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SAFELY GARNERED.

—

¢t 'Was she your ounly child 1 asked I.
¢ My only one,” the answer brief ;

And yet he spoxe without a sigh,
Without & touch of grief.

He said the words with quiet smile ;

I paused, and wondered for a while,

I marveled at tbat quict tone,*
In which no shade of sorrow lay ;
Aud thought of darlings of my own,
Of laughing faces gay.
And yet not onc amongst all there,
Not one, I felt, that I could spare.

¢ You need not grieve for me,™ said ho ;
‘ Youw're little.ones are not more bl st ;
This darling child, so dear to me,
Has entored into rest.
Amid the joys that never fado,
She dwolls for aye, my little maid,”

I saw him raise his eyes and hand
Up to tho quiet summer skics—
Up to the sinless, bettor land,
To where his treasure lies,
Where, with untiring little feet,
Bho treuds the City’s wondrous street.

“ Your little ones,” he still wont on,
“May live to feel life's toil and care ;

But where my little child has gone,
Thank God, no pain is there |

No shade to dim the starry eyes,

In the deep calm of Paradise, *

*‘ The coming years will changes bring ;
Your little ones will older grow ;

But she is still the little thing
I loved so long ago.

Forever, in the higber place,

8he'll bear the dear and changeless face.”

Too trce | Down here the years roll on,
And hearts grow hardened and defiled.
She beareth yet—his little one—
The pure heart of a child,
No deeds that he need wish undone ;
A very blameless little ona.

I took the picture up again ;

Too fair, too fair, those childish eyecs,
To dim and sorrow with the pain

That in this old world lies.
Too free from sin—too free from tears,
To shadow with the toil of years,

‘“ We strive and argue here below
Of mysteries beyond our ken ;
But she, my little maid, doth know
The things that puzzle men.
To this young child they have been clear
For many and for many a year.

O child, whose feot have touched that strand
Beyond the river's restless tide,

Speak to us of the Fatherland,
To light life’s eventide !

To guide us where thy feet have trod,

Up to the unknown home of God.
—Ialian Clazton in Ladics' Ilome Journal.

““We have no church in the state of New
Hampshire. If the Board will increase its
appropriation to us five hundred dollars, the
New England Board will meet it by another
five hundred dollars and I will personally
guarantee the organization of a church in
that state in our Jubilee year.”

| up to the wall, and got upon that.”

WaaAT LITTLE ARTIE DID.

Little Artie and his brothers, Threo of
them, and dear little foliows thoy wore, all
brave and self-roliant, and bronght up by
their pareuts in the right way.

Ag these ohildron lived some distance from
town, it was ofton found necessary to Jeave
them at home when father and mother at-
tended meeting ; especially was this the case
in cold weather, Throngh the summer
months the childron were taken along, to
their great delight. And as their parents
were Methodists of the good old-fashioned
kind, the boys were in the habit of hearing,
at such times, the hearty “ Amen” break
forth from their father’s lips wheun the ser-
mon was particularly enjoyable.

One cold Sunday these children were left
at home, with many cautions to bo careful;
yet hardly had the parents left ere the wood-
work near the stove-pipe was discovered to
be on fire aud out of the children’s reach;
but with wonderful activity and onergy the
eldest climbed up on the table and put out
the flames.

When the father and mother returned,
they shuddered to see thu danger to which
their dear ones had been exposed, and with
thankful hearts praised them for their
courage.

“How did you manage, To 1 my, to reach
the fire? > asked the futher.

¢ Why,” said Tommy, ‘I pushed the table

““And did you help brother, Jimmy?” to
the next.

‘“Yes, sir, I brought him a pail of water,
and handed him a dipper,”

“Aod what did you do?"” said the proud
father to his pet, the youagest.

““ Well, papa,” said Artie, “ you seo I was
too small to-help put out the fire, and so I
just stood up and holler’d ‘Amen I’ ”— Kind
Words.

TWO waT¥S.

A FABLE.

Two little weeds grew on a bank by the
roadside. All summer they hud drunk dew
and sunshine, and had been happy ; but now
sutump was come, with gray skies and winds
that nipped and pinched them.

““Wo shall die soon,” said one little weed.
“I should like to do something pleasant be-
fore I die, just to show what a happy time I
have had. I think I will turn red, and thon
people will see how [ feel.”

“You will be n great fool to waste your
strer zth in any such nonsense!” said the
other little weed. I shall live as long as I
can, and hug the brown bank here.”

So the first little weed turned bright
scarlet, and was so beautiful tnat every one
who passed that way turned to Jook at it.
By and by there came along a most lovely
maiden with her lover; and, when the lover
saw the scarlet leaves, fie plucked thewn and
got them in his maiden’s hair, and they lont
her new grace. This mado the little weed so
happy that ho died for pure joy. .

The second little weed lived on and turned
slowly brown, like the bank,

‘“ He was a fool |” he said, speaking of his
companion. *“ He put all his strength into
turning red, and so he died.” ‘¢ I was proud
of him,” said the brown bank., * He did
what he could, and people observed him.”

‘ Yes; but I am alive and stay with youl”
said the weed.

“Much I care!” said the brown bank,—
Unidentified.

THE LAND OF COUNTERPANL.

When I was sick and lay abed,
I had two pillows at my head,
And all my toys beside ms lay
To keep me happy all the day.

And gometimes for au hour or so

I watched my leaden soldiers go,

With different uniforms and dnll,
Among the bed cloths, through the hills;

And sometimes sent my ships in flects
All up and down among the sheets;
Or brought my trees and houses out,
And planted cities all about.

I was the giant, great and still,
That sits upcn the pillow-hill,
Ana sees before him, dale and plain,
‘The pleasant Jand of counterpane.
—R. L. Stevenson.

Alarricd,

WEebB-HyrD.—On December i5th, at the home of
Sister David Roberts, 38 Albert street, St. John, by
J. Chas. B. Appel, Samuel J. Webb, of Houlton, Me,.
to Mary B. Hurd, of St. John, N. B.

JoHNSON-LroNARD~—AL the home of the bride’s ;nother
Leonardville, N. B., Dec_18th, 1898, William F, Johnson
and Sarsh A. Leonnrd, W. H. Harding officiating,

Tucker-Hox7.—At the home of the bride’s parents on
the morning vf Dec, 19th, by R, E. Stevens, Mr. Wilford
Tucker and Miss Viola Hoyt, all of Lotete, N. B.

Died.

Srewant.—At Stewartown, December 15th, Wallace
Stewart, inthe 63rd year of his lite, Jeaving & widow and
a large circle of relatives to mourn his loss. He united
with the Chrictian Church many years ago, and the large
funeral (one of the largest ever had on Deor Island)
showed the respect in_which he was held. For some
time he had been unwell, but we never thought be was so
near his end. It came suddenly. *‘ Good night.” We
will greet each other again in the morning.—W, H. H.

Crawronn.—At Tryon, P, E. I., on December 11th,
in her 66th year, Sister R. Matilda Crawford. She be-
came a Christian at the age of 20, and joined the church
in Shubenacadie, of which her father, the late Joshua
Wallace, was elder, and was enabled to lead a Christian
Jifo till she pa<sed away. 1In 1856 she was married to
Bro. John J, Crawford, of Tryon, and this was her home
from that time. She had three sons and five daughters,
all of whom survive her, except one promising Christian
boy who died in bis teens. All her childron except ons
(whom wo hope to sece take his stand with the church)
have joined the Church of Christ. One sun, Ernest E.
Crawford, is wow preaching in St. Thomnas, Ont, De-
side being very intelligent and pious she was a pleasant
companion of the young, and self-sacrificing for the goad
of others. She will be greatly missed by her family, and
especiully by her husband, now in his 8ist year, and nct
strong, May the Lord keep them till they meet at
Jesus’ feat. D.C.

Burnsian.~Sister Fanny, beloved wife of James Bul.
man, of New Glasgow, P.E. I, died on the 13th of
December, in her 51st year, after a lingering and severs
illness, leaving a husband and four children to mourn
their loss,  Sho was 8 member of the Christian Church
in New Glasgow. She was sustained in her sickness by
her loving Saviour, and died in the full confidence of
entering into Bis rest. D,

Brackrorp.~Daisy, infant daughter of Joel and
Martha Blackford, died liecember 22nd, 1898, at ‘Tiver-
ton, N, 5. The funeral services were conducted by
R. W, Stevenson and J. W, Bolton,

OweN,—At the home of her daughter, Apohaqui, on
December 14th, after ashort illness, our beloved Sister
Owen fell asleep in Jesus. She was baptized in 1848,
and was a faithfal and consistent Christinn until the
time of her death. Ler place was seldom vacant in the
house of the Lord or in the Sunday school. She was
always glad to hear of the success of the gospel, and was
a cheerful giver to the cause ot the Lord.” \We shall miss
her presence with us here, but we trust we shall meet
her in the ““ Sweet By and Bye.” Before she. "+d she
chose the hymns, ¢ How Blest the Rightcous When He
Dies,” and_* Abide With Me,” to be sung ut her
funeral, and the 14th chapter of John to be read. Bro,
Howard Murrxy and Bro. Appel, assisted by Rev, J,
Clark (Freo Baptist), conducted the funeral services,
She leaves one daughter and one son to mourn their Joss,

Safe upon the heavenly shore,
Done with sin forevermore
Weariness and weakness o or,
Tp yonder!
Never more to kuow a feur,
Never more to shed a tear,
Better far than ever here,
Up yonder)

W. A, B,




