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"If one only knew what to, do, and the vise way to
doit! One can ieewithlifan oye that there le work
enougli, but I amn puzzlod, to know how and wher& to
begin," and Miss Esther Craydock, who had been
Standing by the wlndow and gazlng ont npon the.
narrow busy street for the. past ten minutes, now
crossed the room and st down in front of the fire.

"4Yes, tiier. is onougli to do," sald Miss Esther's
mother, smiling placidly over her knitting. 41It isn'si
work but workers that are wanted in the Lord,,s
harvest field."

IlI know, I know," rejoinnod Miss Ether, alniost
impatiently; "lsad I bolievo I sa ready to, do what
I eau thero; the question thât vexes me is, what cai.
I do? Â nswer me thst, mother dear, if you ploase.'l

-Saint Paul aeked that question of the Lord lm-
self," said MMs Craydook.- Miss Esther est looking
into the fire. She., toc, ha asked, the Lord .very
day since tiiey left their quiet country home for thus
buey, Closely settled town, but as yot the. answer
had seerned withholdon.

IlOne knew just what to do lu Brookside," rlc
sald presently.

IlThere wau the churoli and oar regular churcli
work, Bnnday-sehool and district visitlng, with dear
Mr. Elrsley to direct it, ail, but here--"

IlHmr in reguar churcl work, too,1' interrnpted
Mms Craydoclc.

Mins Estheor shook lier head. "fThere are a grest
many Who art dolng itl, aie zaid ; "i Churcl i l
rich aud full, but tier. are hundredi outside of it,
&ud no oneecar. for their aoule. It breaks my ieart
to see them staggaring %long under their burdens of
sin aud shamne, snd biard toil, while I sit lier. by the
fire, warm &nd oomfortable. I want te do sometl =-g
for the neg-lecteda ones. "

11KoXep your- eyes aud cars open, and wst ch your
oppor&tunity." This wss Mrs. Craydock's advice, as
aie smild over her knitting.

Just thon, Betty,. the. Maïd of ail work, came up
stairs to Say that thoro was an old woman at thie
door, who insisted on soeing the mistress, 41 sud ail I
coula do, she wouldn't, take liersoif sway, tRilI'd
brouglit you word, sud there she sits under the stoop,
a-trotting of lier foot, sud a-shaking lier iead, snd
a-muxubling over words a I cau't uuderstaud nor
make sense of, and a-twizling of ber thumbs."

Miss Ether rose witi aiacrlty, sud -was haif way
down stairs heforo Betty liad fl.nisied lier tale.

Under the porcli aie fouud the feeble old woman,
waiting witli bowed iioad. At the sonna of the liglit
stop on the stair shc lifted lier face--a poor, pinoied

face, full of sorrow sud of years-aud rising, dropped.
a cuxtsey.

"I I ihe mistress?2" she asked, sud Miss Esther
answered gently:

l'Yea - whst can I do for you?
de I itthe mistrees tiat put a flower into the band

of my littie lass next Saturday four weeke, sud bade
bier love the Lord? "

Miss Esthier pondered a moment. It liad. beeu
suci a very email sot of kindnese that the mernory of
it liad quite esoaped lier, until IL was thus recailed.

Il was ou the uteps of your own door," continued
the wornan, oagorly, "sudn my littie lucs was passing
by; do you mind lier, mistress, with bine eyes, and
liair like threads of guld, and as milo like the dawn-
ing of the day?" '

Miss Esthier uodded.
"1Thon, for the good Lord's sake, that you bade lier

love, corne with me, mistress, for my las la dyving,
and she begged oldgranny to feteli you."

Miss Estheor waited to ask no questions, but slip-
ping on lier shawl and bonnet, quietly foilowed tic
feeble but rapid stops of lier guide. It wus a long
sud dreary walk frorn No. 15 Hawtliorn street to the
smail houe at the end of Sister court, sud but few
woras passed betweou the, until they reaohed the
door. Thon the poor graudame paiued, sud lsa lier
trembling old hand on bier heart. ilGo ye in fret,
mietrese," se. gasped; "lgo y. lu firet, for if the
change iiau't corne a'-roay to, my little luis, sie'il
grieve to se grauny so, ont of breatli: she's wonder-
fui pitiful, la my little Em'ly!"i

Mins Ether stepped, across the. bare creaking
boarde of tie entry. sud pushed open the. door tiat
stood ajar. The. bit of a room within was dariened
by au old quilt pinned up at the. window, but lu one
corner Miss Esther spied the. bed on wbioh lay the
litti. lmi ge wiiiteand Etlu, that for an instant Sb*
thougiht the. change draded by Lhe old graudmotier
had ind.-edcorne. Another old wornsu, left to watch,
liad falien ssleep, sud st at the bed's liead witi lier
chiai dropped upon lier bi1oast, breathing iesviiy. As
Miss Esther irew near, littie Emily oponedi ler oye.
with s glad amile of reco-nition.

"I thouglit grammy'd flnd you," se said lu a very
weakl, pitying voice. IlI told ber the street, sud juiL
how the bouse looked, and just how you looked, and
I knew you'd corne!"'

I wss glsd you sent for me," ssid Miss Esthier,
kneeling beside the. bed, aud tenderly smoothing the
chuld's brgitlair. IlWhat eau I do for you?ý"

"lYen said for me te, love tlie Lord, sud you gave
me a posy," answered littie Emily, "lsud every Lime
I looked at th. posy, I Lhought I muet love Lhe Lordi.
So thon I toId, grammy how was i Lo do IL? aud
grammy said Ho made me, sud I must be good, sud


