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The Deacon’s Little Maid.

Deer in the green New Hogland hilly,
In u dimple fair to see,
With orchmds whose huitage the summer
tills,
Lies u little Bethany,

What wonder that Mury, the lite maid,
Pondering Bible lore,

Pictuted, wherever her steps had strayed,
Those sy ellous things of yore?

That scanning the houses far nway,
On the hillsides in the aan,

She questivned, muny un innocent day,
Which was the very one

Where the brather and gisters gat at meat
With their Fuiend, when the day was low,
Amd Mary lovingly washied the feet
Thut had juurueyed in werey so?

She was Deacon Sternbiold's Yittle maid ;
Her wother wax kindly Trves

Primner and hymuns to her sire she =aid,
But hier heart her mother knew.

Helping the dame one Saturday morn
At the churn, all auddenly

Shecried, ¢ Mother, oh, I wish I'd been born
Real Mary of Bethany 1*

*Or I wish that Jesus would walk in kere,
And call me to him, und say,

With lis ayed” great glory apon me, * Dear,
Come it at my feet all duy 2

SaAnd daesn’t e answered the mother
swWeel
Can you think it, eveept he say *
‘T'o love him well 1y to sit ut his feet -
‘I'a serve him, to bide ulway,
* Now hting me the tray, wnd the spats and
i prints,
¢+ Coul in the wellhead there s
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' In Feudal Times.

Ouvs engraving illustrates & most !

uncommon scene in the ald and stovmy
times of rapine and pillnge,  The feee.
hooters and robbers of the German
forests used <o vide forth to plunder
passing-erchants, much as the wander-
ing bedouins of tne desert do today,
Under the wicked motto that might
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* Then finish the xeaneaf your gown of chintz,
That to-tmoreew you may wear,

o0 And if baby wakes fvow his nice, long vap,
Just sing him yonr little vony
While mother’s busy 3 the wark, maylap,
Won't need o hinder us long.™

Maid Mary went at the gentle word 3
Some beantiful inward smile

Dawning up to her face as if she heard
More than was spoken the while.

} For the child's deep hicart was beating still
7 With joy of that saying sweet:
*Ta bide with him is to o his will ;
To Jove hiin, to sit at his feet,”
—Mre. A, D, T Whitney.
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Love the Scriptures, and wisdom
S will love thee.

tmakes right they used. when they

. wete not fighting each other, to pillage
the industrions,  Thank God that
cunder a Christian  civilization  the
Kuiser himself cannot wrest. from the
poorest. of his subjects auything that
is his own. So much in this respect,
as well as in much higher oues, bas the
Gospel done for man.

Wiex we shall climb the shining
steeps of heaven, and from the light
of the eternal world look back on the
j enigmn of human life, we shall have
! nothing for which to praise God more
.than fdér not having given us every-
i thing for which we ask here on earth.

“Troubled With Doubts.”

“rrousnio with doubts!”  Well,
I wouldu't say it it I were you. Do
you know that every doubt a man
"evev had, if he took it up by the
roots, there is » seed at the end, and
that seed is sin?  If you quit sinning
you will quit doubting. When you
feel like saying, 1 have my doubts,”

tjust change the expression and say,
~I have been at some meanness or
jdevilment,” and you will get the
" thing in good shape. A man is not
# sinner because he is an infidel;
he is an infidel because he is a sinner.
I never saw a wman that did not be-
lieve in hiell but he was heading that
way, right straight. A fellow once
said to me, “Science is about to de-
wonstrate that there is no hell.” I
'said, * How long before the explor
ing party will be back to reporti"
(Laughter.)  “Don’t know.” I said,
“When they come back let me know,
I want to bo on hand when they
make their report.”"—Sam Jones.




