got left, and i€ isn’t much I can do for you
anyhow.. What’s your plan?” ‘

-“Clean your house from attic to-cellar first,
Burn up:all the'old rubbish, whitewash your
ceilings and’whiten your walls, Then pre-

are one room where your husband can sit

in'the evening to rend, I know heis fond’

of reading, for he often borrowsa paper from
Henry ; so I willgive you some old magazines

L |and agricultwial papers which will interest
I fhim, .,Give~lﬁi-m'good, clean meals; and be
‘h

as pleasant tohim as you used to be before
he took to drimk. -I will help you as much
as I can, and you will see that Luke will turn
over a niew leaf before long. - Will you try
‘the receipt 7 - . S

“Yes,” said Mrs. Daly, a new light in her
eyes, “to pleaseyou I will, and.ifit does cure
him of drinking I’ll bless you for ever an’ever.
Oh, if I had somebody to ’casionally. speak

kind, cheerin” words to me, T dquit believef.

T’d:be so.discouraged.”
Thie cakes weredone
Harrover wrapped up the biggest for her
§eiglibor, and taking the molasses from the
in-pail,refilled it with preserves. Mrs. Daly’s
voice chokedas she tm‘eﬁ toexpressher thanks
and she went away, her- leart Kighter and
more bopeful than it had beem for many
Weary months, - R
and watched her)neigifdor until 3he was lost
to sight afnong” the thees of the'small wood

lot that she was ok4iggd to cross toreachhome.

“Qrice get Lukefnterested in his farm and
home, and he will forget allabout thetavern
and. be the man-he was when poor Sarah
married him,” soliloguized the liitle woman.
1 think  I’ll see what I can do for both of
them. I’llbe asoxtof home missionary, and
lay out my work.” o

Mrs. Harroveriand Mrs. Daly had been
girls together at the same school, and though
there was little congeniality between them—
for they belonged %o different grades of so-
ciety—old _associations bound them together
with ties of friendship, particulogly after
Mr. Harraver bought the farm adjoining thet
of Lmke Daly. It was seldom that Milly

.- Mrs. Harrover sto?.\):tl'le_f h: en-dogr, |

‘Harrover called on Sarak Daly, for she had

her hands full with the work of her house
and dairy, and no time to gossip. .And then,
she newer went to Sarah® without being dis-
tressed and annoyed by the dirt and disorder
which -reigned there.” Natunlly neat and
orderly hexself she could not tolerate sloven-
.

impressed with her own short-comings asshe

:."wa§ on_"thi_s afternoon when, weary with her
long walkin the hot sun, she entered her own

]wine.“ The house was 1n sad need of pnint-
ing and repair on_the outside, but the inside
was far worse. - The ceilings "and walls were
‘black with dust.and smoke, the floors were
greasy, the corners full of dust, the window-
gnn_es broken, dnd the furniture in a very

emoralized cor{ition. Shesat down in the
Xdtchen and loaked about her, seeing things
with eyes from’ which the seales bad fallen.
Dirt and’ disowder reigned supreme. The
mantelpiece was littered up with old and odd
bits' of  every: description—onions, apples,

broken crockery, ragged stockings, n greasy

candlestiick, & piece of bread, an old shoe,
and.vazious other articles of a like unorna-
mental nature. ;. The table, crowded with

C | bring ‘hackto>
Jon for a while,”

NS T
by this time, and Mrs. |:

unwashed dishes, ‘Was niinus a-leg, at
been propped up by an old box; the stove was
rusty and smeared with grease ; dirty towels
hung over “the  hroken - chairs,  and “the’
doors of the cuphoard swung wide ogg_n,'
giving - free -admittance-t6 -the flies, which’
swarmed in- the sugﬁt;bowl and stuck fast’
in'a plate of butter: Wit from dinner, which
in6 one had taken painsto carry to’the dairy--
hovse. - e T
;. “I don’t know where 1o begin,” sighed
oor Sarah, with a helplesslook into a cToset' )
eaped with articles of every kind, from a
ham-boiler to a china teacup. - “I’ll ask Tim
1o help me to-morrow. He’spowerful handy,
and will know just how to twrn.” o
That evening, after Luke bad gone asusual
to the tavern four miley distant, Mrs. Daly
called her .children together and told them
of her plan, and . the.tesolutions she had
formed to turn-overa new leaf, * They were

oll touched hy:the tears in their mother's eyes
and promised-to ‘do their best to help her to
‘ ‘thevold- paths of peace and
plensanitness the- husband and father. The
go §, Horace -and:Tim, made plans about the
field-work:as they, went to bed together, and
agreed to.redouble their energies and try to
:moke their-father’s farm as productive as
Mr. Harrove’s:” The two girls fell asleep
only to dream -of the many little ways in
which they could “help mother.” Thusthe
seed-Mrs: Harrover had sowed had fallen on
fertile-grotind and bade fair to take rootand
flourish, .+ - L ' »

Holding her youngest child,herlittle Mollie,
close to her breast, Mrs, Dn}iy_lny awake hour
after hour, praying for the first timein.years,
“for strength to keep the good resolutionsshe
had made, and planning how best to influence
her husband to abstain from the-vice that was
.working his ruin. R
».-She fell asleep just as daylight: broke in
‘the east,-and it scemed to her thaf'she had
'seaxcely dozed before she was roused by
Tim’ voice at hiér ddor, begging her in auf
‘agitated voice
‘atonce. - -
. . She'sprang up ana stopping only to throw
‘on a'wrapperhurried outinto the.dark entry’
where Tim'waited. . . L
_%YWhat is7it 7’ she gasped.
‘appeéned ¥+ it ;
“ Father’s team.ran away. last night,” said
Tim brokenly,“and Mr. HarrgVer’s hired men
have just come with—with—father.”

“Not dead ! shrieked Mrs. Daly.

- % No ; but badly hurt.” Mr. Harrover has
gome for the doctor. Don’t cry, mother, it'll
all come right.” .

The poor woman waited to hear no more,

to-dress and come down stairs].

"f—Wiiﬁf has

et gtk L v ]

-Slio-rdn down. stairs to where her husband

lay ofi rsofa in @ large room omnce used as a
parlor, but now given over to dust and cob-
webs.  She did not weep, but the face she
raised fo greet the doctor on his entrance told
how much she suffered. ‘ )

Luke’s left leg was broken ; his head in-
jured. and his whole body bruised. Lying
insensible on the road several hours had not
improved his condition, and the doctor pro-
nounced his case a serious one.

“Long months of nursingand weary watch-
igig followed, but Sarah Dely never once
faltered in the path she had marked out for
herself. Giving to Hannah the principal
care of theinvalid, she, with the assistance of
Lucy and Tim, began the renovating Mrs,
Harrover had suggested. From™ room to
room she ient, scouring, brughing and
ptﬁlering. Tim spent days in whitening the
walls and ceilings, and all the useless trash
and dirt, and accumulation of years of care-
lessness, was carried out to the ploughed field
and burned. The panes of glass were put in
the windows b% Tim’s skilful fingers and the
dilapidated tables apd chairs supplied with
legs and backs. When at the end of ten
days all was done, the result astonished the
whole family, who had never before felt any
‘pride in their home.

But it must not be supposed that Sarah
Daly did not have a severe trial with her
 hushand’s appetite for liquor. Withreturn-
jng health and strength -he demanded his
morning dram, and shrieked with fury when
denied it by his wife, who pointed out to bim
as gently as she knew how the ruin"in store
for him if hedid not abandon his bad habits.
‘Gradually he grew reasonable; and wept when
she reminded him of the ‘bappy days when
he had never visited the tavern and was re-
spected by his neighbors. A

“Sarah, I will do better; I'promise you
I will,”” he said more than once. “You’ll
see; Il be a different man when I get well
again.”’ :

He had not been told of the tf:hanges in the

) )3 T —

yerd, half-believing:

‘him, the:gre
in the room h
to white’walls,

‘ever been,- an ;slop-tul
‘of the pastiyver

of their father with.
be sank down into-aich
the emotions he-
crowded about him
lated the hand thi
improvement.
% Sarah,” he said,
his wife and drawing;
give yon the pledgey
often. Heaven help:
another glass of li
¢ " He kept his woxd,
one when he chose to ex:
-ern at Barset saw him n
no longer neglected,and th
perity hrightened his h
. But it required constant:
on the part of little Mrs. Hi
Sareh Daly up to the mal
the first enthusiasm of her,
know that a city cannot
and it took all Sdrah’s stre
to ‘repair slowly the neglee
grew tired of work, of t
necessary to keep herhou
and would have faltered an
times had not the little tho
been by to cheer her ontwi
She was' encouraged, t60
every step she tookin the 11
a solid gain in home happi
severed until order and cleanlin
second habit-with ez, and she
‘pride and peage of a cheer

|- prosperous hotne, -enabled to:ldo
‘shudder over what had been and

‘all her heart the good little missior
earnest. words had-been-:the’
time, had moved the-m
Christian Weekly. -

BRANDY. AMONG THE HO1

The Rev. Samuel H. Ravenscroft, a W
leyan Missionary in the Cape of Good Ha
district, .in writing to the Wesleyan ‘M
gion House, London, concerning the natii

ays :

)’rl‘hé Hottentots are by far the most nu
erous. Their language 1s low Dutch, -
is & corruption of the pure Holland Dut
and is vastly inferior to it. I havenot’
acquired it, but am trying to master it.k:
have spoken with some of the Hotten
but have found myself unable®:t6 ho

rotracted conversation withthem: Ser
in Dutebrare held in the English churek
Ookiep on Sunday mornings, and on ond
hear that very few at
them—a few women, and scarcely any:-

The state of these people is lamentabletin
the extreme. They live in wretched, low |8
liuts, which, in many cases, have only 5
apartment, This serves to - shelter fath
mother, children, dogs and other anim
(insects, I onght to have said) toe n

the week days.

There is very little furniture in these
erableabodes. 'The inhabitants, for th
patt, sleep on the ground. “The:h
smoking is practised by old and you
both sexes. . But their .
drink. The brandy bottle is tha
idol of our natives in this part of
They love what is called her
That is the kind of artic
Hottentots, and they dr
quantities. It is & commo
Saturday afternoon to see:hundredso
assembled round the cantee! )
for their turn, others, asis p:
have had their turn, but.are still
because they are in such’ a state
ness that they can’t get:
them are sent to the .
folly. If one ventur
‘them concerning the.
they turnround on him
white man came we ha
we any ‘trunk’
at their reply ?
what they sell (brandy, &¢ 1
and by the influence of their::wickedplive
do them far more harm thau canposs i
remedied by the missionn




