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“1 WISH I WAS POOR.”

LUCY'S WISH.

“QOn dear, I wish I was poor,” said
little Lucy Lee, and she turned her head
away from the window, and pressed out
two round pearly tear-drops from under
the almost transparent lids that veiled
her blue eyes.

“Yes. I do wish I was poor; then
Christians would talk to me about dying ;
they always do talk to poor people.
There ’s Mrs. Ellingwood and Mrs. Nor-
ton, and I don’t know how many more.
Jessie Stevens used to say they did talk
so kindly when they came to see her;
but when they come here, they sit and

chat with mamma about every thing else,
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and only just say to me, ‘I hope you
will soon be well, Lucy.,” Just as if I
could get well with this pain gnawing at
my heart all the time. Oh dear, I wish
somebody knew,” and the poor child
clasped her hands imploringly. * Mam-
ma is very good, I know,” she continued :
“she comes and sits whole hours in my
room, and she has given up ever so many
parties since I have been sick: but I am
afraid—" Lucy did not dare express her
fears that her mother was not a Chris-
tian, even to her own self; and turning
her face resolutely towards the window,
she endeavored to drive away thoughts
that were almost overwhelming ; but she
could not help saying again, “I wish I
was poor.”

The room in which Luecy sat, bolstered
up in a luxurious easy-chair, was fur-
nished with every comfort and luxury
that wealth and affection conld gather
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around the gentle little invalid. The
window looked out upon a beautiful gar-
den, where Lucy had often played. Far
off in the distance lay the placid waters
of a lake; and still beyond, the forest-
crowned hills seemed to réach up to the
clouds.

“I wish I was poor,” came again from
the quivering lips. Poor! Memory
brought the daguerreotype of that dis-
mal, ill-lighted garret, with its scanty
farniture, and insufficient fuel and food,
where little Jessie Stevens, the poor
vasherwoman’s daughter, had spent so
many long months of suffering, and from
which she had but lately gone to the
“better land ;” and Lucy looked around
on the furniture of her own room. What
a contrast!

“It would be very hard to live as Jes-
sie did, T know,” she said; “but then
they would talk to me of Jesus, and tell
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me how to be a Christian; and would n’t
{hat be better than all these nice things?
I must leave these soon, and Oh, what
will become of me?” A cold shudder

ran over her feeble frame, and she closed
her eyes tightly, as if to shut out the

dreary mental vision.

AUNT LAWRENCE.

Presently the door opened softly, and
good nurse Fishér quietly entered.

“T have good news for you, Miss
Lucy,” she said in cheery tones, * your
Aunt Lawrence from Boston will be here
to-day.”

“Oh dear, I am sorry,” said the child
impulsively.

“Sorry! why I thought you would be
¢lad ; she is your papa’s own sister, you
know, and so rich too.”

“Yes, T know; and I suppose I ought

to be glad. But she is a stranger, and
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I am so tired of sceing rich people,” re-
plied Luecy with a sigh.

“Well, you are the strangest child I
ever saw,” exclaimed the good woman.
“Never mind, cheer up; you will feel
better when I get you fixed up in this
new dressing-cown. [s n’t it a beau-
ty 27

For a moment Lucy's eyes brightened
with pleasure; she admired all beautiful
things in nature and art, and the soft
tints of the robe with its tiny leaves and
buds, made it a thing of beauty, which
was a joy for weary eyes to rest upon.
But she forgot her grief only for a mo-
ment. Soon the thoucht returned that,
though she could not have such a dress
if she was* poor, yet she might be a
Christian, which was far better.

Searcely was Lucy dressed when the
doctor came in. He expressed a tender
sympathy for his little patient, talked

.
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hopefully of a speedy return to health,
and told her several little incidents which
had occurred in the out-of-door world ;
but not one word of Jesus’ infinite love
and all-healing power, though himself a
professed disciple of the dear Saviour.
And so the day passed on. Mamma
came in often, but could not stay long,
Aunt Lawrence would be here so soon.
Her father had asked nurse in the morn-
ing how Lucy had slept; but she only
saw him in the evening, for he was off to
business.long before she was up. Three
healthy little brothers came as usual * to
kiss good-by,” before they went to school ;

* but nurse said “they were too noisy to

stay a minute, they would craze sister.”
So they were banished, in spite of pet
Willie’s pleadings and promises to be
good,

In the evening a glad bustle below an-
nonnced the arrival of Aunt Lawrence.
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“They told me I must not come and
see you to-night, but I wanted just one

kiss,” said a gentle voice by her bedside ;

and Lucy opened her eyes to see the
dreaded Aunt Lawrence bending over
her. “‘The Lord bless thee and keep
thee,” my dear little niece;” and a soft
hand was laid caressingly upon her fore-
head, sweet lips met hers, and before the
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child had recovered from her glad sur-
prise Aunt Lawrence was gone.

““The Lord bless thee and keep thee
why, that was just like a prayer for me,”
thought Lucy. *I do believe Aunt Law-
rence will tell me about Jesus : she wont
be afraid because I am her niece. Oh, I
do hope she will talk to me.” With this
hope, and repeating those precious words,
“The Lord bless thee and keep thee,”
Lucy soon fell asleep.

The next morning Lucy awoke quite
refreshed, and her first thoughts were of
Aunt Lawrence: “I wonder if she will
come early, and if she will say any thing
to me about religion without my asking.
I could never do that, I am sure,” said
the anxious child.

A TRUE FRIEND.

Did her aunt think how hard it is for
children to wait, that she came so soon?
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for she did come, work-basket in hand,
only a little while after breakfast, telling
nurse that “Mrs. Lee wanted help for
an hour or two, and she would sit with
Lucy.”

Mrs. Lawrence seated herself by the
window near Luey’s chair, and looked
out upon the garden, where the trees
and shrubs were just pufting forth their
young leaves, for it was early spring-
time. She admired the beautiful scenery
beyond, and talked familiarly of her own
home and its surroundings, till Lucy for-
got that she was listening to a stranger,
and chatted away quite cheerfully.

“Did you rest well last night ?”" asked
Mrs. Lawrence, who had noticed the half-
suppressed sigh, and occasional drooping
of Lucy’s eyelids during the first part of
their conversation.

“Yes, aunty, much better than usual.”

replied Lucy with a grateful smile.
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“We can both say, in the language of
the psalmist, ‘I laid me down and slept ;
I awaked, for the Lord sustained me.
Isn’t it pleasant to think that God watch-
es over us all night, as well as during
the day?” said Mrs. Lawrence.

“I think it must be, to good people;
but it does not seem as if God cares any
thing for me,” replied Lucy in a despond-
ing tone; “at least it never did till last
night,” she added hastily.

“What made you think last night that
He cared for you?” asked Mrs. Law-
rence.

“ Why, I thought perhaps God would
answer your prayer for me; yet I sup-
pose that could not be, it was so soon,”
replied Lucy. .

“So soon! Where is your Bible? Iet
us see if we can find out how long it
must be hefore we may expeet an an-
swer to our prayers.”




18

“I WISH I WAS POOR.”

“It is in the bookease there, aunty.
I wish I counld get it for you, but it don’t
seem as if I should ever walk across the
room again;”’ and the child’s head sunk
wearily upon her hand.

Mrs. Lawrence was deeply pained; it
was not common for a child of twelve
years to speak thus, and she resolved to
look into the depths of that little heart.
Going to the bookcase, she took out an
elegantly bound, but seldom read, Bible.
“Thig is a beautiful book,” she remark-
ed; ‘‘and above all, it is the very best
book in the world. Do n’'t you think
so?”

“1t was papa's gift on my last birth-
day ; but I don’t know much about its
contents, aunty,” said Lucy. *“I some-
times try to read a little in it; but it
always makes me feel so bad, that I soon
put it away.”

“Why does it make you feel bad?”
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asked Mrs. Lawrence, still turning over
the leaves of the Bible, and speaking
very gently, that she might not startle
the sensitive child.

“Somehow I always find something
in it about God’s displeasure with the
wicked; and I know I am wicked. I
never shall be good, and it only makes
me feel more discouraged to read the
Bible. But I should think good people
would love it, there are so many prom-
ises to them.”

“Don’t you think this is a strange

97y

verse?’ said Mrs. Lawrence, and she
read the passage, “There is none that
doeth good, no, not one.”

“What does it mean, aunty ?"” asked
Luey.

“It means that all the people in the
world are sinners; the very best do and
think many wrong things every day, and
must repent and be forgiven for Christ’s
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sake. Those whom you ecall good peo-
ple, are only those who have given them-
selves to Jesus to let him save them.
He has forgiven all their sins; and they
try to keep his commandments, beeause
they love him and believe his promises,
not because they are good in themselves.”

“Oh, here is the passage I was look-
ing for,” continued Mrs. Lawrenee; it
is in Isaiah, fifty-fifth chapter and twenty-
fourth verse: ‘ And it shall come to pass,
that before they call I will answer, and
while they are yet speaking T will hear.’
There was time then to answer my prayer,
was there not?”

“ Yes, aunty; isn’t it wonderful?” ex-
claimed Lucy.

“1It is indeed wonderful that God will
imswer our prayers at all,” replied Mrs
Lawrence, “1I will put your marker in
here at the ninth chapter of Daniel, and
some time when you are alone you may
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read what the angel said to the prophet
on this subject, beginning at the twen-
tieth verse.”

“ Aunty, when you pray do you expect
God will answer your prayer?’ asked
Luey.

“Yes, for Christ's sake,” was the re-
[1[\

“Will any one go to heaven who does
not pray?”’

“ No, my child, no one can go to heav-
en who does not love the Lord Jesus
Christ: and all who love him will take
pleasure in telling him all their sorrows
and sins, and asking him for the bless-
ings they need. My dear child, do“you
love Jesus 2 asked Mrs. Lawrence, lay-
ing her hand on the child’s head caress-
ingly.

“1 don't know how to love him, aun-
ty; do tell me. Oh, how much I have
wanted some one to talk to me and tell
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me how to be a Christian. Will you,
aunty 2 Will it trouble you too much ?”
and Lucy leaned her head on her aunt’s
shoulder and wept.

Mrs. Lawrence soothed the execited lit-
tle weeper with low-murmured words,
and when she was calm, told her the
sweet story of Jesus’ love for sinners, as
she had often told it to her own chil-
dren.

“You have heard all this before,” said
Mrs. Lawrence, when she had talked as
long as she thought advisable; “you are
a Sabbath scholar when you are well,
are you not?”?

“Oh, yes;” was the reply, “and I
have often heard about the Saviour, but
I did not care for it then; and now I
cannot remember any thing, it all seems
8o confused.”

“We will have many a long talk about

this precious Friend, T hope,” said Mrs.
9
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Lawrence. ‘I want you to try to pray
to him : tell him all your heart; he loves
you, and will surely answer your feeble
little prayers; and I will pray for you
very often.”

“QOh, I wish I could hear you,” said
the impulsive child.

Mrs. Lawrence stepped to the door and
locked it, then kneeling down by Lucy's
chair, and takine the little wasted hand
within her own, she offered up a fervent
simple petition for “this dear one for
whom Christ died.”

When she rose from her knees, Mrs.
Lawrence busied herself for a few mo-
ments in arranging her work-basket ; then
said quietly, “‘I must leave you now, my
child, and if T find that this visit has not
tired you too much, I will come often ;7
and giving Luey a kiss, which was re-
turned with quivering lips, she withdrew
to her own room deeply affected, yet re-
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joieing at the evident presence of the
Holy Spirit in that young heart.

“PUTTING ON AIRS.”

By a sort of tacit understanding, Mrs.
Lawrence spent most of her mornings in
Luey’s room, while nurse busied herself
in other parts of the house. And what-
ever had been the engagements of the
afternoon and evening, Mrs. Lawrence
always found time to steal into Luey’s
room hefore retiring, offer a prayer by
her bedside, and give her a good-night
kiss. These interviews were very pre-
cious to both aunt and niece; and by the
Divine blessing upon Mrs. Lawrence’s
Jjudicious efforts, Lucy soon found peace
in believing in Jesus as her Saviour from
sin and eternal death. This rest of the
soul produced a corresponding effect upon
the fragile, excitable physical natuare.
There was soon a perceptible improve-
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ment in the child’s health, and she even
began to lay plans for the futuve.

“Oh, aunty, I never will wish to be
poor again,” said Lucy one day while
discussing these plans, “I can do so much
good with my pocket-money, and mamma
will let me give away my old dresses
too, I am sure. I will get ever so many
poor children into the Sabbath-school,
and perhaps some of them will become
Christians: Oh, how glad I should be;”
and she clapped her hands for joy.

“What will you do for those in your
own walks of life? your school-mates, are
they all Christians?” asked Mrs. Law-
rence.

Luey’s animated face immediately put
on a sober, almost sorrowful look. “I
don’t know as I shall dare to say any
thing to the girls; they will think T am
‘ putting on airs,” and sctting myself up
as better than they are. They know the

way now, aunty.”
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“So your Aunt Lawrence was ‘put-
ting on airs,” when she tried to bring to
the good Shepherd a little Jamb who had
often before been told the way,” said
Mrs. Lawrence, smiling.

“Oh, no, no, dear aunty; but I am
only a little girl, you know.”

“Yes, I know, and you have only a
little irl’s duties to do. Let this be" your
motto: ‘I can do all things through Christ
which strengtheneth me’—all things
which are required of you. Nothing
will be required which is beyond your
strength or capaeity.”

‘But, aunty, is it as casy to talk to
rich people about religion as it is to the
very poor?” asked Lucy. ‘“No one, ex-
cept you, dear aunty, has ever talked to
me about Jesus since my Sabbath-school
teacher went away. The very same ladies
have often culled here who used to talk
about Christ to poor Jessie Stevens, but
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they never said a word to me about my
soul. Before you came, I used to feel
very badly about it; and Oh how often
I used to wish I was poor, becanse I
thought they would talk to me then, and
teach me how to be a Christian. T don’t
see why a little money should make any
difference either; for we must all. rvich
and poor, be saved in the same way,
mustn’t we?”

“Yes, certainly,” replied Mrs. Law-
rence.

“Then I don’t see what does make the
difference. I am sure I need saving as
much as any poor child. T know there
is only one way, and that all my school-
mates are just as needy as I; yet I feel as
if T would rather talk with all the beggar-
children in town, and try to lead them
to Jesus, than to say a word to one of
my own companions, though I do very
much want them to be Christians. Why
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is it, aunty ? Is it easy for you to talk
with every body ?”

“Oh no, my dear; sometimes it is very
hard ; but there are many things which
are our duty, that are not easy to do.
I do not think money is the only obsta-
cle in the way of our talking with our
equals, and perhaps it is not one at all,”
continued Mrs. Lawrence. “ We all de-
sire the good opinion of our fellow-be-
ings, and for this reason we fear to speak
of Jesus and his salvation to our asso-
ciates and equals in life, lest they should
feel that we consider ourselves better
than they. We are afraid of being ac-
cused of ‘ putting on airs.” We can talk
with those below us in years or station
casier than with our equals. But Chris-
tians should be willing to do every duty,
whether hard or easy; and if we really
desire a person’s salvation, we ought to

have the moral courage to say so.”
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“Must we always say it, if we feel i,
aunty 2”7

“No, not always; we must try to be
judicious. We should be ‘wise as ser-
pents, and harmless as doves.” Some-
times harm is done by talking ‘the lan-
guage of Canaan’ at improper times and
places, though Christians are much more
apt to err on the other side; they too
often keep silent when it would be far
better to speak. I presume the ladies
who have visited you duaring this sick-
ness, hesitated about speaking to you on
the great subject, fearing your parents,
who are not Christians, might not ap-
prove. DBut if they had heen determined
to do their duty, they might have asked
your mamma’s permission to talk with
yvou. The great obstacle which prevents
Christians from doing their whole duty,

is the lack of CHRISTIAN COURAGE.
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RICH AND POOR.

“ Aunty,” said Lucy one day, “ there
is one verse in the Bible which troubles
me, and has for a long time; will you
please tell me what it means ?”

“You haven't told me yet what the
verse is,” said Mrs. Lawrence smiling.

“Oh, I forgot; the Bible says, ‘It is
casier for a camel to go through the eye
of a needle, than for a rich man to enter
into the kingdom of heaven.” How then
can any rich people be saved? It does
seem as if I should be a great deal more
certain that I and all our family would
go to heaven, if we were poor: Do you
think it would make any difference ?”

“ Are all poor people good?” asked
Mrs. Lawrence.

Lucy thought a moment; her mind had
been so accustomed to dwell on the vir-
tues of the few pious persons whom she
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had known among the poor, that her
imagination had clothed all with every
Christian grace, and it required a little
reflection to recall any who were other-
wise. But when memory did bring up
the long-forgotten multitude, she was sur-
prised.

“Oh dear, I am so sorry,” she ex-
claimed; “now I think of it I can re-
member ever so many. Why, aunty, I
have heard little beggar-children swear,
and I have seén poor men and even
women reel along the streets. It scems
to me I could not live among such peo-
ple. Strange I never thought of them
when I wished to be poor.”

“And are all rich people wicked ?”
asked Mrs. Lawrence quietly.

‘No, aunty, not all,” replied Luey; -~
“some are very good indeed; but it
must be harder for them to be good, or
else Jesus would not have said that. I
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wonder if there is any safe place: poor
people who are good can’t live where
they please; they are often obliged to
live among very bad people, as Jessie
Stevens did.  Then they are in danger
of becoming bad; and rich people can
hardly squeeze into the kingdom of heav-
en. I do not see how any one can be
saved.”

“The disciples once asked Jesus the
guestion, “Who then can be saved 7" and
he answered, * With men it is impossible,
but with God all things ave possible.
All the world, rich and poor, if saved at
all. must be saved by grace. None have
any goodness to recommend them to God,
for the natural heart is the same every-
where. The poor have their temptations
as well as the rich. The discomforts ol
extreme poverty tempt people to become
grovelling, servile, haters of (Grod and of

their fellow-beings, because they feel that
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no one cares for their welfare. You and
I, my dear child, cannot realize what it
is to feel constant care and anxiety for
our daily bread; to toil incessantly for
food and shelter, with no hope of a
brighter earthly future. T often think of
the beautiful words of Miss Landon:
“‘Few but the poor feel for the poor;

The rich know not how hard

It is to be of needful rest

And needful food debarred :

They know not of the scanty meal,

With small pale faces ronnd—

No fire upon the cold damp hearth,

When snow is on the ground.!

“It was no light cross that the dear
Jesus took upon himself, when he became
poor and bore the sufferings of the desti-
tute, thus becoming a sympathizing Sav-
iour to those who are in greatest need.
Very few are as poor as was the ‘Man
of sorrows’ who ‘had not where to lay

his head.” When the message of grace
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comes to the suffering poor by some of
God’s children, aided by the Holy Spirit,
it must be easier for such to accept of
salvation, and rejoice in hope of an eter-
nal inheritance in heaven, than it is for
those whose earthly cup is so full of
blessings that the mind does not feel the
need of higher joy.”

“Why, aunty, is it because the rich
do mnot feel the need of religion, that it
is so hard for them to become Chris-
tians 77 asked Lucy.

“That is one great reason,” was the
reply. “Jesus is just as willing and
ready to save the rich as the poor; but
the minds of wealthy men and women
are so taken up with the things of this
world, that tliey neglect the greater good.
And their children often have greater
temptations than the children of the poor.”

“You are rich, are you not, aunty ?”
asked Lucy hesitatingly.
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Mrs. Lawrence smiled. and replied,
‘For reasons which we do not know,
God has made your unele and aunt stew-
ards of a l:]l'f_"t' illhl'l'“:llll‘l‘. for every
cent of which we must give a strict ac-
count.,”

“Give an account! I never thought of
that,” said Luey with a look of surprise,

“I presume not. T used to feel that I
could do as T pleased with my own prop-
erty,” remarked Mrs. Lawrence: “and [
know, too well, how wealth allures the
beart away from God and fills it with
pride, causiug it to say, ‘ Are not these
my own possessions? shall T not do as I
will with my own? The honors of this
world make us forget that we are sinners.
and can only be saved from eternal woe
by Christ: that we are not our own, nor
is the property in our possession our
own, but belongs to Him whose are all

things.”
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* Aunty, if you felt so how did you
ever become a Christian ?”

“God sent upon me, as he has upon
you, a long sickness; he compelled me
to take time to think ; and when my hum-
bled heart sought him, I trust that for
Jesus’ sake he freely forgave all my for-
mer pride and ingratitnde. Was he not
kind to afflict me ?”

“Yes, indeed, and to aflict me too,”
said Lucy with tears in her eyes.

“ Always remember this, my child,”
remarked Mrs. Lawrence. “Wealth,
rightly enjoyed and rightly used, is a
great blessing to its possessor and to the
world. The poor cannot be relieved, be-
nevolent institations of different kinds
cannot be carried on, even the gospel
cannot be preached in our own and for-
eign lands, without money. So you see,
if God keeps the heart from loving it,
money is of great worth. Tt was 7rust-




32 “I WISH I WAS POOR.™

ing in riches that Jesus condemned ; and
he warned his disciples against desiring
wealth, because he knew how prone the
heart is to become attached to the things
of this world. But his grace is sufficient,
and those whom God honors with the
stewardship of his possessions ought to
be very diligent in his work.”

“Oh, aunty, I am glad I did not have
my wicked wish,” exclaimed Luey. “I
will try in future to improve all my
blessings, and be thaunkful for them.”

“That is right, my dear,” replied her

aunt. “God knows what is best for us,
and he places us all, rich and poor, in the
very best circumstances for our spiritual
development. Tt is our duty and privi-
lege to honor him by loving, trusting,
obedient lives, wherever we are; aund
to rely upon his promise, ‘ What thou
knowest not now, thou shalt know here-

after.,” E. M. SHELDON
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