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handkerchiefs for my benefit !"
Wells was so amused that lie

.could hardly speak the words,
but Christie looked perfectly
sober,

" Why not ?" she said. "Any-
body who had one would give it
for such a thing, you know. And
it is really necessary. Mother
was very particular about it when
father had a sprain."

"Weïl! I suppose you will
do it. I think you would do
anything that it happened to
come into your head ought to be
done ; but I beg you to ask each
of the contributors for their ad-
dressés, for I shall want to ex-
press a few handkerchiefs to them,
if this train ever does reach the
city."

In due course of time Christie
did just that thing. She went
timidly over to the old gentle-
man and told him her plan. She
did not like to do it, but it seemed.
the next thing to be done, and as
she walked along, she remember-
ed that she had iiot liked to do
one of the things that had come
to her since she stopped the
train ; yet they had all turiaed out
well, so far. Even the china
pitcher was doing its duty as
nicely as though its owner had
been willing to lend it.

The old gentleman was deliglht-
ful. He shook out two of the
largest and finest cambric-hand-
kerchiefs that Christie had ever
seen. It did seem a pity to tear
them, but lie gave them up as
though it was apleasure'to him to
think of their being tor in,-bits,

The young man was equally
ready, and more able, for lie open-
ed his case, and produced three
or four, which Christie saw with
joy, for she need not go to the
owner of the pitcher.

" How are you going to fasten
the pieces ?" lie -asked as lie
spread out the handkerchiefs and
prepared to help tear them. "Pins
will scratch, and besides wili not
make a smooth bandage. Take
care, you are getting that one too
wide ; bandages are nuisances
unless they fitnicely. What shal

1,e do about the sewing? I sup-
pose you haven't a workbox with
you ?'

"Not quite," said Christie,
laughing, and feeling as though
she were acquainted with him,
" but I have something that will
do to sew bandages. I had a
necktie to hem for father, and r
took/ it along for work to-day at
my uncle's. The only trouble is
it is black silk, and I ought to,
have white thread, but it will
do."

" Of course it will do," lier new-
friend said heartily. Did you ever
read fairy stories? There is one.
about a little woman who had in
lier pocket, or in her mouth, or
lier shoes, somewhere about her,
just the thing that was wanted.
next. I didn't know that fairies.
travelled on the cars, but I
believe you must be lier cousin at
least."

"I wonder if you should like
some help in putting this bandage
on ? I have done such things
before now, and I think perhaps
my hands are a littie stronger
than yours."

" Oh !" said Christie, relieved,
and smiling, " I am so glad. I
didn't know how it would get on,
I tried once to bandage father's
foot, and I did not do it well at
all ; but I thought I must do the
best I could this time, and maybe
it would last until lie got to the
city. Are you a doctor, sir ?"

" Not quite ; I am only study-
ing, with the hope of being one
sometime. You did not know
you were a teacher as well as a
fairy, did you ?"

"I ?" said Christie, looking
greatly astonished.

*" You. I have been watching
you all the morning, and I con-
cluded just now, that it was time
I roused myself and began to
think of something besides my
own great disappointment. I sup-
pose I shall reach the city just as
soon if I help to bandage that foot
as though I sat here and looked at
my watch, and longed for the train
to start."

The sentence endedwith a little
sigh, and the anxious look came
back to his pale face as he skil-
fuxlly. rolled fhe bandage into a
hard little ball.

" I am very sorry for you," said
Christie gently ; " I do hope you
will get to the city in time ! and I
can't help thinking that you
W .,, -

There was such a .confident
little note in lier voice that lie
glanced at her curiously

" Do your fairypowers reach in
that direction ? he asked, smil-
ing just a little l Could you
wave your wand, do you think
and make this train start on its
way ."

She shook lier head. smiling,
yet with a serions mouth,

".Nobody ever thought of such
a thing as caling me a fairy; I'm
only Christie Tucker ; but I pray-
ed to God to let you get to the city
as quick as he could, and to let
your friend get well. And I can-
not help thinking that le will do
it. I know lie will if it is best."

"How did you find that out ?"
"Why," said Christie, puzzled

how to answer this, yet feeling
that it ought to be answered, "of
course Ie will. He said so, you
know. Or, well, lie said so about
some people. Are not you one
of then. sir ?"

"One of whom?'
"One of the people who love

God ? He said le would make
everything come just right to the
people who love him. And lie
never breaks a promise, you
know."

" Look here, little woman that
lady over there who is tearing a
letter into bits, has not been very
polite to you I have noticed, and I
suppose she doesn't love you
nearly as well as your mother

does, for instance; but suppose
you kne w that her sister was very
sick, and that she was anxious to
get to her ; if yo could wouldn't
you make this train go on as fast
as possible, so as to give her a
chance to get to the city ?"

" Yes, sir," said Christie -un-
hesitatingly, " I would of
course."

" Thon yon are botter than
God ? You see he doesn't do it."

Christie considered this for a
moment, then said :

" But I might make a dreadful.
mistake. Perhaps two trains
would run into each other, or it
might be all wrong in some way.
You sce, God knows how to do
things, and I don't."

Ah, but if you knew how to
do things, you could plan so that
if would be besf. This is wlat
yon say God does for flose who
love Rim, ud 1I am srowing you
fIat you wouid do it for those
who don't love you, and are
therefore making yourself out to
be botter than God. Don't you

Christie loo1ked distressed.
What she saw, was, that this man
needed to have somebody explain.
things to him. He did not disturb
lier faith, but how was she going
to show him that God was good to
ail?

She thought' it over in silence,
while he still rolled at the band-
age, which showed a perverse
desire to twist, and needed care
from lier watchful fingers all the
tinte.

At last she said timidly. "I
know there is a way to explain,
but I don't know how to do it. If
you knew our minister, lie could
tel, you. Don't you think,
though, that some people won't let
Qod do the best for them ? He
wants them to choose to love
him, and then lie can take care
ofthen and see that everything
comes out all right. Our minister
told me about it. There was a
little boy living at Mr. Brisgs',
that came all the way from the
Home for Little Wanderers in New
York. Mr. Briggs took hira to
work on the farm. His name is
Johnnie, and our minister said :
'What if Johnnie should run
away, and refuse to live with Mr.
Briggs, could he be taken care of
as lie would have been if he had
stayed with the man who had
promised him a home ?' He said
a great deal more, and made it
real plain. If you could talk with
him, I know he could make you
understand; but I am only a
little girl."

" You are a very good little
girl ," he said gently, " and
whether I understand thing" as
you do or not, I thank
praving for me. Thaf
do me any harm, I
Now we will go an7
fitting the bandage,
foot."

(To be con

TH,_
may Say, for

the eater, we certainly
canno a haiidsome. The
long sn -.nd those prominent
claws, are cldcidely ugly ; but he
would be sorry to part with them,
for they help him to secure his
food. Lot us take a peep at him,
not as lie is at the Zoo,-as shown
in our picture,-but in his native
land. Far away in Brazil and in
the swampy savannahs of Sou-Eh
America the ant-eater is at home.

What are these little mounds
on the ground ? These are the
tumuli as the houses of the white
ants are called' Verv well built
and substantial residences they
are. But that does not secure
them from destruction by one
scratch of the ant-eater's formida-
ble claw. Then as the ants run
hither and thither in dismay, they
are quickly caught on the long
tongue of their foc, and gobbled
down, multitudes of them being
eaten at one meal. Well, they
can be easily spared, for they are
most destructive little things.

A gentleman once tamed a
young female ant-eater, and
taught it to eat meat and fish,
which had to be chopped up very
.small, as ant-eaters have no teeth.
It was an affectionate pet, and
would ruin about after its master,
or any one to whoin she had taken
a fancy, with its lon.g nose close
to the ground, so as to find them:
by the scent, for its sense of smell,
was remarkably strong, though
the evesight was weak. The poor
litle~creature did not live to grow
up. It always seemed bitterly
cold, though it was kept wrappe d
up in a blanket; and at length it
pined away and died.

Tl,', PRAYER may be short,
but if it come hot from the hear t
of one in the thick of the battle;
will it not reàch the ear to which
it is sent ? A few words-
Lord save us! we perish--roused
up the Redeemer to save his dis-
ciples from the devouring sea.
Ah ! these prayers of men that
struggle are dear to Him that
hear them ; they consecrate a life,
they make a man's heart a very
church or temple in which wor-
ship is continually offered. These
are not days when the more use-
ful minds can find leisure for
much retirement and self-com-
muning. But to carry the praying
heart about with us into all that
our handsfind to do is the special
need of our time.-Archbishop of
York.

To DELIGHT in giving unto the
Lord is as much to be cu ivafed

tin Drayer or in speak-
a season of
rledge of the
d truths of
it in spirit,
rth Carolina


