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“I say, Robin,” asked Billy, abruptly, “how
much do you love mother this afternoon?”

Robin turned around and stared at him.
What & queer question; it was not a bit lke
a boy.

“Why,” he giggled. “Do you want me to
write some poetry about it?”

“Poetry!” sniffed Billy. “I want to know
how much-—just plain how much—that ‘isn’'t
poetry, is it?”

“That’s arithmetic,” said Dora.

Dora was the eldest of them =all. She was
bolstered up in blg arm chair by the fire;
she had begn ill for a fortnight.

“How much?’ repeated Robin. “How can
you tell how much you love a person?”

“In plenty of ways,” sald Billy, wisely. “I:ll
tell you one right now. 1 love mother a box-
ful.”

With that he picked up the kindling box
and marched out into the shed.

A light broke upon the twins.

“Oh-o!" cried Harry, “that's what you mean,
is 1?7 Well, I love her a palltul,” seizing the
water bucket and starting for the pump.

“I love her a scuttleful,” said Robin, and he
plunged down the cellar after coal.

Dora looked at the clock. She had looked
at it five minutes before, and said to herself:

“I do belleve my darling mother is going to
forget the medicine this time. 1 shall not
remind her, that is one thing sure!”

“But I guess,” she said now, reaching for
the bottle with a wry face, ] guess at least
1 can love her a spoonful!”

There was a shout of laughter.

Mrs. Stone heard and glanced anxiously at
the door.

“I hope there is no mischief on foot; I am
in a hurry to get this sewing done.”

Kitty Stone had roused herself from her
book in the old-fashioned kitchen window seat
to listen to Billy and the rest. So far she had
sald nothing. Iiut when the kindling box was
full and the .pail and scuttle, and the medicine
bottle a little less full, the covers of Kitty's
book went together with a snap.

“Don’t you think,” she said, “that all of us
together, #f we hurried, could love mother this
room full before she came in and caught us?
I'll clean the stove out and blacken it.”

They worked like beavers. The last tin was
swung on the nall and the last chair set back
to the wall when Mrs. Stone’s step was heard
coming rapidly down the hall.

“Dora, child, your medicine!” she said.

“Yes'm,” she sald, demurely; “I took it for
pure love—to you, not to it.”

Her mother looked round the tidy room, and
when she saw how spick and span it was and
when she saw the ring of smiling faces, she
kissed them every one, and her own was just
as bright as the brightest.

“There’s no other mother in the country,”
sald Mrs. Stone, “that has such children as
mine!”

“There, now, do you see?” said Billy to
Robin. Can’t you tell how much you love a
person? It feels nice, doesn’t it

Circulate Tracts

There is great good accomplished often by
circulating tracts. This is a means of Chris-
tian service too little employed these busy
daye. Yet it is a means of service suited pre-
eminently to busy men in busy times, when
they feel they have not time to stop often and
talk to men sbout their souls. Many men
and women have ‘been saved through tracta
handed out by earnest souls with a prayer for
the divine blessing upon the printed page.
Christian men and women should carry a
package of tracts in their pocket constantly,
and make a habit of handing them out to
people. There are many striking instances of
remarkable results from this habit. A gra-
cious harvest has been reaped in the past from
tract distribution. We are suffering now for
need of & return to the practice. Incidents of
gracious results we find in an exchange, and
give to our readers:

Dr. Coke in 1786 gave & tract to a family
in Virginia named Cowles. The family num-
bered fourteen, and that tract was the instru-
mentality used in the conversion of the family.
A man saw the tract, “Repent, or Perish,”

flosting in the Frazer River.  He took it out,
- dried it, read it, and by it was convertéld to.

God.
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A man refused to come to meeting, but con-
sented to take a tract from the preacher. A
few weeks later he stood up in the meeting and
confessed that the tract led him to Jesus. "A
soldier found in his hospital bed the tract
“Will you go?’ and finally wrote on it, “By
the grace of God I will go.”

Passilng through Switzerland, s tract dis-
tributor gave a tract to a man, in a town no-
torious for gambling. On his return, some
days later, the man said: “I thank you for
saving my soul and body.” He was abous to
commit suicide on acount of losses'in gambling.

The dailes recently. recorded the experience
of a forger in Philadelphia. Sitting in a pub-
He square, meditating sulcide, he .was handed
a leaflet with the words on it, “Come now, let
us reason together,” etc. He read it, put up
his razor, went to the police station, and gave
himself up.

Instances of this sort could be multiplied,
for these little printed missives have been
known to prevent crimes, to saye lives, to heal
the broken-hearted, and to bring the despair-
ing one to Jesus. We never know, nor can
'we realize the good we are doing in distribut-
ing tracts.

Truth that Lifts

There are said to be poems that lift, but it
is only the ftruth of Ged in poems that lifts.
It is only the lifted up Christ that lifts men
and women from sin and despondency and
weakness. There is much of this truth which
honors Christ to be found in poetic form,
and it is always powerful, but it is not the
power of poetry but the power of the Christ.
We object to seeing the Christ robbed of His
glory by ascriptions of credit to other agen-
cies for results distinctively due to His power.
We sometimes speak of the power of man, but
really this is likewise but the power of the
Christ working through the agency of man as
its channel. Sometimes men or women have
been stirred or moved strangely toward God
by beauty or eloguence or the splendor of the
works of nature, but these likewise are so
many manifestations of the wondrous power
divine communicated through these media for
the uplift of man to higher realms, even to
God himself. God is ever seeking to get men
to Himself, and there is nothing which He
can not use to this holy purpose if man yields
to it. He watches ever for some avenue to the
heart, and if He finds this to be by poetry or
song or nature’s beauty or art, or what not,

_ He gladly seizes that means, and seeks to get

into the heart and life through that channel.
The New York Advocate gives a case where
God found His way to a very hard heart
through the medium of beautiful poetry as
follows :

One might call it 2 strange punishment that
was {nflicted on a girl in the Woman’s Reform-
atory Prison of Massachusetts. She was set
the task of committing a verse of poetry.

The girl had given a great desl of trouble,
both before and after she was sentenced to -the
reformatory. Rebukes, punishments, tasks,
appeals were unavailing. In despalr, after a
sudden exhibition of temper on the part of her
young prisoner, the superintendent, Mrs. John-
Bon, took her to her own room for a heart-to-
heart talk., But her gentleness could not quell
the raging storm. All tact seemed unavalling.
At length her hand mervously and almost un-
consciously opened a copy of Whittier's poemsa
lying on the table. Her eye caught the title,
“The Eternal Goodness,” and she repeated the
verse:

Yet, in the maddening maze of things,
And tossed by storm aand flood,

To cne fixed trust my purpose clings,
I know that God 18 goc3.

“This 18 a begutiful poem,” she sald to her
prisoner; “take it to your room and commit
this verse which I have just read.”

“It 8 beautiful,” the girl responded, as she
took the book.” N

The next morning she repeated the verse

and six gthers with it. The day after she re--

peated  the  ehtire twenty-two versed of the
poem, in a tone almost tender. A miracle had

happered indeed. Her face glowed with what
might appropriately be termed a transfigured
glow. One day she stopped the superintendent
in the hall and said: )

“When I wake in the night and the old rage
comes over me, and I want to smash windows
and kill people, I say those verses, and they
quiet me and comfort me.”

‘When the author of the poem, John Green-
leaf Whittier, was told the incident by Mrs.
Johnson, he replied, “Thy heart must he full
of love for that poor girl.” It was a heart
tull of love to God and humanity that made
“Thg- Eternal Goodness” posaible in the- firat
place, and that has given it its wide mission
of helpfulness and comfort since. Eilght verses.
were selected for the last edition of our Meth-
odist Hymnal, and are known as hymn 472.
The last four verses especlally have become
endeared to many souls. They make a beauti-
ful companion lyric to Tennyson's “Crossing
the Bar’:

BESIDE THE SILENT SEA

I know not what the future hath
f marvel or surprise,
Assured alone that life and death
His mercy underlies.

And so beside the sllent sea
I wait the mufled oar;

No harm from Him can come to me-
On ocean or on shore.

I know not where His islands lift
Their fronded palms in air;

I only know I can not drift
Beyond His love and care.

And thou, O Lord, by whom are seen
Thy creatures as they be,
Forgive me if too close I lean
My human heart on Thee.

An Ever-flowing Well

Such is-His mercy; His grace is a never
ceasing stream. His river of blessing never
runs dry. He gives us songs in the night. He
is our strength by night, by day, in times of
elevation and preferment, and in times of de-
pression and disappointment and sorrow. His
grace is perfectly adapted and suited. to us
always, everywhere, in all conditions and
places and trying circumstances. The many-
sidedness of His grace is the marvel of the
universe. This baffles the devil, and amazes
even the elect, and is the comfort and joy of
His children in all ages. What a God is ours
whose help is thus:so marvelously suited to
us and sufficient for us! How God thus sends
us blessings in strange conditions, sometimes
in our sleep, is illustrated by an incident in
the life of Frederick the Great:

Frederick the Great, king of Prussia, having
rung his bell one day, and pobody answering,
opened the door where his Bervant was usually
in waliting, and found him asleep on a sofa.
He was golng to awake him, when he per-
ceived the end of a billet or ‘letter hanging
out of hias pocket. Having the curiosity to
know its contents, he took and read it, and
found it was a letter from his mother, thank-
ing him for having sent her a part of his wages
to assist her in her distress, and concluding
with beseeching God to blese him for his filial
attention to her wants. The king returned
softly his room, took a roll of ducats, and slid

-them with the_ letter into the page’s pocket.

Returning to his apartment, he rung so vio-
lently that the page awoke, opened the door
and entered.

“You have slept well,” sald the king.

The page made an apology, and, in his em-
barrassment, happened to put his hand in his
pocket, and felt with astonishment the roll.
He drew it out, turned pale, and looking at the
king, burst into tears, without being able to
speak a word.

*“What is the matter?’ asked the king.
“What alls you?”
“Ah, sir,” sald the young man, throwing

himselt at his feet, “somebody has wished to
ruin me. I ¥now not how I came by this mon-

“My friend,” wsaid Frederick, *“God often
sends us good in our- sleep; send the money
to your mother; salute her ip.-my name; and
assure her_that I shall take. care of her and
you.” . . Lo mms .

- ey In my pocket.”
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again. They have their friends and exert
large influence.. No class of men are more
loyal to the preachers and none more willing
to sacrifice for their interests. And they are
loyal to the cause for which they have given
up all. Nothing is more dear to them than
the church for whom Jesus gave H]s life-
blood to cleanse and save.

With them the old-time friends are gone.
They are not known now as they were when
in the strength of manhood they went forth
as heralds of the gospel that saves men from
all sin. One by one, kindred spirits with
whom they had sweetest fellowship' have slip-
ped away, leaving them to journey on alone.
And yet they are not alone, for He hath said,
“YI am with thee always.” The hills of the
blessed loom up in the distance, and Eden
Zephers fan their. wrinkled brows. They
catch the strains of music unfamiliar to earth-
ly ears. They are in the dawn of that morning
where the sun never sets. No shadows dim
the sky and no storms can shake their faith.
Heaven will recompense for all they have suf-
fered here. Jesus who has been their constant
Friend and Companion will receive them into
His divine abode to go out no more forever.

The Sunday School
Primary Class

Written by Miss Mickey THOMPSON

HILE different methods may be em-
ployed in teaching children the Sun-

. day school lesson, nothing improves
more than object leaching., Jesus was the
great object teacher and used the common
things of life to illustrate the great truth of
His kingdom, namely, the sower, the mustard
seed, the fig tree, the fish, money, a candle,
the fatted calf, ete. These were common il-
lustrations with Him by whick He revealed
spiritual truth.

Object teaching is a scriptural method of
instruction, a large key representing faith
by which the door may be opened to anything
God has in His store house for us. A yoke
whittled out in imitation of those used in
the time of Jesus, a few heads of wheat show-
ing the commen way of satisfying hunger in
Palestine, a glass of water with some dirt in
the bottom, which can be easily stirred up at
the moment desired; a small pot in which
flowers and weeds have been allowed to grow
together, seven sandwiches made from crack-
ers. These are all simple, yet are suggestive
of the truths to be taught.

Object teaching never fails to attract the
attention and awaken an interest in children.
A single crooked line on the blackboard will
illustrate a lesson on sin, by showing the
lack of harmony in erooked lines.

The parable of the Good Samaritan may be
taught in a fascinating way by some rough
ovals drawn half through each other to rep-

" resent a chain of love, love to papa, love to
mamma, to sister, brother, friend, teacher, and
neighbor. How their little eyes sparkle, and
eagerly they talk of this love that binds our
hearts together. We must remember that the
spirit of God works upon young hearts. I
have used the blackboard successfully with
this illustration:

avlor

how the way to keep
omebody n{e.

I have told the children of the different
kinds of light in the world: the light set in
the street at night to keep horses from run-

.
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ning into something that was being built, or a
hole whete the street was torn up, of the red
light on the engine, of the red light used as a
signal of danger, of the miners’ light worn on
the front of the cap, of the great lighthouses
at sea and on all coasts, and the light on
the ships, oil lamps, electric lights, etc. Every
one of these were shining to “show the way
to keep somebody safe.” Then I have told
them of the Savior, the Light of the world.
The Secriptures and Sunday school were shin-
ing to show the wpy to “ke#p somebody safe.”
The lesson was apphed to the little ones them-

selves. Were they shining to help’ dbme one”

elsef What were they doing for others, for
their fathers, mothers, brothers and sisters,
pleymates and friends? How can you let your
light shine? . Try to lead them to higher. and
nobler conceptions of life than they have
known before. “Jesus bids us shine” is ap-
propriate here: - :

Jesus bids us shine with a clear, pure light;
Like a little candle burning in the night,
In this world of darkness we must shine,
You in your small corner and I in mine.

Another day take the word Watch, in words,
deeds, thoughts, looks, and steps. Tell the
children something of this kind: Once a little
boy set a watch over his house, his body. He
locked the ear door so that he couldn’t hear
bad words, and watched the mouth door so

that he couldn’t say them, and so he wouldn’t’

let in whiskey or tobacco. He wanted to keep
his house clean.. He watched the hand serv-
ants, and kept them so busy doing good
things that they didn’t have time to do bad
things. You know Satan always finds work
for idle hands to do. This little boy wanted
to work for the Lord instead of Satan, so he
kept his hand servants busy. He watched his
feet servants to keep them in the right way
on errands of love and merey for others. He
watched his eye servants to keep them from
seeing things, ugly pictures, etc., but clean,
and bright so he could look for chances to do
good.

C}uldren, watch your words; don’t call
one little playmate stingy, and another ugly
or hateful. If you can’t 8ay something good
of people, don’t say anything. Watch your
thoughts, because whatever you think about
you will talk about. Watch -your steps. Do
they go where they should not go, or do they
go on errands of mercy and love? TUse this
verse from the Bible: “Set a watch O T.ord
before my mouth. Keep thou the door of my
lips.”

A primary Sunday school teacher can often
arouse interest by showing pictures illustrat-
ing the lesson with foreign scenes, as a pic-
ture of a man in his native costume that
would stamp him as a Mohamedan, Chinese,
or Japanese, asking the children to name the
country he represents, etc. At any rate talk
at least five minutes about the people across

the water where the children may give their

pennies to carry the gospel to these heathen
brothers. Omne Sunday a pupil could be as-

signed the work of looking up interesting

items on a particular field. Just one item a
week will help. Talk frequently with your
children, and let them know that you appre-
ciate their effort to learn, and are interested
in their personal salvation. Visit your pupils,
pray with them, and ‘constantly hold them
up to God, and He will reward your effort.
Arkansas Holiness College, Vilonia, Ark.

“Start out for one day to see what kind-
nesses you can bestow, and you will be sur-
prised at the doors God will open to you. Then
sit down and try to figure up the results of a
lifetime spent walking every day with Jesus.”

Perfect Peace
Written by Earn D. HINCEMAN

“Thou wilt keep him in perfect peaces
whose mind is stayed on thes:. because he
trusteth in thge.”—Isa. 26: 3.

S is not an *“ideal”—= suomething to

I shoot at, that aiming high we-may not

fall too far short. This is a divine pos-

sibility revealed by God to the prophet, and
becomes a divine promise to us.

There have, been two, periods in my life

when I did not know much of real, vital stress
as concerning myself. One was when I was
in father’s house, and father was at the helm,
and somehow I had an abiding confidence that
bread and meat would be on hand from day
to day, and that clothes would be forthcom-
ing.

Of course I had some dim idea of mort-
gages, poor crops, and some such things; but
back of it all was “father,” and I was per-
fectly contented in the belief that all things
would come as meeded.

One reason for this conditior was that I
believed he could take care of me. The sec-
ond was that I was his boy, and I had a right
to expect him to do it.

But there came a time when these condi-
tions changed. . Still professing to be his
son, I withdrew somewhat from under his
authority. He still bore the same relation-
ship to me, and doubtless would have helped
me all he could, but I did not feel free to
ask it, nor did I have faith to believe for it.
My interests in my father’s affairs were not
what they once were, and I realized that my
rights had waned.

Was I rebellious against father? No!l but
the personal equation had become dominant,
and in saying “Thisis mine” I recognized
that things that had been ours were distinctly
his. .
There was & time when I was a child of
God; that is, I was not wilfully rebellious,
and I loved the house of God and His service,
when they did not interfere too much with
my other interests, for almost uneconsciously
but nevertheless really, my ‘interests ns yet
were not altogether yielded to Him. Like as
with my earthly father, some things were
reserved. Not that God’s attitude toward me
was different, but my attitude toward Him
hindered my faith, and more or less troubled
my peace.

When I asked for love, God said: “Lovest
thou me more than these?’ and I could not
say; I did not know.

When I asked for prosperity, the questlon
came:
asked for peace, I was conscious of double-
mindedness; I was not altogether stayed on
God.

But, thank God, there came a2 time when all
this came to an end. One night after God’s
Spirit had plead and urged and instructed,
until my soul was coming out into the light
of divine privilege, He whispered: ‘“Doesn’t
the Father know best?’ and immediately
divine illumination flooded my whole being,
consciously and unreservedly I went over into
His will, and I was at rest.

Dear <one, are you like Martha, troubled
about many thinga? Lay them down at Jesus’
feet, while_you sit and learn, or go at His
bidding.

Those daughters, that son—is the devil
troubling you about them? Are they on your
bhands as it were! Yield them to God; He
will care. Sometimes, yes, quite often we

yield our time, our talents, our money, and

best of a]l our hearts to God, but we still in-
sist on holding on to our burdens. “I have

“Are the tithes all mine? " When I.

4y
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Lelia fluttered about. She helped a lit-
tle and hindered a good deal. Every little
while she would say, *“Aren’t you most
done?” .

At last, when everything mother wished
attended to was done, and the girls were
ready for the brook trip, Sylvia declared,
“There! I've forgotten the chickens.”

“Oh, let ’em walit!” Lela pouted. “Syl-
vie Dayre, I think you're real mean. You'd
rather do anything than please me.”

Joe was close by, and he waited to hear
what “our girl” would do. But Sylvia only
laughed as she ran back for the feed.
“Guess the brook isn’t as hungry as the
chicks—why, Joe!”

“Go ’long there!’ Joe sald, laughing; “I'll
feed 'em. I've lots of time today.”

Father heard all about it from mother
and Joe, and the next time he came back
from town he brought Sylvia two pairs of
beauntiful white pigeons. '‘For Little Faith-
ful” was on the box. Wasn’t Sylvia hap-
py ?2—Children’'s Companion.

Commonplace Compositions

Belle's face was thoughtful and not alto-
gether happy when she came home from
school. *“I think Miass Hill is the most pe-
culiar person I ever knew,” she announced
decidedly.

Mother looked up in surprise. “Why,
Belle!” she exclaimed. “I thought you
liked Miss Hill better than any teacher you
ever had.”

“0, 1 like her well enough,” Belle an-
swered. ‘““But what would you do It your
teacher wanted you to write a common-
place composition?”

“A what?”’ questioned mother.

“Well, all she sald was that people, or-
dinary people, could tell stories =about
things that had happened to them that were
just as interesting as the things one reads
in books. We each have to interview some
ordinary person and then write our com-
position about what that person told us.
What shaill I-do?"

““Goe right down In the kitchen and inter-
view Olga,” her mother answered promptly,
“although I can promise you that you will
find that she is a most extraordinary per-
son. You might help her pare the potatoes
while you talk to her.”

‘“Tell you a story that happened to me
once?" Olga répeated when Belle came in-
_to the kitchen with her request. “O, sure-
ly,” she laughed heartily and went on in
broken English: “I tell you what I think
of when I sit down this afternoon. T think
of first time I had a pair of shoes made of
leather. It was Christmas, when [ was
twelve years old.”

“But what were your shoes made of be-
fore that?” Belle interrupted.

“Wood, of course,” laughed Olga. “Did
You ever see pictures of little girls in Swe-
den with their wooden shoes? When I was
a little girl about so big as you 1 wanted
leather shoes O, 80 bad! I go to school with
a little girl that had a rich father,; and -she
wore shoes made of shining black leather.
I cry and cry and make my dear mother
very sad that T am so naughty and do not
want to wear my wooden shoes. She sald
she wore such kind and so did her mother,
but I am all the time cross about it. I go
t0 my father and tell him what I want.
He laugh and say i T am good girl until I
am twelve years old I shall have a pair for
Christmas that same year made from shin-
Ing black leather. 1 was just eleven, and
T thought it was too long to walt. So one
day I think of something bad to do. I knew
it was naughty; but I did not care, for [
think I get my leather shoes guicker. What
do you think?"

“I dom’t know.
urged excitedly.

Olga laughed. "It {8 funny now when I
tell it,”” she paid. “But I do not see how I
thought of such a thing. 1 sald to myself
that if my wooden shoes were broken father
would have to buy me shoes of leather. So
I made up my mind to break them. I took
one and threw it hard against a rock, but it
would not break. 'Then I took a.big stone
and pounded the toe of {t, but it was not
even the least bit cracked. Then—O but

But go on, Olga,” Belle

I was bad!—I took it to the woodpile and
with the dblg ax I chopped off the toe of my
wooden shoe.” .

“0 Olga, did you really?” gasped Belle.

Olga nodded her head. “But this is &
story with what you call a moral to it,”
she went on merrily. “I picked up my poor
shoe, cut in half, and I ran to the house

crying: ‘O father, my wooden shoe is
broken! May I have one now made of
leather?” My father picked up the two

pleces of the shoe and very seriously he
sald: ‘I will seé what I can fio for this poor
shoe that-has been cut in half by the girl
who wears it’ My, my, but'I was ashamed
of mysgelf! I ran to my room and cried,
and I cried harder when my father goes to
the bilacksmith and has him mend the shoe
by fastening it together with little strips of
tin, that I might wear it to school again.”

“And dild you have to wear it to school
that way?" asked Belle.

“Indeed, yes,” Olga answered. “And it
was good for me. But when the next Christ-
mas came I find my fine leather shoes un-
der the Christmas tree, and my kind father
smile at my pleasure. Excuse me now; I
must start supper.”

“Thank you, Olga,” Belle replied, as she
started upstairs. “I guess Miss Hill knew
what she was talking about when she sald
that ordinary people’s lives were more in-
teresting than storybooks. Though I don't
think,” she added, “that a person who once
chopped her wooden shoe in two is a very
ordinary person.”—Amnnle Louise Berray, in
Churchman.

Going Shares

“Oh, mamma, Nannfe Evans has invited
me to go drivin’ with her this afternoon—
a lovely, long ride in the country. May I
go?” Effle’s face was radiant and softly
colored, like the early fruit blossoms.

Her mother smiled. *“Why, yes, dear; and
it was very kind of her to ask you.”

“Yesn, wasn't it?” cried the little girl.
“Nannie can do lots'of kiod things—she has
80 much moneéy.”

Mamma looked a little grave and would
have spoken to Effie, but the little maid had
danced away to get ready. And when pres-
ently Nannie Evans and her big sister called
for Effle, she was In such a flutter of excite-
ment that she could hardly keep still. °

“Ch, mamma, please hurry. Does it mat-
ter to fasten all the buttons, and isn’t my
hair smooth enough? Good-bye. 1 wish
you were coming.”

Mamma smiled and waved her hand as the
stately footman helped her little daughter
into the victorla. And Effle waved back de-
lightedly as the handsome bays started.

It was almost dark when she burst into
the room, bringing the odor of fragrant
blossoms with her. Her arms were full of
roses, lilies and carnations.

“It was the lovellest ride, mamma! And
look at my flowers! Did you ever see such
beauties? We went to a florist’'s, and. Miss
Katie—Nannie’s sister, you know—bought
such a lot of flowers., She gave me these
for my own self.” Effle was quite out of
breath.

“Yeg, they are indeed lovely,” said her
mother, lifting the masses of exquisite
bloom.

“And so many!” cried Effle. “We'll have
some in every room.” And she'ran to get
vases and water. ‘‘Nannie’s sister Katie
sent a whole lot to the hospital.” continued
Effie. She pavsed a moment, and then con-
tinued wistfully: It must be so easy to be
good and do kind thinga when one hasg a
lot of money, like Nanmie.”

Mamma smiled. ‘Po you think so, dear?”

“Why, ves,” sald Effie, slowly. “If I had
lovely things, I know I'd go shares.”

“Are you quite sure you would, Effe?"”

Something in mamma’s voice made Effie
look up, puzzled. Mamma was looking at
the great bowl of crimson roses on the ta-
ble. Then she turned and looked at the
lilfes and carnations in the tall vases. A
fiush crept over Effie’'s face. She under-
stood. “I know what you're thinking, mam-
ma—that I could share my flowers. Oh, but
I do hate to part with them!”

“It isn't always easy to go shares, you
see sald mamma, gently. .

¢

Effie was silent for a moment, then she
began to sort out the roses. “I'm golng to
carry these beauties to old Mrs. Lane. She
loves flowers so dearly, and never has any.
I'll leave a bowl for you, sweetest mamma,
and take the rest.”

And Effie hurried off with her arms full.
When she came back her little face was
very grave.

“Oh, mamma! she cried when she saw
them. She used to live in the country, and
it made her cry; but she was glad to get
them.”

It was 2 day of two later that Effle rushed
in like a whirlwind. *“What do you think,
mamma. Miss Katie Evans knows Mrs.
Lane. She took her some fine washing to
do, and saw our flowers; and then Mrs.
Lane told her about them and how she
loved the country, and Miss Katie i{s going
to take her to drive every single week, and
I'm going, too. Isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes, indeed,” sald mamma, kissing her.
—Boys and Girlsa.

A Boy’s Curiosity and What
Came of It

Boys and girls and little people are often
responsible for gréat results, and mayhe
you do not know that the discovery of that
important instrument, the telescope, may be
traced to the curiosity of a little boy, and
this is how it came about: The little boy I
telling you about was the som of an op-
ticlan who lived {n Holland. He and his
sisters loved to play about their father’s
workbench, and often they amused them-
selves looking at the sea through the little
smooth concave glasses which thelr father
used in his work. Now, one day it hap-
pened that the boy, while playlng with two
of those glasses, chanced to hold them be-
fore his eyes in such a way that the face of
the cathedral clock seemed very near. This
surprised him, for the clock was so far
away that he could scarcely see the hands
with his naked eyes. He-stared at the clock
and then at the glasses; each of which he
tried in turn; but the clock was as far away
as ever, and 8o it remained, turn them as he
would, until by chance again he held both
up together, when, lo! as if by magic, the
clock stood beside him, * “O, I know, I
know!” he cried aloud. “It’s the two to-
gether.” Then in great joy he ran to his
father and told him of his remarkable dis-
covery. The father tried the glasses fn his
turn and found that the boy had spoken the
truth when he said he could bring the great
church clock nearer. So this was the way

-the people learned that putting a concave

and a convex glass together in just the
right position would make distant objects
seem near. Without this knowledge we
should never have had the telescope, and
without the telescope we should have known
little of the sun, moon, or stars. So if you
ever have a chance to look through a tele-
scope and see the wonders it has to re-
veal, just remember the little boy who once
lived §an far-off Holland.—Exchankae.

Little Things

A raindrop is a little thing,
Many make the showers;

Little moments flitting by
Make up all the hours.

One little star at close of day
Vainly seems to twinkle,

Till at length the shining hosts
All the blue besprinkle. .

A smile is but a little thing
To the happy giver,

Yet it ofttimes leaves a calm
Cver life’'s rough river;

Gentle words are never lost,
Howe’er small their seeming;

Sunny rays of love are they
O’er our pathway gleaming.

Ah! it is ‘the little things —
Little joys and trials,

Little pleasures little griéfs,
And little self-denials,

Little hopes and little fesrs—
Fill our morn and even;

. And little beame of love and faith

Light our way to heaven.—8el.

o







One of the many good qualitics our general
supsrintendent, Rev. P. F. Bresee, possesses as &
good moderator, is that of expediting the matters
of an Assembly. He allows no time to go to
waste. .

The face of Sister Bresee was inspiring to the
people of the Assembly. We hope God will spare
ber life to be with the Doctor at our next As-
sembly, in Malden.

Dr. Haynes was ‘welcomed by the Assembly.
He did well in presenting the work of the Pub-
lishing Intcrests. He preached the closing sermon
of the Assembly.

Pastor Norberry had Dr. Haypes and gur
brother, Evangelist W. E. Shepard, “to preach for
him on Assembly Sunday. .

There were no complaints nnd Do murmurings
bheard from any preacher’s lips, over any disep-
pointments, as they went to their nmew appoint-
ments. . .

Dr. Fowler's sermon Sunday afternoon was a
masterpiece. The differences our brother showed
between the temptations of the unsanctified and
the sanctified Chkristians were clear, logical, con-
vincing, reasonalle, and scriptural.

Genernl Superintendent Walker was warmly re-
ceived at the Assembly, and his words of counsel
from time to time were heartily appreciated. He
came to the Assembly directly from Scotland, and
brought us greetings frem the Pentecostal (Naz-
arene?) folks acr:ss the sea.

Thauks to the Malden arnd Lynn churches for
their kind invitations for the Assembly to be held
at their churches in 1815. The Assembly voted
to g0 to Malder next year.

Former District Superintendent Fogg was at
the Assembly. OQur brother is doing evangelistic
work at ‘the presefit time, but has not lost his
interest in the pastors and their charges.

Rev. P. C. Thatcher, son of Rev. O. C. Thatcher,
who has been preaching with the Methodista for
some years, is now ‘‘one of ns,” and has taken up
work at Leicester, Vt.

Brother Beers begins his work as associatc pas-
tor to Pastor Riggs, at our Lowell church, as soon
as he can. Brother Beers will give his entire
time to the ministry to which he feels God has
called him. But he will continue his business
for some weeks to come."

Sister Cassie Smith has left New England to
look after her werk in Ocean Grove, N. J.

Scveral of our deaconesses were in charge of
the Young Teople’s Mecting at the Emmanuel
church, the last night of the Assembly, and left
good results behind' them.

Sad news comes to us of the death of Rev. J. W,
Manning, of Saratoga Springs, N. Y. Brother
Manning was a good friend to our Pentecostal
church at that place. Ide will be greatly missed.

Sister Mary Woodbury, of Southhampton, Mass.,
was upable to be at the Assembly this year. Her
character was passed and her relations were con-
tinued. Sister Woodbury is one of the “old
guard.” ' .

Evangelist Greenvood is havisg good crowds in
his meetings at Columbus,” Ohio. He is there
laboring in connection with the railway men under
the Y. M. C. A.

Dr, William McDonald, son, of the late Rev.
William McDonald, is one of the professors at
the Brown University, Providence,  R. 1. His
futher was for many years the president of the
National Association for the Promotion of Holi-
ness, and editor of the Christian Witness.

Pastor Brown, of our Danielson church, raised
nearly $300 last year for his church debt. Let
all our pastors do what they can to clear their
church mortgage off our churches this Assembly
year.

Now that we have opened up a work in that
large city of Worcester, Mass.,, why not some
persons help eur District Superintendent Wash-
burn to open up a work in that other Queen City—
Springfield Mass.? We ought to have a good
flourisbing church in that great city by the next
District Assembly.

After the Assembly, what? To go back to
our. church refreshed to do better work for God
and lost seuls. More revivals! More power!
More glory on us! More axd greater victories!
More churches! More church members added to
our numbers! More church mortgages lifted!
More of the real unction and power of the Holy
Ghost in our lives and ministry! TLet us have
“much more” on every line.

A committee of preachers were appointed by
the Assembly "to see what steps may have to be
taken to make the Portsmouth Campmeeting our
New England District Campmeeting. They will

“

HERALD of HOLINESS for May 27, 1914

“The GREAT Song-Book
“Canaan
‘Melodies”

Arthur F. Ingler

Editor

Wm. J. Kirkpatrick

Contributing Editor v

+Those who have seen “Ganaan Melo-
dies” are delighted with it. It is a de-
lightful surprise to many to find such a
strong collection of songs.

Yes, it is a hotiness song book, and
really has songs which emphasize the
“second blessing.”

As Others See It

The following card from a well-
known holiness evangelist shows how it
appears to those who are competent to
judge it by its merits:

Lineoln, Neb., May 28, 1914.
Just received the eopy of “Canaan.
Melodies,” IT IS FINE. You have
made a fine selection. Give my com-
pliments to the complliers, It ~will
surely have a large demand.
Yours sineerely,
W. H. PRESCOTT.

P. S.—8end me 100 coples by ex-
press, .

The round note edition is ready and
the shaped note edition is in prepara-
tion. We expect to have it ready before
June 1st. )

This is the great song book for your
campmeeting or.revival, and is also ex-
cellent for regular services.

Pebble Cloth Cover:

Single copy, prepaid, 15 cents
100, not prepaid, $12.00

———

PUBLISHING TOUSE of the
PENTECOSTAL CHURCH of the NAZARENE
KANSAS CITY, MISSOURI
2169 TROOST AVENUE

consider other camps if they are open for such a
proposition.

This scribe appreciated the very kind words
spoken in public and private at the Assembly to
him for the ‘Notes and Personals” of this de-
partment, .

“Keer oN BELIEVING."

Gener_al Church News

SALISAW, OKLA. i

We closed our meeting near Wapanucke, and
cume on to Stuart for three services. Three souls
prayed through. We came on here to assist the
Nazarene pastor, Brother Savage, in a meeting at
Price’'s chapel. God gave us a good meeting;
aseveral prayed through. Brother Savage is one
of our best pastors. While he is a young preacher,
and this is his first pastoral charge, he has the
confidence not only of his own folk but is gain-
ing the confidence of others, who ave beginning to
see that holiness is not fanaticism. We are now
in the Methodist church here, and the interest is
good. Several came forward for prayer the first
service—L. H. R

ITTER.
OWENSBORO, KY.

I am here to open the battle with Rev. W. Dug-
gins, pastor of our Pentecostal Church of the
Nazarene, so pray for us that God may give real
victory.—B. T. FLANEBY.

GARND 1S8LAND, NEB,

Just a few lines from this hard battlegreund.
Hard in the first plaee because of its twenty-four

.gard for the. . Sabbath;

. afternoon,

11

saloons; because of much utter disre-
and thirdly, because ‘of
prejudice against “them holiness- people.” Plossed
to say, however, that patient, "consgistent holiness
is gradually winning its way. We are facing a
serious situation at present, for the church building

‘secondly,

" whick-we have rented must soon be given up and
* suitable quarters in our section of the city cad

net be secured. We have the entire northwest
section of the city, practically, to ourselves—
a good sized territory. To give this up would be
a sad mistake. We don't intend to do so, but
arc praying to the Captain to lead us on, and
the prayer takes definite form—we must have a
new buslding. Already we are formulating plans,
but for our little flock alone to wundertake the
financial burden will be too great. Outside help
must be solicited. Some help will be secured hére,
but we shall also appeal to our friends at large.
In a word, God bas blessed us this year with
souls at the altar for pardon and purity. I am
informed that we have the largest Sunday school
on the district. We must not let these future
Nazarenea slip from us, and fear is entertained
that they will unless we get suitable quarters
soon.—C. E. RYDER, Pastor.

"WICHITA, KAN.

Sunday was a very gracious day. Since the
Assembly the Lord has provided us with a nice
28 x 44 ft. wooden tabernacle to worship in. Sun-
day we had a hallelujah march and raised enough
money to pay off the note which lifts all indebt-
edness from the building. The sermon was blessed
of the Lord and the services sealed with the re-
turn of a backslider. "Fwo souls were saved at
the service in the afternoon at the Rescue Home,
and the Russellites stirred at the night service.
We are now on the skirmish line preparing for
the coming Assembly. I.et us pray the Lord to
give us a precious outpouring at the Assembly.—
J. H. EsTES, Pastor.

JASPER, ALA.

Just closed a2 ten days’ revival with Rev. S. H.
Galloway in charge, 2« man of God, who preaches
with power and the demonstration of the spirit.
As 8 whole we had a good revival.. For the first
few days we had sweeping victory and souls were
saved and sanctified. Owing to inclement weather
the latter part of the meeting was hindered. We
feel that the church has been strengthened, work
built up, and West Jasper church is beginning to
stretch herself and rub her dyes from a long
gpiritual drowsiness. We are a thousand paces
up the road from where we were when I first
came here, August 1G6th. The attendance has
increaged from a mere handful to a large taber-
nacle well nigh filled. The West Jasper Nazarene
school clesed May OGth, with high honors, after
running the full nine months. We have a new
church buildibg proposition on foot, and expect
to begin the excavations in a few days.—A. I.,
PARRETT, Pastor.

FpoymM Evancerist J. E. Bates

The mecting in the Nazarene church nt Malden,
Mo., was a hard-fought battle. We had consider-
able trouble with the devil. He scems to have
changed his tactics some since we went there one
year ago. But we had some fine fervices, Four
people prayed through to victory, and I am pray-
ipng God to help them stand. I am now in a
fine meeting at Piedmont. We have a nice new
church nearly completed. The flock is being
shepherded by Brother A. J. Mitchell, and God
is"with them. We are trying to lay a foundation
for larger things here, that we will speak of
later. God is with us, ILarge crowds, deep in-
terest, and some salvation work already.

BROOKLYN, N, Y.

The first of a Beries of monthly all-day meet-
ings wcs held. Friday, May 15th, in the Bedford
Pentecostal Church of the Nazareme, Manhattan
Ave., cormer Ainslie St., Brooklyn, N. Y. Theé
morning service, 11 to 12, was devoted to prayer,
and surely “Heaven came down our souls to greet
while glory crowned the Mercy Seat.)” In the
Rev, J. C. Bearse, of John Wesley
Pentecostal Church of the Nazareme, gave the
word; the blessed Lord watered and refreshed
our souls as he delivered the message. The evening
gservice was in charge of our pastor, Rev. John
Caldwell, who gave the word with power. The
next all-day meeting will be held Friday, June
9th. Morning service, 11 to 12, devoted exclusively
to prayer for the work in the neighborhood. The
afternoon service, 2:30 to 4, will be in charge of
Rev. S. A. Sands, pastor of Woodmen Methodist
Episcopal ¢hurch, who will also give the message.
Sister Julia Gibson, returned
India, will give a talk on India in the evening.
We are expecting a great dey.—Louis B. REERD,.
Clerk.

missionary from .
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