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TUE MISSING ONE.
A TItUE STORY.

EM snow fell in a giday whirl tînt Christmas
Eve, as the pastor sat Iy lus study flice. On

lis table lay the class bonoks bolonging to, lis
Sunday-sdhool teacherm He lad as ed that ho
might sec thcmn before thc annuai meeting. WitI
prayerful consideration lie glanced over the re-
gisters for the yenr, witî the rcmnrks hore and

Mr.Aiinst sonme namoes lie found, "1Gono
nway, Lied," "II111 but opposite a naino la
-the senior class of young women lie rend Vhe
word " Missing."

StiR holding the booir, he closed bis cyes, won-
Sdering over that word; but, wearied with lus

day's work, tMc warmn glowv of the fire soon drewv
hlm into restful forgctfu Inesa of all around him.
Ilo seemed Vo be away whazrc ho saw a multitude

-ý.of people with briglit and radiant faces, and tlie
'scene was one of perfect; gladness. But ail at
once on his car thero came a voice of earnest
plcndling.

IIWho g oea to find tIc missing one?" And one
after another said:

IlSend me, Lord. Send me."
He woke. The book was stili open, and lie

read again opposite the ame Mary Trcntînm,
'Missi ng."

I must go and ask VIe teacher about Vhis "le
àaid te himself ; but flrst le asked thc Lord for
guidance, and thon prepnred to go out into the
Sold. lie was not sure of tIc nenreat way to Vhe
teacler's bouse, and thc dizzy ligît of snow con-
lused hini, until ho rcalized le was beyond the
turning, and near the river. Waiting to con-
aider, ho lîcard a sound that stnrtled him ; and
thon, again, it sounded clearer, like to one in
dîstress. The prayor lad gone up from a lieart
full of faith, and ho did flot clîoosc but follow, as
the answer seomed te bld hlm g o; and cautiously
pnaking lis way down thc road. te the bridge, the
xnoan svas distinctly beard, and lic coulid sec
something lying la the snow.

"Who la itl" fnintly asked VIe croucbing form.
"'Only a Christian corne te lclp you," lie said,

putting out a liand te lift whnt seemed Vo, ho aI
wvomnn. ad ~ ~ ~ '"

' -Picase save me, an edme aivny rmti
horrid wvater. I amn iii and lonely, and I tried it,
but it is so dreadful."
L"Wliere shall 1 take you 1"

î "I feelso0falat, but here-" aIe said, takingan
envelope fromhler pooket. He got ler witî diffi-
èulty te the lamp, and read, "M1%ary Trentham,"
etc. For a moment lie, teo, seemed benumbed,
tilla thougît recalled hlm, "O yc of little faith 1"
.or lad lie noV actually put huiseif into God's

hndand asked Vo be sent. Calling a boy, le
ziked hlmn Vo fetcî a cab, and convuyed thc

- itranger Vo ber lodging.
r " SIc lasri*tbeenliere long," said the landlady.
!' She's iIIaid strange. I wondered where.aIe d

aon tus wild iiiglit."
'h~ ind Vo lier, and I %vill send a friead, lie

%aid.
1The tencîer*s bouse was reched, and Hermine
Clure welcomed VIe p aster; sIc knev le liad
corne to encourage and inspire bier. With pecu-
linr agitation Vhe incident was told and heard,
and wîitl tears of gratitude sIe related hmw tînt,
Ônelad gone Vo lier class for tlreo Sundays past,Is ntVo, picase a girl wvho worked near to, ber, and
Îhen disap cared, and no one could tell 1mw or
I¶vliere, anT tlat during Vhe lat two daý's tIe
wvord ble lad Nvritten against tIe nanme, 1 miss-
ýing," liad been beforo fier, and almoat witlout,

ceain zho lad praycd God to flnd Mary Trentý
hani tlis Christmas time.

Christnmas Day camne in upoti thc town thatlay
qet under its coveriug of snow, and Hermine

luire wvas early by the bedside of lier rnissing
scholar. ]No festive decoration marked the sea-
son, but assuredly in. that humble lodging the
Christ of God had entered to save a lost sou].
Ail dofiance %vas gone, ail rebellion hiuslied, for
carnest p rayer had been heard, anrd what was
impossible wvah the disciples w'as seen to be p os-
aibYe to the prayer answering God, anîd Mary
Trenthain wvas ready and pining to know of
Jesus' love. Wealr after a long ba ttling wvah
hidden disease, the cold, and exposuro had hast-
ened the ond.

'Il have no relatives in England, and none ivîn
care forme aniywvere," she said to lier patient
listener. " Mothor died wvhen I was young, and
thc friend she lcft me wvith dicd, and I have liad
a liard life. Tlie world is cold to such as 1, and
no one told me of Jesus; -%vhatover made me go
to your class 1 can't tell. I liatod mysoif wlien 1
saw others liappy, but twico when I was ili (for 11
wcnt riglit away just then) 1 did think of wbat
you said.

Thie pastor and teachor rejoiced together, and
one or the oîlcr constantly visitcdandt comforted
Vhe dying; tley feit (&od had honoured tliem by
cntrusting a p reclous soul to their caro. Medical
skill wvas useless, the Ion ely one had b ut a short
time to live, but, out of the bondaege of sin she
emerged into the cicar ligît of redteeming love
as she laid ber wveary liead on lier Saviour anâ

ThePlat, da and the weck had been as a
ycnr, for the blessedness tInt ncw-born soul lad
experienced, and as the old year died, old Lhings
tolier lad passed away, ail things wvere ncw.
The iast visit was a never-to-be-forgotten one to
that devotcd worker. The bare roorff secmed
lighted as by a torch from beaven; a radianire
sînne about the pale face as a tear of gratitude
trickled down the thin cheek. IIHow can 1 ever
thank Him for sending lis servant out irkýthe
cold to save me? Are there no other missing
ones 1like me?"

"IMAas 1 God knows. We will prav; 'tis His to
comrnand, and ours Vo, obey 1" Ancl aftcr sweet.
converse and prayer, Hermine feit it was the
gato of heaven, and but for tIe thriiling joy of
hein g used by the Master to save others, she
could envy the happy departing soul.

I arn only -%vaiting now till Jesus cails. AIl
is beautifully weil," saîd Mary, lier bright, count-
enance proving thc truth of her words.

" Is there anythi ng 1 can do i" askzed lier f ricnd.
CiI want, nothing now but .Jesus. You have

donc aIl you could, but plense ask the mînister
to corne once more that I may sec the faces çf my
deareast oarthly friends ere I go."

CIWe wvill come ver y soon," said the tendher,
taking a fond farcwell, and hopîng to find the
pastor able te go at once.

lt was less than an hour when tîey entcred the
roomn.

-Just gone,"' said the housekeeper, who lad
attcndcd the dying mne. "I1 came to give lier
drink, and she sîLid quite brîghtly,JesI
Jcsus 1" and was stili."

Heaven beemed graîidlynear, and eterniry nxost
real, and to those earnest, wvorkers there camie a
swcct voice, saying:

" He that wvinneth souls is wivse'; and thc ,joy
of their Lord eiitered more fully into their souls
as they tlinnked God for a wanderer brouglit
snafely homne, and prnyed for more Clist-like zeal
and love.

Christian workers, there are, missing ones


