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The revive! meeting wee being held In the opr»» eir. hedq'l. end fancy the bell* of ell the hill mows getting
A clearing had been made at the edge of the deep pine religion ! The eUl parly knew how le appeal to your
woods. A few slim young trees had been left to form the weak ape* Iй 
comm of a equate, Upon theee waa stretched a roof
woven of green boughs, and under thie fragrant shelter WM ringing In her eera. "Too pretty to be Sont f
were ranged rows of rough benches. On either hand great To° pretty to be loet !”
torches flared, made of resinous pine knot*. There rad She had never thought of her beauty in any such light 
light illuminated the green duak. The deep blue dome es this before. Hlie knew well enough that she wee 
above waa radiant with a myriad of stars, and the sum- beautiful. Her mirror told her every time atie stood

rising large and yellow behind the black tope before it that her eyes were like blue stare, her hair like
of the pinee, looked down like a great solemn eye upon *pun foM* her cheeks and lips very roeee of Damascus, 
what waa going on below. Her friends echoed the flattering tale, and the balftoom

Strange sights and sounds werethere, suddenly sprung waa indeed the centre of the life ahe had lived hitherto,
up in this solitary spot. The benches under the “bower'' All winter ahe waa to be seen, night after night, at the
were filled with a throng of eager listeners. It mi but great assembly rooma ; all summer at the hotel “hope."

She was found of dancing, but she liked better still the 
festal array which she knew enhanced her beauty ; she 
loved that beauty—she loved to be told of it. She had 
been told of it to-night, but, oh, in what strange language.

“Too pretty to be lost !—To be lost !“
She thought of what that meant as ahe had never 

thought of such things before. “Where their worm dieth 
not, and the fire is not quenched." That waa what the 
preacher eaid. What would become of her beauty there ?

She waa alone in her room now, for phe had gone up at 
once in1 spite of her companions raillery. Through the 
open wardrobe door a shimmer of silver gleamed out in 
the moonshine. It waa the dresa of white gtfaze which 
she bad intended to put on to go down to the dandng- 
room that very night. She shut the door with a shudder 
and threw hereelf on her bed instead.

But ahe could not find rest. Those strange words would 
make themselves heard above the twanging of fiddles 
and moving of feet that sounded up from below. The 
dreadful picture which they celled up flamed in the dark 
before her shrinking eyes.

But presently other words, other pictures made their 
way to her mind. She thought of what the preacher had 
said of Jeaua, the good Shepherd who came to seek and 
to save that which was lost. She remembered the prom
ise He had made. “In My Father's house are many 
mansions ; behold I go to prepare a place for you,"

She need not then be “lost"—for the Father Himself 
had sent the Son to find her ! She need not go to dwell 
in misery among lost souls forever, for He had said,
“Where I am, there shall ye be also."

Was ever known such goodness and such love ?
He died that we might live.

And all she had to do in return^—so the preacher said— 
was to love and serve Him, instead of setting up her 
beauty as an idol to be worshiped.

The Lamb that was slain, but livcth again 
To intercede for me !

“O Christ, intercede for me !“ she prayed out of her 
pierced heart. The arrow had been fitted to the bow, the 
only appeal perhaps, which would have reached this vain, 
self-,worshiping soul, had been sent direct from God, 
and had gone straight to the mark.

All night, like Jacob, she wrestled in prayer, and like 
him In the morning, she had found the Meeeing.—Tkg 
Examiner
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Oredwallr the dleene would creep upward until his 
been wee «tucked, end then—

He wee always bright etui tenahiny. Patient end 
bind to the children, beloved by every one. For • mo
ntent the fact of title poor orphan weaktiqg putting to 
•heme Wronger men end women, who thlnb lightly of 
ignoring Ood'e commande, over came her end »he faltered 
perceptibly before ahe aaked. "Claude, in whet church 
would you be boptUed, were you taken Into one ?”

Hie face grew radiant at he answered, “The one he 
goes to ; If I oould only be e Christian like Mr. Weller I" 

"Very well, my child, you «hall talk with Mr. Weller'» 
paÿor, end If he think» it to beet, you thall join the «une 
church."

The motherly matron kleeed the happy face of the crip
ple, end with » gentle “good night," went to her room, 
with many thought! in her mind. But uppermost was 
the determination to look out for theee little Christian» 
who were impressed with their duty in her Home.

So thi» I» the way it came about that, one Sunday 
mornjng, three boy» from the Orphan»' Home «it in the 
front pew at the old Walnut itreet church. After the 
serv ice was done, two of the boye were led Into the water, 
and we were told that they were brother». The large con
gregation melted into tenderness as the paator baptized 
these brothers.

When he had flniahed, the greet tall pastor stood waiat 
deep in the water and waited. The helpless little cripple 
•at before him, and gave a wistful, longing look toward 
Deacon Weller, who stood near him.

Then the strong man put hi» arm» about the boy’» 
•light form and, lifting him as he would a little child, 
carried him up the pulpit stair., stood just » moment, end 
then laid him in the minister’» arm». The little fellow 
lay perfectly «till, but one thin hand clung to the folds of 
the preacher'» robe. Suddenly an expression of implicit 
faith came over hia face, and the audience knew he felt, 
as hi» eyes rested on the kindly paator, that he could 
trust himself to hia care. The «mall, wasted hand waa 
lowered aud folded over the other.

The child’s face waa illuminated by a light that seemed 
unearthly, at the minister began, "I baptize thee, my
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seldom they had the opportunity of hearing the Word of 
God spoken as it hsd been spoken to them to-night by 
the strange preacher from “across the bsy.“ He had set 
their sins in order before them ; be bad pointed them to 
the Lamb of God who taketh sway the sin of thé world. 
The wild, piercing refrain of the old revival hymn was 
still ringing ont upon the throbbing air :

The Lamb—the bleeding Lamb I 
The Lamb of Calvary!

The Lamb that was slain, but liveth again 
» To intercede for me !

A wave of intense feeling was surging through the 
throng ; scarce a heart there but was thrilling. Tears 
were streaming down many a work-worn face ; sobs and 
broken prayers made the very air palpitant with emotion.

One after another, stricken with a sense of sin, rose 
and made their way to the “mourner’s bench." There 
the minister, snd the more zealous among the brethren 
and aieteri, were ready to kneel and pray with them. 
Others, eager for the saving of souls, were moving upend 
dow,n the broad walk, pausing to plead with those who 
seemed willing to listen.

Upon one of the rear benches a group of young people 
had climbed up in their eagerness to see better what waa 
going on near the pulpit. There gay dresses, and their 
general appearance showed that they did not belong to 
the homely country folk around them. They were evi
dently “summer people" from the hotel down by the 
beach, and bad come thither simply out of curiosity snd 
s desire to be amused. The thrill which had set those 
simple hearts a-quiver seemed to have awakened only 
surprise and merriment in their minds. They were stand
ing on tiptoe to see over the heads of those in front of 
them. The young women were whispering and tittering, 
the young men making what they thought witty speeches 
at the expense of those who were wrestling with Satan 
for their souls.

Down upon them came suddenly s tall old woman, 
gaunt and gray-haired, dressed in calico, with a white 
sunbonnet in her hand. Her strong fact was all on fire 
with righteous wrath.

“Ah !" ahe cried, stopping in front of the giggling 
group, and shaking her aged hand with a gesture of item 
rebuke, “you may laugh now, aince you dare to laugh in 
the presence of the Spirit moving here in the midst of 
you. But you will not laugh at the Judgment Day—oh, 
no, you will not laugh at the Judgment Day ! Then will 
be wailing and gnashing of teeth. You will weep then ; 
you will cry, you will pray. But it will be too late then, 
when the judgment is set and the books are opened. 
The harvest will be past, the summer be ended, snd you 
not saved !"

In the midst of the wild mingling of sounds all about 
them, snatches of prayer, bursts of hymns, deep tones of 
exhortation, this address was scarcely noticed except by 
those for whom it was meant. They listened to it with a 
■tart, and stared at the speaker and each other in aston
ishment snd indignation, which presently gave way to 
amusement again.

“Take care, now, my good woman, that ie enough 
raid," Interposed one of the men. "These ladies are not
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Glancing down at the dependent burden in hie arms, 

and meeting that sweetly resigned confident expression, 
be tried to continue, “In the name of the—"

The voice of the preacher broke, a simultaneous sob 
went up from the congregation, heads went down 
on the benches in front, and not one dry eye 
witnessed the baptism of Claude. When we looked again 
deacon Weller was taking him from the preacher’s arms 
and a look of the ’’peace which paaseth all understand
ing” lit up the cripple's face.—Examiner.
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TO DOROTHY.
IM. Hon. Wm. E. Gladstone, Inviting his Granddaughter to 

hia Golden Wedding.

1 know where there le honey in n 1er,
Meet tor e certain little friend of mine •

And. Dorothy, 1 know where datiiee ere, A 
That only welt entail hand» to Intertwine W 
A wreath for inch n golden heed aa thine.

The thought that thon art coming текс» all

The houe» I» bright with blossom» high end 
low,

And many e little lam end little led 
Kxpectantly are running to end fro ;
The dree within our heart» ere ell aglow.

We went thee, child, to share In our delight 
On this high day, the holiest and the <>

Héraut» ‘twea then, ere youth had taken flight, 
Thy grandmamma, of women lovelieet,

moot honored and most bleat.
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Claude’» Baptism. Stand ra
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Charlie had juat died In the Orphan»' Home. The fnn- 
iral wee over. The children had been greatly «fleeted 
The tiny Utile one» understood they bed loot e friend, 
but knew not "why" nor “how." They went gboutwtth 
a pathetic longing In their email face», which touched 
the heart» of thorn who had them in charge The older 
ones were deeply Impreeeed with the solemnity of death

The night after Charlie waa buried, aa the matron went 
her rounds, ahe «looped to tuck the cover more cloeely 
«round Claude Walker'» bed.

Her heart throbbed tenderly when the thought____
to her, aa «he looked at hie pale, patient fere, "Perhepe 
he will be my next boy to go."

She wea hurryinjf away, for he muet not aee her tears, 
when a feeble little pull at her dreaa attracted her atten
tion. Bending over him, “Whetii it, dear?" «he aaked.

"Mrs. Morton," he whispered very softly, "I have been 
thinking ever since Charlie went to heaven 1 would like 
to be a Christian."

"Don’t you think you art a Christian, Claude?"
"I hope eo ; but the Bible aaye 'If ye love me keep my 

commandmente.' Does he not command ne to be bap
tized?"

The kind woman looked with pity upon the crippled
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That naughty boy who led thee to zuppoae 
He was thy sweetheart, has, I grieve to tell. 

Been teen to pluck the garden'» choice* rose 
And toddle with it to another belle,
Who doee not treat him altogether well.

But mind not that, or let it tench thee thin :
To waste no love on any youthful rover 

(All youth» ere rovers, I assure thee, Miea).
No ; if thou wculdet true constancy discover, 

■ Thy grandpapa it perfect as a lover.

So come, thou playmate of my closing day.
The latest treasure life can offer me,

And with thy baby laughter make me gay ; 
Thy fresh young voice shall sing, my 

Dorothy,
.Song» that shall bid the feet of sorrow flee.

But the "good woman" turned from him tn diidain.
"Yon, my dear," ahe eaid, addressing hereelf particu

larly to one of the group who waa gazing at her, half In 
compunction, half in alarm, "what are you doing in the 
company of ecoflera like theee ? You are not of their kind, 
I one ere It in your face. And, oh, what a sweet young 
face it la I Too pretty to be loet ! Too pretty to be lost ! 

i. Come to Jeeue and be saved 1" 
put out her hand, and would have taken the girl by 

the arm, but her friend» closed round her and interposed.
“Come," they said to each other "we hare had enough 

of thie," and stepping hastily down to the ground, they 
made their way aa quickly aa might be to the carriage» 
which were waiting for them.
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