
442 THE DOMINION PRESBYTERIAN

little Tommy moved away. That wa* all that 
JiNwe Stuart knew about Ik in. But Shannon 
signed that total ,i1h1 mem-e pledge, you remem 
ber. And Slunnon discovered, by and by, tint 
In' could hi Ik «bout it. could teH oth.m how he 
«•.une te» get on the wife road; could do it so 
weli that hundred*, and, by ami by, thousands 
were led through him to travel the same safe 
fond. And those thousands? Why, each 
ami woman and boy and girl of them straight- 
way net to work to wave others.

What about that thousand dollars? It helped 
ten missionaries to get to work for t'hrist. Ten 
misMonariee scattered over our great country, 
winning |»oople to the right road, and setting 
them. In turn, at the same work.

Whose arithmetic is equal to it? Hot/ much 
did Jessie Stuart accomplish of things that last 
in that one June Sunday? It goes on and on. 
And ILmimh h brother Jim goes on living by his 
irother’s Bible, and Susan and Jo- go jn, win 
'•ing others. Ami Leonard, instead of Iwing a 
great wine mendiant, as lie was planning to be 
before he tore up that letter, is a gicat Christian 
meixhiuit, working daily for the hundreds iu 
his employ to hnlp thorn live for things that will 

And Shannon reaches thousands every 
nglrt by his persuasive vxtice, and they and the 
thousands of othem win» have been rea hed 
thiough the years, are aJI in tur-i reaching out 
after others. No wonder your brain* are dizzy. 
You can not oount the multitmle. It makes you 
think of the "ten thousand times ten thousand 
(•ml thousand* of thousands which 
number.”

Che Ingknook
Things That Last. mission, and to sit silent and trembling while 

one and outlier moved forward into the smaller 
room, where those were invited who wanted to 
learn the way home. And how, at last, Susan 
said, "Oh, Joe, 1 wish we were in ♦here!” and 
Joe said quickly, “Do you now? Then let's go 
in there." And they went.

Suppose Jessie hnd followed tl.it letter of 
her aunt's. She had been describing a fancy 
dress party to her son. but she interrupted her- 
selt to write. "Jewe is a queer little girl. She 
grow* queerer every day; grows like her mother. 
SIk has given up her Sunday afternoon to Ned, 
letting Humid go. And when I ask her the rea
son, she tolls me that she has decided to-dav 
to belong to Jesus, and do things that w.ll

By Pansy.
A whole year went by. It wa* June again, 

and Children's Day. Ml*. Martel and her class 
were gathered, and they were talking about the 
yssr th.it was gone.

"I remember what I said to you just a year 
ago," sa si Miss Martel. “I know that our dear 
JwHie began that day to live for Jesus, and 
work at things that will last. I am sure she has 
never been sorry. Have any of the rest of 
tried that road?”

Ti. all waited for Jessie. “Oh, Miss Mar 
be said, "it has been a beautiful j-ir; 

but it wasn't a bit like what I ho|ied it would 
be. I wanted to do some great, beautiful work
for Jesus. And 1 haven’t it all. Not b rig but Who why the young man Lvonaid read
little bits of tilings, like Liking care of a baby and re m“l that wnteiue in the letter leaving
and shelling pv.w and picking over strawberries. l|ie fancy dress party ummtived? Why lie started
and tilings like that; I haven't done a single U1' «Herward* and walked the room with per-
thmg that will last. But I chink Jesus wanted l'1***1- quwtioning face? "Things that will 
me to do them, so I ’eve been happy." k,lrt-" be waul, presently. ‘’Dear little girlie.

“Ho!" said Charlie Porter, with a goo. Mi u- S<ne tbing* last too long! She doesn't know
mured laugh that w.ii yet half a sneer, “you iU!>«hing about them. 1 won't do it!” he said at
might have known how it would be. Young la*t, after another thoughtful walk through toe
f<»lks like us can’t do anything but little bits room. And he stopjied to hie dwk and tore in
ot th.ng*. Tliere aren’t any chances. That is a carefully written letter that was
just what I mid. If a fetiow had a chance read>' ft>r tl'e mail. "There, that's settled. I’li
to lie a hero and do something worth while, lie wnte «"other letter, saying 'No!'
might try.” * graph my ‘Yea’ to that other opportunity.

t^h, Charlie Porter! the things vou have ac- stings liavc got to lust, whether we want them
complished this year about which you known lo ,°l not- 1’W we tv» it that mine are like Jos
nothing! Chances enough. You had many a befitting one who bears the name of Christ.”
chance to Like care of your own little brother, Buppoee that Jcwic liad known that “Shan
und in this way help a sweet, tmxl mother, non*” the drunkard, who went to tlwt first tern- -'n<l Cliarlle Porter, alas and alas! he haw lived
but you ^tid it wasn't a boy's work. Not boy's P*ranee meeting te» please his wife, kept on go- tkoee same hours, ami has been at wxirk all tlie 
w-ork Ui Like care of a brother! think of it! u> himself, and finaJly, in a town fifty tim«\ Plough he knows it not, on things that will
^ °u •bJ(l « vhance to kiwyi a seat full of boys 1,1 l*e8 signed the total alwLn- nce p!c Ige. k*t. " urds tlnat he will wish sinu- time he had
quiet and re*|H*-tful m a Christian Endeavor !>i<l .vou ever think what a lasting tiling it might Beeck that he will wish some time,
meeting. And instead you set them all to whis- lw to bedq. get one drunkard to sign a pledge* oh* *° bitterly, that he had not done! And be- 
ptring ami lauglung. You bad a cltam-c to help ,'>"p|»ose Jamie had bevn in her father’s office ** that long, lung list of what he might have
a tempted boy ,boose the ngbt turn on the tk? next morning when he looked over hi* mail. <ivne!
•tieet instead of the wrung one, and you only “Thln*e tliut will hi*," she might have tetri 
L.u^h^l at him and called hum a baby. But you ''m. eay ti> hinweif. smiling. "That is what my
lulled all these things and a hundred more things liltJe "“*»»"? is after, in it? Her mother Wu'.il l ,,l»ing her little biti^of things that do not last,
m»f worth doing. Tliat is all you know about it. Ilk*' 1 niu»* try to look out f«»r such tilings, *’ui some way, Jesus, whom she serves,
I think the angels must weep to-day over the UKK 1 brought I could not roq»,vml L» this ap-' ask ber to do them. Isist! Imagine the mighty
picture set before them of tlie things you have ****» but I believe I must. There is that multitude that her surprised eyee will
dune, and the things you hare not done, this thousand dolhnw 1 planned to put into real estate. w bon some day Jesus nulls her to come L
Vby- I’** «*nd it out West instead. That

"Little bits of things..................... Not one of wiU **»t."
tlwvn will last!”

tel'

no mau «an

lk> you think this story is finished 
is only ten years old. Jessie Stuart is a sweet 
young woman to-day, busy cultivating her quiet 
little flowers of unselfish love, and knowing al- 
iiust nothing about the fruitage. I have tried 
to tell you a little of the influences that readied 
out from a few hours of that one day. But she 
has lived three thousand six hundred and fifty 
days «me then, fifty-eight thousand four hun
dred waking bourn, and cultivated all the time 
flower* that last.

now? It

And I'll trie-

But. they do not know tlie story. Oh, no, in
deed. Jessie .Stuart still believes that site is

seems to

I greet

And as she says wondivingly, “Who are these?” 
some blessed angel win» umlerstinds compound 
in tirent will explain: "Why, Jessie dear, these 
are they who came here because of the little bits 
of intiuei
day—Children's Day—don’t you remember, when 
>:«u dephletl to work under Christ's direction at 
things that last?”

investment

And he wrote »,.« latter end Ins check to the 
rhat was as much as Jessie know. What if ,iuar'1 <rf Home Marions. You think this a 

she had known? Suppune, for instance, she had made-up? You think such wonderful tilings 
ki.own that Hannah, who was able, because of n<,Ver happen because one little girl on Children’s 
Jessie's help, to go to see her brother Jim, car 1)av "bai ted flowers ,rf unselfishness 
ried him their im»ther'e Isitle old worn Bible, ■acnifk‘e fw others? You were never more mis 
and tried to get a pnmiiwe from him which he t-lk<1“ >» >x»ur livw. Things are luppeiimg every 
wouhln t m.ike, tint he would read in it once n day; the most beautiful and wonderful and last 
a while for their mother’s sake. Suppose *e '»g things, fastened close to such small once a* 
Know that weeks afterwanh one lonesome Sun- Hi* shelling of |»eas, ami wetting uf tables, and 
da> afternoon when Jim didn't know what to ‘«ring rf b-rbiw. The reason we do not know 
Uo with hiinsell, he opened that little old Bible, «bout tlnm is because we «k> not know tin- end 
and brushed a tour S om his eyes at sight of his »? the sbmies. Ji*sde Stuart did not. Do you 
mo tiers handwriting, and read sorne of the think her* ended there? Don’t you remembar 
versos she had marked, ami thought of some that they all went on living? Whet if 1 should 
o the t 'nigs she said to him before she went try ti» teM you a little bit more of it, that be 
to heaven, and it emled in his turning his ieet ‘■"‘•me known to me? There was Nurse Kus-inA 
fully towunl tlie raid that would lead him home Joe, for instance. He worked 
to moulier. How long wiU that last? Do any worked a hundred other young nun. And 
of you know how large a thing it is ti» help save through Joe's Influence, the sweating, and the 
a soul. Well, suiqtowe Jewle had known thit drinking, and the smoking giew lc^, and 1cm,1 
. usan, the nurse girl, went that afternoon to a «"d by and by there were other young men 
lluwer service, where the minister poke directly walking Joe's road. And the first thing they 
not only to her, but to Joe, who 
asking them in the 
him

rices set in motion by you that lair June

and self-

W Isit of "It all? W liy this: There are Jess e 
Stuarts ami ('Jiaibe Porters in every voiigrcgitloii. 
I hey are here to-day, wore* of thi«m. They are 
at work, every one of them, whether -they will, 
or not, on tilings that last. Everything lasts.

not smile, or frown, or whisper, but y .ai 
touch influences that are to go on multiplying 
through time, and lasting through eternity. 
There are no little things. We go 
tl.ain so, because we sec only little 
stories. The important point, the all important 
point for each to settle, now and here, is, shall 
we grow flowers or weeds? Both will live for-

on calling 
I «it* of the

/ ■;

in a mill where

G°d is not a crutch coming in to help 
jess, unnec,wiry to you if you hod all your 

strength. He is the breath in your lungs. The 
stronger you are the more thorm^hly you are 

more y >ur need of it the 
your need of Him.—P! Ulips Brooks.

went with her, did after starting, was to look ant for others, 
n‘*me Jesus to live lor going the wrong road, and coax them to turn 

And that they went home with the in- and go
uu*ce uf the service upon them, and it led them There, for instance, was Shannon, the worst yourself; the 

go, later in the week, to the meeting at tin drunkard in town. One day he and hi* wife and

J'K

with thum.


