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Nothing is lost ; the drop of dow

\Which trembles on the leaf or flower
18 but oxhaled to {all anow

In summer’s thunder showor ;
Perchianco to shine within tho bow

That fronts the sun at fall of day;
Perchanco tosparkle in the flow

Ot fountains {ar away,

Nothing is loat ; the tiniess seexd
By will binla borno or broezes blown
Finds somothing suited to its need,
Wherein 'tis sown and grown.
The lauguago of some houechold song,
Tho perfuuto of romo cherishe d flower,
Though gouno {rom ontwsal soues, bolong
To momory's altes-hour.

So with our words, or harsh or kind
Uttored, thoy aro not all forgot;
‘Thoy have their intlienco on the miad,
Pasn o, byt perish not :
80 with our deeds, for good or ill,
They have thuir power, zcarce understoed ¢
Then lot us uro our better will
To mako them rifo with good

HOW THE CHILDREN DENIED THEM-
SELVES.

Tom and Bessio were at the seashore, * having
the grandest time in the world,” as they expressed
it. It was their frst visit there, and of course
grerything was very new and wonderful to them.
They thought they would never get tired of looking
at the sea and watching the breakers come tum-
bling in to break in a lino of white foam on the
beach. Then they enjoyed digging in the clean
sand, making wonderful forts and castles.

uSuch splendid sand!” Tom wrote to his
mother. A fellow can play in it all day and not

- get dirty.”

Their aunt had brought them to spend a couple
of wecks with her, and although it was the first
time they had ever been away from their mother,
they were not u bLit homesick. lfow could they
be homesick when they were having such a splen-
diatime? Of course they wanted to see mamma
“just awfully ” sometimes, but that was not being
homesick. .

They had had a splendid long letter from her
(tbe first one, for they had only been thero three
days). On the last page she had written some-
thing that had mado Bessie’s tender heart zche and
bad set her thinking very seriously.

“Tam so glad my dear childron ar enjoying
themselves so much!” mammn wrote. *I went
tosco a poor little sick boy this morning. He is
just about Tom's age, and his name itz Tom, too.
Heisa cripple, and has to sit in his little chair
nearly all day. }e is too weak to move around
much, even on his crutches, and very thin and
mle—not at all liko my rosy-checked Tom. The
doctor thinks a visit to the country or the seashore,
during this hot weather, might save his lifs, but
bis mother is tno poor to think of ench a thing,
How I wish he could be where my Tom is}”

This -was all their mother said about him ; but it
was enough to wako Bessie think whether there
might not Le something that she could do, or
Tom, to give this poor little boy a visit to the
seashore,

“What makes you so quiet, Bessio?” asked
Tom s they were walking aleng. Bessic was so
-bso:bed in thougbt that she did not notice that
ber dolly had neaily fallen out of its little
carriage.

“Iam 5o vorry for that poor little sick Tom,”
the auswered. A

“S8oam I," responded Tom, *X'd give anything
to have him hero s little while.”

. “Would you, really?” asked Beasig, “for I
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have thought of something wo could do, only it
would e awfully hard.”

“ Why, what could wo do 3" exclaimed Tom in
surprise.

“If auntio is willing, wo might go hcme next
week, and let tholittloboy come inour place o
could stay for two wecks for what auntic has to
pay to keep us hore one week.”

Ton was silent for & momont.

¢« QOh, we coukin't do that,” he answered. * You
wouldn't be willing to go home a wholo week
sooxer, would you?”

“T would to save that poor little Tow's life,”
answered Bessie, % Won't you, dear Tom1” she
plended.

It was somo time before Tom conid make up his
wind.  Ho was o gencrous warm hearted boy, but
this wns really a great solf-sacrifico for him to
make. Tt took all little Bessie’s most eloquent
pleading for tho poor little cripplo to win his con-
sent. When they finally mndo up their minds
they ran home to ask auntie about it.

She consented willingly, glad to sce that her
littlo nephow and nieco would give up their own
plensure to do o kind act. .

The rest of thie week scomed to pnss sll too
quickly to the children ; but they did not regret
their decision, and the day that mamma ceme to
take them homo she brought the poor little cripple
with her. e was so thin and wan that Bessie’s
cyes filled with tears as she looked at hiw, rud
Tom was moro than repaid for his share of the
sacrifice by tho little fellow's delight and gratitude,

1t was wonderful to sco the chango that just two
weeks of good food, sea air and kind nursing made
in him. He did not look like the same bey, and
even after his return home he kept on gotting
stronger and better.

He came to seo the children the day he returned,
and after ho had gone Bessie said: “Tom, dear,
aren't you glad ?” .

“ Yes, indeed I am,” answered Tom warmly
then he added, shyly : * Bessie, it's true, isn't it,
that ¢it is rore blessed to give than to reccive’?”

ALFRED THE GREAT.

Away back in the mirty Middle Ages, clustered
about with tradition and song, lived the famous
English king, Alfred the Great. Just half a cen-
tury is supposed to have beeu the limit of his life,
the date 849 being given as the probable year of
his birth, and that of his death 901. Ho wasking
of the West Saxons; and his was a tumultuous
reign, full- of war and struggle, as was all life
in those barbarous days before the great art ot
peace had been studied by the peoples of tho carth.
Many stories of his life are familiar to everybody,
especially that of lis adventuro in disguise when
flecing from thelinvading Danes,*when the cares of
state, weighing upon his oppressed mind, led him

to forget tho cekes which were intrusted to his |

care, and brought upon him this reprimand from
tho herdsman’s wifo :

“ No wonder thou art a poor houseless vagrant
with such neglect to business. I shall set by all
the burned cakes for thy portion of the week’s
bread, and thou shalt have no other till they are
all eaten.”

Afred was a Christian king, and his harp was
28 dear to him as was King David's of much more
ancient time ; and David’s Psalms were also very
dear to Alfred, \. .0 himself trarslated them into

‘English, and is said to have constantly earried a

copy -it: his bosom. His harp was also his almost

-constant companior ; and it was by its reeans, dis-

guised as a travelling minstrel], that ho at one time

obtained entranco within the lines of his cnemies,
where they detained him three days, so ddlighted
were they with his wusie, and o thus obiained
information which ennbled him to save his country
and his crown. .

All theso things are well known of King Alfred;
but it is not so generally known that he was a poot
aud hywmist of no mean order, besides being the
author of works of other kinds, and the founder
of seminaries and of the University of Oxford.
is beat known hymn is still to be found in many
church hymn books :

As tho sun doth daily rise,
Dright'ning all the morning ekics,

So to Theo with one acconl
Li{t wo up our licarts, O Lord,

Day by day provide ua food,

Tor from Theo como ul! things good
Strength unto our souls afford

From Thy living bread, O Lord.

Bo our Guard in sin aml strife,
Bo tlio Leader of our life,

Loat liko sl'cep wo atray abroad,
Stay onr wayward feet, O Lord.

Quickoned by the Spirlt's grace,
All Thy holy will to trace,

While we d:xilf search Thy Word,
Wisdom true iiwpurt, O Lonl,

When hours ave dark and drear, -
When tho toml:tnr larketh near,

By thy strength’ning grace outpoured,
Savae the tempted vuvy, O Lord.

THE BEST LEADER.

We like to follow a wise, good, popular and
guccessful leader ; that is the kind of a leader that
the Lord Jesus is, e knows all s followers by
nawe, and knows all about them, e knows all
their troubles and dangers. Xle knows exactly
what they can do, and when and how to help them.
He knows, too, what is enemics can and what
they cannot do, and just how to prevent their evil
designs or turn them to His own use. Helovesall
of His followers, and is ready to do for them all
that they need. e remembers the weak points
in their characters, but not to find fault or reprove,
He stands ready to hielp and comfort the weak and
the tempted. e is tender and loving to the wost
unworthy of 11is followers, and ever ready to help
them do better. No one forgets sooner than He
the misdeeds of his disciples, nor does any one re-
member longer than He the good they do. He
wishes to seo them faithful, noble, and happy, and
to aid them to becomo so is His delight. He
makes His people’s interest His own ; more than
that it would be diflicult to say.

That He is o popular leader is plain when we
remember that Jesus has more followers than any
other being. Iis people love Him, and many
would be willing to die for Him. They would do
for Him what they would do for no other living
being, and they give for Him what no one elso
could induce them to give. They give their monay,
their time, their strength, their children—their
very lives—for is sake and His work. Many of
His disciples, if Jesus were to tell them to leave
home, friends, native land, everything, and live
among savages, would without a murmur go, and
they would stay ns long as le wished them to

remain. If it were His will for them to dic there,
they would be willing to loy down their lives at
His word. There never was a leader who could
induce his followers to do and to suffer so much as
Jesus can. They do it because they love Him, and
not from fear.

Jesus is the one great conquerer ; He is surely
gaining ,~ssessien of the whole world. Some day
Ho will control all men, all nations, all powers, all
wealth—everything good on this earth. He is
to bo the great ruler whose power and dominion
all must own,

Jesus is the leader for you—wise, good, glorious,
mighty. Will you follow Him ?



