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'1~HE MESSENGER. e R

vlast he sa.id ‘Are yon afra.id Wmnie"'

“‘No-o, sald’ Winmie, ‘at. least, I am trying .

not to be.. The last thing Mrs., Sinclmr said
was that she was sure God would’ take care
of us, because we have no father, end be-
cause ‘we are "of more va,lue than many
spa.rrows vy

‘What shall we do?"’ §aid John. i think
We may- freeze o death 1f we have to w'a.lt
.here long
" ‘Oh, some one is sure to be commg soon,

'replicd Wmme bra.vely. ‘and till then “well
" play house here in’ this queer little staxtiorn,
I wonder if we could bring’ in the box out ‘of
‘the, car, nearest John, and one of them——the

the snow, and thon we’ll unlock it, and rn
“gét out your otiier’ ‘coat and my old dress.
and we'll wrap ourselves up .a.nd keep as
warm ‘as we can.’

The effort to drag' the heavy box into the
room helped to warm them, but most of the

little garments it - -contained were thin and-
Still, two coats or Ja.ckets are-

threadbare.
decidedly warmer than one a.nd Winnie

made a comfortable pulow ‘of their under-’

“elothing. - :
‘It's’ getting quite ‘dark,’
ously,
want us.’

‘Well,” replied Winme thoughtfully, ‘xf he

doesn’t, perhaps God - knows of some ‘one
else who does.

about  the SPaITows.

aid John a.nxi-

Cuddle up close

aga.mst me, Jackey, and we'll be a.s warm as‘ :

toasts.’

“Tell: me tha.t about the SParrows a.gain d
sa.id John after a pause :

‘Pea.r not, therefore, ye ‘are of more value -

* Now, FIl' play that™’
Play . ‘ﬁhrough the dntts on his way. ‘to the nearest

than - ‘many sparrows

you are my be.by, a.nd ' sing you to sleep.’
The child was very tired; and he soon-fell

asleep, but the wind® howlm.g round t.heu'

rough shelter kept Winhie* a.wa.ke Besides, .

Wher feet were. like two lumps of ica. She
still murmured her verse to herself and She

was at last getting drowsy, wfhen. a’ wﬂd-’

shriek rang through the air, a.nd the very

ground beneath them seemed to~ throh and -

--tremble. - They both started up in a.larm

‘Whet’s that?’ cried John (‘lutchlng hig’

sister round the neclk.’

‘Not,hm:, it's only the ears,’ sa,id Wmme._

softly.. ‘Perhaps they’ll stop, and some ongé

- will- tell us the way to get to Uncle John's AN

. But it was an express, and it thundered
. through the little wayside station at - full
‘speed.

‘Has it gone? gasped John. ‘Ok, Winnie,
my feet are freezing, and the snow is blow-
ing all over my face through that hig crack.’

‘I'll- get some more thmgs out of the box,
-and stufl the crack up,’ said Winnie. ‘Now,
T've put everything over us that we have,
-even my Sunday dress, o we'll lie down
.and sleep till morning.’ :

Once or twice ‘again they were wa.kened
by a train’s thundering through the station,
and then they both slept soundly. .Tohn's

foet were no longer cold, his sustcr ha.d‘

wrapped him 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 beam of sun-
light fell upon John's face, and he sat up,
much wondering where he was. Then he
remembered everything, and tried to rouse
Winnie, but she was sleeping soundly,
though her cheeks were almost as white as
the snow that had drifted over her blach
- dress.

- ‘Wake up, Winnie,  he shouted ;-
- though he shook her she did not stir
mormng, Winnie. Wake up!’

By ths time he wa.s thoroughly frighten-
ed, and the tears came into his eyes s he

- ran-out on.the snowy platform sereammv

- for ‘help.” But there was no one to hear, and

but
‘it’s

“the snow.
‘Perhaps Uncle John doesn’t really"

Listen, I'll say my verse -

'm»ore trains.”

‘and carried her away down the line.

ton Station,’

he stopped throuo'h sheer lwck of breath. At

‘that moment 4 ‘whistle” soulnded in the dis-

tanoe, and presently t.he rails began to trem-

‘ble. :

“'The 1ittle ia,d ‘stood’ wa.iting for a second,
thén darted ‘ato’ the wa.xtmg-room, geized -

‘the red flag. and’ sprang’ to’ the edge of the -
~ple.tform.

“rhe {rain “was rounding the
curve, and John held his ﬂag hjgh a.bove ms
head, and waved it madly.

'I‘he engine. Stlll cams :on, went snorting
and puﬁing past h1m, and - then stopped
short. ~ .

Two or three men were on the pla.ttorm ot

con.ductor—~said -in a business-hke vorce
‘\Iow, hurry up, young man: We ca.nt keep

her walting, even for, you.. Come,.get in.’ . B

‘Oh, please, sir,’ crxed John, I.don’t wa.nr
to get in. I msh 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 ha.d no brea.kfe.st——-

" The men looked at one another Then a
big,. Joily-fa.ced fa.rmer jumped down into
" *All right;’ ‘ahead,’ he said to the
conductor. ‘I should get off -at the next sta-
tion 'myway, a.nd we ca.n’t lenve that baby
here alome.”.. 7

‘Now, wheres Winnie"' he asked as the

':long tra.in went ra.ttlmg on. its way.:

! "1here she 1s,' s:ud John, pomtmg ito the:
wait.ing-room N
’ The big fermer gave one look a.t ‘Winnie,

:’then said, ‘Promise me, sonny, to stay here

till. I come bauck .and mind not to stop a.ny

"‘he nett moment .Tohn saw h1m piungmg

house (3 wes not long, however, before he -
came;, back- with a.nother man.- a.n.d a big Jug

-of hot coi‘tee in h.is ha.n.d

Between them hhey ma.naged to waken
Wmme from:, her . strange sleep Then the
neWCOmer. wrapped her up’ 1n his big coat;
Mean-
while the farmer bundled all the clothes
back “into the ‘box, and, putting it on his
shoulder, held out his hand to John, saying,
‘Come a.long, laddie; and” tell ‘me who you
are.’

‘I'm ]’ohn and shes Winnie replied the
small boy, and as he trotted along between
the lines he told their whole history.

. ‘Well, it’s.a mercy you weren't frozen to

death, muttered‘ the farmer.
Two hours later he astonished his wife

"by driving up to the door with the two chil-

dren in his sleigh.

‘Wilha.m ‘Williams, whoever have you got
there? sho exclaimed. _

“Two little sparrows that I found at Mer-
was the answer.. ‘You know
you've always gaid. that. you wa,ntcd a little
girl, wife, so I've brought you one, and a.
boy xnto the ba.rgmn

‘Poor dce.r' Perha.ps tlns is why I never
could get any one to 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 ‘remember Jobn Shaw, who' has:just

- gone to: live up Morton way?—he's -thsir

uncle. 'Well, the poor.innocents "were. ssnt
off. to Merton: by mistake—Shaw. always-did
write a horrid scrawl—and I'm sure he’ll bo
gladto let us keep them. ~ He has several
children of his' own, you know:’ -

Mr Willlams was quite right. -John Shew
Was very willing: to give up hLS guarcli:mship

of t the ohlldren. i

They were very happy in thclr new home,
and it was all the brighter for their pre-

‘sence. Trulv as Winnie said, ‘God had been

'm.king good care of them when he let them

‘get off the ‘cars at’the ﬂa.g—station.

A Sult For a Song.‘ )
. (By Eleanor W. F. Batee)

. 'Twas a cold winter’s marn.ing. The greet )
> clothing store-

‘Had folded its shutters and opened 1ts door,

-The: full ' ranks- of . sa.lesmen were busy ax
bees, :

.For; patrons .were ma.ny to fit: and to pleese,

The large plate-glass wmdows were shi:nin.-,
and bright, * ’

.And behmd them’ arre.nged wes a wonderful
- gight—

"Piles of clothing gaiore, both for boys a.nd

for men,

Whilé mirrors’ eech slde showed thelr
glories again;

:And a great gllded sian (broad its letters

and long),

-,Bore this legend enticﬂng ‘A suit for a song

The master of all the rich mercha,nt stood
b}': :
Pnospenty shown by his keen busmess eye

‘I-Ixs carriage erect and. 1mpera,t1ve hamd

As he glanced right and left with an aur ol!
command,

‘While- he stood, through the door crept a

: mite.of a boy,

\ﬁot one of ‘the dainty:. curled derhngs of

But a ragged and dlrty and ha.lt-frozen cthd

T.ooked up at t.he merchanl. a.nd tumuly

E smiled, )

And then like a ohlme of far bells.

. a-swing, .

Half murmured half Whlspeled
’ ma.y I smg"’ '

I-Ie sang, and hIB voxce t,rembled sweet on
“ the ear;

He. sang—oh! the e,ngels mlght bend down
to hear!

"Twas. the lyric‘of childhood, a.nd passmma.te.

I D’&ln.

‘And  joy's magic music Vv"&\ mlxod in the
strain. :

It was low——’twas the cry of a heaut stricken
sore; -/

It was soft, and the ardor of. faxth went be-
fore;. .

It we.s shrill, tears unb1dden spre.ng sw1ft to.
the eye,

For cold and starvation ra.ng keen “in the
cry

It was sa.d with the pleadlngs of hope long
deferred, .

Yet, *twas. sweet as the lay of a nest-bulldlne

‘Pl'ease, 'sir,‘

Yes ’Lwas sweet; it ﬂu.ng memor1ee of home
on the air,

Of :purity's shrine, of a mobher's low pra,yer

It faltered and failed into silence; and then.

Looking round at the circle of listcnmg men,

-He said—though his voice for a moment fel!

mute—
‘I've sung you a song——-wﬂl you. gwe me ¢
©o-osuit? .
He. pointed his thin, grimy finger. to where
The sign in the window zes lustrous an.

. fair,
‘A Suit for a Song—it wns thls the chx‘:'
© meant,
Every eye on the prosperous master wa
bent.
He spolke. not, he moved not, . Fa,r back 1.
the years
He roamed with a v:swn sweet u.lmost L
0 tears.
His face was downcast on the quivexm_
child,

But in.one moment. more he hed looked up
and smiled,

Ard patted the boy. ‘I suppose I'm'a fool-—-

‘Here, you! dress-this imp'in a suit it for

-, ..school,

And the rest of you fcllow —-—w1th mimic be-
rating—

“To your work! and be qmcl\, there are cus-

tomers wadting!’ B

Al Gay was the heart of the merchant
prinee warm

‘As the suit that now cov! ercd the little one’s

formy;
And whcneicr the issuos ol! busin.css per-
ploxed .

f1is bra.in to confusion, a we.ndcring ‘text

TFrom - an’ old-fashioned ' volume b"ou,,ht
peace ot of ‘strife,

.Anu calm and content to a.nort-worried life:

‘Naked I was, and ye clothed me’: the words

‘Chotded swect as a chorus of jubilant birds—

Nay, wecLer, 5 faith is far sweeter Llnn
jov:

They were sweet as thoe- sons of tht. nc\\ly- ,
clad. boy. : ]

— American Mossenger.’



