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It’s work to. tor had. gone, “what child ie that crying next door?ed so hard and been so good to me.
pay my rent and put some clothee upon my back. It aounde Hke poor little Tom, it ia breaking
Look at me] The rage I’m in! Who'll take a man Mary's heart to hear it. Can not the windows be
looking like me? I pray and pray in the night when closed, or » something?"
1 can t sleep for thinking of my trouble. Then I get ; "I suppose so," Alkie repliwi, “but j* would make
up early and tramp and tramp, and always it's the the house so hot and Mary can not sleep without 
same answer: “Nothing for you.' " ~ air, that is certain. Besides, I doubt if ü would do

The visitor realised with bitter longing that she any good, the walls are so thin, and the baby cries 
had no word of spiritual comfort to offer. The prob- eo hard. It is impossible to shut the sound out."
lem of prayer haunted her own thoughts, must be 8ot whose child is it?" said the husband. “Mrs.
answered. One's own feet, she thought, must be Carroll has no baby, has she?"
firmly planted on the rock of faith before one con Ho, Alice said, ''it ie her brother's baby. She
reach down to draw up the souls sinking into dee- took it three days ago, the same day little Tom 
pair. The littk blue-eyed Annie, just in from school The father and mother were both killed in a
was despatched with a tm pail, a note and n quar- railroad accident.
ter to fetch some strong broth from a diet kitchen But not Цку, said the husband,..brokenly,
hard by. 7 There were some old blankets at home, “You and Mery baye each other,’’ said the girl. 
Miss Townsend remembered, which could be sent down making a pitiful attempt to comfort him.
this evening by the furnace man, to make the wo- “How limg jteU;I have her if this keep up? Listen
man’s bod more fomforteble. *° Hiatl"

The Associated Charities in a case like this could ^ series of baby shrieks ending fa. a sobbing wail
and must give coat. The little woman I *et bought was what they heard. ,The; neighboring bouse was
herself of a noble charity which sen*, nurses in cases *n close proximityto their own, and it . seemed kn
ot emergency to the homes of the sick poor. She possible to shut out that pry.
herself ordered in a basket full of such groceries os ЬаЬУ cries because. fa is mpk, or hungry, I
couki be і ) rep a red by a bewildered man and a chikl. • believe it is hungry,” said Alice. . ’“Mrs- Carroll, says
By the time she reached home she was too sad ai.d 1* does not digest its food and. itMbsnJly. sleeps, .at
too tired to cere for dinner or books. Б *r heart \*aa H ne<*l8 it* mother, poor thing."
filled with a sense df her impotence off«»r that spir- Robert went up to see if Mary was sleeping, though
itucl comfort for which a racked soul ha l cried rut J1® *mew ■*le could not sleep, with that constant cry
to her in vain. ™ ^ier ^ar8*# <#

If Miss Townsend could not answer the question'rgs •'Darling," he said, "you must try to lie down and 
of the man’s perplexed soul, she could and did find ree* a Bttie. l«t me stay and read to you."
him various jobs m and around her own house, rugs ^he allowed him to lead her to the bed and die 
to be beaten, windows to be cleaned, <=now to be down. .
shovelled and the cellar to be white washed. She '|Where'shall I reed,•‘dear?" he asked her.
could "fill him up," as she expressed it, in her own Anything," die said. “Read where the Book is
kitchen and send him home with broth or icily or open. Perhaps God may have a message for me," to
fresh eggs for the sick wife. She could make such comfort me."
aprons of strong, pretty gingham to cover the chil- The Book was opened at the sixty-sixth chapter of 
dren’s rags and make them neat for school. She faeish. He read. “As one wbopi Jp» mother 
could beg for the man a suit of clothee in which he in80 ^ oomfortypu."
might saTly forth respectable to seek a job. And she Robert," Mary cried, ;,<I едр not bear H!"
could and did harass the much enduring secretary He kissed the quivering lips and talked to her 
until at last, to her intense relief, a permanent job about the love of God. When she was calmer she
of the Associated Charities and importune her friends whispered, "Perhaps God did mean tfafa for. a me*-
was found. sege to me."

But though she had been unable, as she felt, to Mary Moreland lay In fan; room on the aftjgnoon
carry spiritual light into the home of her protegee. Hie fourth day following the one on wh$qh her
VI really do believe,” she said, “I have been a kind ‘Red- She knew that she ought» for. ber
of Mascot to them, after all." health's sake, to sleep, that beg husband w

The wife was well. Taken in time, her sickneee Mirions about her, but ,bow could екер? Ijf she 
had proved no more than a sharp attack of bron- Jor Meat iLijtf.imaf todbrwun that a
chitis: “but I really think," sard the nurse with un- figure lay beside her, ІЦ wargi mouth against
professional frankness, “we have just saved her from breast, Its soft fingers clasping her own.
pneumonia." T>own yard edfomlng sbe could see the port-

The man's work was proving permanent and he had JY - ^orm of Mr». ОаггоП, ewmghig the baby In the 
twice been judged worth an increase of salary. hammock, under the apple tree. She could see the

The house took on a look of humble comfort. Mrs- “tHe dark head rolling from ride to side as the 
McMullin, freed from alien wash-tubs by her men's hammock swung to aad fro.
steady job, wrought cleanliness and order where once 'She is swinging it too hard," murmured Tftuy. 
had been a grimy chaos. Little Annie's dimples r»: *rw- ^'arroH bad never had any children of her own.
apneared and the window boxes bloomed again. Her heart was kind enough, but her hands were

When Mrs. McMulHn, out of a full heart, spoke J™1- 9he produced a nursing bottle which the
gratitude to her visitor, famine and fear hod van- refused. She forced the baby to swallow, and
ished as completely from the hearth as had the snow Uhe® Ü choked she snatched it up and pounded ft 
from the springtime world without. violently upon the back.

"And’mv man says," pursued Mrs. McMullin, whose Mary could bear It no longer. She crept down 
thank* hod been poured forth with Irish fluency and <yn* Hie house. No one Intercepted
fervor. “I've been sorry ever since,' says be, *for mv ”er‘ AHoe was busy in the kitchen, Robert bad gone 
wicked words that first day. I was half wild with down town to get a sleeping potion, 
the. trouble, and the starvation or I'd never 'a' said 'Mrs. Carroll," she said, leaning over the fence,
them things.' says he. 'Now I know that there was please bring me that baby."
use m my pravin/ ma'am,' says he, 'for the good Mrs. Carroll muds an awkward attempt to cover 
God sent us yon/ " the baby with the .blanket, under the impression that

Miss Townsend murmured something—she could nev- the right of H might make poor Mrs. Moreland
er remember what. There flashed into her soul a "worse."
light sought through many a sacred ceremonial in “Bring H here," said Mary, "and let me look at
vain. And as she walked home through the mean
and swarming streets, the light was with her still. Mr*. Carroll brought the baby to the fence.

“God sent us you.” WW a ptef*y baby, with appealing blue eyea, it# hair
She recalled the day when she listened to bitter , was dark Hke Httila Tom's, , and it was jaat aa big as

doubts. Could she ever doubt again? In doing the he had been, and Mary's heart leapt as she looked
will of God her eyes had been opened even as Christ a* it.
said. —Churchman. "Ton poor soul," cried Mr». Carroll, "how eh* you

do look. It ie too bad. Mfcat troubles there are 
in tide world!

Mary stretched her aims over the fence and took 
-*» the child. The Kttle tiring smiled and laid its cheek 

egaiimt her dree* She clasped it close and fa an 
Grace Pear Bronaugn. inetaoi На аЦ.

"II rfie can only get acme екер," the doctor aaid. "Well, of el! things! If he ain't anunnngl”
"it will do her more good than medicine. And ehe claimed Mm. Carroll. »
meet be penmaded to eat eometiring-ehe need» H.” e ’"V8 *47 <Kd not'«pee*. Her face was

“l Know,” «aid her sister, "bet she tehee eo inter- n®1 ene did not look onjiappy, even though thin
<wt in anything. As for sleeping, ehe has been *’**"' rsmhidsd her so strangely of little Tom. 
awake so long I suppose It has become a sort of y-osne on anr and set down," said Mm. Carroll, 
habit with her. And then ehe ie grieving no." w**k ber hand upon the gate. t

"She has not slept lor n week,” said .the husband. "Ho." «aid Xery, "I will net come now. thank 
was no fire, no fuel and no money. And in the heart ’T-'ore the baby died ehe would kt no one name yon, bot I wish I cxiuld take the baby in the 
of that haggard, fierce-eyed man, them was despair. hi pi bnt Weelf.” with me. 0 * re. Carroll, >t me take him. kt me

"Ther say,” said he, "that God hears prayer. Hi» own face >ote traces of many sleepkae nights, keep hlm, kt m# baye him! See how be dings to 
Haven’t I prnved morning, noon and night, night and and there was a epeeehleea anxiety in his weary m», see what comfort ha k taking! Bandy yon do
morning? ’Tisn't luxuries we want. It’s food lor eyea. He had bet hie first and only eMH. a hoy of not need him, and he wfll be a great care to voo.
my children. Jnst as nice children, as any man ever eix months, must he lose hie young wik, too* If I teka ldm. H may sere his Ufe. Oh, I prey..the*
had. It’s a bit ol comfort for my wife that's work- « "Abce." he said to hie sister-in law when th* doo- yon win let me have him !"

An Answer to Prayer.
By Ж M. N.

Mine Townsend prepared herself for an afternoon of 
solid comfort.

Was it because she .was tired, she wondered, and 
therefore nervous, that one persistent and disagree
able thought kept obtruding itself between her 
eciousnese and pleasant themes?

'Пій open pages before her failed to banish from her 
mind the face of a little chikl, a face pinched, wist
ful. shadow ed by a look of anxiety quite out of keep
ing with its infantile features and innocent eyes.

“I do believe," eoliloiquiz<>d Miss Townsend, in deep 
disgust, “there will be no peace for me till I tgo and 
call upon those people."

“If I were a good woman," thought Miss Town
send, “I should want to go. If I were a little worse 
I should read here in i>eaee. Being neither bad nor 
good, I suppose I shall go—ami hate to."

With a last longing look at the fire, anti a stifled 
nigh for the cup of tea. Miss Townsend plodded out 
into* the storm.

The little girl whose face had proved so haunting 
was a new pupil in Miss Townsend's sewing class. 
The public school building in which, by special favor 
of the Ixmrti, this class was held, stood in a throng
ed and very poor quarter of the city. The winter 
was proving a hard one, with the work of many fac- 
tori«w, crafts and shops intermittent, slack or utterly 
at a standstill.

The chikl, Annie McMullin, lived in a rear house, 
separated by a long yard from the dwellings which 
faced the street 
prifuxl МІЯ* Townsend, for the extreme poverty of the 
child's clre*e had led the visitor to expect the third 
floor hack of a tenement. This houto harbored evi
dently but one family. Shrub* had been planted in 
the doo,r yard.
flower boxes heaped high With snow, 
down hung Inop curtains, which, as every parish vis
itor knows, made a line of demarcation between the 
abj<*ct and the thrift poor.

There came to the door, in response to a third and 
emphatic knock, a tall, haggard man. He was un
shaven, though not unwashed.

Ilis frayed ami faded coat was buttoned high, to 
oonoenl the abamce of linen. The expreerion m his 
eyea, hunted and fierce, belied the good Hne of brow, 
mouth and chin.

“Mr. McMullin?" she said.
“That’s my name," replied the man, with sombre

“Perhaps you have heard of me from your Kttle 
Annie," ventured the small woman in conciliatory ac
cents. “I am her sewing teacher, Miss Townsend. I 
wished to meet Annie’s father and mother. I Kke to

It is very sad.

'

Its look of sometime thrift sur- com-

On the little porch stood forlorn 
At the win-

i know the parents of all my little people."
The man held the door wide, inviting his visitor 

His civility of manner and refinement of/ ' to enter.
speech accorded ill with his rough and wretched ap-
pearance.

The Kttle parlor wherein he made hie visitor sit 
down had evidently been furnished in some period of 
prosperity. It boasted the plush-covered furniture, 
the crayon portraits in flamboyant silver frames, the 
album and the melodeon which together furnish the 
company room according to the heart's desire of the 
mechanic's wife. Bnt everything showed the lock of 
a woman’s tidying hand.

Where was, the wife? The wife, it appeared was 
sick. The man had fillet! an excellent position at 
good wage* till latter summer. Then his “boss' had 
closed the business.
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“As One Whom His Mother Com-’
fortethTimes were had and it. seemed impossible to find 

The nmn had walked the streets seek- 
The wife had tried to help

another job, 
ing one, day after day. 
by going out to wash and char. She had been long 
unused to such continuous work and it has overtax
ed her strength. Then, one bitter day, coming home 
very tired and poorly clad, she had caught cold. She 
lay now on a dingy and confused bed in an inner 
room, and the eye* of the visitor saw that there lay 
a very sick woman.

There was a little coarse food in the house. There .

riffled.
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'Do you 
Mrs. Carroll, 
welcome, і far I
hands."

“Want him?" 
him. U he mi 

"Sure, he is 
CarrolL

“Has Mary t 
later.

"I think she 
had better go

“If only that
“Never fear," 

not trouble 
asleep."

When Robert 
ly repress an 
dreaming? |t 
strata gely like ! 
Mary’s arm, it 
just as he had 
mot-herleee chik 
asleep.

“As one whoi 
ert, reverently.-

The 1
“I wouldn’t t 

to Florence.
Florence, whe 

ash berries tha 
“Oh, mamma," 
them crack."

'Dut I know 
more pleasure," 
to the house- " 
a small basket, 
you can find/' 
something pint 

Florence took 
the tiny orangi 
about the tree* 

“Ie that enou

І

full.
Her mother o 

per. “That wi 
“What 

asked, curiously 
But mamma i 

my secret." she 
Now, 

so Florence fill* 
as the tree shor 

One gray day 
next morning tl 
world, for 
trees looked Ufa 

‘•This ii і p

are yr

Flormce, forget
"Tea, a berry 

mamma said, 
mountain ash h 

'Dut they err 
claimed in eurpr 

‘Dot for you, 
giving her a b a, 
cloak and scatti 
you will *oqn h 

So. Florence n 
fuis of berries < 
orange balls da 
crust! Then mar 

Sure enough, 
first one, and t 
were gathered o 
ence's .berries.

Florence clapp 
cried. “I meat 
-Christian Adv

THE CAT A 
Our Tabby, it 

unmixed with jc 
alligator, was b 
she acquired the 
at every chance 
tiberafcely cuffing 
retire with n eh< 
ed a duty. Tfc 
little alligator 1 
insulte, and thii 

I flashed; and, w] 
I scramrobled afte 
I it vipiously. T 
I started on a re 
I over chairs and 
I desperately to ht 
I ened Tabby, we 
I none the 

Г ]У extended jawa 
Tabby1 treated tl 
epeot.
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