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2 | THE MESSENGER.

Central African Women.

The ¢ Clironicle,” of the London Missionary
Society, givés a portrait of Xaluiu’'s wife,
with her baby on her back, pounding corn
with two other women. . It may be remem-
bered that Kalulu was the first Tanganyika
convert, and is now a successful worker in
the mission ficld. He was a poor little
glave boy in Uguha, and was ransomed by
the Rev. D. P. Jones, who made him his
scrvant. Kalulu was very fond of his mas-
ter, who tried to teach the lad about God’s
love, but apparently without much success.
‘After a time Kalulu was sent to Urambo,
to Mr. Brooks, and while there learnt the
uze of tools, and also to read.

Some time later he went to live with Mr.
Carson, at Niamlkolo, and little by little the
geeds sown by his English friends began to
come up, and he became a true follower of
Jesus Christ. Kalulu'may be said to bé a
link between three Central Africa stations;
for each in turn was able to help and in-
fluence him. For some years he has bcen
a teacher in the day-school in Niamkolo, and
when Mr. Hemans left Fwambo on furlough,
Kalulu was removed there. He has charge
of the four day-schools, with an average at-
tendance of 231 boys and 190 girls, and is
devoting himself with much assiduity and
guccess to this work,

Words Fitly Spoken.

A True Story.

Carlyle has said, * A word spoken in sea-
gon, at the right moment, is the matter of
ages.” Richter, ‘Do not wait for extraor-
dinary circumstances to do good; try to use
ordinary situations.’ And the following
episode, told me by a clergyman who proved
wite enough to scize opportunity, is strong
proof.

During the carly days of February, 1884,
the Rev. Samucl Murdoch was holding reli-
gious services in an old school-house in the
village of Cochecton, Sullivan County, New
York. The school houcse was pleasantly lo-
cated among pine and hemlock trees on a
rocky hill, and the viliagé people, though
often weary with toil and werk, would
nightly gather there. Indeed, the little dis-
triet school house showed a large attendance
of many anxious souls; some evenings as
many as ten would arise for special
prayers. :

The school had been under the care of one
of the Cochecton young ladies, but the win-
ter term was in charge of a gentleman
whom we shall call Mr. H——, and as this
teacher was a stranger in the neighborhood,
and because of the services to be held in his
schoolhouse, the Rev. Mr. Murdoch called
upon him,

It was a snowy day, but the earnest minis-
ter does not wait for green fields and cheery
gunshine. Mr. Murdoch told me that he was
delighted on reaching the schoolhouse to
‘find the teacher alone. School was dismissed
and Mr. H—— had not yet gone home. The
minister’s genial, kind heart led him to talk
about many things of interest to Mr. H—,
and particularly of all that related to the
inetruction of his pupils, of his family, of
whom there was his wife and child, a little
boy not much beyond babyhood, and Mr.
Murdoch- extended to the naw teacher a
warm welcome and hospitality on behalf of
the villagers. Later the clergyman spoke
of church, and of the meetings to be held
in the schoolhouse, in the very room in
which they wcre conversing, and then, per-
haps abruptly, but the minister meant no
offence, he only acted on the advice of St.
Paul to Timothy, ‘I charge thee therefere
before Ged, and the Lord Jesus Christ, who

shall judge the quick and the dead at his
appearing and his kingdom, Preach the
word, be instaut in season, cut of season’—
the clergyman was impelled to inquire, ¢ Are
you a Christian ?’ .

The reply was, ‘T am not;” and then pres-
ging the thought, Mr. Murdoch continued by
speaking of the influence every teacher has
over his pupils, an influence for good or
for evil, and quoted the words of Christ, ‘ He
that is not with me is against me.’ Then
looking Mr. H—— steadily in the eye, he
added, ‘If I am net mistaken in your face,
you don’t wish to spend your life fight-
ing Christ.’

At once came the manly reply, ‘I do not,
most emphatically.’

Before the minister parted from the teach-
er that afternoon he urged Mr. I to at-
tend the extra meetings, and this he half-
heartedly promised to do. But what a glad
surprise awaited Mr. Murdoch. Not only
was Mr. H—— at the first meeting, but when
the opportunity was given for all desiring
special prayer to arise, he saw Mr. H——
the very first on his feet. He acted as if
he could not get up fast enough, and then,
as if Mr. H was a leader, nine other anxi-
ous ones arose also. Once the teacher had
taken his stand for Christ there was no
turning back, and so earnest was he that
the very next morning he opened his school
with prayer, thus at once exerting his in-
fluence over the youthful minds intrusted
to his care, and after this whips were no
longer necessary to discipline: love ruled,
not fear. Nor did Mr. H~—’s influence
stop with his pupils, for the night following
the one on which he had witnessed for
Christ, his wife accompanied him to the old
schoolhouse, and when opportunity’ was of-
fored, she arose as Mr. H—— had previously
done, and thus asked prayer on her own be-
half.  And from this hour both husband
and wife ceemed equally desirous to lead
Christlike lives, the very atmostphere of
heaven seemed in their home, the Spirit of the
Good Shepherd seemed to dictate all their
actions.

It was the singing month, the month of
April, before these two earnest believers
had the privilege of uniting with the church,
and when the question was put at the ex-
amination following the preparatory locture,
‘What led you to this decision ?” Mr. H—
replied by referring tothe call made on him
that snowy February day, and the words
then quoted by the faithful pastor, ‘ He that
is not with me is against me,’ and with a
solemn shake of his head he added: ‘I could
never get away from those words, they rang
in my ears until I decided for Christ.’

Shortly afterwards their little George was
baptized, and so tiny was he, being scarcely
three years of age, that in order for the con-
gregation to see him baptized, he stood on
a stool between his parents. Such an im-
pressive sight, such a solemn gacrament will
rot soon be forgoiten by those thoughtful
villagers. . Every one knew the teacher,
even the smallest child in the church was
interested in what was being done, and
every one knew the change which a few
short months had wrought.

The baptism was in June, and it was not
long afterwards when the school was dis-
missed for the summer vaeation, Mr, H——
bade his pupils good bye, as also many of
their parents and other good friends, pro-
mising to return in the autumn, when he
hoped they would be of mutual service and
help to one another.

Mr. and Mrs.. H—— with their son then
started for their old home, expecting to
have the pleasant recreation they so much
needed, visit their parents, who were both
living, as well as to enjoy the free health-

giving air and rest, so necessary for all.
But how rapid and how sad was the change.
An epidemic had broken out in that section,
and cven before Mrs. H—— reached home
her dear brother, with whom she was antici-
pating such a happy holiday, 'suddenly died.

Before the brother was buried her mother

was prostrate with the same disease, and
Mrs. H——, though untiring in her efforts to
restore her mother to health, had to give
her up also. By the time her mother died,
Mrs. H—— was smitten herself, and her
mother’s body had to be carried through
her room on the way to the burial.

Such sorrow and anguish as this afilicted
sister and daughter endured, cannot be des-
cribed ; her heart secemed broken, and only
the thought of the joyful resurrection morn-
ing helped her to endure those agonizing
heurs. But she had not long to grieve, for
a few short days and Mrs. H was where
‘ there is no more death, neither sorrow nor
crying,” and before she went away her heart
was comforted by receiving a promise from
her father to live a different life. Her time
to win gouls for Christ had been short, but
she had done what she could. ¢They that
turn many to righteousness shall shine as
the stars forever and ever,” and Mrs, H—
was to wear no starless diadem.

George now went to live with his grand-
father H——, and his father went also. But
what was Mr. —’s harror to learn that his
little son had imbibed the fatal disease. It
goon did its work. A few hours and Mr.
Murdech was called to officiate at the burial
of the tiny child, the one that he so short a
time ago had baptized. 'As the grave was
being filled, his mother’s father, the one
who had promised to lead a different life,
said to Mr. Murdoch in broken English, for
he was a German, peinting to George’s
grave, ‘Oh, dat lectle poy, he was at my
house ome day to tinner, he comes to de
table, he nio eat, and asks someione who sits

" asidé to ask Blessing; dat one shcok This

head, and he agked another and then ano-
ther. 'When he couldn’t find anyone else,
he asked blessing himself.’ Thug in so
brief a period his parents had trained him.

But the end of our story is not yet. Short-
ly afler George was buried, his father sick-
ened and died with the same fatal pestilence,
When he lay ill Mr. Murdoch called upon

bhim, but Mr. H—— would not allow him
to remain. As the clergyman entered his
sick room Mr. H—— looked up and exclaim-

ed, ‘This is no place for you. You can-
not stay here, you can pray for me at heme,’
and finally Mr. Murdoch yielded to his per-
suasion. _

Mr. i—— and all of the above died with-
in twenty-two days of each other.

How full and running over with thanks-
giving must be this minister’s heart. How
providential that he walked to the old dis-
trict schoolhouse, even if his walk lay
through snow and ice.

What would have been the consequence,
if in that call the minister had not proved
faithful !'—Emma J. Cray, in ‘ Christian In-
telligencer.’

Only beginning the journey,
Many a mile to go;
Little feet, how they patter,
‘Wandering to aad fro !
- Father of all, oh, guide them,
The pattering little feet,
As they tread the uphill pathway,
: Braving the dust and heat !
- Aid them when they grow weary,
Keep them in pathways blest ; '
And when the journey’s ended,
Saviour, oh, give them rest.
—* Lesson Leaflet.’
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+«HBOYS AND GIRLS®

Ethel’s Temptation.
(By Ida Newell Austin.)

Three girls of © the sixth grade tripped
merrily down the steps of the High School.
Still engaged in animated conversation, they
paused a moment at the street entrance.

‘I wish you were going my way,” said
Ethel More, taking a few steps backward
and away from her companions.

‘Come with Lula and me as far as Cedar
street. It’ll not be much out of the way,’
coaxed Belle Carver, the judge’s daughter.

‘Oh, do!’” exclaimed Lula, taking Ethel’s
arm. ‘We want to talk about the school
“fair.’

Ethel know that her mother needed her
assistance, and had told her to come di-
rectly home at the close of school ; but sil-
encing her accusing conscience by a pro-

joined the Christian Endeavor Society. Un-
der its pure, warming influence her life was
daily expanding into a noble, beautiful
womanhood. : gl Lt

Mrs. More, a widow, whose cares rested
heavily upon her, felt a restful lifting of
her burdens when Ruth’s sweet face ap-
peared.

‘ Where is Bthel 2 she inquired as Ruth,
with kitchen apron about her, stocod in the
sewing-rcom door.

Before Ruth had time to reply, Ethel rush-
ed in the doorway, flushed and breathless.
Throwing her satchel of books on the hall
table, she entered the sewing room tumul-

tuously. ‘Oh, mamma, plecase give me a
dollar ! I want to get the ribbon for my
dress. I'm to have the art table at the fair.

Miss Hall told me to-day. Belle Carver
says therc is wide ribbon at Tracy’s—a per-

‘OH, MAMMA, PLEASE GIVE ME A DOLLAR!

mige to' run from the corner of Cedar street
and thus reach home -at nearly the usual
time, she walked up the street with the girls.
There was to be a fair held by the pupils
of the sixth grade, and at this particular
time it was the all-important theme of dis-
cussion.

‘There go the members of the ‘ Mystic
Three,”’ laughed Edna Weir. - ‘They are
. always inseparable. °~ Do you ever have
Bthel at home, Ruth ? : s

Ruth More stepped to the open window
of the hall and saw her sister walk up the
street with her two friends. ‘Ethel ought to
go home directly,” she remarked pleasantly
and hurried away. = When she reached the
streot, the girls were out of sight. Ruth
More was a sweet-tempered, bright girl of
sixteen. Three months before she had

It’s fifty cents a
mamma !’ she

fect match for my dress.
yard. Just two yards,
pleaded.

Mrs. More laid her hand on the young girl’s
shoulder with a caressing gesture. My
dear child, I have no money to spare for the
ribbon to-night., But you shall have it be-
fore the fair—nearly a week yet, you know.

‘But, mamma, ‘it’ll be gone by that time;’
and she clasped her hands about her moth-
er’s arm and looked eagerly into the kind,
loving face. > :

. Mrs. More shcok her head and turned
wearily to the cutting table to resume her
interrupted task. ‘Go into the kitchen,
dear, and help Ruthie get supper.’ s

Mrs. More sighed deeply as she bent ove
her work. She toiled early and late to
maintain daily expenses and keep her girls

. prayer that the quick,

in school. Ethel was a warm-hearted, im-
pulsive girl of fourteen. Of late she had
formed acquaintance with girls of her own
age; who came from homes of wealth and
luxury. The influence of their close com-
panionship had caused to spring up in
Ethel’s heart a spirit of selfish discontent,
manifested chiefly at home. Mrs. Mcre was
painfuily aware of the change in her daugh-
ter, and also of the five and often ten min-
utes of tardiness after school hours.

Ruth watched her gister, as with dejected
countenance and listless manner she pro-
ceeded to set the table for supper.

‘ Are you disappointed about the ribbon ?

‘Yes, I am ! I can't have anything as
the other girls do. It is “wait,” “wait,” all
the time;’ and Ethel brushed away the tears
that would come.

Ruth did not appear to notice the tears,
but went on toasting the bread and making
tea for supper.

‘Mamma has to work very hard, Ethel,
and we are old enough to help her—by be-
ing thoughtful, I mean, and ‘considerate.
She can’t get cverything we desire. Belle
and Lula are sgituated far differently. They
have parents, not only willing, but able to
gratify them in little mattérs like this.’

Ethel’s mood had changed, and she looked
very indifferent and unconcerned at Ruth’s
‘moral lecture,” as she called it. Ruth set
the plate of buttered toast on the table and
glanced at her sister, pained to see the ex-

* pression of coniempt, and said pleasantly,

‘ Endeavor mesting to-night, Ethel.! Mrs,
More entered just then, and noticed Ruth’s
anxious look and the impatient curve of
Ethel's lips. In fact her sweet face was
often marred, and not a few hateful little
creases were forming at the corners of her
mouth,

After supper Bthel was requested to do
an errand for her mother.

‘The gilk and dress lining will cost.a dol-
lJar, and I want a yard of cloth like the
sample. You'll receive . thrce dollars in
change,” said Mrs. More, handing ithel a
five-dollar gold piece.

Ethel looked bright and pretty in her neat
school suit and sailor hat, her hair brushed
loosely back, and her face tinted with, the.
glow of health. Mrs. More watched  her
from the window and breathed a silent
strong impulces of -
her daughter’s nature might be purified and
controlled by Christian principles. g

Halfway down the sirest BEthel met Lula
Foster.  , ‘Oh, Ethel ! she exclaimed, ‘if

‘you haven’t your ribbom, ycu must get it

to-night, for others are intcnding to get off
the same piece, and there’ll not be any to
match your dress if that’s all gone. I'd go
back with ycu,” she continued, ‘but mam-
ma’s waiting.  It'll take three yards. I
told you two to-day.

¢ All right, T must get it zoon,’ said Ethel,
hastening on with heightened color. Not
for the world would she have Lula know
that the purchase of a bit of ribbon requir-
ed consideration and not a little sacrifice at
her home.

She left the bill of goods at Holden’s,
gaying, “T'll call in a few minutes” She
wanted to see the display at Tracy’s. All
the girls had been talking of it that day.
Oh, how beautiful ! She paused by the open

‘door and feasted her eyes upon the rich,

creamy laces and festcons of ribbons,

Yes, there was the ribbon, ‘her’ ribbon,
the ribbon she must have—baby blue with a
sea-shell lint in its changeable loveliness.
¢ A perfect imatch for my dress,” she repeated
ag she retraced her steps. Mr. Holden had
gone, but his young son handed her the

-
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parcel, and ghe waited for the change, hold-
ing out her gloved hand to receive the sil-
ver : one, two, three— Why, he has given
me four dollars !’ she thought as she stepped
into the street. She turned back, but the
boy had retreated to the farther end of the
store ; and just then a strong temptation
took possession of her. No, no ! she could
never do that. ‘But the money’s yours,’
whispered the tempter, ‘ Get the ribben now.
T'1l give this back sometime when 1 have
money. I'll not always keep it. I am not
to blame for the mistake,’

She was at the store now. A clerk was
gmiling and drawing the shining ribbon
aleng the edge of the counter. ‘How many
yards ? Youwll want three. All the other
young ladies have bought three.’

Ethel’s dry lips refused to articulate, Her
heart was beating wildly and her cheeks
were. stained with a burning blush. The
shears were in place, when Ethel put out her
hand—* I'll not take it to-night’ Too late!
He had severed the three yards and explain-
cd to her that he could not cancel the bar-
gain,

Curious eyes, drawn by the comversatiom,
were fastened npon her, and she said.in a
low tone, ‘I have but one dollar to-night.
Will you wait a few days for the other half-
dollar ¥ THe wguld see.

He passed to the desk, and Ethel, the most
miserable -of girls, stood staring vacantly at
the corner, while her guilty conscicnce
sought in vain for an excuse.

“You're Mrs. More's daughter, are you
not 2’ asked the cierk coming to her side,

‘Yes,’ she - faltercd.

‘ Well, we'll wait for you a few days. We
don’t do business that way, but we’ll make
an exception this time.

Ethel never knew how she reached home,
but delivering the parcel and three dollars
into her maother’s hand; she sought her own

room. Opezring the tiny package, she spread
the ribbon out hefore her. It had lost its
beauty.

With a choking suffocation in her throat
she thrust it out of sight.

When Ruth entered the room an hour
later, she did not disturb the gquiet sleeper
as she softly kissed the little tear-stained
face and prepared to attend the Endeavor
meeting alone.

The two days that followed, though bright
and sunny, were dark and dreary to HEthel.
At home,at e,chtfol or on the street she was
wretched. The rustlingof the leaves seem-
ed to be whispering her story in the cars
of the passer-by. The words of mother
and sgister fell like coals of fire, burning her
siricken conscience through.

Fvery ribbon she hated, for it reminded
her of another whose silken folds were
chains of sin dragging her down, down away
from innocence and happincss. Belle and
Lula she studiously avoided, because their
conyersation was wholly on the coming
event; and Ethel felt as if she noever wanted
to hear of another fair. All the girls voted
her dull,and she was very glad when Miss
Hall touched the retiring bell at the close
of her second dark day.

Rushing to the dressing room, she snatch-
- ¢d her hat and nearly ran over her teacher,
who intercepted her at the stairway. ‘Are
you ill to-day ?’

The tone, so tender and kind, touched her
- guilty heart and she burst into tears. Miss
. Hall restrained her with a gentlé hand, ‘If
yow're in trouble, dear, tell your mother ail
- about it,’ she whispered in Ethel’s ear.

Long before Ruth reached home, Hthcl
had sobbed out the whole story with her
head on her mother’s shoulder. Mrs. More
clasped her erring daughter close to her

heart and whispered words of forgiveness
and counsel for the future.

‘Oh, mamma ! I have suffered so much !
I don’t want to wear my new dress to the
fair. It is so hateful to me now. And I
know I can never wear any ribbon again.’

Mrs. More prayed silently, and Ethel’s
schs grew less, when she lifted her swollen,
tear-stained face and said earnestly, ‘The
load isn’t all lifted yet. I have wronged
£0 many beside mysclf.”

Mrs. More opened her purse, taking from
it a ' silver dollar and a bhalf-dollar, placed

them in Ethel’s hand. ‘You know what to
do, dear,’ she said. ‘It’s you that has to
suffer now.

‘Mamma, you need this money; I know
you do. I ought to work hard to earn it

‘I'm glad you feel that way about fit,
my child. You ean earn it by taking your
ghare of the work in the kitchen after school
hours. 'That will save Ruth a liitle, as she
is working too hard.

‘Oh! thank you, mamma; I feel better al-
ready. I have been thoughtless. Ruth
hasn’t had time to keep up her music les-
sons, and she ig anxious to learn.’

A few minutes later Ethel walked into
Holden's store ,and, laying the dollar on the
counter, said simply, “A few days ago your
little boy, in making change, gave me a
dollar tco much.” She hurried out to escape
any words of commendation which she did
not deserve. :

Paying the bill at Tracys she hastened
home.

The two sisters sttended the Endeavor
mecting that evening, It was a joyful time
for Ethel, nothing likc former gatherings,
when she' half
among earnest workers, but grand and sweet
with worde of helpfulness and songs of
praise, to ‘'which her’ ‘dwn heart ex:h;oed a
glad refrain.

The day of the school fair dawned bmauti—
ful and_ bright. Fvergreens, flowers and
forns decorated the walls of Miss Hall's
reom. The table at which the girls were
to preside were appropriately draped and
ornamented. The exhibits, in whatever
line, were products of the pupils’ efforts.
These were to be sold and the proceeds used
toward the purchase of an organ for the
sixth grade. Miss Hall looked about her,
an encouraging smile on her lips as the
girls in bright ribbons and pretty dresses
flitted to and fro like so many butterfiies.

By the side of the art table stood Ethel,
arrayed in simple white, a fall of lace at the
neck, Instead of ribbons, a cluster of

chrysanthemums and geranium leaves—most:

fitting to the bright young face.

“Doesn’t Bthel More look sweet 2 exclaim-
ed Bdna Weir to Belle Carver. ‘Has the
“Mystic Threo” disbanded ?” she asked; ‘I
don’t see you together so much.

‘No, it hasn’t, said Ethel, joining them in
time to hear the remarks. ‘It wasn’t con-
venient for me (o dress as I inteaded,” she
continued, ‘ but there’s the bell.” The flut-
ter of drapery and murmur of voices ceased.
Migs Hall gave a short talk, explaining in
detail the duties of the exhibitors. The
doors were then opened to the admission of
visitors. The fair proved to be a financial
suecess.  That evening Ethel and Ruth at-
tended HEndeavor meeting. During the

‘opening service of song, Ethel's eyes sought

tho door often and anxiously. Yes, there
they were at last, Belle and Lula with an
embarrassed air which quickly fied in the
bomelike atmosphere to which they had
Lieen introduced.

Nor was this their last attendance. Their
friendship with Ethel, the warm interest
manifested by the members, the songs and
heart-to-heart talks, the knowledge of pray-

‘veluctantly took her place

MESSENGER.

ers offered in their bechalf—all seryed to
form a chain of influence that, tenderly en-
twining their young lives, drew them into

the kingdom.—' Wellspring.’ g ST {
Not Afraid. ’
An answer to the question, 3

‘Are you not
afraid to die ?’ 4

‘Am T afraid to die, my dear ? ‘
Why should I be afraid ? :
My Saviour-Lord has died for me,
And all my debt has paid.

Pm not afraid to die, my dear;
For, when my flesh doth fail,

And thought of all that draweth near,
May cause my heart to quail,

The Lord himself will then appear,
Ard to my soul will speak

The words of peace I often hear
When I that refuge seek.

I’m not afraid to die, my dear!
For when death calls for me,

*Twill be his voice that I shall hear,—
“My child, I come for thee! '

I’m not afraid to die, my dear,
For all that darksome flood

Will gleam most bright with lovely light
From out the throne of God.

I'm not afraid to die—for why ?
The Lord my Surety is; :

His hands outstretched will draw me ‘nigh,
And through the ga.bes of yHEs v s U

Oh ! I should fear to die, my dear,
Did I not know for sure

That he has conguered gin.and: ﬂeath,
And made my place secure. :

And at the gate of heaven he stands:
My passport what beside

The weund prints in his pierced hands
And in his holy side ?

'Then by the holy riven side

Of Jesus Christ, my King,
My soul wiil’ evermore abide,
The praise of God to sing.

wilt thou not trust this Lord of mine,

' Who also died for thee,

Who.loves thee with a love divine,
Far deeper then the sea ?

And he will guide thy soul through all,
Safe to the home above,

Then at his feet thou, too, shalt fall
And praise the God of lwe

—Qrace Filder, in < The Christian.’

Not Knowing.

As a fond mether, when the day is o'er,
T.eads by the band her litile child to bed,
Hialf smiling, balf reluctant to be led,

And leaves his brokea’ playihings on the

fioor,

Still gazing at them through the open door,
Not whelly reassured and comforted i
By promises of others in their stead,

‘Which, though more splendid, may not piease

him more ; '
So MNature deals with ug, and takes away
Our playthings one by one, and by the

hande : 3
I¢ads us to rest o gently that we go,
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay,

Being tco full of sleep to understand
How far the unknown transcends that we

know.

——Longf.dlow.

-
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THE MESSENGER.

How the Stove Went Out.
(By Mary E. Bamford.)

“How many have you peeled, Archie o
asked Clyde.

‘ Five.

¢ T've beaten you, then, so far! I’ve peeled
six.’

The two boys were sitting on the roadside.

“Each had a little pile of round objects as
large as quite small potatoes. Those that
had not been stripped showed that they each
possessed a brown coat made of hair, some-
what resembling the hairy envelope of a
cocoanut. The round objects were the bulbs
of the California ‘soap-root,’ a white-blos-

soming plant that has a bulb which has
been used by Indians and Spanish as soap,
and which will produce ‘soap-suds’ when
rubbed sufficiently in water. Archie and
Ciyde werc not more noted than some other
boys for fondness for ordinary soap, but
this idea of digging ‘soap’ out of lhe ground
was gomething new to them, and often when
in afternocns the soap-root blossoms open-
ed, the boys spied them and dug down for
the bulhs. Somehow it was more fun to

wash one’s hands for supper by using a
‘ gkinned’ soap-icot bulb than it was o use
grocer's soap. :

‘There ccmes Lim Wo,” said Archie, look-
ing up from his soap-roct buibs.

Lim Wo was the Chinaman that worked
in an American family living on the sams
block with Arckie and Clyde.

‘Lim Wo's learning to read,’ laughed Ar-
chie. . ¢ He goes to night gchool.. Let’s ask
him how -much he’s learned.’

Lim Wo was a very gocd—ratuted China-
man. He smiled when he saw the boys.

‘ Hallo !’ they said. -

£SHolah !’ gaid Lim Wo.

‘You read Look very goed now 2’ asked
Clyde.

Lim Wo looked rather downcast.

*Lead (read) some,” he said. ‘Bimeby lead
better, Tly velly hard. e

Lim Wo went soberly on. Learning to
read was very hard for him. Often when
“ he tried to learn, everything secmed so-dif-
. ficult that Lim Wo thought of that Chiness
proverb fer impessible undertakings, “T'o fecl

“after a pin on tho bottom of the ocean.’ But

/. Lim Wo was endowed with perseverance,

and he remembered also that other Chinesge
provarh about ivdustry’s overcoming ob-
staclez, ‘If one has a mind to beat the
stone, the slone will have a hole in it’ So
Lim Wo kept studying. He aimed to learn
English enough go that he could be in the
English bible-class in the night mission
gchool. Lim Wo's dark mind was groping
after the Christian’s God.

Lim Wo went to the kitchen of the house
where he worked. A short time afterwards
Archie and Clyde, having finished stripping
their coap-root bulbs, came heme by the same
road Lim had taken. The entire block was
not occupicd by houses, and the two boys
could easily run across lots between their
home and the house where Lim worked.
Seeing that the back door of Lim’s kitchen
was open, and that only the sereem door
was shut, the boys ran across to gee Lim.
Sometimes, as they were neighboers and quiet
boys, Lim allowed them to come in and sit
down and watch him cock. The hoya thought
it was ‘funny’ to see Lim wm‘k

Archie opened the sereen dcor of the kit-
chen, and looked in. Lim was not there,

a warm day, and there was no fire in the
‘cook-stove, as it was not neceszary to have
a fire for an hour or two yet. Supper came
rather late in this household. Instead of the
cook-stove, Lim, who had come ironing to
~do, had lit a small oil-stove of two burners.

On top of this he had put his flatirons to
heat, while he himself had gone to another
part of the house to do some work.

Archie held up his hand in warning to Clyde
not to make a noigse. .Then Archie tiptoed
into the kitchen and turned the burners of
the little oil stove so as to put it out. The
minute the last flicker had dfed away, Ar-
chie slipped out the back door, and he and
Clyde ran laughing home. It was the first
mischict they had ever done in Lim’s kit~
chen. Somehow it seemed funny to Clyde
and Archie to think that when Lim would
come back to the kitchen, expecting to find
his flatircns quite hot =o that he could go
to ironing immediately, he would find them
cold.

< What do you suppose he will think has
happened to his oil-stove 7 asked Clyde,
laughing.

‘1 guess he will think he didn’t fill the oil-
stove with. oil this morning , and so it went
out,” said Archie.

A while after this, Lim Wo hurried down
to the kitchen. The work in the other part
of the house had detained him longer than
he had expected, but he knew he ghould find
the flatirons hot, and Le hoped to do most
of the ironing before supper. Lim wanted
to get through all of his work so as to be
sure to go to a mission schcol that cvening,
for there was to be a missionary there who
spoke Chinese, and he was to talk to the
Chinese about the Jesus religion. The usual
teachers could only talk English, and Lim
Wo knew that ke could understand betier
tuan he nad yet dome, if he could only hear
the man who speke Chinese. Therefore,
Lim Wo worked as fast as possible.since re-
turning from his errand. x

What was Lim Wo’s dismay, therefore, en
returning to the kitchen, to find that his flat-
irons were cold and his oil stove unlit ! His
first thought was that perhaps the wicks of
the oil stove had burnt out and new wicks
were necded. Cn investigetion, however,
ho found this was not so. He opened the
top of the oil reservoir and peered in. There
was oil cnough.  Why had the stove ‘gone
out ?  Lim locited over the ocil stove thor-
pughly. He did not think of suspecting
boys.

‘Bad. Veliy bad,’ said Lim Wo, sorrow-
tully eyeing his coid ﬂa.tu'ons.

He lit the cil stove once more, though he
half expected it would go cut. It burncd
well, however, and he replaced the cold flat-
irons on the tep of the cil stove. His in-
vestigations had taken time. Before the
flatirons  becamec quite bot enough to use,
some one in the house called to Lim that it
was time to get supper. Supper would
come a little earlier than usual t@hjght, the
fady said. So Lim obeciently made a fire
in the cook stove and got supper, hoping all
the time that he could manage to do the
ironing and yet go to school. The ironing
must be done that evening,

Tho next morning Archie saw Lim Wo.

‘Hallo ! said Archie. ‘You learn much at
school last night 2

Lim Wo locked very sober.

‘ No go school las’ night,’ gaid Lim. ‘Want
to go velly much, but no can. Cil stove go
ont, Stlop all my work. Flatiron all cold.
8o late when ironing all done,' me no go
school lag’ night.’

¢ Oh, well, I guess you didn’t care much,
did you ? asked Archie, feeiing rather un-

" comfortable.
but there was evidence of his work. It was

¢ Clare velly much for las’ mght,' said
Lim Wo, sorrowfully. ‘Man lag’ night talk
Chinee. Other tleachers no talk Chinee.’

Archie turned away. He had ‘heard of
the whito missionary who talked Chinese.
To think that a little thing like turning out
Lim’s oil stove should have prevented him

)

from having a chanee to hear the gospel in
his own language !

<1 didn’t mean to do so much mischief as
that,” Archie thought, uncasily. “I ¢o hepe
this won’t be the last time that missionary
will come arcund to Lim’s school’

But the missionary had a large district.
Week after week went by, and to Archie's
onquiries as to whether the migsionary had
come again to the school, Lim Wo answered
‘No. Lim Wo nover secmed to suspect
Archie of any past misdeed.

One weck during the winter Archie took a
heavy cold that kept him home Lim Wo
was sorry, and with his empl(}ye‘r’s permis-
sion sometimes occoked and brouszht over
something for Archie. One day when Lim
came to Archie’s on such Kkindly crrand,
Lim’s face was especially happy.

< Man les’ night talk Chince in my school,”
said Lim. ‘Same man talk Chinee, when I
no go, long time ago. Taik abeut Jesus.
Talk iong time with me las’ pight. Me tly
be Clistian now.’

‘I'm glad, Lim, said Archie's mother.

Archie looked down at the dainty piece of
chicken Lim had brought.

< Oh, Lim,” confessed Archie, “if it hadn’t
been for ma you might have heard that man
the other time '’

Archie explained about the turning out cf
the oil-stove. Lim looked grave.

¢ Never min’, said Lim gently. ‘Las’ night
I hear him.’

Archie looled cut of the window as Lim
went. away.

“I'm’sgo glad Lim had another chance to
hear that = missionary I’ said Archze G
didn’t suppose putting out that oil-stove wasa
going to be such a hindrance’

‘You might have hindered Lim’s soul,’
answered his mother. ‘We never can tell,
Archie, how far what looks like a little
wrong-deing will reach.’— The Standard.

The lissionary Box We Never

Sent.
(By Ssllle V. Du Bois.)

“Word came to us of the great destitution
in Dakota, and our pastor read the notice

* from the pulpit with a sort of injunction that

it was our duty tc help ’em. I looked at

‘ Sister Brown, and she sort of nodded her

head, as much as to say that she would do
what she could. Sister Gray looked over at
me and I nodded my head, tco, though I
didn’t give it a very brisk nod. After the
service the pastor came down, and said he,
‘ Sisters, suppose you send 'em a box ? I
liked that idea, and I gaid 0. I thought we
could fix ’em up a box without it costing

much ‘money, though I kept that to myself.
The other sisters all agreed that that would
be a first-rate method, and I invited ’em to
meet at our house in two weeks’ time to havo
the box-packing.

My husband is a fureral director, and wo
just manage to get along fairly well. Some-
times, when the zeason is unhealthy, we can
lay by a little money, but generally it is from
hand to mouth with us. Of course, I couldn’t
be expeected to give much. Says I, ‘ Maybe
the sisters will consider my straitened cir-
cumstanees and give a little something extra
for me.’ The pastor cut in Dakota, I had
heard my pastor say, was a very t4dy man,
and his wife was delicate, too. 1 could fix
'em up a few things without much cost. So
1 made him a very pretty penwiper, cutting
it in the shape of a cat, with shoe buttons
for eyes.  His wife, T had b ;ard say, had a
good deal of taste for the fine arts in her
younger days, s0 1 made her three paper
owls and perched ’em in a row on a twig.
They looked awful pretty when I got ’em
done. My husband, who came in just as I
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finfshed ’em, wanted to know what on earth
they were, anyhow. John’s business is a
lowly one, and he ain’t had much time to
cultivate his taste.

When the day of the box-packing arrived
it was raining some. It was not raining
much, however,—not enough to keep any-
body home from a box-packing, a surpriszs
party or a public sale. It might make ‘'em
hesitate a little, maybe, if it was a temper-
ance meeting or Sunday morning, and they
were about starting for the service. John
made us a box to pack the goods in, and
the pastor was about to pay the expressage
for his share. I set my paper owls on the
side of the box in as graceful a way as I
could, with the pen-wiper by ‘e, and then
I sat down to wait for the folks to ‘come.
The first to arrive was Aunt Jemimah Jones,
and  she just stood in the door and ‘looked
at my owls. I fancied she looked a little
bit envious, but maybe I'm mistaken.  She
brought as her portion six iron holders and
her daughter’s last summer hat. I didn’t
say nothing, tut I see sghe had taken the
flowers from off the hat and removed most
of the ribbon, which left it looking sort of
bare. Mrs. Lawyer Black arrived mnext.
She is rich and we expected something preity
fine from her. We felt a little disappoint-
ed when she undid a paper and disclosed a
china vase and two plaster of paris cats.

And they kept a coming in and a piling
their things around my room, and, bless your
heart, there wasn't a useful one among ‘em

all.
I guess ev-orybody thought like I did, ‘that

they “would just give gm)methmg that didn’t
cost ‘em nothing, and let somebody else
spend the money.

John said if I'd call him when we got the
things all in the box he’d come in and nail
it up for us, but we just stood a looking at
’em and didn’t seem to know what to do.
‘ Here comes the Widow Smith,” said I, ‘she’s
late’  The widow washes for a living, and
she ain’t got much time to attend any meet-
ings but the Sunday omes.

‘ Sisters,’ she cried, catching her breath as
she spoke, ‘I ain’t tco late; adi I? I badn’t
time to make nothing for the box, but while
you’ve been doing that I’'ve been earning a
little money for ’em. Just slip this down
between the folds of someihing
five-dollar bill inlo it -and she handed out
a little }eather purse.

I hadn’t called John nor nothing, but I
guess he thought it was about time he was
needed, so he just came in—and as John
came in the back door the pastor came in
the front door, and therc they stood a eye-
ing them things. I confess I never felt so
ashamed in all my life. I made a grab at
the ‘'owls, but concluded to let 'em be since
everybody had seen ’em. "The pastor didn’t
say nothing, but John laughed
couldn’t stand. = Then Mrs.. Lawyer Black
gpoke up: ‘I think we have made a mis-
take, she said. ‘We cannot know the wants
of those Dakota sufferers, and our gifts may
be useless. I-think if we send the present
ones they are likely to be’ she added, with
a sly twinkle in her eyes. ‘I move that we
gend ’em money instead. The Widow Smith
brings her offering to-day of five dollarg, and
I will add fifty more to it.” Then there was
a decp silence, such as makes itself felt. I
looked at John, and he nodded his head. ‘T'll
“give ten more,’ I said.

And so it followed till everybody present
had made an offering in money, some more,
somec less, till counted up it amounted to
two hundred and five dollars. I never see
anyone so plea.éed like our pastor was. ‘ May
the dear Lord reward you,’ he said.

_And I gaid to John that night I hoped the
Lord would hold in remembrance what we
had actually sent, and blot out forever his

‘m;

; it’s got a’

till he -

remembrance. of the missionary box that
came so near disgracing us all’—'Christian
Intelligencer.’ :

How . Susie Helped.

(N. Y. ‘Observer.’) 3

‘T wonder what I can do to help in the
revival 7 Susie Martin has asked herself
a number of times after extra services be-
gan in the church.

She had asked her Aunt Rebecca the same
question, and the answer was ‘that little
girls were not expected to help very much
in a revival,” which was not a satisfactory
one to Susie.

¢ But Mr. Benton said that every one could
help in some way, and if all tried, there
would certainly be a revival. I am sur2
that our pastor means just what he says,’
and there was a perplexed look on Susie’s
face.

But Aunt Rebecca who was a very busy
woman did not take time to even think how
Susie could help in the revival work, and so
the little girl began to think for herself very
earnestly.

“If 1 could only sing, I would help in that
way,” and just a little shadow came over
her face, as she thought how rough her
voice sounded even in her own ears. ‘If
I was only a little larger, there are many
things that I could do to help. I could speak
for Jesus when there was an opportunity
given ; I could go about the town and ask
my young friends to attend church, and to

“give their hearts to the' Saviour, but I am

%o liftle they might think that I was out of
place 11 1 should ‘attempt to do - such
things now.’

“8n Susie was undecided as to what her
work could be, for two or thrce days after
the meectings had been in progress.

One night the pastor said that he wished
that all would be on time, when each ser-
vice should begin, as promptness was a ne-
cessity in a revival meeting. Then he re-
quested all the church members that wished
to help in the revival to occupy the front
geats and thus be in readiness for work.
Susie went with the rest to the fromt pews,
and then it came to her clcarly that she was
in the line of duty, by doing as the good
pastor requested all to do.

Every night she took her ‘place in the
same pew, and was very careful to be on
time. Then she tried to be reverent and
thoughtful, thinking that she could at least
set a good example for some of the little
girls who were carcelegs in their manner of
behavior in church, :

The special services went on night after
night, and many came to the altar as seekers
after Christ. The revival was a real suc-
cess, judging by the way that Christians
worked for the welfare of others. Many
professed Christ and began to live the lifo
of faith in him. Susie was very glad that
such good work had been done, and glad
that she had tried to be prompt and reverent,
and always in her place, but how much these
things counted she did not know. Sowme-
times she was a little sorrowful to think that
she was not sure of - helping very much.
‘When the meectings were about to cloge Mr.
Benton thanked all the Christian workers for
the help that he had received during the
special meetings. During his remarks he
said : ‘Hven the children have helped by
their presence, and I have been cheered and
inspired by their bright attentive faces.

He looked directly at Susie when he said
this, and the little girl felt her heart beat
very fast. She knew that she was one of
the children at least who had helped him
and this knowledge made her happy.

After the services the pastor. as he shook

hands with her, sald in a low volce : ‘I meant
you.’ :
An old man who had been among those

to accept Christ just then pushed his way

up to Susie and said: ‘I want to shake
hands with this little girl, for it was seeing
how thoughtful and reverent she was that
first caused me to think that I, too, ought
to be respectful in God’s house, and it came
to me that I must be a Christian and be-
come like a child, or I could not enter into
heaven.’

Susie felt very grateful and happy that
mcment, and she could not even answer the
man who went away saying ¢ God bless you,
little girl.’

So Susie was conscious of the fact at last
that she had helped in the revival, and for
this she thanked God.—Mrs. M. A. Holt,

Wonderful Lenses.

In 1843 a petty accident happened at Phil-
lips’s Academy, Andover, Mass. A dinner-

bell was broken, and the pieces of metal

carelessly thrown away. A student of more
than average thoughtfulness picked up the
pleces and carried them home. He put them
in a crucible in the kitchen stove, and men-
tioned to his family the apparently unimpor-
tant circumstance that he was going to make
a telescope.

His father did not discourage the aspiring
boy, and became interested in his purbo;e
and gave his own trained genius to the ac-
curate shaping and pohshmg of ‘his .,ons

reflector.

Thus, an accident to a dmner bell was of

”value to science for the boy astmnomer be-

came the head of a firm that makes the

_greatest refracting telescopes in the world.

Years passed. 'New systems and suns,

Tew planets and satellites had been discoy-

ered, Grea,t observatories had been built,
when a group of Harvard students found
themselves one day inspecting the unassum-
ing shops in which were mado the instru-
ments by means of which these wonderful
discoveries had become possible,

They were a rollicking lot of boys, just

crossing the outer threshold of science. They
stood, half carelessly, before a huge lens
forty inches in diameter and nearly a foot’
thick.
but cautioned his visitors not to touch it

‘How long did it take the glass-workers
to make this disk ready for polishing ? Six
months ¥’ A student asked the question
as though he himself were giving the in-
formation.

‘It took four ycars,’ said the telescope-
maker, quictly. ‘The workmen failed many
times before they succeeded.’

The boys uttered exclamations of surprise,

‘ And how long will it take to polish it ?’
asked another.

‘Two years. This forty-inch lens has a
fifty-foot focus. That is, it must catch the
rays of a star upon every point of its sur-
face, and refract them to a common roint
exactly fifty feet away.- 1If one ray falls
but the breath of a hair from the focal
point, the glass is defective.’

‘But how can you do it ? gaid one of the
group, sobered by the thought of such a
problem.

‘With ‘patienze and withcut machinery,’
replied the lens-maker. ‘It is all done Wltil
the trained eye and a deft hand. A dab
of beeswax here, a bit of rouge there, or the
pressure of the thumb on the defective spot
—that is all’

‘ Thumb ?’ exclaimed the thoughtful stu-
dent.  ‘ Can you wear that flinty glass down
with the bare thumb’?

The maker of the lenses, seeing that the-

student was the one in twelve—the carnest

The maker pointed to it with pride,

4
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‘as the demand continued resulted in a net

boy—the real secker after truth—took him
into another room, and walking up to a
table showed him a lens that had been laid
aside. Then the master gave the tempered
'glass a few sharp rubs with the thick of his

- thumb.

‘It that had been a perfect lens,” he said,
with an authoritative smile, ‘those rubs
would have changed its shape enough to ruin
it, perhaps beyond remedy.’

The heart of the telescope and the heart of
man have many points in common. It
takes years of toil and patience to perfect
either. Which needs the finer polivshing,
" the lens or the soul? The one is made to
reflect the stars; the other, God himself.
Spiritual and scientific laws are not so far
apart after all; and perhaps this incident
of the wonderful lens will help us to realize
the sensitiveness of our own hearts to be-
nign and malign pressure—Youth’s Com-

panion.’

T e
Tke Possibilities of a Penny.
(For Missionary Collectors.)

A penny each all round, mew and fresh
from the mint. That- was what Miss Facey
- gave to her class one Sunday afternoon, or
rather entrusted to them, to trade with and
see what it would produce in six months for
the missionary cause. _

It was quite a new idea to the girls, and
‘had provoked a good deal of merriment at
‘first.” 'To think ‘of them all startmg asbusi-
ness folks with the rldlculously small capi-
" tal of one penny ! But they soon saw that
“the” tea,cher was m earnest and would have
‘them a.ccept it as a. ‘trust to be uced for
Christ ; the motwe love and pity for the
“dark ‘lives shut out from his light, the me-
- thod such as he could approve .and which
would bnng the best return for his service.

So away th«,y went, eleven bnght young
gxrls, penny in hand, for one out of tke
twelve had refused to take it, afraid to risk
the ‘ Coin of the Kingdom,’ as Miss Iacey
had called it—Ilike the slothful servant of
old, who was afraid, and hld his ‘lord’s
money in a napkin.

Many a point was discussed, as they walk-
ed away together, as to what could or could
not be done with the money, and how to
make a good start. Many a gucss was made
at the probable results, and many a prayer
offered before the day was over that the
genny might be used to good purpose, and
grow excecedingly in the Master’s hands.

"

. Six months soon passed; Christmas had
gone by, and New Year had dawned when
the missionary traders met again.  This
time they assembled in Miss Facey’s cosy
parlor, for a cup of tca, and after that to
give an account of their stewardship.

As this is a true story, it must be told that
there were two defaulters who failed torise
when their names were called, and had sim-
ply dropped their penmes into the missionary
box.

But these were the exceptions, for one by
one, as the names were read out in alpha-
betical order, the faithful ones told the tale
of their gix months’ tmding and its results.
No two had gore to work in the same way.
‘Thus every story was full of fresh interest
and an occagional outburst of applause wes
heard ‘when a specially good sum was laid
on the table.

Number One had bought a fne apple bak-
" ed it with a little sugar, and found a ready
customer at two pence. With double capi-
tal three more apples were bought, and sold
for sixpence. The process repeated so long

gain of two shillings and ninepence.

Number Two had gone to work as a gar-
dener, with a penny packet of flower seeds.
Carefully tended they had produced twelve
little plants; which, when in flower, were
sold in pots for fourpence ecach. Three
shillings and cightpence was handed in as
net profit.

Number Three, a quiet girl, fond of her
needle, toldd of what she had done with a
piece of perforated cardboard worked frcm
a bundle of tangled silks which had been
given her. From a threepenny bookmark
she had advanced to a shilling music-roll,
a set of napkin rings and other useful arti-
cles. Total profit, seven shillings and six-

pence. :
Number Four united toil with trading, and

called forth no little applause by handing in
five shillings as the result of boot cleaning.
In the house of business where she lived, the
girls were expected to clean their own boots,
and starting with a penny packet of black-
ing, this industrious trader had made a good
profit at a penny a pair.

Number Five had added a lxttlo to her
trading capital, and invested in sugar ang
butter for toffece-making and brandy balls,
in penny packets ; these were soon disposed
of amongst the school boys and girls on
Saturday afternoon, and, continued every
week, with the addition of cake and ginger-
bread, this. prosperous trader had reached
the grand total of twenty-seven shillings

. profit !

. Loud cheering followed this announcement,
Even the teacher. who was in the secret, had
not expected, go. large a sum. She had en-
couraging words to say to all, and now pro-
posed that they should rise and sirg, ‘Praise
God, from whom all blessings flow.”
Perhaps those who came after felt a little
shy at their smaller resulis, but in -many
cases there was  just .as much cause for
praise even with the less sum to hand in,
because of hard work and little time for
trading. One had bought a fern for a penny

‘and sold it when grown for a shilling.

Another, starting with a penny lemon, had
made lemonade in the hot weather, and sold
it at a penny a giass, and had one shilling
and sixpence for the missionary fund. Bab-
ies’ pinafores, made from cheap remnants of
print and muslin bought at the ‘ sales,’ real-
ized three cshillings and sixpence, whilst
many a penny had been laid out first in
wool for babies’ boots, cuffs, and finally in
larger articles, such as shawls and com-

forters.
When all the young stewards had rendered

their accounts, and the money was counted,
it was found that mearly three pounds had
been realized for the glorious missionary
cause. Nothing stimulates like success, and
we shall not be surprised to hear that a sec-
ond year's effort has produced even greater
results.— S. S. Chroaicle.’

A Strange But True Story.
(By Mrs. H. Grattan Guinness.)

A wealthy farmer, who cultivated some
thougands of acres, had Dby his benevolence
endearcd himeself greatly to his large staff
of laborers, fe had occasion to leave the
country in which his property was situated

for some years, but before doing so he gave

his people clearly to wunderstand that he
wished the whole of the cultivated land to
be kept in hand, and all unreclaimed moor
and marsh lands to be inclosed and drained
and brought into cultivation; that even the
hills were to be terraced, and the poor moun-
tain pastures manured so that no single cor-
ner of the estate should remain neglected
and barren. Ample resources were left for
the exccution of these works, and there

ER.
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_creature,’
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were sufficlent hands to have accomplizhed
the whole within the first few years of the
proprietor’s absence. g

He was detained in the country to which
he had been called, very many years. Those
whom he left children were raen and women
when he came lack and fo the number of
his tenantry and laborers had vastly multi-
plied., Was the task he had given them to
do accomplished ? Alas! No. Bog and
moor and mountain waste were only wilder
and mcre desolate than evcr. Fine, rich
virgin soil, by thousands of acres, was bear-
ing only briars and thistles: Meadow after
meadow utterly barren for want of culture.
Nay, by far the larger part of the farm
seemed never to have been visited by his
servants.

Had they been idle ? Some had. But

large numbers had been industrious eaough.
They had.expended a vast amount of labor,
and skilled labor, too; but they had be-
stowed it all on the park immediately around
the housec. This had Dbeen cultivated to
such® a pitch of perfection that the workmen
had scores of times quarrelled with each
other because the - opcrations of one interfered
with thoge of his neighbor. _And a vast

‘amount of labor had been ‘lczt,’ in sowing

the very same patch, for instance, with corn
fifty times over in one sea.sori, g0 that the
seed never had time to germinate and bear
fruit ; in earing for the forczt irees as if
they had been tender saplings: in manur-
ing soils already too fat, and watering pas-
tures already too wet.

The ‘fam'i(‘r‘ was positively astonished at
the misplaced ingenuity, with which laber
and soil and manure, skill and time and
strength had been wasted for ‘no results.
The very same amount of toil and capital,
‘expended according to his directions,’ would

“have brought the whole demesne into cui-

ture and yielded a noble revenue. But sea-
son after season had rolled away in sad suc-
cession, leaving these unbounded acres of
various, but all reclaimable, £oils barren and
useless; and as to the park it would have
been far more productive and perfeet had it
been relieved of the extraordinary and _unac-
countable amount of energy expended on it.

Why did these laborers act co absurdly ?
Did they wish {o labor in vain? On the
contrary, they were ' forever craving for
fruit—coveting good crops, looking for great
results,

Did they not wish to carry out the far-
mers’ view about kis property 2  'Well, they
seemed to have that desire, for they were
always reading the directions he wrote, and
said continually to each other, ‘ You know
we have to bring the whole property into
order.” But they did no! do it. Some few
tried and ploughed up a little plot here and
there, and sowed corn and other crops. Per-
haps these failed an‘d £0 the rest got discour-
aged ? Oh, no! They saw the yield was
magnificent, far richer in proportion than
they got themselves. They clearly perceived
that, but they failed to follew a good ex-
ample, Nay, when the labors of a few
in some distant valley had resulted in a crop
they were all unable to gather in by them-
selves, the others would not even go and
help them to biing home the sheaves. They
preferred watching for weeds among the
roses, in the over-crowded garden, and count-
ing the blades of grass in the park, and the
lcaves on the trees.

Then they were fools, surely, not wise men
not true servants to their Leord.
Ah, I can’t tell ! You must ask him that, I
only know their Master said, ‘ Go ye into all
the world and preach the Gospel to every
and that more than 1.800 years
afterwards they had not even mentioned that
there was a Gospel to one-half of the world.
—* Regions Beyond,’
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A Brave Soldier.

Tt was a great field-day; a certain
royal gentleman with his noble
friends were to review the troops,
and each regiment in the garrison
must appear in its finest war-paint
in honor of the occasion. Archie

I'yfe was a private in a fine High-
land corps; he was tall, and good-
looking, and he always carried hi-
self in good soldierly fashion, mak-
ing the officers look approvingly at

was all done in a single instant; the
colonel’s beautiful little golden-
haired girlie of five, had somehow
dropped her big bounding ball.

A frolicsome dog caught it in his
teeth and scoured off like the wind,
just for pure fun. With a ery of—

‘Oh, my bounder ! my bounder!
the little one sprang forward in
pursuit, and never saw that a horse-
man bearing an important message
to the colonel, was galloping swift-

T
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him as he passed before them, the
‘flank man’ of one of the ranks that
stepped so proudly.

Never had they borne themselves
so grandly as to-day. 'All thebrave
hundreds moved as one man, in per-
fect order and prompt obedience,
that showed training and diseipline,
yet—just as a deep-throated ‘Halt!
rang out, and all the other men
stood like carved marble, Archie
Fyfe, the most conspicuous man of
his file, bounded off suddenly, with
a wild gesture, that had never been
taught him by his drill-sergeant. It

Iy up the field, and was almost upon
her. The man could not rein back
— the horse even, with a terrified
snort, could only poise his hoofs in
air for a fleeting moment, when
Archie IFyfe dashed under them,
and past them, snatching the child
into safety by the very skin of her
teeth, Instead of the reprimand
the young solder expected for
breach of discipline, a ringing cheer
arose from the great assembled
multitudes, as the colonel rode out
with a pale face, and shook hands
with the brave young man who had

rescued his child from all but cer-
tain death. Even the great person-
age in whose honor they were call-
ed out, said something kind and
flattering about the ‘brave prompti-
tude’ he had shown, and when they
adjourned to the great white tent
for luncheon, the young soldier
was invited to accompany them. He
felt a little shy and uncomfortable
in so large and brilliant an assei-
blage,but he conducted himself with
modest quietness. Suddenly the
colonel’s voice came to his ear—
‘T'ill Fyfe’s glass, Manson. Now,
gentlemen, we shall drink to the
health of His Royal Highness—’
He went on to make a little
speech about the prince, but the
words buzzed wildly in Archie’s
ears. Drink a health! The whole
thing was hateful to him, but —
how dared he refuse ! Quick as
thought he filled a tumbler with
water, but the officer next to him
seized and carried it off playfully.
‘No, no, I'yfe,” he said pleasantly.
‘No milksops here! Wine, or no-
thing! '
They were lifting their glasses,
the word was given. . Archie stood

up with the rest, but his hands were

empty—his face scarlet.

“‘Where is your glass, Fyfe? said
the colonel’s voice, and his eye look-
ed severe. -Archie tried to escape
by muttering something, but the

waggish officer  beside him said

laughingly— -
~ “Can’t do this evil thing, colonel,
and sin against my principles, sir!
We are all wrong? : :

Something of a silence fell upon
the company, and all eyes were
bent on Archie’s troubled face.

‘Surely no one here will refuse to
drink His Highness’s health? said
the colonel, coldly. ‘Take up your
glass, I'yfe—den’t make any fuss—
obey?

Pcor Archie ! The fun-loving,
heartless young man beside him
kept the water resolutely out of his
reach.

“Then leave the company of gen-
tlemen,’ £aid the officer severely.
Archie cobeyed that command at
once, and went out followed by
some foolish remarks about ‘setting
beggars on horseback,’ from some of
the juniors who had been annoyed
by the favor shown him.

He was on ‘sentry-go’ that even-
ing. The measured walk and fresh
evening air soothed him. He had
reached the sentry-box, and was
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turning to pace with measured
tread to the other end of his walk,
when two gentlemen walked up to
him, and he stood and presented
arms, for it was the colonel and His
Royal Highness himself.

‘Now, Fyfe,” said his commanding
officer, ‘you owe me an explanation.
Why did you refuse to obey my com-
mand?

‘I will tell you, sir, he said in a
low voice. ‘I lost two good places
through drink; drink brought me
here, and I promised my mother
when I ’listed that I never would
touch or taste or handie drink
again. I dare not do it, sir?
~ The two gentlemen looked at
each other with a smile. :

‘I told you,’ said the prince, He
did a braver thing in disobeying you
than in rescuing
sure! My good fellow, you shall be
promoted — you deserve it. Keep
to your principles. Shake hands.
The country needs just such men
as you, to say “no” to temptation.
QGive this to your mother from me.
She is a good mother who has train-
éd up so brave a son. Good-night?
—‘Adviseér.” :

Called Home.

I want to tell you about one dear
little girl who has just lately been
taken away from us, and, I am quite
sure, has gone to be with Christ.
, ‘She was one of my most regular
and attentive scholarg, and learnt

so quickly, knowing much more’

‘than many of the older children.
She had such a funny, sober little

face, but often have I seen it light
up with smiles and gladuess when I

was telling them some of the beauti-
ful Bible-stories about Jesus. After
her death I went to see her mother.
Dear little Wajuma’s little body
was lying on a bedstead covered
over with a cloth, and her face look-
ed so peaceful, just as if she were
asleep and having pleasant dreams.
There were numbers of people in
the little hut, relations and friends

of the mother, but they were all so
- nice and quiet. In the Mohamme-

dan homeg, you know, when any
one dies they make a terrible noise,
sobbing and wailing and making a
great show of grief, which it is very
fad to hear; but these people were
quite quiet. The poor mother was
sitting on the ground, crying to her-
self. I talked to them a little about
" the Home to which little Wajuma
Lad gone, and how we, too, might

your little trea-

go there if we loved and trusted the
Lord Jesus Christ as she did.
A few days after I went again to

see the poor woman, and she told
me about the little girl. She said

that every day Wajuma went home
and told her what she had been
learning in school. = She was spe-
cially fond of singing the hymns,
and knew a great many by heart.
One of the last T had taught them
was a special favorite of hers. I
think it is one we all love,

Jesus,
Bless

tender Shepherd, hear me,
Thy Ilittle lamb to-night.
Very often, said her motherp
when it grew dusk she would sit on
the floor and sing that hymn, beat-
ing time with her little hand, just
as she saw me do in school. And
she would always say a grace before
she took her food, and never lay
down to sleep without kneeling up-
on the bed and saying ¢ Our Father.’
Dear little girl, she had taken in

~what I had taught her, though she

was 80 young—only about five or
six years old, perhaps not so much.
~ Little Wajuma never had the pri-
vilege of being a member of the
Church of Christ on earth, for she
was never baptized; but we may be
quite qure that sheis one of these
children who stand “around the
Throne of God in Heaven.’ Let us
thank God for her, and pray that
others, too, may learn to know and
iove Jesus Christ—Mrs. Pigott of
East Afriea- in ‘The Children’s
World.?

Mother's Birthday.

Mother’s birthday ! Weeks before
Secrets fill the air,

Father and the little girls
‘Whispering on the stair.

In the garret’s dim recess,
IFarthest from the light,

There they hid the treasures small
Out of mother’s sight.

Even baby has a gift,
Just a little flower ;
Hardly can the children wait
Till the breakfast hour.

One by one they offer them ;

~ Mother’s eyes o’erflow

As she sees what each has brounrht
- ’Cause we love you so.

All the day the children smile,’
Not a cross word say ; -
Mother says that this is Why
"Tis a happy day.
—‘Our Darlings.’

they sleep,too? Yes.

Little Sleepy Heads.

Out on the pond no water lilies
lay white on its surface. But look
close! There on their stems are
the dandelions, folded in green
wrappers. The merning glories are
twisted into tight little rolls. The
water lilies have shut up their
white cups, and have drawn down
under the water. 'Why is thig ?
Are the plants tired?

My dears, when you go to sleep
at night, not only do the birds and
the little and big animals do the
same, but the flowers fall asleep,
teo. The birds put their little
heads under their wings, and the
flowers fold themselves up close
and go to sleep. If you go out of
doors at sunset and look for dande-
lions, you will not find any. And
if you search for the bright, lovely
morning glories, they will be gone,
too. . #

And what about the leaves, do
Some leaves
fold thémselves together flat; others
drop back against their stem when
they go to sleep The clover plants
and their leaves sleep by falling
back, like a closed umbrella; the
small-leaved sorrel sleeps by closing
its leaves together in a bunch.

Are the flowers and leaves tired,
do you ask?  Not in the same way
that you are tired, but when they
are closed up in this way they
do mnot grow so fast, and so
can last longer, and ripen more
slowly. The plants need rest in
their way, just as you need rest in
your way, so God has made them
very sensitive to changes in light.
And when the day begins to decline
they close up and fall asleep.

Some plants, such as the evening
primrose, sleep all day and wake
up at night.

But the plants and the leaves that
sleep at night have each their own
time for ‘waking up.’ The morn-
ing glories wake very early, the
dandelions and lilies a little later,
while some plants wake at noon.
But others sleep until midday, and
even later.—Julia McNair Wright,
in ¢ Sunbeam.

The world is a looking-glass,
Wherein ourselves are shown,
Kindness for kindness, cheer for

: cheer,
Coldness for gloom, repulse for
fear,
To every-soul its own.
We cannot change the world a
whit,
Only ourselves which look into it.
—-Susan Coolidge.
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Temperan‘ce Cathechismi.

ALCOHOL.

1. Q—How can we gct the aleohol by it-
solf from fermented drinks ?

A—We boil them and collect the steam,
which has alcohol in it.

2. Q—How does it lock ?

A—Tt is a fluid, and it looks like water.

(Tcacher may show it.) :
3. Q.—How can we casily show that it is

rot water ?

A.—It will turn if we set fire to it.
(Teacher may burn some cn a plate.)

4, Q—Is it good to drink ?

A.—It is a very strong poizon and it kills
a great many people.

5. Q. —How do people drink it ?

A —They take it mixed with water.

6. Q. What drinks are made in this way ?

A.—Rum, gin, brandy, and whiskey.

7. @Q—Is there mugh alcohol in them ?

A.—They are about half alcohol a;nd half
water.

8. Q.—What makes the dark
brandy ?

(Show brandy and burn it.)

A.—It is colored with burnt sugar.

9. Q—What common name is- ngen to
thesge strong drinks ?

A.—They are called ‘Qistilled liquors.
—Catechism by Julia Colman, (National
Temperauce Society.) ;

color of

>

Stonewall Jackson’s Foe.

¢ About daylight of the day before the gec-
cnd battle of Manasces’ (in the United States
Civil War), said a Confcderate officer at a
yecent reunion cf the blue and the grey, ‘I
was ordered to report to General T. J. Jack-
gon, with a detail of a hundred men, for spe-
cial orders. I went a' once {o headquarters
and presented myself and the orders I had
received. General Jackson came out, and
beekoning me to follow him, rede some fifty
yards from his staff, and then turned to me
ard halted.

‘“Captqin do you ever use liquor?” he
asked.

% No, 8ir," I replied.

¢ A smile lit up his rugged face as he said,
“ 1 gent for a special detail of one hundred
men under command of an officer who never
uscd epirituous liquor. Are you that man?”

¢« Yeg, gir,” I 'said, “1 was d’e‘tailed on
that account.”

‘“Well, then,” he continued “I have an
order to give, upon the execution of which
depends the success of the present move-
ment and the result of the battle soon to be
fought.”

¢ «if to Leep sober is all that is needed, gen-
eral, you may depend upon me,” I gaid.

¢ “No,” he answercd, “ that is not all; but
unless you can resist temptation to drink, you
cannot carry: cut my orders. Do you see
that warehouse over there ?” pointing to a
large building a little way off. “Take your
command up to that depot, have the. barrels
of bread rolled out and sent down the rail-
road track so that my men can get it as
they pass, and then take your p1cked men into
the building and spill all the liquor there,
don’t gpare a drop, nor let any man taste
it under any circumstancés. This order I
expect you to execute at any cost.” .

He turned and was about to ride back to
his staff when I called hastily :

¢ “One moment, general! Supposc an offi-
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cer of superior rank should order me under
arrest, and then gain possession of the ware-
house ?”

‘Coming up close to me and looking me
through and through, as it scemed to me, he
said, with a look of solemnity that I shall
never forget:

“«Until T relieve you in person, you are
exempt from arrest except upon my written
order, fear that liquor more than Pope’s
army,” he added, as he .rode rapidly away.

‘I took my men down to the warehouze
which had beecome so important, and threw
a guard around it, placing five men at each
entrance, with orders neither to allow any-
one to entcr, nor to enter themselves.

‘The next thing'was to roll out the bread,
which we did. Just .as we were finishing
that task, I was called to one of the en-
trances, to find a general officer with his
staff, demanding that thc guards should
‘either allow him to entcr, or bring him out
some liguor. ‘Of course I refused to comply
with the command, upon which he ordered
his adjutant to place me under arrest.

‘I told him I was there by General Jack-
son’s pergsonal order, and was specially ex-
empt from arrest. He ordered his staff to
dismount and enter the warehouse, and I
gave my men the order to level their guns
and make ready.

‘ This made the general halt, in spite of
his thirst, and hold a conguliation with his
officers. They concluded to try persuasion,
since they could not get what they wanted
by force. But they found that method of no
more avail than the other. Then they de-
manded to know my name and what com-
mand I belonged to, and thréatened to report
me for disobedience.

‘I should mever have yielded, and ‘whether
they would have pushed. things to an ex-
tremity, in thcir raging desire for ligquor, I
do not know; but just at that moment Gen-
cral A. P. Hill camé galloping up with his
staff, and naturally wanted to know what  was
the trouble. I explained ihe situation, which
the quick-witted general tocok in at once, and
ordered the thirsty squad off.

¢ “Have you orders to burn thz building?”
he asked. .

‘“No,” I replied, “I have not.”

‘Without a word he rode away, and within
an hour there came an order from Gencral
Jackson to fire the warehouge, and when it
was well destroyed to report to him.

‘I carried out the order to the letter; not
a man got a drink that day; and for that
time the foe that Stonewall Jackson most
dreaded was vangquished.—‘Alliance News.’

Temperance Sums.

(The writer, having met with helpful arith-
metical questions compiled by a Temperance
union of teachers, has been led to arrange
original calculations for children’s meetings,
and has found them popular with the
young.)

1. A man_ drinks three pints cf ale daily
at 6d. a Cluart. his wife’s boots are old and
broken. If he saves the price of his beer, in
how many days could he buy her a com-
fortable pair—price 9s.?

(In twelve days.)

And if he still continues abstaining, in how
many days would his savings buy his little
boy a new overcoat—price 5s. 3d.?

7 (In seven days.)

2. A man and his wife, who joined the
Temperance society, started a missicnary-
box at home, and saved in twelve weeks the
price of a pint of porter daily at 4d a quart,
and 8d. of gin every week.  In twelve weeks

. how much did the box contain?

(£1 2s)
3. A little child wanted to join the Band of
Hope excursion, but as the members were
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going a long way by rail, each had $o contri-
bute one shilling. Her big brother only took
ale once a day—half a pint at 8d. a quart.
He resolved to give it up for a time, and
pay for the child’s treat. As he felt much

fresher and livelier after dinner without the
ale, he came to the conclusion he was bet-.

ter off for giving it up!
a Monday., Cn what day was he able to
hand his sister the shilling ?
(On Saturday.)
4, A man joined a musical society which
met at a tavern thrice a week; on these oc-

He first did o on |

casions he always spent 6d. in brandy and’

water ‘for the good of the house,’ as he
called it. In this way how much did he lose
in sixteen weeks?
(£1 4s.)
And what did he loze beside?
(Time, good digestion, reputation.)
5. A woman (who complained ghe had not

a blanket in the house) managed to buk‘

three botties of gin in a fornight at 2s. 6d.
a bottle; at the draper’s there were blankets
marked 7s. 6d. a pair. Had she gone with-
out the gin, how many blankets could she’

have bought m a month ?
(F‘our.)

I
]
f
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6. A young man had 18s. wecekly wagesy.
5s. went at the public-house,.3s. in tobacco'

and cigars, 4s. very often on a Sunday ex-
cursion.
mother every week towards buying bread
and coal ?

(Nothing. That sort of young man is
too selfish to think about ‘ mother.’)

‘7. A rich man gave 176s. for two dozen of
champagne, and then grumbled that he could
not afford to pay £2 4s., the bill the doctor
sent in for a.ttendmg his sick chlldren
What part of ‘his wme bill did the doctor’a
acoount come to ?

(One quarter.)
8..This man’s sister was ra ‘governess” in’
feeble health, sadly needing assistance. Had
he gone without the champagne and paid the
doctor, how much of the money saved by
abstaining would still have been left ?
(£6 123.)

How much could he have allowed his sis-

ter out of this every month for a year ?
(Eleven shillings.)

Now, I want you all to remember the im-
portant rule taught by these  Temperance
sums—a short rule,  but always useful.
Leave strong drink alone. We will repeat
this good advice in a closing verse to-
gether :

Drink means sickness, sloth, and waste ;

From its mocking snare depart,

Oh, to join our army haste—

Fight the drink with hand and heart,

—Band of Hope Review.’

It was a litile tin box, which the relative
of the family had given to a three-year-old

How much did he allow his’

girl in Montreal, and into it she had dropped

her first savings. = She was looking forward
to Christmas, and thinking what beautiful
things her pennies would purchase by-and-
bye; o one by one she dropped them in,
until ber bank seemed to her to treasure up
untold wealth. Cne day her father came
in. He had been a respectable resident of
the ecity, kind and loving, a good husband, a
tender father; but he had looked upon the
wine when it was red—he had fallen under
the spell and curse of strong drink; and so
ono day he reached up and took down the
little bank. ‘ Don’t take my Kismass money,
papa,’ pleaded the little child with tears.
But in spite of her entreaties the father rob-
bed the little tin bank, &nd disregarding the
child’s tears and cres, he strolled away in-
dependent and indifferent. An hour later
his heavy-hearted wife found him in a sa-
loon, drunk—drunk on liquor bought with
his baby girl’'s first Christmas money !—
‘Christian Herald.’
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LESSON IX.—May 30.

Christian Faith Leads Mto
Good Works.

James ii., 14-23. Commit vs. 14-17.
GOLDEN TEXT.

“Y will shew thee my faith by my works.'—
Jae il 1k ;

Home Readingsf

M. James i, 1-15.— That ye may be Periect

and Entire.’
T. James i., 16-27.— Be ye doers of the
Word.”

W. James ii., 1-13.—Love is the Royal Law.

Th. James ii., 14-26.—Christian Faith Leads
to Good Works.

F. 1 John iii., 1-24.—° He that doeth Right-
eousness is Righteous.’

S. Col. i, 1-29.— Being Fruitful in Every
Good Work. :

S. Luke vi., 37-49.—The Tree Known by its
Fruits. . :

Lesson Story.

Our lesson is taken from the Epistle of

James, the brother of our Lord. This epis-
tle is full of good practical advice and warn-
ing against every kind of sham and hypo-
crisy. ¢ What doth it profit, though a man
say he hath faith ?’ he asks, and the word
‘ say’ is emphasized to denote the worthless-
ness of professions which are belied by char-
acter. If a man have true faith or love to
God that love can not help manifesting it-
self in kindsess to all men. It we sce
a- fellow creature in want and give to him
only good wishes, when we have the wneans
ourselves to fulfil those wishes—our sympa-
thy is not real. If a man truly love God
he will seek to show his love to man and
to treat him as God does.- (1 Jobn iii, 16-
18 iv.; 19-210) ;
- Abraham believed Ged but he had to show
his trust by implicit obedience. Rahab be-
lieved ‘in God but she had to show .her be-
lief by kindness to the spies—conduct which
would have endangered her life had her
people known of it. Faith congists not in
words, but in deeds.

Lesson Hymn.

You're longing to work for the Master—
Yet waiting for something to do;

You think that the future is holding
Some wonderful mission for you.

But while you are waiting the moments
Are rapidly passing away ;

Oh, brother, awake from thy dreaming !—
-Do something for Jesus to-day.

CGo sing happy songs of rejoicing °
With those who no sorrows have known;

Go weep with the heart-broken mourner,
Go comfort the sad and the lone.

From ﬁitralls and snares of the vtempter
Go rescue the thoughtless and wild ;
Go win fx;om the pale lips a ‘God bless

you:
Go brighten the life of a child.

Be earning your stars of rejoicing

‘While earth-life is passing away,
Win some one to meet you in glery,—
" Do something for Jesus to-day.

Lesson Hints.

The Epistle of James should be read
through at one sitting and the most striking
. verses committed to memory: When we
reccive a letter from a dear friend we has-
ten to read it through no matter how long
it is, and often we read it over and over un-
til almost every word is impressed on our
memory. We would not think of laying it

on the table and just once in a while read-
ing a line or two of it. If we did not un-
derstand it all we would carefully study it
or write to the friend for an explanation.
Now we may take these letters as written
to us and read them with intercst; those
things which we. do not understand we
may ask Jesus about, for he has promised
us ‘another Comforter’ who shall teach us
all things, (John xiv., 26).

We should know something about the
writer of the letter. He was called ‘James
the Just’ on account of his strict impartiality
and observance of the law. He was a per-
son of great distinction and influence in the
Church, looked up to by all. He was mar-
tyred at the age of about sixty-three, by
stoning, according to Josephus. Another
historian puts his death seven years later,
saying that James was thrown from a pin-
nacle of the temple and despatched with a
club while on his knees praying for his
enemies. A. D. 69.

‘What doth it profit 7”—What is the use
of saying a thing which your life proves
falge ? ‘The devils also believe’—the de-
mons or evil spirits know that there is one
God and their faith moves them to evil
works. Faith must have some effect, for
‘ faith without works is dead. That is,
we may have had a living faith to begin
with, but if we shut it up in a stony heart
it can not grow and bear fruit so it dies
away.

Yet this lesson is not meant to teach ‘in-
diseriminate charity,’ for as true faith with-
out works is impossible so good works,
even ‘the best of charities,’” are unprofitable
without faith. Works without faith are
like artificial fruit and flowers tied on to a
dead tree to make a fine appearance.

Experience proves that indiseriminate
almsgiving leads to great evils, Heavenly
wisdom is needed in attempting to help oth-
ers by gifts lest more harm than gooed should
be done.

Search Questions.

Show how this passage is in perfect har-
mony with the doctrine of justification by
faith.

Primary Lesson.

Do you know what it is to be sincere ?
Honest, frank, true, hearty and pure are all
words that might be used to explain it, If
you have a sincere {riendship for any one
it will have all those gualities. = God said
to Abraham, ‘ Walk before me; and be thou

gineere,’ (Gen. xvii.,, 1, margin). That meant

that he was mever to pretend anything to
God. If God told him to do anything he
must not pretend not te hear or not to un-
derstand, for if he did such things he could
not be the sincere friend that God wanted,
for God hates shams. 'We cannot hide any-
thing from him, for he knows all things,
but he hates to have us try to hide things.

‘We learn in our lesson to-day ‘ Abraham
believed God,” and ‘ he was called the Friend
of God.” Abraham showed his faith by do-
ing what God told him. We can show our
faith and love by being obedient, and if we
are gincere and loving, I am sure he will
call us, too, his friend, for Jesus said— Ye
are my friends if ye do whatsoever I com-
mand you.’

SUGGESTED HYMNS.

‘There are lonely hearts,’ ‘Scatter the
sunshine,” ¢ Faith is the victory,’ ‘ Work for
the night is coming,” ‘ To the work.’

Christian Endeavor Topic.

May 23.—Peace—when to seck it, and how.
—@Gen. xiii, 5-18.

Junior Prayer-Meeting Topic.

May 23.—How can wo be true, through
and through ?—Prov. xii., §; xvii.,, 22.

The Infant Class.

The infant ciass, as a rule, is a large class
—large numerically. Every child in the
church, as soon as it ecan walk and talk, is
considered. a member of this class. And
what a variety of little heads and hearts!
What opportunities! What a receptive soil!
They are all eye and ear. OCf course they
are a restless and noisy company. Unde-
veloped, untrained, untaught, often shy and
peevish, nevertheless they all are the bless-
ed Saviour’s jewels. . g 4

But who shall teach the infant class ?
“0Oh anybody can instruet these innocent
koow-nothines,” some will say. Slowly,

.
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my friend ; have you tried it ? 1 have, and
found it a tremendous task. I'd rather
teach a clags of grown-up folks, or a bible-
class, even, any day. Some gentlemen may
have the necessary qualifications, yet I
think they ought to have a lady teacher.
Give them probably: a young woman yet in
her teens ; she may be able to comtrol and
rightly direct them into the way of God.
Perhaps she may, and perhaps not. Some
of these ycung women need a good bit of
training yet themselves, which is only too
often apparent in the sscular schools. of
course there are grand exceptions. The best
teacher for the little folks is the mother
who understands their needs and ways, who
has had more or less experience in the home
circle, who can sympathize with them in their
iroubles and patiently attend to their de-
sires. If the teacher has a separate room
it will be a great advantage. Undisturbed
she can keep better order and attention and
go through the programme for the day.
Singing ought to be a principal part of the
exercizes. Speeial books are at hand for
this purpose. 'They love to sing.

The lesson chart should not be wanting.
Nothing can take the place of a good illus-
tration. The picture takes the chiltd’s at-
tention. It makes the lezson plain and im-
presses it upon the mind. Itis simple truths
they need, and these they will remember,
To do this it takes good preparation on the
part of the teacher. In addition to" this,
the child’s paper is a valuable help to keep
them interested in the Sunday-school. They
somehow look for something when they
come to the class, But they should also
know, though taught in a separate apart-
ment, that they belong to the school as a
whole and should be recognized by the su-
perintendent.

Do rnot forget the collection. They bring
their pennies with a cheerful heart. In this
way they are trained for the good work of
migsions. A word on this line is well spok-
en. Their sympathy is awakened for the
poor heathen’ and a fire kindled that will
in later years have its good results.

In all the exercigzes, interesting as they
may be, tell them above all things the sim-
ple story of Jesus. It is he whom they
need, and he wants them. They are his.
In this way they are led into the feld and
the church. If you meet them outside the
class-room remember their little eyes al-
ways see ycu. - They expect a smile—Evan-
gelical 8.8. Teacher.’
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Winning Soulé.

¢ Mr. Tracy,’ I said one Sabbath. morning,
‘I wizh you would speak to Lotiie Cameron
about coming to Christ. I think she is
anxious about her soul.’

‘You are mistaken. I gave her an op-
portunity at the Sunday-school excursion to
talk to me, and if she had been. interested
in religious things she would have said go.
We stood along side of each other for some
time on the beach at Atlantic City, but Lot-
tie never asked me a single question. You
see, I am right, you are entirely mistaken.’

1 said no more, but I had to bite my lips
to keep back the words. I thought how
hard it would have been for the pcor ignor-
ant mill girl, who was naturally shy and
easily embarrassed to have commenced a
conversation about her religious feelings
with a cultured wealthy gemtleman like
Lawyer Tracy, even if he were her Sunday-!
school teacher. As I turned almost uncon-
sciously, I murmured : ‘He that winneth
gouls is wise.’

I cannot tell you all my efforts to gain
Lottie Cameron’s confidence, but I succeeded
at last, and one Saturday afternoon she said
to me :

“Q, Miss, I often wished I was good, but
no one seemed to care what I did, and now
I want so bad to turn round, and Ido not
khow how to go about it.’

Sitting down by her side, I read to her
about the early disciples, and then tcok her
to Jesus in prayer, for go it seemed literally
to Lottie, for as she rote from her knees
ghe said to me: X

0, Miss, the Lord made me hear him a-
calling, * Follow me” all the time you was
a-praying; so I jest said, “ Yes, I will, right
now.”’

This was Loitie Cameron’s converzion.
Years have passed since that Saturday after-
noon, but Lottie Cameron, though still poor,
is a true ‘and faithful follower of Jesus
Christ, and a oonsistent member of the
Church of God. Think you that Christ
would have let one of hisg little lambs nor-
ish, because they did not know how to find
him ?—From a Worker’'s Note Book.
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HOUSEHOLD-

Ellen’s House.
(By Susan Teall Perry.)

‘T never go into Ellen’s house but that 1
think of the story that little girl told about
her friend’s family being very rich folks.
They were go rich, she said, that every chair
had something in. i, go that there was no
place to sit down.’

This was what Aunt Jerusha Barnes said,
as she came into her sister’s sitting room
and took off her wraps.

‘It dces beat all, replied Aunt Jerusha's
gister, ‘that Ellen is go disorderly. One
would think with her ecducation that she
would havée learned heaven’s first law—that
or order. And Ellen is such a really good,
true woman, too, one always has a nice
time visiting her, only that she will work
around all day in a peck measure and keep
everything at sixes and sevens.’

‘Is it not strange that Walter should have -

fallen in love with her when he is the very
personification of order, sister 7’

‘Don’t you know what Shakespeare says,
Jerusfa ?

“ Why did he love her ? Curious fool, ‘he
still.
Is human love the growth of human will ?”

Besides, the old saw says that people are
quite apt to marry their opposites. But I
do wish Ellen was diffcrent. Walter would
certainly be much happier. He takes good
care to lock after his own belongings,
though,and keep them in their proper places,
Ellen says ghe never thinks of looking after
his clothes. He keeps one clozet for his
garments, and certain bureau drawers for
his neckties, handkerchiefs and collars and
cuffs, ete. Ellen laughingly told me that
she had been absolutely forbidden to toueh
anything that he had put away, and yet she
evidently took great pride in showing theso
orderly places to me.’

“It must annoy an orderly person to live
with a discorderly one, Jerusha.  If Walter
never says anything relative to Ellen’s ways
of housekeeping, yet I know he cannot help
being made uncomfortable by them.’

‘One day when Ellen had a headache I
went through that housc and picked up and
hung up and arranged things in order, and
when Walter’ came home he looked around
and said, “I guess you have been at work
here, Aunt Jerusha.” Ellen herself said,
“How. very nicely the house looks;” but the
very next day it was all in a state of agi-
tation again, and Ellen going about asking
if anybody had seen this or that—she loses
so much time hunting after things she mis-
places. Oh, dear, I do wish for her own
sake and Walter’s that she would overcome
this one great fault of hers.’

Just as the two sisters arrived at that point
in the conversation, a boy came up the sieps
with a telegram for Aunt Jerusha. She
was not'in the habit of geiting telegrams;

_indced, she had never had but two before
in her whole life, and she was ‘all of a trem-
ble,’ as she told her sister. These were the
words she read as she opened the yellow en-
velope :— . ;

‘Do come to us at once. Ellen is very
ill. e WALTER.

That night Aunt Jerusha was unpacking
her grip in Ellen’s home, tip-tocing about
the room as she put the comtcnts away.
Bllen was very ill, and dear, good, faithful
Aunt Jerusha devoted her time and strength
for a number of days to trying to bring &
restoration. In her own home she kept
rolls of .flannel and old linen and things
needed to be found quickly, just where she
could put her hands on them in case of need,
put Ellen had never thought of these requi-
sites, and a messenger was despatched here,
and another one there, among the neigh-
bors to get the little things that are ab-
*solutely necessary in every sick room.

Recovery was slow, and in the meantime
Aunt Jerusha had found the right places
for everything in Ellen’s house, and when
the invalid was able to go about it once mora
her first remarks were relative to the beau~
tiful order of all the housgehold gods.

‘They do look o contented in their new
positions, auntie, said Ellen. ‘I read an
article once, on the “Perversity’ of Inani-

’

_the ordering of household affairs.

mate things,” but I believe a great deal of
their perversity ‘comes from not being well
treated and respect shown them by those
who have them in their keeping. I am go-
ing to begin now to keep my house in order.
Poor Walter ! how often I must have tried
him with my careless ways, and yet he has
been o sweet and patient with me. And
dear mamma, how I used to try her when I
was at home ! I don’t know why I have
been go unmindful of my great fault. I
am going to take my own training in hand,
and make myself obey the laws of order.

Aunt Jerusha stayed with her niece until
she was entirely well and strong, and with
her able advice and example Ellen did be-
come an orderly housekeeper, and found her
work was not half so hard after she had
got in the way of putting everything where
it belonged at the proper time.

After Aunt Jerusha’s second visit, she
gaid, ¢ Sister, I do wish you could go through
Eilen’s house now ; it is always in such per-
fect order.—‘ Christian Work.’

Small Courtesies.

One evening last week I entered a rosom
where several young people, with books and
work, were sitting around the lamp. The
young man with the lexicon and the gram-
mar on the table before him was the busiest
of the group, but he instantly arcse and re-
mained standing until I had taken my seat.
The little action was automatic ; the habit
of this family is to practise small courtesies,
and the boys have been trained from child-
hood to pay deference to a woman. They
always rise whenever a lady, their mother,
sister; friend or the guest of the house,
comes into the room where they are at
work ;: they place chairs gallantly and
gracefully for ladies at the dinner table, and
take off their hats when they meet their mo-
ther on the street, and never kiss her with a
hat on; in saying good morning or good
evening to her it is bhat in hand. Her
Lundles are'carried, ber way is made easy, a
beautiful politencss waits for her word in the
domestic discussions, and refrains from in-
terrupting her even in the most heated ar-
gument. Neither mother nor gister goes
out after dark without an escort. One of
the boys ean always go cut of his way, or find
it in his way, to see her safely to a friend’s
door, or to the meeting which she wishes
to attend. Most winning and sweet is the
air of good breeding which these young men
have acquired, which they wear with an un-
conscious grace.

Equally charming are the manners of the
girls in the home I speak of ; gentle, sofi-
spoken, appreeciative, considerate, reveren-
tial. To old peeplc they are tender, to
children kind, to each other lovely.

One cannot too sedulously look after the
small courtesies in one’s conduct, and, if
one be charged with the management of the
household, in the accustomed ways of the
family. Habits count for everything here,
and example is better than precept.—Mar-
garet E. Sangster, in ‘Interior.’
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Be Systematic.

How often the tired housclecper says at
night:  ‘Had I only thought and planned
my work for to-day before going about it,
I might have saved myself a gocd deal of
unnecessary trouble and imconvenience” I
once knew a lady who could cook excellent-
1y well, but owing to a negligent habit of
not planning abead and knowing what her
duties in the kitchen were to be for the day,
there was constant and inevitable delay, as
first one ingredient would be found want-
ing, and then another. . It was a fact that
the close of the day would often find the
lady completely tired cut, not really so much
from the work she had done as from the
worry and wearisome waiting brought about
by her own foolish want of thought. Words-
worth speaks of ‘A few strong instinets,
and a few plain rules,” and that is a com-
binaticn that would prove very helpful in
The firgt
nearly cvery one possesses, the latter every
one, and especially the housekoeeper, needs.
There is a vast difference between a prear-
ranged, quiet, but assured way of taking up
the day’s duties, and a fussy, bustling man-
ner suggestive of having laid out a certain
course that neither time, nor tide, the wishes
or ccnvenience of others can for an instant
influence or turn aside.~— Christian Work/
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Selected Recipes.
(‘ American Kitchen Magazine.”)

Apple Farina.—Into one pint of boiling
water, salted, stir one-quarter cupful farina.'
As soon as thickened slice in two good-sized -
apples, and cook for half an hour or till,
the apples are soft.
and served with whipped cream as a°
desert.

Cream Rice.—Measure milk enough to
nearly fill a buttered pudding dish. For
each cupful of milk add one tablespoonful
of rice well washed and one tablespoonful of
sugar. Flavor with salt and nutmeg or cin-
namon. Bake slowly, stirring occasionally,
until the rice is soft and has absorbed near-
ly all the milk.

Mush Balls.—Season one pint of much left
from breakfast with more salt, if needed, a
dash of pepper and a few drops of onion
juice., Shape in small balls, dip in melted
fat and bake in a hot oven. Or roll in egg
and crumbs and brown in hot fat. Serve
with meat in place of potato.

Rice Timbals.—Pick over and wash one
cupful of rice and boil in a large quantity
of salted water until nearly tender. Drain
thoroughly and put in a double boiler with
one cupful of tomato or curry sauce. Let
it cook gently till the sauce is abscrbed, ten
to twenty minutes, then pack in timbal
moulds and keep in a warm place until ready
to serve. Curry Sauce—Make like a white
sauce, adding ome teaspoonful or mere of
curry powder to the butter and flour before
putting in tke stock or milk.

Compote of Apples—Make a syrup with
cne cupful each of sugar and water. ¥lavor
with a bit of lemon peel or cinnamon bark
if the apples require it. Core and pare
medium-sized apples, without = cutting up,
and ccok them whole in the syrup, turning
over ceceasionally. When soft, drain, and
fill the centres with a bright jelly, crabapple
or currant. Serve with cereals or tapioca,
or cut vut more of the centre before stirring,
and when cooked fill with ccreal and serve
Lot. e oh
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