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Wo The Fireside. es 
Sessosssssssssassasssenss 
Bessie in the Valley of the Shadow, 

A TRUE STORY. 

It wasa warm morning in July. I was 
looking through my mending basket, 
when my little son came in from doing 

an errand for me. i 
“O mother,” he said, “Mrs, Weaver 

told me that Bessie Lee has the fever.” 
“Is she very ill?” I asked. 
“Mrs. Weaver says she is not so very 

sick, but Bessie thinks she is going to 

die, and will not believe the doctor when 
he tells her’ she is not dangerously 
sick i: rst 1 ” 

Bessie was a pretty, -blithe ‘girl - of 

seventeen years, who never seemed ‘to 
have a care in all her merry life. She 
lived only a block from. us, but was a 
member. of Broad Street church, so not 
under the pastoral care of my husband. 

That afternoon a, messenger came to us 
requesting Mr, King to visit Bessie and 
talk to her. "He found ‘her almdét be- 
side herself with fear lest she should 
die. Rees id og 

The doctor said the nervous excite 
ment was very bad for her, and felt 
anxious that the ministers should say 
something to comfort and calm her. 
‘Lhree had talked to her very earnestly," 
but she only grew more excited, so they 
were ‘at times—forced to ‘hold her in bed: 
The next day I went-by special request 
to sce if I could say Something to com- 
fort liet.::Very earhéstly [ prayed for 
wisdom and guidance. When I came 
into the room she gave me a smile of. 

in , and seemed to be guiet. With 
i hind blac Gas, tighiely ing : Her 

mother’s, She held it thus all the time, 
‘so that was forced to remain 
righ with her day and:night.. She spoke 
a few pleasant words to me, when al] at 
once the wild look ‘came into her eyes 
and she cried, . “O, Mrs. King, I.am go- 
ing to die ‘and be lost! O ‘what shall I 
do? What shall 1 do?” , yee 
1 said: “Bessie, the doctor says you 
are not so very ‘sick, but even if you 
are, can you not trust Jesus?” 
“0, don't tell me that!” she exclaimed. 

“They all say that, and I don’t | ” , 

mean by ‘trusting.’ 

the poor girl quiet again. As soon as 
she would listen, 1 said, “Bessie, avho is 

. She looked at ‘me wonderingly, and 
replied, “Mamma.” = 
“But, who ds holding the other?” 1 

" “Why, no one,” she replied, in a sur- 

Now, Bessie,” 1 said, “I want you just ito Jet “Jesus hold shat hand. = Just 
put your dnd in his ‘and ‘say,’ ‘Dear 
Jesus, Fammif $0 weak and sick I do not 
even demow how 10 trust you, but I want 
You #@'take my hand and hold it as long 
iy pM don't let it go when I die.’ 
Now you can’t see him, but he is stand- 
ing. night. here, waiting to take your 
hand ; let him have it, for he ‘says, *‘I 
“will never’ leave thee, mor ' forsake 

She looked inquiringly at me for a 
«moment, and a sweet, glad smile broke 
over her face. I saw her open her fing- 
275 ang close. them again, then I slip- 

When I called next day she was 
sleeping. Her mother told te that she 
bad loosed her hand soon after I left, 

‘and had fallen into the first natural 
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sleep she had enjoyed since her illness 
began. When she had been asleep a few 
hours, she was aroused to take some 

© nourishment. She said, “Mamma, Jesus 
is still ‘holding my ‘hand.” The doctor 
now thought she would rally, but he was 
disappointed. She slept all of the time, 
and when aroused to: take medicine or 
nourishment, she would say, always with 
such a sweet smile, “Mamma, Jesus is 
still holding my hand.” 
A few days later, at oné oclock in the 

morning, théy sent for me to come to 
Bessie, 1 found her slowly dying. Just 

-as the day began to dawn, her gentle 
spinit passed away, leaving to her loved 43y; mo need to have any rehearsal of . ones only the beautiful clay tenement. 
We closed the blde eyes, but the expres- 
sion of perfect peace remained on the 
quiet features. Jesus was still holding 
her. hand as she’ passed tarough the 
“valley of the shadow’ and entered into 
the beautiful city. As we gazed on the 

ble: and fall. Then we begin to lose 
confidence in the gentle, guiding hand, 
and we doubt whether we are his chil- 
dren or not. Why not say, in.the words 
of the beautiful hymn: 

I'N go where you tell me to go, dear 
Lord, : 

Over mountain, or vale or sea. 
I'll do what you tell me to do, dear 

50 RA. 
I'll be what you want me to be. 

~—Chtristian Observer. 

rp 
HOW THE CHOIR RALUED. 

Just a little sentence uttered by one 
of her companions, but it would keep 
repeating ‘itself over and over im her 
mind, and making a sorry disturbance 
thepe, = : 
“Only a deacon’s meeting next Sun- 

choir music, I shan’t go anyway, if 
they do have; shall you?” : 
That was the sentence with a query 

at the end, to. which she had at the 
time given an unhesitating reply in the 

- But Kate Gray had not turned the 
beautiful dead, some one whispered, “So corner‘ twenty steps after leaving her ¢ young to die;” but my heart answered, 
“50 young to be so blessed.” 
I have written this little expenience 
of my life, which is true just as related, 
hoping it might help some person, who 
feels uneertdin’ as’ to whether they are 
trusting in the Saviour. A lady told me 
the other day that long after she had 
become a professing Christian, she was 
uncertain as to whether she was really 
trusting in the Lord, She said, “The 

~ words of the little hymn expressed my 
teelings : { 

There is point I'long to know, 
Oft it causes anxious thought: Do I love the Lord or no, | 
Am T his or am 1 not? 

Gradually the assurance of God's love 
- dawned upon: my conscience, and I was 

at peace. If some ope had said to me as you did to Bessie, “Simply let Jesus 
hold your’ hand, and: ask him ‘16 ‘always 
hold it,” and had told me then, feeling the strength thus given, to strive with 
all my might to please him, I should: have understood and felt there was 
something tangible for my faith to lay 

Yes, giving your * consent ‘to allow ests 20 88H your hand, and guide you, 
“wee, as 1.was taking a walk, 
holding 4 Jittle boy by the 

@et away, but she held him Hem, 
iq , casionally he would gtunible and Iw 

she still held his” hand and $ 

So Jesus holds our hands. We some- times think we know best and want our 
own way and struggle against him, still 

friend at her own home before the 
words and her own hasty response had 
begun to torment her. ; 
“Only a deacon’s ‘meeting”—was that 

* true? Why should it be called thus? 
Sutiply because they happened to be left 
for one Sabbath day without a minister, 
and the services were to be conducted 
by one of the deacons. h : 
“A deacow’s meeting” What a 

strange name to call a church service 
by, she thought. Why did they not cal the ordinary service, led by their - pas- 
tor, “a minister's meeting ?” That would 
be just as sensible and proper. 
Kate's ‘mind went on and on, and re- 

viewed the matter from all points. At 
last she arose from the hall chair, where 
she had been sitting for ten minutes, 
‘thinking with her hat on just as she 
came from . the street, and went out 

"I'm going to see Jennie Dean now, 
before she has told every one that we 
are not going to rehearse hymns for 
Sunday. - We are, if I have any influ- 
ence at all, and I believe I have. Dea: 
con’s meeting, indeed! I'm ashamed of 
myself for falling in with such an idea 
for an instant” dal 

Fifteen minutes later Jennie Dean 
opened her door fo admit the friend 
trom whom she supposed she had parted 
for the day, ~ 
Kate Gray proceeded promptly fo the 
‘Jenme, T've thinking the matter 

he choir rehearsal over ever since I 
oy, ahd the more 1 think of it the 
488s to me that we would be 

jp thing to neglect our choir 
“ 

J 

sebenrstl Because the minister is going 
tobe away. Now, just think of it a | 
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Posies 500. a box ae 5 for $1.25, all 6 

ALLENS 
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will positively cure deep-seated : 
COUGH 

THAT'S THE SPOT! 
Right in the small of the back. 
Do you ever get a pain there? 
If so, do you know what it means? 
it is a Backache. 

Sess of BI Se: 
Don't neglect it. Stop it in 
If you don't, serious Kidney Troubles 

cure Backache, Lame Back, Diabetas, 

said what I did to you. We'll call on 
Teressa Palmer together, a 
over and make the song service thie be 
we have had in a long time” 
Teressa Palmer, older, more sen < 

minded generally, and the ‘best siliget 

DA i TI 

in the village, who would yet have neve? 
had the courage to stir others ina re form movement, fell gladly in with the 
suggestion made by Jemmie and Kate. 
“You dear girls, of course that is the right thing to do. As we have no regu- 

lar leader we three will talk with all thie 
others, and all together call on the or- 

it has not before in a long time,” 

his best by such a burst of sweet. bar- 
mony from ‘the full choir as he had pat 
heard in many a day. © TH 

Hearing a report of that day's ser- 
vice from Deacon Ames and others, the 

; 
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he holds us. Sometimes we stumble ang Moment, and see if it doesn’t seem the | § 
fall, but He &lings to us, ‘for he bas 
said; “I ‘will never leave thee mop for- 
sake thee.” Sometimes the 

“It will be not. a deacon’s meeting | $5. 
is soul. 2% more. than our ordinary service is 

sorrow and temptation meet us aeewn- > minister's meeting; it will be God's 
turf, and our weary feet wang te seelt'a Smoother ‘way, but that loving Named will ‘guide us home, for he has promised. 
Perfect confidence. in a Saviour’s love 
and mercy will not make us careless in 
the’ performance of duty. It will make 
us love him more and more and: strive 
to be like.him. How easy it would have “been ‘for the little boy to have walked 

- by his mother’s side, had he been willing 
fo be led. It is when we want our own 
Way, want to walk in forbidden paths 
that the way seems rough and we stum- 

meeting; and if the service is going to 
“be deficient as regards the sermon, we 
“ought to do all we possibly can to make 
up the ‘deficiency by trying to have the 
song service better than usual.” : 
Kate paused to hear Jennie’s reply, 

which was quite in sympathy with ber 
own. id®a—so . easily may we influence 
.another for the right if we only try 

_ “You. are right, Kate,” said Jennie, 
“that was a silly potion of mine. I'm 
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For all those threatened - 
with Consumption, 
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