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year8 ago, and moro ospecially of those churches who
have hitherto donc littie or nothing ta aid themt in
this abject. As soon as the Oommittee have finally
decided an the course ta be pursued, aur frictids ivilI
bo sur% to hecar of lit. Meanwvhile, we hope that
withotit any direct appeul bein- made to thcm, the
churches who have *net rnaterially helped in this
movernent wilI do s0 without delay.

Tite nieetings lield during the past month have
nlot been nmierons, at*Ieast so flar as wve know. Mr.
Trostrail anàl Mr. bMakepeace have ijeen the deputation
to Oxford, Abingdon, Chipping, Norton, and Banbury,
the latter goin;g thence to Windsor, Staines, Wrays-
bury, and Datuliet, in wvhicli latter plnces he wvas
joined by Mr. Boives; and Mr. Millard has visited
Faringdon.

WVe regret ta Iearn that the appearance of tho
outside of the Juv<mlile Ilerald does nlot satisfy our
young, friends. We confess that it does nlot satisfy

eus; but whether it shall have a colourcd wvrapper orsiot,
is a question ofiornih<illitiga a tlzousand; and as the
wrapper is nlot a part of the book itself'. but thrown
away in the binding. we wotild kindly asic our-young
friends wvhether tliey care about the inore appearance
ofthe outside month by mionth, whien by using the
present ferra so large a sum is saved to the society,
and the cause whichi thcy themselves wvish to pramote.
We shall feel particularly obligcd if the teachers in.
aur varions sclîools -%vill kindly explain this matter
ta the children, for we are sure if thecy wviIl do so,
the children have enoughi ofgood sense and good
feeling te say, we donIt care about the outside if the
inside bie good, especially as a large sumn is savcd
every month to the mission.

AR,1E YbU A LA;4DY?
Prom the Newv York Evangelist.

a The terni lady is an abbreviation af the Saxon
viord IlLeofdity," whicli mnens bread-giver. The
Ilady of the manicr" was accustomed once a wcek to

inove among the poor as an alms-giver, enrithing
their tables, and becaring awray the poor maii's smile.
Eho inoved hi queenly beauty, and ta lier queenly
robe clung the children of the lowly, looking nt lier
as if their little eyes could nover bc satisficd with
seeing.o

Their lite hc'artit could never utter
Ilov well they loved her bread and butter.

But tlîey loved hier snuilincg face more. They
needed notthat any tll thein how prieeless is a smile.
It xvas May-day wvitlî thom ivhcnever site came arnong
tuent wvith smniles and bread, and it wvas always May-
day vrith hier, for the snihing poor loved lier, and
'crowned ber quecu of ail the year.

Reader, are you a lady? Are you a queen aniong
the poor? Do the children of the poor put a crown
,on your bond ? Do they make your hair gleamt with
geins, or is it burning with diamonds that the fingers
of the poor neyer set there ? Do the poor mn's
echildren ding ta yaur gown, and find a proweting
shadow in its folds?

Do yon wear a robe that Ildirty little fingers'l have
neyer tou'Cthed ? Or is it pure and snowvy wjth the
touch oi un,%ashed poverty? -

Ohi thora are garmeuts thiat in thecoye of God arc
very white, because the soiled, tear-stained ebecka af
crying, starving children have 'pressed them. There
are peeket lîandkerchiefs that in the eye ai God arc
of great price. The practised eye of the wvoman of
the world says they cost neithor ten nor a hundred
dollars, aud arc nlotfit for a lady ta carry, but God
'says they adorn the hands that carrry them-thcy
are a precions ornament, and fit, for -thc band. of aj

queen on lier throne, because thoy have wviped away
the teurs of those wiho sigh and cry in the homeofa
wvaut.%

.let me ask every lady, Do you carry sueli a pocket
liandkerchief?

Do you wvear a dress that iu the eye of God is a
robe of iight, because the iveary, aehing littie bonds
of hîungry children have leaned against it?

Are yotir jewvels the grateful heurts af the poor?
If they are, tdieu they wvill neyer lose thecirlustre, but
shine brigliter and briglitcr the longer you wear
them. I would rather have ane grateful tear front a
famisliod chuld I .had fed, than ail the jewels that
glisten an a queen's brov. 1 would rather carry
light and joy teoanc desolate home, thani caîl the
'kingdoms of the world my owvn.

They are ail God's poor-they are my poor.
Let nie tura aside irom the crowded paths ai the

world, wvhere anly the richi and the ga, aud the
pleasurc-seekers walk, and let nie take the dark and
uiîalluring path that lends ta the door of the poor
man's home.

It's a cold -%vinter. Warmi fires, 'ivarru dinners,
and warm liearts must protect us ail front the snowr
and the cold. Vhe poor are shivcring over their last
stick-iveepingaver thecir hast erust-sighing for ane
warmlea-'t to glve themablessing. Wanian, sitting
in a ricli house-on a ricli carpet-in a richi chair-
by a richi coal grate--sitting there luxuriousiy dressed
-clothed in the "1purpie, and fine linen" ai lueé, let a
thought ai Gad's sufl'ering poor st.art you.

The rilhest gifts of life warm your hecad and adora
your body. God las given you abriglit cup todrinik.
'Tis 'vell-drink it-you mnay.

But let the poor mnan's children gather round-Iet
themt press their lips to the cup-let themn share with
you lif'e's swcet drauglits.

God is good ta you and yen mnust say,
A'tswvc idIysitib ove~ ou nIe,
l'il lui t f.Illosm ail.

You arc sitting by your wiarn fire, and 1 sec yau
lookingrwith a taste -illtuiîîed co ata hoquet of house-
plant tlowers standing an your sideboard. It is a
dollar boquet. Yau paid that for it yesterday. IVs
ail riglit cnough. God miade the llowers-Ile gave
yau uionoy, and you xnay buy theni, but oh 1 buy
someothinig for the poor. Whenever you spend a
doihâr for yourself spend one for the poor, and chl-
dren shall gathier round a briglit fire, and laugh
merrily avor thîeir warmn chothes, and wvarmn meal. If
you have a 'ivaman's heart in you it 'ivîi make it
thrill -%vith joy ta kcnow thiat the pangs of hîunger arc
quelled-tliat wvet cycs are dry again-thatsad little
faces smile again-that pale, thin chîecks are pluuîp
and rosy again with health.

But give samething maore than yaur moncy.-give
vourself, and God will love you, and his poor wiill
love sou.

You arc sitting in a.downy chair, close teo your
briglit, warin fire--the air je full ai snowv, and the
wind hlows cold. le's a long way te that sufl'oring
bouse-if you go, yau mnust walk. Hew eau yeu ?
Your snui, parlor is se ploasant-the plcasantheoat ai
yaur fire steals upon you se deliciously, and then the
sky is se cloudy, and the 'wind is s0 cold.

oh 1 it's a k'een 'îinter-how eau voit go? Yau
eau. Let the love ai the poor, and the pzor man's
Gad sustalu Yeu.

Draw away from your fire-get up-put on your
avcrsboes-draw an the long over-stockings--'wrap
around yÔu tho ample and 'well-wadded cloak-pin
snugly around voit that warmn hood-put an your
furs-take off that gold broocli (itmay be lost la tho
8snow) un4 hang on your armn a basket af delicies


