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should add, “Not my will, but thine be 
done”

At the thought the scene in the garden 
in her mind. Not long ago she hadr The Inglenook. studied, she had even taught the story of 

that dread hour, *h"n drops of blood had 
4 jS borne witness to the agony of her Lord.

..p,„ my s„ she cried in dismay, and
Old or New Cashmere ? “ ‘Is that all so, you're tellin'. Miss Ahby ?' falling tt|ion her knees lhanke Uud that

. . he said, lot-king up so wundei u gly into my she might yet suffer with him.
" hra* adorning, let it not be that out- |arc r „Sui;h a ,h,ng, such a little thing to

ward ad rning of plaiting the hair, and of „ (tue a5 anythins you ever heard in bear f,„ him who gave his life f >r me," she 
wearing gold, or of putting on of apparel. your lite, little man,’ I said, and then the whispered to the faded worsted. -■That I
Miss Ahby read, for perhaps the twentieth lm|e irj came c|()Ser to me too, and put should he counted worthy to make even this
time that morning. I he troubled look on her hand right there on my knee. small sacrifice."
her face deepened. Mechanically she put “ «Did mamma rise just that way, ma'am ? The following Sabbath witnessed a larger 
bark from her tern,,les a few soft refractory $|)c said attendance than usual in the church of

. .. .... “• Yes, mamma rose just that way, dear,’ m------ . There was to be a special service
‘ (> Lord, she said, wistfully, as rising 1 answered,‘and if you will love him and fur the purpose of raising funds to meet the 

from her seal she crossed the room and took ,ry lo do what he wishes you to, he will ur|ient appeal for the cause of foreign mis-
bom her tmy closet a neatly wrapped pack c'me for yml, too, when you have to die.' 8ionS. The minister preached as if he were
age, ' I hou knnwest tnat it is not ornaments | don't want to go if 1 have to die,’ inspired, setting (nrlh eloquently the desper-
of gold or J wcllety that I have desired, nor sa](J Ha ,vd ral|lcr go like he did, just ale'needs of perishing millions Loudly he 
yet fine raiment, but is not this a necessity ? ,i5e up out of sight, and go to heaven that ulged those who were able to give liberally 
., hcj T ,hc T''8 lh! Iuslr““! way ' of their abundance, knowing that they must
black folds^of a new cashmere, and wâtched “I tried to explain the best I could the one day give account ol their stewardship, 
the silky sheen play over its surface with swevl Q|d story, and my heart grew very and then Ins voice dropped almost to a whis- 
ptide How long it had been since she had s„|t as une alter another they pressed close ,H,r as he softly told the story ol the widow's 
such a pleasure S veral years at east ; |() and drank ln whal , said ] did not
she was not sure how many had e apstd thjnk o( |he soMt,d |i|t|c fin(!ers lhvn. Oh.
Since she had felt able to afford the luxury n<) 1hei, imm0rta| souls were of far mote
of a new best dress, and the old grey l1311 const quence than a few spots on my poor, s„lt.mnly, “Remember her ol whom it was 
been turned and pressed, cleaned and re- worn |r0nt breadth. Perhaps I can eke out said,‘She hath done what she o-uld.' ” 
cleaned, yes, and darned, ever so neatly, in a frjn t(, conceal the unfortunate place There was a pause of breathless silence as 
several conspicuous places. Could she WJn ,he speaker closed, and then a grey haired
wear it another season ? Miss Ahby was very near to yielding, elder rose from his seat and thanked (l-'d

} et h‘‘n‘ was ,lhe ca**’ l^e Prcat al,Pea *or How would she feel to co ne into the king- t|iat |,e had called them to lie fellow lab ^rs 
help m this closing year of the century f,>r dom and sjt down with Abraham, and Isaac. wilh him. 
those who were still in the shadow of a great and j acub, and to see these perishing souls, “Wile,” said the pastor that evening, as 
datkness. so many to whom she might have given of the two sat together alone in the twilight,

She had nothing to spare, this econonu- |ler krcad Qf life, cast forth into outer daik- rvstma after the labors of the day, “the un-
cal, thrifty little woman, from the actual ness *ed increase in the offering this
needs of her dail> life, unless but cou d -How shall they hear without a preacher/ |n„ wa< 1 confess, a icbuke to my little 
she spare it indeed, she should return the and h,„ shall they preach unless they he faj|h..-
coveted cashmere, and place the price m her Knl y The words rang in her ears as she -h was a surprise to us al'," she replied, 
ntxi Sabbaths offering. Resuming her seal went about her daily tasks all day. She >•! overheard one of the deacons say that
at the window, she'read on : could n(ll g(1 lnl(, the K,cal Wlirid and p was due to the earnest words of yuur ser-

"Kut let it he the hidden man of the preachi bu, cou|d she not give the widow’s m„n »
mite ? t ‘•Well,” said the minister, humbly, “I

“It might save at least one soul,’1 she m vvr preached with such a sense of the 
meditated, “and what a star that would he |,r, st itce and power ol the Holy Spirit as I 

, , , in my crown ol rejoicing. Poor soul, poor djd thjs morning, and do you know, I traced
hope 1 have succeeded a little in ohey^ soui, you may yet be saved." Miss A -by jt lu a curious source. 1 had scarcely en- 

ing this command. O ,1 hope I have, a|most f„rgo! that it would he a star in htr tvred the church before I was conscious of 
she whispered. I he faded blue eyes were cr<lWn ,n thinking of the joy in store for little Miss Abby’s presence. Such a look of 
near to tears, and Miss Abby closed them that heathen heart, and lifting her head she exaltation ar.d tiust 1 never saw on any
(ura mm,,, nl betorc .he went on : aang cheerily : countenance. I, seemed to say to me:

"In like manner in the old ,me the holy , Lord.’ Surely. I thought, she
women also, who trusted in (.od adorned the 'dying, . had been in the presence of Cod.
themselves. 1 he hook closed with a gentle Snatch them in pity Irom sin and the grave. "All through the service my eyes kept
‘"•*1 don’t believe they found it so hard At length, having finished her morning torning toward het ihinm* ‘«•JJ* 
anyway," she said, with almost an impatient routine, she took up her mending basket, P ,sl ,vv * a . ' d miyht have
shrug of her shoulders. "Fancy Sa,. in a and set vehemently to work to see what she was praying that he word might have 
threadbare cashmere with patches. If she could be done for the old gray. Having ree course an g « . jn a
hail been obliged to wear it, at least she seated herself to her satisfaction, she began : s. . ai. W()Um do
wouldn't have felt ten years behind the to work. But fresh disappointment awaited ™| v.0,c«; add ng, 1hat a
styles, for tht y say that the grandmothers her. She had used so many of her spare • . W|se. ^ y ,
and the granddaughters in those davs dress- pieces last winter in bringing the waist into York voserver.
ed all alike after the same pattern. She ran something like modern conformity, that
her eyes hopelessly over the despised gar- enough did not remain for the desired
ment before her. That front breadth couldn't ruffl.-s. She slipped again to her closet anti
be moved any more. Already more than suiveyed the shining folds of the black cash- 
once she had relegated it to the back, but to mere. Her hand smoothed gently a little
alter the sides was out of the question. wrinkle. She rested her faded cheeks lov- under such circumstances.

In spite of all her rare a few unsightly mgly for a moment over it, and if a few a m m indeed, and was ^
spots were visible in the most noticeable tears were carefully brushed from the glossy tc n .w,edged as such. But h‘s ?,d.er*
portion of the poor little skirt. “That is surface, “He knoweth our frame. No unappieu .live. Uncle H .rry had poked
where the Graham children put their dirty wonder that the struggle was hard and long, fun a, him m a qu.eway, even going so far
little hands last Sunday afternoon," she How could she resolve to appear Sunday as to ir quire what those things were-
sighed. “1 did not have the heart to draw after Sunday in the ..Id shabby apparel? lluMnewent '''Aunt J"'™ whlmshe 
away from them, puur motherless hide unes, "I hou only knowest, O Lord, for how >, " > e, s c , | , ,
and the lesson was about our rising from long it will have lo he,’ she murmured, caught s.ght of him, now g and you look .
the dead some day as our blessed Master lifting her eyes imp oringly upward. »he 1 nev,er saw y, u dressed '^e ,l’al>"lu7ndi
did. How ihe little boy clutched me in his wondered if it would be sacrilegious tu -1 am t dwessed, retorled the boy, mdig
eagerness tu hear about the resurrection. pray: - Let this cup pass from me, if she nantly. \ esc arc pints -Brooklyn L fe.

I1

h«'ld bark“Let not those who are
because they have a little," he coi,eluded

heart, in that which is not corruptible, even 
the ornament of a meek and quiet spit it. 
which is in the sight of the leord of great
"“lk

What's In A Name?
Bobbie was wearing his first trousers, and 

was as proud as a boy has the right to be 
He felt himself

S>


