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cared passionately and labored ceaselesly for
the spiritual and material welfare of hie brother
mon; and, while utterly free from ail taint of
' worldliness and uniformity with worldliness,'
he looked forward with serions anticipation to
the great work which seemed te be in store for
him when the process of Nature should make
him master of lis vast inheritance in South
Wales." Upon this work, however, le was not
to enter. While hunting he received au injury
to hie spine from which he never recovered.
"After three monthe' intense and imo easing
suffering, borne with exemplary patience, and
constantly cbeerod by the rites of the Church,
hedied on June 18,1876." "Ail felt," says his
biographer, " that faith blessed him to the end."
-&lected.

FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
THE RELPER.

Amid the scenes of every day,
Sunlight sund sladow ef lifa'a way,
Lest heart forget or footsteps stray,

Dear Lord, our helper be i
Wheu pleasure wiuge tle heurs aiong
And lips o'oflow in smile and song,
Oh, ]et not earth do heaven wrong'

But, Lord, our helpar bel
Fi om duty if we fain would turn,
Aud our dim eyes alone discern
A paiinful crosR whioh muet bo borue,

Then, Lord, our halper bel
Should cares and toils around us press,
Give fsith te ehoar sud love te Ilese-
The mauna in the wilderness-

Thus, Lord, our helper be 1
Wlen te tînt baptisrn noue may sn,
Who with thee would be truly one,
Our feet go down, thy will be don,

And, Lord, our hler le 1
Through joy and pain, through shade and

light,
Load our eule upward te the height
0f duty one with love's delight,

Thus, Lord, our helper bt ,
And wbou eartî's Changes ail are p'ast,
Atid thy veiled angel'a touch at last
Soals frome ail grief our eyelids fast,

Thon, Lord, our haipor le I
-Mrs. Mary Johnson, in the Christian Register,

TWO ENDS OF A MISSION BOX.
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PAaT Il-TUE WEST UND.-(Continued)
"Wasn't that a niea dinner ?' asked t c

reuder, as Flec finiBbed a description ofta Chr-ist
mas feast; " wouldn't yon have likcd to be
thora ?'

"IYe., indced P' auswered botI the children
little Her bort adding, " If mamma had some of
that nice chicken pie, perhaps eh. could eht
ilv"

Mamma tried to smile, but it was a faint
amile, and in a minute more, sbe amszid her.
self and ber companions by bureting into tears.

"There, never mind, children-mamma is a
goueo, that's aIl t" said Mrs. Root, controlling
her hysterical sols with oan of those great
efforts that mothers underatand. "Somehow
or other, erbie's ulittle speech brought back to
me, 81l lu a minuta, a basin et chicen broth
that grandmamma made me once when I was
taken with sick headache at ber bouse. I b-
lieve such another would cure me. But nover
mind, dears, mother won't be so illy aguin."

"I do wish we coId get yen aerne," y aid
Xitty, the reader, "l but don't know of a ohick'n
anywhere except Mary Hawkeye's pet white

han. I do hope father will bring some tes
from Smithville. Thore is not a bit at the
agency."

" I don't think he will, dear. Oar bill at
Green's je already too large, and papa has no
money, yon know. There, never mind. It
will come ail right in time-or in eternity"-
added the pale mother softly to herself. "Has
sister corne ?".

"Not yet, mamma. She and Emma were
going to visit Mrs. Whitehouse after school."

"I hope they will not be late," said Mrs.
Root, raising herself and looking auxiously at
the windows. "It is very oold and begins te
snow."

"IDon't be uneasy, mother," said the Indian
girl, Mary Hawkeye, speaking in the soft
measured cadence which belongs te her race,
"Emma rode ber pony, and my father sent
sister his white horse to come home on, I will
put on the basty pudding for supper if yen will
watch it, Kitty, and thon I should like to run
home for a few minutes. Perbaps father or my
brother may have shot something."

" They will need it themselves if they have,"
said Mrs. Root, " and to tell yo the truth,
Mary, I don't believe I could eat any gane if I
had it. Be back as soon as you eau, my dear.
What a comfort she i8," added Mrs. Root, as
Mary left the room. "I think if your father
had made no more converte than that family,
le would be repaid for ail hie work."

There was a little silence, while the children
watched with lively interest the meal which
Kitty sifted into the boiling pot with one hand,
while sho stirred it wçith the other. The cook'
ing stove was removed te a shed in summer,
but in winter its heat was too precious to be
lost, and it was used in the one room that was
l kitchen and parlor and hall," as the old song
says. Presently the pudding, after j idicions
thickening and thiuning, was pronounced just
right, and the pot was lifted to the top of the
setve, where it simmered softly, with now and
thon a sigh as of content. Susan returned to
the old worn story book which Ehe knew by
heart, and Kitty stood at the window looking
out on the snow, which was now falling fast.
Presently she broke out with-" Wall, there is
one thing I would like to know I'

" Only one ?" asked ber mother.
" No, a good many; but just now thora is one

-perhaps two. I would like to know why
our good, peacefal Indians are to bo kept wait.
irg for their goods and annuities six months
bheind the regular time, and served last of ail,
whiie the Black Horse tribe, that every one
knows cannot be trusted, have ail their winter
supplies-powder and ahoi, and aven new
rifles."

" More than you would like to know that,"
said Susan. "Captain Galbraith sputters like
a firo cracker every time the ubjeoct is men.
tioned; and no wondcr, with ail the women
crying out for food and clothes, while ha has
none to give them. Well, what is the other
thing ?"

"I should like to know," said Kitty, her dark
eyes flashing through passionate toars, " why
a Church that calla iteif Christian should send
ont missionaries and leave them to starve
and freeze, while such things as this are going
on ?"

"As what, my dear?"
"Such thia as this 1" and Kitty took a

paper from her pocket and read. It was only
an erdicary uawfipapor aecoun of a groat bal
ln a groat City, She pad picked it p at th
bouse of MIr. Galbraith, the agent, and had
saved it to read, as she did every bit of printed
matter seb conld lay her lande on.

"Thor! Thbt woman'a husband is on one
o our Church bosrda I1 know, f'or I saw bis

uame in the Church Almanac. I dare say the
lady goes to communion overy month. And
yeot they eau spend money like that-thousands
t dollars for eue evening'a antertainment, ust

te piease tle world, while father kas net a

decent coat or a whole pair of boots, sud you
are jst dying for want of proper food, and poor
Lucy." Kitty's voice ohoke.d.

" Hush, K itty 1 Don't worry mother 1" whis.
pered thoughtful little SUsan.

" Well, I won't ; but I do think it is a shame.
If it was done by people who made no profes.
sion, I wouldn't care, butit isn't. It is Church
people them.elves who give great parties sud
wear fine diamonds and point lace, and give
a hundred dollars for uselaes little doge. Aleok
Hawkeye sa-d to Mary yesterday, whon she
was talking te him about being a Christian:
'Seo, little sister, when one of the pagans is
sick or poor, ail the other Indians help him,
and give bin bread and clothes and powder.
If it is so much botter to be a Christian, why
do all the rich men in St. Luis and the other
cities leave my white father and mother to be
Cold and hungry?'

" And what did Mary eay ?"
" She said: ' Thore are bad Christians as well

as bad Indians, Aleek; but if my white father
sud mother had not beau Christians they would
not live haro to teaoh theIndians and take care
of them when they are sick. Tàey would live
at the East i n a nice bouse, and father would
preach in a fine church, like those you saw in
St. Louis.'

" I wish Belle were safe at home, and your
father, too 1" said Mrs. Root. She was quite
willing to change the subjot, for thore was
something in ber own ieart which responded
to the passionate words of the little yirl.

' Here comes sister now, and Mary with
her l' said little Herbert. 'Oh, mamma, Mary
bas got a chicken-she has as sure as the
world.

'The ohild has nover killed her pt han -hir
Snowbird'-siid Mrs. Rot, half rising; 'Ishall
neyer forgive myaeîf if ah. ha.'

'Dear mother, the Saowbird ha% had a happy
life,' said Mary, ovarheariug the words. ' Now
she will never be hungry again, and mother
will have some nice broth to make her well.'

' My precious child l' said Mrs. R>ot, kissing
thedark face which bout over her, still sho w.
ing signe of the tears which the sacrifice of her
pet and favorite had cost her. 'If ail Christians
were like you the cause of Christ would not g
bogging'

' Yes, if some one would sacrifice a little of
that lace and velvet for instance, Mary might
go to school,' said Kitty, on whom the story of
the great bail had made a deop impression.

'Dor't lot us talk about it any more,' said
K.ra. Root; ' we shall be growing envions. Lot
us be thank Ful that we have euch fruits of our
works as Emma and Mary, and othors like
them. Isabel, my doar, I am afraid you are
wet through.'

, Oh no, mother,' said the tall, bright-eyed
Isabel, the rosy hue of ber checks and lips
beautifully deepened by the cold wind and the
excitement of the ride. 1 The old white horse
came along nicely, and the snow is dry, so it
does not stick. How are you feeling, mother
doar ?

'.Better. I think,' said Mrs. Root. 'Did you
go to sec Mrs. Whitehose?'

'Yes, mother. It was that which kept me.'
'Is she worse thon ?'
'No, mamma,' answered Isabel solemnly, but

with beaming oyes. 'She is past ail her sor-
rows now. She died while we were thora. Oh,
mother, you never saw anything so lovely. It
w&B like getting a glimpse into the celestial
City.'

'Sh had her senses, thon ?'
' Yes to the last moment, She bade then ail

good bye, and sont her love to yo and father,and thon ehe clasped her hande and prayed for
ail of us and for her own fainily. We thought
lier gone once, but sho revived, and spoko again
quite ocarly. The chief said to her 'Are you
happy ?' ' More than happy,' she answored,
sud thon ah. gave oue sig aud was gene. We
laid her out, aud Emma je stay;ng with th.
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