
the waves looked to aink the ship that Christ
calmed both the sea and the disciples, "Peace,
be still." When Naomi thought she had drunk
the water of gall, her corrow-dimmed eye could
not see the rainbow in the cloud of God's provi¬
dence. But it was there. And the heart-
blistering sojourn in Moab that bereft her of
both husband and children proved to be the
very storm that displayed the splendid rain-

bow of Ruth's sacrificial devotion against a

background of disappointment, three funerals,
lonely widowhood, and pinching poverty.

"When through the deep waters I call thee to
go,

The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow ;
For I will be with thee thy trials to bless,
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress."

Our Boys and Girls
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS.

By Rev. Charles TV. Anderson.
When I was a boy my mother made me a

present of a book. I prized that book because
my mother gave it to me, and yet again did

I love it for the excellent reading that I found
in it. The name of that book was "Pilgrim's
Progress." It is a classic of religious litera-
txire. It was one of the few books that young
Abram Lincoln had in his spare library; and
one that he counted dear. -Arthur Brisbane,
on* of the world's highest salaried editorial
writers, commends it to us as good reading.
The London Morning Post makes use of a

passage from this immortal allegory to point
a way out of the present world situation. It
suggests to its readers "that they should be¬
ware of these by-path meadows, however al¬
luring they may be."

In this book you will read many strange
stories. There is the story of the robin with
the big spider in his mouth. He was a splen¬
did fellow; fat and lusty. His back was of
dark brown ; his breast was be-fcathered bright
red. When folks flung him a handful of
eihimbs he gladly ate them. He seemed, how¬
ever, to have* a partiality (when no one was

looking) of eating big fat spiders. Horrible,
wasn't it? Do you know the moral? It's this.
There are some folks who are only too glad
to associate with the godly and partake of
their counsels, yet when no one is looking they
arc after changing their diet, drinking iniquity,
and swallowing down sin like water.

There is another story of "a man that could
look no way but downward, with a muckrake
in his hand." Yet over his head was a golden
crown held out to him by a glorious angel.
But, never looking up, be saw it not. What
is the meaning of this? There arc some peo¬
ple who have come to love this present world.
They have fallen into the snare of riches and
are greedy of filthy lucre. Thus their minds
have become blinded to their immortal destiny.
They know nothing of the crown that fadeth
not away.

And, yet, still another story. Let Bunyan
tell it: "He had them to another room, where
were a hen and chickens, and bid them ob¬
serve a while. So one of the chickens went
to the trough to drink, and every time she
drank, she lifted up her head, with her eyes
toward heaven. 'See,' said he, 'what this lit¬
tle chiek doth, and learn of her to acknowl¬
edge whence your mercies come, by receiving
them with looking up.' "

Then, when you have read through this
book, call to mind that the writer was but a

poor tinker in the town of Bedford. Who
"never went to school to Aristotle, or Plato,"
yet his influence upon the world this last 200
years has been unbounded.

The great moral lesson of thH story is easy
to see. You and I are "pilgrims and strangers
on the earth." "Here have we no continuing

city, but we seek one to come." Alone on
the wide, wide plain of life is every soul that
is born into the world. Every child of man
must take the pilgrim staff, and, seeking aid
from God and His Christ, gain the joy ever¬

lasting.
May God help you to find it. Amen.
Pattonville, Mo.

THE CHRISTMAS STAR.
Since ancient Bethlehem beheld
The Christmas Btar arise,

Astronomers have vainly sought
Its splendor in the skies;

But when the bells on Christmas Eve
Repeat the glad refrain

Of "Peace on earth, good-will to men,"
Behold! it shines again.

In every home where little feet
Go pattering to and fro,

And little voices merrily
Ring out across the snow.

And scarlet-berried holly makes
The glittering windows bright,

The holy star of Bethlehem
Reveals Its dazzling light.

It sparkles from the Christmas tr««
In gold and silver sheen,

And tiny tapers strung along
The branches darkly green.

It shimmers on the angel perched
Upon the topmost spray,

And o'er the tinsel cords that tie
The gifts of Christmas Day.

The children dance and sing around
The tree of wondrous fruit,

Or at some new and novel toy
They gaze with rapture mute.

And dolls and drums and picture-books,
And all the Christmas things.

Are touched with radiance that led
The shepherds and the kings.

O! may no little one awake
Upon a Christmas morn

To find his stocking hanging up
All empty and forlorn;
For loL the glory that aroused
The shepherd in the fold

Is shining still in childish eyeB
And curls of baby gold.

.Minna Irving in Leslie's.

LOVING KINDNESS.

By E. P. C.
"Why don't you knock her back?" said

John to his little sister.
"She struck you; strike her back."
"O, no," said Maysie, though her face

flushed with displeasure for a moment. "I
don't want to do that. I love her too much."
And patting her arms around her little play¬mate, she said. "You love me, too, don't youGracie? And it didn't hurt me very much."
Qaick-tempered Gracie, who was already re¬
pentant at heart, for what she had done, ex¬
claimed: "O Maysie, I am so sorry! I wish
my hands would be good, and not do such
naughty things." "Did you ever ask Jesus to

help you, Grade?" asked Maysie. "No," said
Qracie, "I never did. Is that what you were

doing when John told you to knock me back?"
"Yes," answered Maysie very softly, "my

mamma showed me how."
"Well," whispered Gracie, "I mean to try

that way next time." And the little friends
went on with their play.

"Girls are queer," said John to himself, as
he walked off with Rover, his dog. "Girls
are certainly very queer. If that had been a

boy who knocked me wouldn't I have pitched
into him!" And he gave a low whistle to ex¬

press what he would have done. "Well, my
son," said his father, who happened to be sit¬
ting where he had heard all that passed,
"which way is best?" "But, father," said
John, "to have anybody strike you, and, then,
instead of striking back to tell him that you
love him ! That's no way to do!"
"My son, kindness worketh wonders, and

love conquereth all things. In this instance
our little Maysie used a power that possesses
more force than all the resentment that conld
have been manifested. The wonderful power
of loving kindness."
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Already acknowledged 46
Mary Allen 4
Evelyn Ralston 3
Misses Miller 6
Sara Ward 2
From Petersburg 2
Mary Alexander 3
Emma Glover 1
Nancy C . . . . 2
Helen Argyle 1
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The Presbyterian of the South, Richmond, V"a.

GRANDMOTHER KNITS FOR SOLDIERS.
(Will Pauline knit, too.)

Dear Presbyterian : I thought I would write
you a letter as I haven't written you any.
1 have recited the Shorter Catechism. I am
in the fifth grade and am eleven years old. My
teacher '8 name is Miss Cunningham. I like
her all right. My grandmother beats Henry
Mackey's grandmother. She has knit six
sweaters, three pair of socks, and one pair of
wristlets for the soldiers. I will try to answer
Henry Mackey's question: Who slew six hun¬
dred Philistines with an ox goad? Shanger
the son of Anath. Judge 3:31. I will ask a
question myself : What king made silver to
be as stones in Jerusalem for abundance? My
grandmother said if I would recite the Sermon
on the Mount she would give me five dollars
1 have a little puppy; his name is Billy. In
the fall we had wheat on the field and he would
run the chickens off of it. We have five cats.

From your little friend,
Pauline Davis.

Fairfield, Va.
Dear Pauline: Your grandmother has cer¬

tainly done a splendid work for the soldiers.
I wonder is she won't teach you to knit so
you can help with our quilt. Maybe she would
like to help herself. Suppose you ask her if
she will do both. H. A.

A NEW FRIEND.
Dear Presbyterian: I am a little girl twelve

years old. I am in th* 6-B grade at Lincoln


