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BELL‘S STORY.*

Call Me In the Pay of Trouble.

When larger sorrows began to shadow her
life, anotl €r verse was given as an inspira-
tion of **sorgs in the night.”

It was again a sermon that opened it up,
a sermon while the skies were clear, and no
special sorrow  present. The text was,
 Ca | upon me in the day of trouble, and 1
will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me ”

The only point of the sermon that made
a deep impression was this,—Gnd says,—
«Call upon me, and 7 will deliver.”  There
is no © 11 ” nor ** but " abeutit.  So surcly
as you make me your helper, 1 will help
eff ctualy

Now Bell was conscious of h ving read a
great many vague things into that very
definite promise, but the emphasizing of the
one word il cleared them all away, and
the verse seemed a strong tower ready for
any day of adversity.

Years went by, and sickness came to her
children ; and first one, and then another,
and then another, in quick succession, was
laid down with serious illness. But the
“etrong tower was ready, and that word
« will” became the secret of her songs.

But each word of God that is really trust-
ed becomes a key to unlock some other
work hitherto unnoticed. I will dehver
thee,” led her on to the rext clause, * and
thou shalt glorify me,” ** Hitkerio the last
clause had only seemed to be the statement
of a duty,—now it began to shine out as an-
other promise, which is a very diffi rent
things. * He wll deliver me, and 7 shall
glorify Aim. * The verse was like the word
spoken by the Lord,—" If ye shall ask any-
thing in my name, 1 wi'l do it, that the
Father may be glorified in the Son™”

Bell had by this tim= begun to understand
that the dearest hope of the Christian life is,
that the glory of God should shine out of
that life into other lives ; and so this second
promise, which undertook that the outcone
of the calling in trouble and the deliverance
from it should be that some of G.d’s glory
should so shine out into other lives, was one
on which she took hold with reverence and
deep gladness. She got another lesson on
the old verse,—* All things (even deep
troubles) work together for good to them
that love God."”

But deeper trouble came after that. Sore
sickness and pain that stretched over wee ks,
and months, and lengthened out to years.
The picture of Jesus Chnist asleep on a
pillow in the hinder part ot the ship, while
the storm raged unchecked, and the hearts
of the disciples were failing them for fear,—
that came to help her. The rebuke the
Lord gave to His disciples, who broke His
sleep that He might check the storm, in
stead of trusting Him to control the storm
even while He slept, was one of these com-
fortable rebukes that make it easy to trust.
The point of the rebuke seemed to be,—
«Could you not trust me to manage the
storm even while I was asleep?”  And the
same voice seemed to say to her,—* Can
you not trust me to manige your storm,
even while I seem to let it rage unchecked ?

*RBell's Story, Part I, is now complete,and can
be hed in tract form. Single copies 5 cents, |
dozen copies 35 cents, Bell's Story, Part 1
will follow later.
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1 slecp, but my heart waketh. Trust me to
control it even 1if 1 do not stop it.

So while the trouble raged (yet it was con
trolled trouble) the other sweet verse
blos omed ou into fresh beauty again “Call
upon me in the day of troube, I will de-
liver thee, and thou shalt glonfy me.  “The
last two clauses, during those nights of in
ressant care, opened out 1o mean this,—1
will deliver thee, and the deliverance shall
be such, that hearttell prases «ha'l be the
natural and necessary result, It shall not
be a halt and half delverance. Tt shall he
such a one that your heart shall overfl w
with thanksgiving and that shall “ glonfy
God."

S ill anothe r precicus lesson was given up:
on the same verse, but that belongs rather
to another su' ject, and therefore must be
reserved to another chapter Truly the
word of God iz wondaful ; but he m
difference of many Christians to its carnest
and persistert study is almost more wonder
ful It can be accounted for only by the
fact, that the Prince of this world is doirg
with Christian minds as Pharaoh long ago
did with Hebhrew bodies, kerping their
whole time and strength  occupied maiking
bricks for him, and building treasure cies
for his stores.  When God calls to him,—
¢« Let my people go that they may wait up
on me, he says “1 will not let them go ” and
he only keeps them busier than ever

But He who undertook to deliver Hebrew
bodics from the tasks of Egypt, has also
undertaken to deliv r Chrisiian mirds «from
the slavery of worldly thoughts, for He has
said,—* 1 will put wy laws in 0 therr minas e
Then, and not till then can He write them
in their hearts, How Heis g ing to do it
in this tremendously preoccupicd age is no
more apparent than how He was going to
subdue Pharach. But what God under-
takes He can do.

S —
How Marjory Found Fairyland

« 1 know it's just stones,” said Marjorie
to herself, firmly, as she closed her he ok,
“but I wish things like that did happen. 1
wish a funny fairy gedmother would take
me away to a beautiful palice, or a myster-
jous white hird would fly before me to an
enchanted forest or something.”

Marj rie had been read rg in the meadow
and leaned back against the osk tree to thirk
about it Just then the saucy wind snatched
her hat ard sent it carcering thre ugh the air
at a great rate. At first she did rot move,
but as the hat sailed on and on a <udd: nhope
took possession of her.  Suppose the wind
was carrying her hat to fairyland.  In that
case, all that was necessary was to follow it

It really did seem as if the hat was be-
witched It would settle on the ground and
lie until Marjorie almost reached 1, and

then it was up and away again  Across the »

field, across the road, and down the lane it
went, and at last it wicked suddenly over the
high fence that s' ut in the htile cottage that
she had often seen, With a beating heart,
she climbed up and looked over,  There
was no one in sight but a litle lame girl sit-
ting in her cheir under the hig elm tree.

“ Please,” said Marjorie, *may I come
and get my hat "

wOn, yes " said the lame girl, smiling
brightly, “ 1 would gevnt for you it 1 could.”

*

But Matjorie did rot see the bright smile
or the wistful look that followed. She got
her hat quckly and went out. She felt cross
and disappointed because no adventure had
heen found by tollowing the runaway hat.
She went straight home ar d told her mother
about it

« 1 conrse, 1 didn’t expect to get to friry-
land, ' Marjorie concluded § ** but T thought
that something might happen besides just
common, every day thirgs.

« §ill, vou might have got to fairyland if
you had known how, said Marj nie's mother;
“ard, beter, yet, you might have taken
s me ore with you,"”

« What do you mean ?” cried Marjrie,

« That little lame girl— her name is Lonra
Randall—has just moved here,” replied
Marjorie’s mother.  * She doesn’t know
anyone ; her parents are poor, and she has
few ho ks or ganes, Ifa girl of her own
age would visit her, think how perfectly hap
py the might be made by alitle attention
and s ‘aring of treasures”

« 1 see, mama,” said Marjorie and half
an hour later she was ready to start on a
visit to Laura. Now Marjonie never did
things by halves, and she had her brother's
little wagon piled tull of things out of which
to construct her fairyland . She went down
the lane to the cottage, looked over the fence
again, and said : * May | come in please ?"”

Again the lame gil smiled, and M wjorie
drew her little wagon in through the gate.

« I've cone to siay with you this after-
no n, it1 miy,” siid Marjorie. “We will
read my story books and have some fun, and
after a while we will have a little p enic. My
brother Harold is coming to help us eat.
H:’s good at eating up everythingthat is lett ;
and, hesides, he's a jolly boy—just as much
fun as a girl”

With this introduction, Murjrie begun
unpacking her wares,

SWe'll play 1m a peddler, and you're a
lady,” Marj ne said * P case, madam, may
I come in and show y. u my goods ?**

“Yes” soid Loua, “if you're a nice,
polite peddler, and take « [T your hat and
scrape your shoes at the dour.

Laura bought all the books at fabulous
prices, and sermed so €/ger to read them
that Marjoric declared that <he w uld leave
them there wntil every one had becn read
threwgh.  Then they made a comical scrap-
bo k, cutting out all the pictures of people
and animals and fining new heads and
bodies together, and what funny effects were
produced !

Harcld was on hand to take his share in
the picnic, and as the sun was setting he
and Manjorie said gond by ! with many pro-
mises to come 2gain

«1 had a beauniful 1ime to day,” said Mar-
jorie 10 her mother after returning home,

“Yes,” said her mother, *“the way o
fairylard is very easy, you just enter the lint'e
gate of kindness ard go straigh' on Y Zelia

Margaret Waters in Sunday Schoul Times,

—
An old Story Ever New

Stuphen Girard, the infidel millionaire, of
Philadelphia, one Saturday bade his clerks
come the following day and unload a vessel
which had just arnved.

One of the clerks, who had strong con-
victions and the power to act upon them,
refused to comply with the demard.

w Well, sn,” said Mr Girard, *ir you can
not do as [ wish, we can separate ok

« ] knew that, sir,” said the hero. el |
also know that T have a widowed mother to
care tor, but I cannot work on Sunday .

* Very well, oiry” said the proprieiony “go




