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POETRY The Inglenook

ACT ON THIS SUGGESTION.converted, and I reso.ved at a conveni
ent season to visit iny former pastor 
and confess my ain, and thank him for 
his faithfulness to my wayward sons, 
which, like long buried seed, had now 

But God denied me that re-

DEACON LEE'S OPINION.
A beautiful young mother said din my 

hearing. "I wae in at a neighbor'® yes
terday. She was telling me how -appre
ciative her hue band wae. He would al
ways compliment her cooking, especially 
when there wae anything extra on the 

Amy Little extra touch about 
her drese he would never fail to notice 
and compliment. He was always obser
vant, appreciative and demonstrative.

“I eaid to her, 'My husband e:ite what 
I eel before liiin and saye nothing about 
it one way or the other, 
to oare what I wear; at least he never 
eays anything about it.' 
would sometimes say something.

“When 1 told him what my neighbor 
eaid, he replied, ‘You always give me 
some thing good to eat. You are aliwaye 
tidy when 1 come home. You are never 
otherwise. If you were not tidy, then 
I’d eay something about it.’ ”

There wae a hunger in her words, 
something.”

was a kindly, silent, 
was one day

Deacon Lee, who 
faithful, gracious man, 
waited upon by a restless, ambitious, 
worldly church member, who was labor
ing to create uneasiness in the church, 
and especia.ly to drive away the preach
er. The deacon oame in to meet his

sprung up.
lief, that He might teaoh me a lesson 
that ‘he who toucheth one of His ser
vants toucheth the apple of His eye.' I 

visitor, who, after the usual greetings, heard my former pastor was ill, and tak-
began to lament the low state of relig- j,ig my oldest son with me, set out on
ion. and inquire as to the reason why a twenty-five miles' ride to see him. Tt
there had been no conversions for two waa evening when I arrived, and his
or three years past. wife, with a spirit which any woman

“Now, what do you think is the cause _ ought to exhibit towards one who had 
dull here? Do you ' »o wronged her husband, denied me ad 

mittanoe to his chamber. She said,— 
and her words were arrows to my soul,— 
‘He may be dying, and the sight of your 
face might add to his anguish I*

“Had it come to this, I said to myeelf, 
that the man whose .abors had, through 
Christ, brought me into His fold; who 
had consoled my spirit in a terrible ber
eavement; and who had, till designing 

had alienated us, been to me as a

He eeems not

of things being 
know?'' he persisted in asking.

The deacon waa not ready to give his 
opinion, and, after a little thought, 
frankly answered, "No, I don't."

“Do you think the churches are alive 
to the work before them I"

"No, I don’t."
"Do you think tin. minister fully 

<zea the solemnity of liia work!*
“No, I don't."
A twinkle was seen in the eye of this 

troubler in Zion ; and taking courage, he 
asked.

"Do you think Mr. B----  a very extra
ordinary man?"

“No. I don’t."
“Do you think his sermon on Their 

holden,' anything wonderfully

I do wish he

“I do wish he would say 
To never hear a word of appreciation ie 
almost as bad ae to be criticised. And 
it ie cruel for a hueband to criticise his 
wife's cooking, eepeciadiy before oilier 
members of the family or before gueete. 
No doubt ahe did heir best. If there was 
some little miehap during the getting 
of the meal; or if everything was not 
just like mother’s cooking, let him not 
mortify her by a criticism at the table. 
If he muet eay eomething^et dt be done 
privately and very tenderly and lovingly. 
And he should not parniit, but forbid, 
any other member of the family to 
make unfavorable remarks about the 
cooking.

Hueband, how is it at your house! 
Don't be stingy with your complimenta. 
Don't flatter, but do ehow yourself ap
preciative. It will put ami-lea on the 
dip#, maybe roeee on the oheeke, cer
tainly gladness in tiie heart—-un lew your 
long silence or criticism has killed all 
desire for your approval.

brother—that tiii-s man could not die in 
peace with my face before him! ‘God 
pity me!’ I cried, ‘what have I done!’ 
I confessed my sine to that meek wo
man, and implored her for Christ's sake 
to let me kneel l>efore His dying ser
vant, and receive his forgiveness. What 
did I care then whether the pews by the 
door were rented or not!eyes were

gr™' ”, don., ,. "As 1 entered the room of the bless-
Making bold', after all this encourage ed warrior, whose armor wae 

ment in monosy.labJes, he asked, "Then lus limbe, he opened h« languid eyes, 
don’t you think we had heller dismiss and said, 'Rrother l-eci Br-uher Iasi I
«Ma mon ‘hire’ another!" bent over hum, and sobbed out, My pas

The old deacon started as if shot with tori My pastor I' Then raising his white
an arrow, and, in a tone louder than his hand, he said in a deep, impressive

«limited • voice, Touch not mine anointed, and do
"No Tdnnr my prophets no harm/ He was uncon-
"Whv." cried the amazed visitor, "you scious ot all around; the sight of my

agree with me in all I have said, don't face had brought the last pang of earth
vm, t" to Ws troubled spirit.

“No I don't " "I kl9Md hk brow* and told him hoW
"You talk Ho little, sir,” replied the dear he had been to me. I craved Ms 

guest, not 1 little ebashed, "that ho one pardon for my unfaithfulness, ‘nd prom 
can find out what you do mean." ised to oare for his widow end father-

"I talked enough once,” replied the lose children; Ipit his only rerp.y, mur-
old man. rising to his feet, "for six mured as if in a trolib.ed dream, was,
praying Christians. Thirty years ago I -Touch not mine anointed, and do my
got mv heart humbled and my tongue prophets no harm! > 
bridled, and ever since that I’ve walk- ''T *l*ye? J* r offered
ed softly before God. I then made vows daybreak I closed h» eyes. I offend
solemn as eternity, and don’t you tempt his widow a house fodlve in the re-

*_ Krpalr them !” mainder of her days, but, like a hero-
The troubler was startled at the earn- ine. Ae said: ‘I freely forgive you:; but

esti.es, of the hitherto silent, unmov- my children, who entered deeply into
able man. and asked, "What happened their father’s anguish, shad never aee ma

you thirty years agol" « regardlees of his membry as to take
"Well, sir. I'll tell you. I was drawn anything from those who caused it. He

into a scheme just like this of yours, to ha, left us all with his covenant God,
uproot one of God’s servants from the and He will cars for us;
field in which he had planted him. In "Well, air, those dying words sounded 
my blindness, I fancied it a little thing in my ears from that coffin and from
to remove one of the ‘stare' which Jesus that grave. When I slept, Christ was
holds in his right hand, if thereby my there in my dream, saying, Touch not
ear could tickled, and the pewe ft .led mine anointed, and do my prophets no
with those who turned away from the harm !’ These words followed me until
simplicity of the gospel. T and the men I fu.ly realised the esteem in which
that led me—for I admit that I was a Christ holds thosejnen who have given
dupe and a fool—flattered ourselves that up all for His sake, and I vowed to
we were conscientious. We groaned be- love them evermore for His sake, even
cause there was no revival, while we if they are not perfect; and since that
were gossriping about, and criticising, day, sir, I have talked less than be-
and crushing, instead of upholding, by fore and have supported my pastor,
our efforts and our prayer, the instru- even if he is not a 'very extraordinary
ment at whose hand we harshly demand- man.' ‘My tongue shall cleave to the roof
ed the blessings. We.l, sir, he could not of my mouth, and my right hand forget
drag on the chariot of the gospel with her cunning,* before I dare to put asun-e
half a-dozen of us taunting him for hie der what God has joined together. When
weakness, while we flung as a dead a minister's work is done in a place, I
weight to the wheels; so we hunted him believe God wil. show it to him. I will
like a deer till, worn and bleeding, he not join you, sir, in the scheme that
fled into a covert to die. Then Qod brought you here. I would give all I
came among us by his Spirit to show own to recall what I did thirty years ago.
that He had bleeeed the labors of His Stop where you are, and pray God if
dear rejected servant. Oar own hearts perhaps the thought of your heart may
were broken, and our wayward children be forgiven you.”—Selected.

TRAIN BOYS TO BE ORDERLY.
“It is a curious fact," commented a 

man recently, "that almost no mother 
realizes the importance of bringing her 
eon up to orderly habits. She impresses 
upon her daughters from the time they 
are old enough to recognise any responsi
bility the necessity to keep their rooms 
tidy, put away articles after use, and 
care for their belongings at all times. 
The boy, however, is exempt from any 
similar requirement, not only in his own 

but throughout the house. He
to

reade newspapers and throws them on 
the floor, gets up from a divan leaving 
the cushions packed and shapeleâs, with
out the slightest reproof, the only notice 
taken of the occurrence indeed, being 
asked a sister, if he has one, to pick up 
the one and straighten the other. The 
women of the family follow in his foot
steps all day long, removing whatever 
disorder he creates. Yet there is no 
business occupation upon which that boy 
will presently enter in which order is 
not a fundamental necessity. Girls, on 
the other hand, do not, as a rule, suffer 
so seriously from a lack of order, or 
at least consequences are not so con
tinually disagreeable and costly aa ie 
the case with boys." — American Boy.

/

Better the good that we can do, 
Than applause that we can win ; 

Better the lowly deed, when tiue, 
Than the high rewards of sin.

The "well done" of your conscience ie 
worth more than the praise of all your 
acquaintances.
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