
T-HE M~SSE~NGE~R.?
last he said, 'Are' you afraid, Winnie?'

'No-o,' said WinnI, *at.least, I am trying
not to be. 'The last thing Mrs. SinclWr said
was that she was sure God iould take care
of us, .because *e have no 'father, and be-
cause we are "ofoe vatie than 'rianiy
sparrows."'

'What àbiall we do?' said John. .I think
we may-freeze to death if wehave to wait
here long.'

'Oh, some one is sure to be comin.g soon ,
replied Winnie bravely, 'and till then well
play house here in this queer little station,
I wonder if we could bring in the box out of
the snow, and thon we'll unlock it, and I'll
get out your other coat and my oid'dress,
and we'll wrap ourselves up and keep as
Wari as we cau.

Tlie effort to drag the heavy box into the
room helped to warm them, but most of the
littie garments it contained were thin and
threadbare. Stili, two coats.ox jackets'.are
decidedly warmer than one, and Winnile
made a comfortable pillo* of thelr..under
clothing. .

It's- getting qui.te dark,' saild John, anxi-
ously, 'Perhaps Uncle John doesn't really
want is.'

'Wall,' replied Win.ie thouightfull y,'if he
doesn't, perhaps Göd knowe of some .one
aise who does. Listen; I'll say my verse
about" the sparrows. Cuddle up' close
against me, Jackey, and we'll be as' warm as
toasts.'

'Te1 ne that about the sparrows again,'
sald John, after a pause.

Fear not, ther'fore, ye are of more valùe
than many sparrows. Now, I'il play that
you are my baby, and I'll sing. you to sleep.'

The child was vary tired; and he soon fell
asleep, but the wind howiing round their
rough shelter kept Winnieae. -Beides,
her feet were lIkeo two lumps of ice. She
still murmured her verse to herself, andhé
was at last getting drowsy, when a wild
shriek rang through the air, and the very
ground beneath then seemed to throb and

--tremble. • They both started up in alarm.-
'What's that?' cried John, clutching his

sister round the neck.
'Nothing; it's only the cars,' said Winnie

softly. 'Perhaps they'll stop, and soma on e
will tell us the 'way to get to Uncle John's.',

But it wuas an express, and It thundered
tbrough the little wayside station at full
speed.

'Has it gone? gasped John. 'Oh, Winnie,
my feet are freezing, and tho snow is blow-
ing aIl over my face through that big crack.'

' 'il get some more things out of the box,
and stuff the crack up,' said Winnie. 'Now,
I've put everything over us that we have,
even my Sunday dress, seo we'll lie down
and sleep till morning.'

Once or twice again they were 'wakened
by a train's thundering through the station,
and then they both slept soundly. John's
feet were no longer cold, his sister had
wrapped hlim up so well, and shE was so
tired that,she soon forgot the pain in hers.

The -night grew colder and colder, but
morning dawned at last. A bean of sun-
light fel upon John's face, and ha sat up,
much wondering where he was. Thon he
remnembered eveiything, and tried to rouse
Winnie, but she was sleeping soundly,
though lier cheeks were almost as white as
the snow that had drifted over her black
dress.

'Wake up, Winnie,' he shouted ; 'bùt
though -ha shook ber she did not stir. I's
morning, Winnie. Wale up!'

By this tirne ha was thoroughly frlghten-
ed, and the tears came into his eyes as he
ran- out on the snowy platform screamning
for help. But thera was no one to hear, and

hë stoi>ped tbrough sheer lackof*breatli. AI
that moment , whistle sounded ini the dli-
tânee and presently the rails began to trem-
ble.

Thé little lad stood walting for a second,
thén dârted ito the waiting-room, seized
the rd flagand sprang t'tha edge of the
platform. "he train was roundhing Uit
curve,' and John held hi fla igh aboe his
head, and wa.ed It radly.

The engine stili came on, went. snorting
and puffig past. him, ,and then.. stopped
short.

Two or. three men were ou. the platform of
the car. nearest John, and one of them-tea
conductor-:-saId, -.in a business-like. voice,
'Now, hurry up, young man. We can't.keep
her waiting, aveu. for.. you.. Come, .get ln.'

'Oh, pleasè, sir,' cried John, . II don't want
to get in. I wish someone would get off.
Winnie won't wake up, though I've shouted
ever so, an' Uncle John forgot to meet us,
an' we've had no breakfast-'

The men looked at one another. Then a
big,. jolly-faced farmier jumped down into
the snow. 'All rlght; ahad,' he said to the
conductor. 'I should get off at the next sta-
tion anyway, and we can't:leave that baby
lier alone.'..
..'Now, where's Winnie?' he asked, as the
long train went rattling on its way.'

'Thera she is,' said John, pointing to the
walting-room.

The big farmer gave one look at Winnie,
then said, 'Promise me, sonny, to stay hare
till I corne back, and mind fiot to stop any
more trains.'

The -nxt , moment 'John. saw him plunging
throdh the.drifts on his way. t the nearest

house. It -Was not long however, before he
came back.with another man and a big jug
or hôt.ýoffe inShi an"d.

Between them . they managed to waken
Winnile from. her strange slep. Then the
newcomer, wrapped her up in his big coat,
and carried her away down the line. Mean-
while the farmer bundled all the clothes
back into the box, and, putting it. on bis
shoulder, hold out his hand te John, seaying
'Corne along, laddie, and tell me who you
are.'

I'm John and she's Winnie,' replied the
small boy, and as he trotted along between
the lines ha told their whole history.

'Well, it's. a mercy you ve'ren't frozen to
death,' muttered the farmer.

Two hourrs laIter he astonished his wifc
by driving up to the door with the two chil-
dren in his sleigh.

'William Willi-ams, whoever havé you got
there?' she exclaimed.

'Two little sparrows that I found at Mer-
ton Station.' was the. answer. 'You know
you've always saidthat. you wanted a little
girl, wife, so I've brought you o, and aQ
boy into te bargain.'

'Poor dears! Perhaps this is why I neyer
could get any one te spare me one of. their
lasses,' said Mrs.. Williams, gently., . 'But do
you really think we can keep them?'

'Why, yes, Sally. It's the strangest thing!
You renmber John Shaw, who ha s* just
gone to live up Morton way?-he's their
uncle. .Well, the poor innocents were sent
off. to Marton by mistake-Shaw.always did
write a horrid scrawl-and I'm sure he'll bo
glad -to let us lioop them. "H has several
children of his own, you know.'

Mr. Williams was quite right. John Slifw
vas vary willing togive up his guardIanship

of tie dhildren.
They were very happy in teir new home,

and it was ail the brighter for thcir pre-
sence. Trâly, as WinÉnle said, 'God had bean
taking good care öf them when he let thenm
get off' the cars at tìe flag-station.

A Suit For« a Song.
(By Elemnor W. F. Bates.)

'Twas a cold winter's morning. The great
clothing store:

Had folded its shutters and opened its doot,
PThe full ranks of salesmen were busy as

. bas, '
For; patrons .were many to fit: and to please,
Thé large plate-glass windows were shining

sud bright,
And behind them arranged was a wonderful

sight-
-Piles of clothing galore, both for boys and

for men,
While mirrors eaeh side' sho*od their

glories again;
And a grat gilded sign (broad its lattera

a.u.ad long),
Bore this legend enticing: 'A suit for a song.'

The master of all, the rich merchant, stood
by,

Pnosperity shown. by .his keen business.eye,
His carriage erect and imperative hand,.
As ha glanced rigt and lf t with an 'air of

conimand,
Whilec h stood, through the door crept a

mite of a boy,
Not one of 'the dainty curled darlings of

But a raggad and dirtyand ialf-frozen child
Löoked up at the merb'ant and timidly

smiled,
And then like a chime of far bells set

a-Dwing,
Half murmured, half whispered: 'Please, sir,

m'ay I sing?'

He sang, and his voice trembled sweet on
tha car;

He sang-oh! the angels migh-t band dowu
to hear!

'Twas the lyric'of childhood, and passionate
pain,

And joy's magie music was mixed in the
strain.

It was low-'twas the cry of a heart stricken
sre;

It was soft, and the.ador of faiti went be-
* fore; .*'

It was shrill, tears unbidden sprang swift to
the eye,

For cold and starvation rang keen In the
cry;

It was Bad with the pleadings of hope long
deferred,

Yet,''twa .sweet as the lay of a nest-building
bird;

Yes, 'Lwas sweet; it flung memories of home
on the air,

Of:purity's shrine, of a mother's low prayer;
It faltered and failed into silence; and then.
Looking round at the circle of listening mflen'
He said-though his voice for a moment fe

muta-,
'I've sung you a song-will ýyou. give me

. suit?'

'Ele pointed his thin, grimy finger to. where
The signin the window was lustrous an

fair,
'A uit for a Song'-it was this thé' chi

meant,
Every eye on the prosperous . master wa

bout.
He spoke, not, he moved not.,.Far back i

the years
He reamed with a vision sweet almost t

tears.
Ils face vas downcast. on the quivering

. child,
But in oue moment more he bad looked up

and smiled,
And patted the boy. 'I suppose I'm a fool-
Here, you! dress-this imp-in a suit fit for

school,
And the rest of yo fellows'-with mimie be-

rating-
''To your wori! and be quick; theo are eus-

tomor waiting!'

Ail day was the heart of the' merchant
prince warm

As the suit that now covered. the little one's
forni;

And whenever. the issues et business par-
plexed

fis brain to confusion, a wandering text
From an old-fabionod volume brought

.. poax,c eutt fst.rIfe, . ý. ý.
And calm snd oontento an oft-worried lite:
'Nakcd I was, and ye clothed me': the words
Cbotded sweet as a chorus of jubilant birds-
Nay, swcoter; as falth is far sweetcr thaù

joy:
Tbcy were swoot as the song of the newly-

clad.boy.
-'Amorican Mossen.ger.


