2 THE PALM BRANCH.

Miss Lawrence worked at Kitamaat a sower in God's
field, eowing precious sced, sparing not herself, nor
counting her life dear unto her herself, that she might
win souls for Christls kingdom. The people remember
her with kind words and best wishes; she has a warm
place in the hemts of many whom she strove to help.

The story of her work there, as told by herself, is
delightful. We quote something of interest to Band
workers: :

Many of the littlo oues were saved. One little girl
went home from Sunday-school, and found her grand-
motker making a net.; she took it out of her hand and
said, “Grandmother we are Christians now and don't
work any more on Sunday, but go to church.” A little
girl about seven had been to school a few days, when
she was taken sick and died. When dying she called
her father and mother to her, and said “Do not cry,
Jesus has sent for me,” and pointing her little finger
upwards, she seid “The angels have come, don't you
sce them? The room is full, they have come for me.”
1 said to my interpreter how did the child know about
Jesus or the angels as she had only been coming two or
three days to the day school, and did not understand
English. He said, “God must have taught her Him-
gelf” After her happy death, the parents came to
church for the first time, and her father became one of
the most devoted workers I had.”

SUSANNAH LAWRENCE.

ESSAY,
About the Kitamaat Home

We have a large home at Kitamaat; we learn the
bible and we learn much how to bake bread we learn
how to sew and we have 2 good large home and the girls
want to come to'it we havc kitlope girls and we have
some of the hartly bay girls and some of the hydies
want to come to it two of our girls is going o get mar-
ride when I first came to the home the home was very
cold time at the home the little girls sew afterncon and
they go out before tea to play and before the big girls
go to bed they always read the bible I love Miss Lorg
well and Miss Walker to and we make the beds after
breakfast.

AXGELINE GREEN.

o {Dumde dathl.)
Suggested Programme for June. '

Hymn.
A few Bible verses in concert.

Sentencg Prayers. "
Hymu—onec bright verse—or solo?
Baslness—Ro" all—Reports &c.

Recitation or Dislogue.

Field Stady—Questions with map or blackhoard.
Doxology—Betodiction.

Short Talk by lcader or visitor.
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LITTLE JACK'S UNFINISHED WORK.

In a maze of golden glory
Slowly sank the sun from right,
While upon the wetless waters
Softly gotlicred shades of nigot.

Onward bound, 4he good ship “London"
Ploighed her steady, ouward way,
Sceking India's sunny beaches,
Where the foam-flecked waters play.

On her ceck gat cne who jouraeyed
As @& herald of the Cross; .
He, like Paul of ¢ld, had counted
For the Mzeter all but loes,

Ard he teld me, in the twilight,
Hew he heerd the call “Go Ye
Aprd to Incia’s sin cursed peojle
Tell of pardon full and free.”

Onc—a ¢hild, whaso life was chbing,
Lylrg en his couch of vain,
Pondered much on souls that perish
Wedtirgr for the Word in vain.

And st length he dold the doctor
IFew he wearied night and day
Fer bis share of work unfinished
He, 0 scen 10 pass away.

“And I Hstened.” sald the doctor,
‘“With a girange p2in at ms heart.
In the Vineyora of the Master

I, tco, eurely hiad & part.”

But I {ried te sccthe his sorrow,
“@ed,” I sald, “must know what's best.
Yem have but te Lear with patience
Stronger remds wilt de the rest.”

*Do yuu mean ithat when He calls ma
To Himself, He'll let come one,

Since He knows 1hat I was willing
330 the wwark I should have done?”

Thrs he put the question 10 me,
With an enxlous ncte of fear;

But the rain-dimmed eyes grow brignter

At he ratred Fimself te hear.

God wonld send s¢me cne 19 labour,
Pat it in bis heart Lo go

With the messige o'e¢r the ccean
Daing werk he fain weuld do.

For a while u «ilence followed:
Then the weak valce whisrered 1nw,
“Oh! it could Yive to see it.

Oh! y{—Ductor. canld you go*™

Cauld T go?—mny heart sicrped healing.
But the child lay walting theres
Gcd's call surely had come to mo.
And T breatled a silent prayer,

Asking God just 1hen 1o gulde me,
Tore I ancwered, very slow,

“Lattle Jack, you nred not werry,
God has called me: I will go.”

Tvening shadows gathered Jdarkly,
Fravrs caw.e ¢k ming ¢ne hy cne.

And ai ove them Jatk nes watching
While bis work wag being done.

St. Stephen M. E. V,
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