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for you?”’ The minister could scarcely spealk. from
emotion. ' o
. “Yes, siv, but not hem :

 The chaplain answor ed “ And what shall I swy to her

- T will write whatever you wish me t0.”

“Thank you, sir. . But:Iwill see her ﬁrst I Wﬂl see
her soon. . She is in heaven.”

What a holy light flashed up from thm, decp
dark eye !
. “Buat L have a ]1u,le 51ste1 Ttis almost all tho.tI h‘We
of earth. I{‘you would send some triflesto her, if you
would pray. for her: she will be all alone—a stranger
indeed: , But—I have ‘wiven, hor to God. .. She will -be
safo.—But won't you. pmy i‘or her ?- And if you will
but send her these

With a tr embhnrr haud he tool\ fr om bcne'tth lns 1)11-
low a purse with a few picces of gold, a Bible, a picture,
and an almost-worn-out little book of but few : p‘wea
There were blood drops upon it, e .

“ And this has saved me~—~has saved my dear mothel ;
thh the divine blessnw it has, s'wed s both. * It .was
long years ago. » I'was but a, poor or gan boy, with asick

. mother and inf ant sister to do -for. We were:s0. desti- <
tutc-——fmd a kind lqdy gave me, thls little book JAndt ol

how r-lad my mother was when I read it all over to her.

No one’ ‘before. had ever given us anything to tell us the -

way of . swlv‘mou And I haye prayed for he1 every
day—and my mother: prayed for her.. And I ‘have
wished—I have asked God if' I might not sce hex—mst
to thank her—just toitell her:of all the good her little
gifthas done. ~ And to tell:hey, thus Idwwys’ to cast her <
ln read upon the waters, thus tolend to the Lord. 'O bless-
ed ‘indeéd- is -the - -eup of - cold watel given to fnmtmg,
dying ones " - :

Noiselessly I advanced from among: the shadows, w1th «
my lnndsx tmh’ccned ove1 my hushed hemt and hsteu—




