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LOOKING FOR: PEARLS.
The Master came ne evening t' the gat
Of a ihr city; it as'growing l.te,
And sending His disciples ta buy fo'od,
He wandered forth -ntent on dong good
As was His wonti - And i the marke

pace,
He saw a-,crowd, close gathered ln one

space,
Gazing wi.th cager eyes upon the ground
Jesus drew nearer, and thereon he found
A nodsome creature, a bedraggledwreck
A d'ead dog wlth\a halter round bis neck
And those who sto d by mocked the ob-

jeet there,
And one said scofing, 'It pollutes the air!
Another jeering asked, 'How long to-

nighit,
Shan such a miscreanýt cur offend ouT

sight ?'
'Look at bis torn bde,' sneered a Jew'Isb

wit,
'You could not eut even a shoe from it!'
And turned away. 'Behold his ear that

bleed,'
A fourth ohimed in, 'An unclean wretch

4ndeed 1'
H-e, hath been. htanged for thieving,' they

all cried,
And spurned the loat some beast from

side to side.
And Jesus, standing by them lu the

street,
Looked on the poor spent creat1ire at His

feet,
And berding o'er- 'hm spake unto the

men:
'Pearls are net whIter tihan his teeth !'

And thlien
The lpeope at eacli oter gazed, askng
'Who is this stranger patying tBe vlIe

Wng?'
Then one exclaimed, with awe abated

breath,
Tihis surely Is the Man of Nazareth;
This must be Jesus, for none else but

He
SomethIng to prgise ln a dead dog could

s e e .b
And,- being ashamed, each scoffer bowed

his head,
And .-rom the cight of Jesus turned and

fed.
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CHAPTER IV.-Continued.

'While in London,' Mr. Joues es-
sayed, 'I purchased a copy of Drum-
mond's new book-'The Ascent of
Man.' What do you think of his the-
ories, Mr. Forest '

This was too much. To have ail
these people chattering albout the new
books of the season, and asking his
opinion of them, while lh had not had
a new book of, any kind for months,
was almost toO muchl for his sensi-
tive soul. To ithe last question lie
replied :

'I have not had a new book of any
kind for many months. I have not
had the money to bu'y One, and so, of
course, had te go without.'

Fortunately, Mrs. Forest came in
just then and invited lier guests 'to
the table.' She did not.say 'to.tea,'
for that would not have been correct
under the circumstances. The poor
weman was pale and nervous. HOw
could. she stand the ordeal ? But
she knew lier hlsband wished lier to
be bright and cheerful, and-so, brave
and' goodj as she was, she had nerved
herseif te it.

How beautiful the table looked with
its snow White cloth, decorated with
several vases of flòwers ! Mrs. For-
est attempted to make up la tasteful
arrangement what was lacking in the.
delicacy of the menu.

Grace was said, and all took their
seats in a very happy frame of mind,
unless we except the host and hostess,
who. were somewhat Derturbed ln
spirit. The' query • came ta, them
both; 'Is it right to so display the
poverty of our Inner circlel?' Mrs.

,Forest did not tryto answerthe ques-
tion for heiself. She relied too much
on her husband for that, feeling that.

*what'he 'did- was the "right' thing to
do. The rector :inwardly answered
it to bis own 'atisfaction, knowing
that the' situation was not.of his own
makiîng, and 'that if '.the sum wbhch
was due'him had' come an hour or
two befare the supper time, hie would
-have provided a proper repast for bis
guests.

'What beautiful-: biscuits'!' Mrs.
Smith remarked, as she broke one in
tw, and placed the steaming halves
on' her plate, evidently in haste for
the butter to spread upon it before it
had cooled.

'Yes, indeed,' Mrs. Brown -echoed.
'You muet have an excellent cook,
Mrs. Forest. 1 do find it sa hard to
get a eook ta make nice baking pow-
der 'biscuits.'

Mr. Forest, seeing his wife's embar-
rassed look, at once said :

'We have a first-class cook. Mrs-
Brown, and she sits at the head of
the table.'

'Oh, indeed.' came in chorus from
all the ladies.

Mrs. Forest meekly smiled:
'I've not had a maid for six months.

Baby has been sa good, and Mr. For-
est so helpful, that I've gotten along
very nicely.'

But no one had eaten a mouthful.
Several had sipped at the -glass of
water beside them. The chipped beef
'had'been passed, and the apple sauce
had gone the rounds. Just -then the
baby cried, and Mrs. Forest said, as
she hurriedly rose : 'Excuse me,
please, while I sec to baby.'

Blessed baby.! How the fond
mother hugged. him ta ber -bosom as
she lifted him from the crib ! The
tears ran down her cheeks, for ber
nervous condition could stand the
strain no longer. Baby had saved
ler from making a scene at the table.
Sie was so glad, to flee from it.

But the time had come to make
some kind of au explanation. So
Mr. Forest said:

.'My friends, when I invited you to
take tea with us I had hoped ta en-
tertain you, as became your station;
but we have been reduced ta the pres-

-ent state of our larder. ' The last
butter r-as used this noon. . We are
out a tea, and so eau give you only
pure cold-water. But te me biscuits
and dried beef are quite a relish,
and I hope you will enjoy .both.'
- He paused, but no' one broke the
silence. He tasted of his apple
sauce, and said :

'Mrs. Forest emptied the sugar
bowl ta season this sauce, but I think
it would be improved with a Ittle
more sweetening.'

Mr. Jones laughed. Then Mrs.
Jones laughed, and ail the rest tried
to laugh, but it made a queer sound
without much hilarity in it.

'A pretty good joke the rector Is
playing on us,' finally remarked Mr.
Brown.

-'No, my friends,' said Mr. Forest,
'there is no joke about it. At the
last Convention the Bishop counselled
his clergy te "owe no man anything."
My wife and I decided to adopt that
course. I have not a cent in the
bouse, and our breakfast will consist
of whbat you leave from this meal.
We are determined not to buy one
cent's worth on credit. We can live
comfortably on our salary; and If it
is paid te us promptly each month we
will get along nilcely.'

'Do I understand,' said Mr. Jones,
the senior warden, who now saw the
seriousness of the rector, 'that Rob-
erts has not paid you your salary ?'

'He bas paid part of it; but be
tells me Vhat there Is no money in the
treasury to meet the balance,' said Mr.
Forest.'

'What difference does that make.'
Mr. -Jones fairly roared, 'Why
doesn't.he pay it ? -

II suppose he can't pay if the trea-
sury Is empty,' remarked Robinson.

'Humph ! Yes, I suppose so,' and-
.Mr. Jones -recalled ta his mind the
conversation he had had with M.'
Roberts the day-after his return.

Mrs. Forest returned to tlie table
bringing the baby with- her.

'What do you feed him ?' inquired
Mrs. 'Brown, who thought biscuits and
dried beef would be a poor diet for a
smeil babe.

~~w. ' ' ' r.-
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'Mik,' Mrs. Forest replied. 'Ou
good neighbor, *ho is a Methodist b,
the way, bas a baby about the age o
ours. They boug'ht.a Jersey cov

' so as ta have good rich milk for. thi
cbild, and knowing how difficult it i
ta always get good milk for such pur
poses, she'kindly proposed that I ac
cept a quart. each day and night fo
our baby.'

'How very kind i' several said a
once. -

'Yes, I don't know what I should
have donc without It, for it woud
take some pennies each day ta pro
vide for it otherwise.'
'The biscuits were eaten.- The

chipped beef hàd been nibbled. The
apple sauce had been tasted, and ai
were ready ta rise.

'Mr. Forest,' said Mr. Jones, 'I wil
cal] the vestry together to-morrow
and we will see that a' arrears are
paid at once.'

- 'Thank you,' was ail the rector said
* * * * *

The story got out. Jones drew his
cheque for ail arrears on his pledge.
He wanted ta berate Roberts, but he
dared not, so long as he had been
the most delinquent of any one in the
parish.

'It worked nicely, didn't it, dear ?'
chuckled Mr. Forest, when a messen-
ger called with a cheque for the full
amount ta date of his salary.

'But, oh, John, I never want ta go
through another such trial,' sad the
poor wife.

'You won't have to, dear, so long
as we stay in this parish. Biscuits
and dried beef were the panacea the
people needed to cure their ,disorder.'

'And unsweetened apple sauce and
cold water,' added Mrs. Forest.

THE END.

[For the 'Messenger.'
PLANS AND COUNTER PLANS.

(By Gussie M. Waterman.)

Belle, Gladys and Bess were in their
room at a dormitory of the Lakeside
school. It -was the fall terin, and
the girls had just came from their
-country -homes a day or two before.

'Weil, Gladys Perley, you look like
an embryo school mistress, don't you
leaning over that story book as If you
meant ta devour it ? I daresay
you'll be a perpetual thorn in my
side !' Sister Bess shot a reproving
glance from ber clear, blue eye at
easy-going Gladys before taking up
ber algebra.

'My dearest Bess l' cried Belle Bly,
looking up froin the essay she was
writing upon the 'Character of Sir
William Wallace, 'how quickly you-
forget that your sister is but a begin-
ner in the preparatory department,
and that she cannot be expected ta
feel the importance of utilizing every
mcment as we do.'

'Oh, girls ' Gladys suddenly cried
out, 'don't you think this room ter-
ribly bare and cheerless ? Only a
bed and a cot and a table and three
cha.rs-ugly wooden things! Let's
steal some from our rainy day funds
and brighten surroundings a little, or
a good deal ! I believe the genuine
lové of study, of which I confessI .1
lack much, would run into my cra-
nium like everything could I but be-
hold beauty and cosiness around me !
Leave off your dry old studying for a
-while and let's plan !' -

'Oh, of course we ought to have the
rcom prettier and pleasanter,' assent-
ed Belle; 'we meant ta, didn't we,
Bess ?l

'Certainly, ln tlime,' admitted stater
ly Bess. 'What. do you mean to do,
sister mine, -spend the ten dollars
grandmother sent you on a spring
rocker and a dressing-case ?'

'There, Betsey, I .didn't say So ; but
If, I: did wbat of it ? It's',my money.
I'll buy a chair anyway.;.I can get.a
lovely one for five dollars.'

'And I'll get one toô,' chimed in
Belle, 'and a Turkish rug; rugs look
so homelike.

Gladys gave Belle a quick, startled
Ilook Just then, and sat very sober for
a minute or. two, while Bess, with a'
critical Iance round the room, de-
clared what her quota sbould be.

r''I've, twenty-iive ýdollars of my own
ýrlid aýway for- a' eserve fuad. We

f qmay as well enjoy Our sohool life as
F mucb as: wve can, and. I doý love some
B luxuries. ' .Wo-ldnlt. I speud maucyý

s -n 'legnt urrouadinige if I had itTl
'Why, -Ross, I di-dn't know you' baS

sucli luxurlous tastes ! Our taiR
v bias roused a'demon -within y ,ou wiiieh

muet lie subducd righlt uway. I muet
t ee Dm. Diay, - and bave thc maitron

serve yau -with br ead and weter for a
1week!il Belle l'aùghed merrily.ý

' Tut ! Such: levity ln a sebool-
Sma'amn af nine menthe' service le un-

pardonable,' said Boss, severely.à II
shall buy sometb-ing bandsome toi
maRe coveing and ,pillows for
Gladys' cat, thus turning lt Iata a nice
lounge lu the daytime; then I muet
b ave corne pictumes and a vase or twe,
'perbape a China sllk throw, and-
Oh. another Turkish rug.'
,Gladys, who baS, witb bande ciaspcd

rouad bier Race, been laoklng dcligh-t-
eSly up int, bier sistcm's face, sudden-
ly sobemed again, dropping bier dark

ye

'Beautifui l ' ricd Belle.
'And 1 believe 1 wiil get a lace cur-

tain fer the 'window,' Becs resumed.
'Oh, do il' Gladys was alert again.

'Do, Bees, and l'Il buy some lace and
drape a lovely Sressîag-table. l'il
get somie one te, make the.frame for
us.'
* 'Now, do stop a little,' commanded
Bess, wheni they bad spent came time
iu discussing colars, textures and
prices, and Belle bad summned Up the
cost on a bit o! -papr-'oniy about
twenty-five dollars,' che bad compla-
cetly announced.

'Do stop and work a wbile.' Slie
took Up hiem 'book again, -wbilc Belle
tumued ta -wem ecay, saying laugbsng-
ly, 'Aftr w've dressed Up the rooe
let's buy a bg turk y and at ur
Thayksgiving dinner here' y

'Oh, turkey t Giadys' tne was
liRe a half grn.

Bes oed up with a swif t glance
lu-to Glars' syes, rhile a quick rush
o! pixiR Syed bier own fair face.

'See .ore, I muet find aut the mean
ing e this,' spoe upBelle, authori-
tativcly. - 'H e's Gladys starting and
sabering tree thmes at se mention
pa! TurRisb and turkey, asd here's aur

queenly Boss blushing liRe a litte girl
caget stealing Jam! Confess nowr
Are you tw u oncernei ln a plotict
corne fax--off Abul 'ami Hassan ta
ghve the Sublime Porte a dose or dy-
namite or-'

'TeOh he, tel er, Bes Yu
kuaw what it le juet as well as I do il
Gladys cridhmpoingly, you are the
aonc ta tell ber, net I.- I don't pro-
fes, the sane as you!'

des , to Belle's g featwonder, bent
ber bed low updn ro bands for dcv-
eral minutes.

'Don't mystify me any longer
Tei mote 'o! you.' B

'Do speak, Bss!' Gladys cried
agn. aIt's ec missionary meeting,
Belle, the meeting o! the brancb at
Enmitown, you Rnow. Thase poar
litt'e Turdtish brides! Aren't we
dreadully selfsh, Belle Blys t
.Bess's faim face palcdand flusbied

agin, as she. lifted heme bad an
spoRe ln flrm, dcded taone:

twtyfl tel you what Gladys bas been
thinking about ce d w. at ., tac,
sould nat bave forgotten. We' at-
tended the St syte Mssionary meeting
ha September, and hard Miss Wright
from Marsbvan, Turkey, give an ac-
caunit of the women and cbldren
thero. She told us of the familles
living a]l la one moom, anS oten
soaming itd wit the animais of the
poor brides, subjest ta the caprice oa
the mothr-in-law, befome wB am they
muet patientlyyHsnd, tbough ever sa
tireS, until she' gves permission ta
sit down.' -

'Ano S the mther-l-Iaw may jump
on shc Saîxgter-ln-law' back wbIe
the poor chil sweep with ler short-
bandled. braom, -anS maRe -ber carry
the a ud Ig aboutlim put lu Gladys,

'ndigantly. er, t h B ! You
k wThese brides are.neer alloaed ta'

spady lord ipfore the myo e the
fanly or the mothIe-I-law. 'Lt
made sme f se sadwbeu she tald -
e! thos somrowel women, wIth

'otha -band ' Gles ane

dreaful ,s elsh, Belle B ay. d


