170

T e e e

The Cup of Blood,

Wugs deep in Advllam s cave Dasid, the king,
Lay, hemmed by the troep of tho insolent fog,

o dreamed of the beautiful Lethlchen spring
That flowed by the yate of the city below,

He saw there tho maidens with pitcher and jor,
Tho famt cantels kuething and stiteig the tide,
And the streun flowing dowp and refreshing afar
The cool, waving palm-troes that sprong by ite side.

Mhe 1 waking from slumber, the king started up,
WWith thirst of the soul and the body distrait,

Andhe cried ¢ ** O that somo one woultl hring me o cup
Of the crystal, sweet weil by the Bethlehem gate 1"

Then thd three mighty men who had followed him there,
Phe chief and the bravest of thirty, arose,

And'girded their loins, and latd their swords bare,
And mightily brake through the midst of theiv foes.

Then back, with the cup of the Bethlehem spring,

They fought their fierce way through the Philistine band,
Aud fled to the fastness, and cairo to the kiug,

And proudly delivered the oup to his hand,

For & moment he stood, all his veins hot as fire,
And dlunk with his eyes: then he.marked the red stair
On the cip. and' turtied quickly, and craghed his desire,
Atd pired-out the diatght on the sand of the plain.

And he looked up and said s ¢ Be it far from me, Lord !
Shall I dumk of the blood of the men who went forth,
At the prico of their lives, against spear, against sword ?
Shall I quench my vile thisst with a draught of such
worth?”

O Davidl O kingly one, mighty of soul |

I would we weve greab with tliat greatuess of thine,
Phat royal unsclfishness, noble control,

That so in this actof thy mujesty shine !

I would that we thought of the prico of our gain,
Of tho cost unto others of what wo possess—

Of the labour it cost them, the anguish, the pain,
The woo and the toil, and the strain and the stress.

I would we might add to éach blessing, cach gift,
Some thought of its price, some appraisal of love—
Not battening on life witliout sorrow or shrift,
Not rending the weak i the hawk ronds the dove.

But O, might we feol, a¥ did David, the king,
"The infinite cost of the hardly won good ;

And steep not our lips it thut tov sacred thing—
"The over-full cup of our follow-man’s blood 1

Haleit’'s Place.
BY SALLY CAMPBELL.

Ir was Sunday afternoon. Helen Day was sit-
ting with her Bible open, but unrend, before her.
For a long time a stofm ftad been gathering on her
face, which now nt [8figtfr burst.

«T wish,” she said, hi6tly, to the only other occu-
pant of the room—placic, white-haired Aunt Fanet,
who had come to spend % week with them, « I wish
people wouldn't always be thinking that they can
point out other people’s duties for them. Why
can’t they understand that o petson probably knows
about her own affairs better than they do? "

Aunt Janet puslied back her spectacles, shut
her book, and waited, ktowing thal the rest must
come.

« After church this fiorning,” Helsn went on,
« Mrs. Parsons stopped me outside, and asked me
whether I didn’t think I ought to take a more
active part in the chuich work, Couldn’t T teach
a class in Sunday-schodl, or fill some office in one
of the societies? She said she thought all young
Clivistians ought to find o place to serve in at once,
of they were in danger of drifting inte doing
nothing, You know, Aunt Janet, I haven’t got
time to teach a Sunday-school class, or any of those
things. Now have Iy

«No, deat, I dont think you have,” said Aunt
Janet, soothingly.
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BHOME AND SCHOCOL.

« How could I hun¢ the children up, nnd look
after them properly, even if 1 squeezed - the
learning of the lessonf 1 told her that T didn't
have time; and she pursed her lips up, and said
that very often we could make time for things if
we only thought so. And then sho talked to me
about Susie Dridges—how she had goue right to
work, and is in tho front of nll the good enter-
prises. X folt like telling hor that if she wonld
provide me with thres older sisters, and plenty of
sorvants, and = long purse—such as Husie has—I
shonld be only too delighted to offer my services for
chavitable purposes too; but that, as it is, if [ am
voing to ¢ make time’ it must be by leaving father’s
and the boys’ clothes unpatehed, and their socks
undarned, and the house unkept, and nay own
dresses unmade, and the pennies unsaved, and all
the other things undone that—"

« That God has given you to do,” finished Aunt
Janet, gently, as she paused, out of breath.

«T don’t see why,” Helen went on, more quictly,
«Mis. Parsons should make me a present of s0
much good advice. [t 1s no concern of hers.”

«Ql, yes! indeed it is. You ave wrong—all
wrong~-there! We are all our brothers’ keepers,
“Wo do nov aid each other by our counsel and sym-
pathy enough—there’s wheve the trouble is. And
~o0, when any one dees try to help us in our journcy
apward, 1 think we ought to take it kindly, even
£ she may blunder a little in doing it. You know
Mus, Prursons wus » friend of your mothet’s, and it
is very natural for her to take an intetest in the
daughter.”

"The thought of her dead mother always softened
Holen. Nothing more was said for a fow minutes,
while the peculiar Sunday quiet took possession of
the room. Then Helen rose, and pulled her chair
close to Aunt Janet's side,

« Auntie,” she said, with a quiver in her voice,
«ghe reason why I was so hurt at what Mrs.
Parsons suid is, that that is the very thing T keep
fretting and worrying over myself, I know she
meant kindly, and Pm cross. I should just love to
do sone such useful work ; not the little I get tiwe
for now and then, but regularly. I long, and long
for it. When T started, I thought that things
would boe so different; but T don’t ses that trying
to do right makes any more than twenty-four hours
in the day after all. How can I find =« place to
sgerve’ in, as Mrs. Parsons calls it 1"

«She is quite right sbout that, Helen, dear. We
o1l neeil a place to sorve in, and I dou’t know any-
body that has a better one than my own discou-
raged, foolish little niece.”

«T1” said Helon, lifting her head to take  look
at Aant Janet's face.

«¥es! you. I think a gitl who has three bro-
thers to advise and guide and stimulate and make
much of, has as large o field for usefulness as any
one need deswre. Why, my dear child, if those
energetic, active-minded, splendid boys can be
formed into living powers for good, how much may
they not accomplish! And God has—to a very
large extent—put it juto your hands to help them
to this. You make their home. You have many
chances to set high Christian motives before them,
and to influence them in right directions. Make
them. sure of your sympathy, and let it be your
great aimy to counsel thew wisely. Then, as to the
patches and pennijes you wero talking of just now,
work them all up into & pattern of thorough,
sweet-tompered, conscientious duty-doing, which the
boys wmay have before their eyes daily. Give them
precept and practice both. Do you see what I
mean 1 :

«Yes'm, I see now,” said Helen, soberly. “I
thought I had too litlle to do,” she added, pre-

sently ; “but now I am afraid it's too big. Of
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course T knew I vught to help my brothers, but. 1
forgot how much thoy deponded o me. 1 go
wrong so often wyself, that T s afimid [ won's
know how to show anybody elze the right way.”

w¢ff pny of you lnelk wisdow,”” quoted Sunt
Janet softly.  And then sems one oponed tho door,
and the little talk was at an end,

Let us puss over four long, bugy years, aind seo
what came of the purposs formed in u young girl's
heart on that Sunday afterncon.

It was the day for the contest of the debeting
socioties at the academy where Helon's brother,
Andy, had spent his first winter nwoy from howme,
As he was to have n part in the performance, .he
had yielded to his vory wheedling letters, and eon e
up to sce him distinguish himself,” ns she said.
Seated behind her in the hall was a party of several
ladies, with a chattering sehiool boy as escort, who,
to beguile the tedious waiting, was pointing out to
them the various objects of interest m the gather
ing crowd. By and by Andy himself appested in
a doorway, and a little ripple of applause ran along
the benches,

« Who i» he, Will1” asked ono of the ladies.

«Phat is Andy Day,” said the boy. Almost
all our crowd ave hurrabing for him this year. In
fact, whatever Andy goes in for, he's pretty sure
to take the sympathy of the school with him.”

% s he so popular?”

“ Yes; and he deserves overy bit of it, too. T
tell you, Andy’s all right. He's our living epistle,
you know.”

« Living epistle” repeated the lady.

«Yes'm ; don’t you know 1 Thet'e was a preacher
here last winter who preached about that verse, and
somebody said he ought to have had Andy up in
the pulpit with him, to illustrate it. Soon after
that the name stuck to him.”

“ You certainly praise him very highly.”

« At first wo thought perliaps it was only word
of mouth with him. Sometimes they are that
way, you know, But we soon found, by =ending
out quite o lot of pretty lively exploring expedi-
tions, that his actions sp~xke every bit as loud as
bis words. Ho has kept his light shining m all
kinds of weather, and it has Jit up the fellows’ ideas
of things considerably. He's raised the standard
on ‘ponies’ and all that sort of business so bagh
that it works a person’s brains for all they are
worth to keep up to it. Fll tell you how ho does:
During the whole of the first term, he and Ap
Gregory were both trying with all their might to
come oub ahead on mathematics at the Christinas
examinutions. Ap's o queer fish. IHe's got an
awiully long hend on him, and if you 11 only let
him write down what be knows hes all right, but
the minute those old directors begin to ask hiw
any questions, or anytling like that, why he gets
so rattled—I beg your pardon, agitated—that he
doesn’t have any show ab all. o just stands with
his mouth open—his eyes goggling round any-
where. Well, ho and Aundy kept the score pretty
oven between them all along, until everybody
could see that they'd have to fight it out before the
directors at examination time. Fovtunateiy for
Ap, the old dears just gave us o string of problems
to work out on the board. OFf course, the most of
us succumbed casily ; but Andy and Ap, neither
of them made any mistake until there was only
time left for one more problem. When the answers
were read, they were both out by one figure-—
making them still even, you see. The hour was
nearly up, so the examiners didn’t have them go
over their processes, but gave them a Jittle tadly,
and told them they might sit down. Wa thought
it was all fixed, when Andy—who had kept look-
ing over at Ap's board all the while they were
speech-making—suddenly spoke up, and said: ‘I
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