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&Ho16E TBITERATURE,

MRS CROFTS DILEMAMA.

——

** Mrs. Crofts, Ma sent me over to ask how much money
you would contribute to the missionary-box, ‘sides clothes #”

Freddy Barton burst in opun Mrs. Crofts, in hee sunny
kitchen, and deliveted himself of this specch in a breathless
manner.

¢ Missionary-box ! What missionary-box, Freddy?*"

Mrs. Crofts was rolling out a flaky pe-crust, that was to
cover a pie destined for the dinner-table that day, and it
was growing late ; but, notwithstanding that fact, the rol
ling-pin came down with a soft thud and her hands rested
idly upon it as she continued to stare steadily at I reddy,
whil= the answer to her question fixed itself upon hier mind,
and fell, at length, from her own lips.

** So they have dec*ded upon sending money and the box,
after all?2”

I reckon they have," said Master Fred, wondering what
made her stare so.

*“You tell your Ma, soniny, that 1 will contribute just
what I promised, three month; ago, when that box was
mentioned—clothing, nothing mote. 1 have just been bak-
ing some gingerbread men. Take one! Benny declares
gingerbread is so much better baked in this way,” laughed
Mrs. Crofts. * He always begins at the tocs and eats up.
Thinks that way tastes better t0o.”

Freddy laupghed merrily at Ben's conceit ; and, pocketing
the gingerbread man, ran homeward, calling out from the
gate : ** You arc to hurry up.”

Mts. Crofts was not given to long, claborate sentences in
making her opintons and decisions known, nor to useless
argument,  She invariably held an opinion, however, upon
most subjects discussed in her hearing, and expressed them
in a briel, concise manner, when directly appca’lcd to.

This mfisionary-box bad been talked up months ago, and
all had consented to contribute clothing ; but many refused
money. 1In fact, those opposed to the money scheme wese
in the majdrity; but the other party were decidedly the
wmost influential—that is, as Deacon Day once mildly ob-
served, they talked the fastest and loudest and casried the
day invariably, in other matters besides missionary -boxes.

Mrs, Barton had at that time remarked oracularly :
“ There ought not to be a dissenting voice."” Tt was posi-
tively wicked :hat any church member should refuse money
to so laudable 2 cause. She could not see no possible rea-
son. If there existed one, could it be stated? **Mrs.
Crofts, is there a plausible reason for it 2"

‘1 believe so.”

“Will you state it 2"

“‘Cereainly. The debt upon our church, a large amount
of which must »e furnished very soon, and those who ate
really soffering here in our midst. The pocr fund is ex-
hausted.”

“Dearme! Certainly. We have a debt upon us, I
Lnow; but so have many churches who still give largely,
all over. Don't you know that 2"

Mr;. Barton entirely ignored the latter part of Mrs. Crofts’
speech.

"" do; but they pay their interest, or showd. We do
not.

“Yes, I—well, we did feel obliged to ask help this
car."

*‘ And last also,” supplemented Mrs. Crofts.

*“Yes; last year also,”

* By sending money in another dircction, just at present,
we are taking 1t from those to whom it rightly belongs.  Be-
sides, there are those here amongst us who are almost stary-
ing V"

%\ dead sil~nce had followed Mrs. Crofts’ truthful, plainly-
spoken words, and no further allusion had been made to
sending money or a box tu foreign missions ; and that same
night, Mrs. Crofts, after the children were in bed, had de-
livered herself of a speech of unasual length to worthy joha
Crofts, who had the utmost faith in every word she uttered,
concluding with

7 do belicve, John, in sending to forcign missions.
Hearst and soul I am inlerested in the work and am willing
to do all my hands find to do; but just now, considering
the state of our church financiaily, 1 believe it is wrong, and
in the face, 100, of the fact that we can't misc envugh to
relieve the wants of one siagle needy tamily among as.”

Mrs, Crofts had belicved the matter atandoned, unlil
Freddy Barton so unceremoniously announced it in jito-

ress,
B Forgetful alike of pic and rapid flight of time, she re-
mained standing where Freddy had left her, wining the
matter wver in her mind, and wondering why she had not
heard of the fresh move in that direction before , and evi-
dently the plaas were in 2n advancol state considering
Fred’s parting injunction *“to hurry up

The ald cight-day clock in the comer roused ha from
her reverie, at last ; when she charged at the while crust
with rore spinit than was usually displayed in pie making
by thiz wourthy lady.

U soa the whole, M. Crufts was too charitably disposed
1ow <1all erting hamanity tu feel aggneved any length of
tirrc ; thercfore, when Ben and Dessic came in from schoal,
wi h sy checks and eyes fhe siais, she furgut dirccuy that
a missionaty-box existed.

**Mamma, Fred Barton said yor gave im one of oar
gingeibread men, and it was the very geadest he ever ate,
and he an at the toes too, cruse l do; and, Mamma,
he said, il he had just another, he would begin at the head,
and then he cuuld tell 'zactly which way tasted the best.
Cza I take him another 2 ™ -

Mrs. Crofts Izaghingly asscated, and a few moments later
with Mt. Crofts, thcy were scated azound the table, ail
trace of the momeatary vexation removed from the good
little 1ady's face, and enjoying the meal a5 cvery meat was
cnjoyed in the Croft$ houschold.

**1 want bght faces at the table,” worthy John Crofis

allwnys"said. “Don't bring your grievances there, of all
places,

And Mrs, Crofts saw to it that no one did. Mr. Crofts
invariably had a good, wholesome, binght story to tell of
somethiog that could interest Ben and Bessie, and Mrs.
Crofts never failed to make the most of every pleasant little
event ; and so it came (o pass that the-three daily meals in
this houschold were the jolliest part of the day, Old Miss
Frink, the village scamstress, who was there a whole week
at vne tuue, declared she like to died every meal-time,
** owin’ to the amount of laughin’ at the Croftses’ table.”

This digression has no special bearing vpon our story, un-
less it may be scen from 1t that indulging in harmless, inno-
cent mirth at proper scasons is conducive to a healthy state
of mind, and the Csoftses were in the cnjoyment of this state
to a larpe degree.

The table was cleated at last ; Ben and Bessie had run off
tu school half an hour ago ; and Mrs. Crolts, in asoft, dark,
clinging cashmere dress, with a dainty wlite apron, took up
her sewing beside the situng-room window, with the inten-
tion of accomplishing considerable before supper-time. Her
nimble fingers were moving rapidly, when, to her consterna-
tion, she saw Tacy Shepherd s mﬂ{ing slowly up the walk.

Tacy was the village tattler ; at least that was the name
she had striven with all her energies to earn, and she hon
estly owned it. There was this excuse for her, however,
she lived with an aunt who retailed gossip for a livelihood.
In plainer paslance, she rarclg lost by telling 2 good story,
reflecting credit upon her author, and in nipe cases out of a
dozen returned to her whitewashed hut, just out of town,
the richer by a loat of bread, a pie, and other substantials,
chuckling inwardly at the success of her story, of which a
quarter—rarcly that—ever possessed a grain of truth,

‘This was puor Tacy’s bringing up ; and, having been an
apt scholar, at the age of twelve she was a dread and a pest
in every well-regulated household.

Mirs. Crofts saw with dismay it was Tacy, and wondered
what it could be that brought her, as she so rarely came.

“ Well, Tacy

“ Goud-day, Ma’m. Ben and Bessie off to school 2"

“ Yes," replied Mis. Crofts, inwardly thankful.

“ Mis® Barton's goin’ to send off a box and money to them
folks in—in Ingy.”

¢ So Freddy told me, this moming.”

“J've come for your donate, Ais’ Crofts.”

“ You, Tacy!"

“Yes'm. I've been goin' around all day after the things.”

"*Isthat so? Very well, then, I wili look up mine."”
Mzs, Crofts ran up-stairs, fearing to leave Tacy long alone,

and hurricdly gathered togethes the garments she %md in-
tended to give, and, rolling them into as smalla compass as
possible, hastened back to the sitting room, finding “Facy
scated just where she left her, craning her long neck for a
view of her new hat in the mirror,

- I know you don’t mean to give money, as most of the

ladics are doin’.  And Mis® Barton says them as don't give
are mean stingy. And Mis® 3lair, the wife of the man who
owns the * Weekly Chronicle,’ she is goin® to give ten dol-
lars ; and I heard Mis' Blair say her husband was gom’ to
publish all about it and tell the names of all that give; and
she said, too, if it could be made known it would almost
oblige folks to give, ‘cause they would be "shamed to be left
out ; and Mis’ Blair—

** Well, Tacy, that willdo. Run along with your burlle
now. The ladies aay be waiting.”  °

“ All right, ma'm.’

Tacy ran off, wondering if Mis. Crofts cared (she didn't
look so), and then concluded to report to that eficct, which
she accordingly did ; and, in consequence, Mrs. Blur and
Mrs. Barton added two dollars extra cach to their subscnp-
tion, thereby benefiting the missionary cause, for which let
us uverlook the motive that prompted it.

Mrs. Crofts’ work again lay idly in her hands. A bnght
spot burned in cither cheek, and there was an ominous
sparkle in the suft Liown cyes, that tarcly shone therc, ex-
cept under strong emotion.

“Shall I send ovet that moncy T have gut by?" She
spoke aloud, and the canary above her head sct up a song
that almost drowned her voicc. For two months I have
been gathering that together fur the pour creatures, and n-
tended spending it for them to-morrow.” She was qmite un.
conscious she was speaking her thoughts aloud.

' I do wonder wm my duty is. Whom does thus money
belong tu? Twou weeks from tu-morrow there 1s to be a
subscription fut lifting a puntion of the church debt.  John
is rcady for that, aed I coald send this money to Mrs. Bar.
ton, unly it was saved frum my houschold expenser. at a
sacrilice 100, for the Stover fatnily, who are suffering, ccally
suffering, and are members too of our chutch.  Mr. Stover
is slowly dying of consumption. Mrs. Stover als con-
stantiy—starvation, John declares—and has the entire care
of the sich man and that puut crppled gisrd, so she can do
abs ately nuthing of cunseyacace tow ard the support of the
family , and that Lurden rests sulely upon ten<yearold
Navy, poor boy ! so hullow cyed and starved-lovking, work-
ing al! day in the factury and teudging around at mght with
papess, and always a ready smile. It makes my very heart
ac£§ to watch him. Tt might be my Ben, now. Dearmel
T did sc hnpe to help lighten his burden; and I could al-
mast see, in anticipation, the happy, hopeful smilc apon
*he pinched, whilc face, and the bright flash in the sad cyes.
Yoot Mavy * This muncy was his.  Ooght I 10 take n from
him?2»

\fre. Crofts continued to talk aloud, watil the canary,
wi'h 2 seeming leterminativa tu do so, yaite dtowned her
vaice ; hos above the sung could still be faintly heard only
this:

“Jcan't doit! They may send, and they may proclaim
it ip a dozen papers.  Thismoncy is nol minc to gave them.”

And so the box was sent, together with a large amount of
maney (Mrs. Blzir's plan had worked famously), and the
*“\Veekly Chronicle” did proclzim the fact in stanning capi-
tals, and Mrs. Blair's and Mrs. Barton's names led all the
rest.

Two days later, unseén save by ** that all watchiel Eye,”
the Stover houschold rejoiced over a good supply of sub.

stantials, that promised to keep the wolf from the door for
several months, and Davy, with tears in the sad eyes, kissed
*he hand of his benefactor, 50 full his heart was of thanks-

iving ; and, asa tear dimmed lier own eyes, she silently
thanked God that only for a moment she had hatboured the
wicked desire to give where it might be blazoned abroad,
reraembering Him who said ¢ * Inasmuch as ye have done
it unto the lc=<t of these, yo have done it unto Me."”

Mus. Crofts’ gift to the Stover family might never have
reached Mrs. Brrton's ears, save for Ben’s defence of his
mother, a weel. laer.

“1say,” sald Freddy, *Ilike your ma, some wiy, on
‘count of the gingerbread men ; and 1 don't like to hear her
called sliniy. T heard Mrs, Blair say she was, yesterday.”

*“Look here! Stingy? What do you call slink'{, hey 2"
Ben assumed a pugilistic attitude. ** Your ma and Mrs. Blaix
never bought & barrel of flour, and lots of sugar, and tea,
and--lemme see—groceries, and muslin for poor folks all in
a pile, as my mamma did for Davy Stover’s folks, the other
day, hey? Did your ma? I guess not. If my mamma
didn't give any money for that old box, I reckonshe thought
it wasn'’t of any ’count. She knows what she’s about.

Fred, being considerably alarmed at Ben’s vehemence,
obscrved a discreet silence, and proceeded homeward, telling
his mother, directly as he entered the house, Mrs. Crofts
couldn’t Le stingy, Jor she must have bought as much for the
Stover family as Mrs, Blair's old box was worth.

¢ “T'o think,” mused Mrs. Barton, *she really*had the
money to give, after all, and didn’t care a fig about secing
her narae in printt X never did quite voderstand her pecu- -
liarities.”

Freddy remains a staunch friend of Mrs. Crofts, enjcying
numberless gingerbread men, without being able to deter-
mine, however, if it is the upward or the dowaward way of
cating them that tastes the best.—N. Y. Tndependent.

AS THE CHINESE SEE US.

‘¢ It was but yesterday evening,’ said my Chinese friend,
*“that 1 attended a social assembly which was described to
me as a full-undress party, and as{cmcrcd and beheld many
of the other sex, I was stiuck by the accuracy of the descripe
tion. AsI promenaded through the brilliant throng with
one of the lovelicst of your youny persons of that sex, she
said to me, with a bewitching smile, * Dear Mr. Altangi, is
it true that Chinese women squeeze their fect for beauty?
How very funny !’ She panted as she spoke, and I saw
that her body was cvidently incased in some kind of rigid
and unyielding garment, and that her waist was surely not
the waist of nature. 1 gazed as intently as decorum would
permit—for I am but a student of cities and of men —and
I was sure that my lovely companion’s body was more cruelly
compressed thart the fect of my adorable country-women, =nd
her panting breath was but evidence of the justice of my
observation. 1 asked her with sympathy if 1 could not caht
some companion to relieve her, or, if the case were urgent,
whether 1 could not myself offer succour. But she {l:ucd at
we as if 1 spoke a strange language, and smilingly asked
my meaning. ¢ Dear miss,’ I said, *are you not it great
suffering?’  *Not at all,’ she replied, and 1 paid homage
to her heroism. ¢I know not, dear miss, whether to ad-
mire more the greatness of your heroism, or the generosity
of your sympathy. While you are in torment yourself, your
tender interest goes forth to my country-women in what you
believe to Le torture. Be comfoited, dear miss, the anguish
of a squeezed foot is not comparable to that of a waist so
cruelly confined as yours, and the consequences, also, are
not to be coropared.’ If human bodies in your great and
happy country arc made like ours in China, certainly, Mr,
Easy Chair, I must acknowledge that in heroic enduranceof
the cruclty of fashion your country isindeed pre-eminent.”

There scemed to besuch asingular misapprehension upon
the part of the courteous visitor that the Easy Chair was
heginning again to explain—*‘ Yes, but the indisputable
superiority of our glorious country —when the son of
Altangi interrupted with smavity: ¢ Certainly. 1 wasabont
to adu that while my fair companion insisted that I should
confess'the pinching of the fect to be a heinous folly, if not,
as she was plainly disposed to belicve, 2 crime, my cye was
arrested by another lightly and lowly-deaped figure of the
same sex advancing toward us with an uncertain, hobblin
step so like the gait of the lovely Chinese maidens of =lmon
cy~s that again I watched intently, and I saw that not only
was this sylph drawn out of all natural form at the waist,
but that she was attemptingto walk in little skoes supported
upod high pivots called heels under the centic of the feets
It was an ingenious combination of torture and helplessness,
to which no social circle in my native land offers a parallcl,
1t is 2 wonderful achicvement, due, 1 doudbt not, Mr. Easy
Chair, to the manuest superiority of your great country, and
plainly a striking illustration of it.  Yet it is interesung and
touching that the maidens of yuut pulites circles, gasping
pinched waists, and balancing and toltering on pivols um.ar
their shnes, should inquirc with so amused an air about the
squeezed fect of Chinese ladies. I pay you my compli.
ments, Mr. Easy Chair, upon your extraordinary country.”
—E&asy Chair, Harper's Montkly.

*

THE BRIGHT SIDE OF GROIWVING OLDER.

“*And thine age shall be :lc—zrcx than the noonday; wou
shalt shine forth, thou shalt be as the moming."—Job. xi. £7.

I suppose nobody ever did naterally like the idea of get-
ting oldes, aflter they had at least “lcft school.” There 15 a
scnse of oppression and depression about it The irresistic
ble, incvitable onward march of moments and yeass without
the possibility of one instant’s pause—a march that, even
while on the aphill side of life, 1s lcading to the downhill
side—cast an autumn-like shadow over even many 3 spring
tarthday ; for perhaps this is ncver more vividly felt than
when once is only ing from Mzay to June—somclimes
carlicr still. Bat how surely the Bible gives us the bright
side of everything! In this case it gives three bright sides
of a fact, which, without it, conld not help beinfng oomy-.

Finst, it opens the sure prospect of imervasing brighiness ta




