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_ another job,

An Answer to Prayer.
By B. M. N.

Miss 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 con-
sciousness and pleasant themes?

The open pages before her failed to banish from her
mind the face of a little child, a face pinched, wist-
ful, shadowed by a look of anxiety quite out of keep-
ing with its infantile featurcs and innocent eyes.

“I do believe,” soliloquized Miss Townsend, in deep
disgust, “there will be no peace for me till 1\go and
call upon those people.”

“If I were a good woman,” 1.hought Miss' Town-
send, “I should want to go. If T were a little worse
I should read here in peace. Being neither bad nor
good, I suppose I shall go—and hate to.”

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

The little girl whose face had proved so hm'mling
was a new pupil in Miss Townsend’s sewing class.
The public school building in which, by special favor
of the board, this class was held, stood in a throng-
The winter

was proving a hard one, with the work of many fac-

ed and very poor quarter of the city.

tories, crafts and shops intermittent, slack or utterly
at a stahdstill.

The child, Ammie McMullin, lived in a rear house,
separated by a long yard from the dwellings which
Its look of sometime thrift sur-
prised Miss Townsend, for the extreme poverty of the
child’s dress had led the visitor to expect the third
floor back of a temement. This house harbored evi-
dently but ome family. Shrubs had been planted in
On the little porch stood forlom
At the win-
dows hung lace curtains, which, as every parish vis-
itor knows, made a line of demarcation between the

faced the street

the door yard
flower boxes heaped high With snow.

abject and the thrift [)(ﬁ:f, .

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

His frayed and faded coat was buttoned high, to
conceal the absence of linen. The expression in his
eyes, hunted and fierce, belied the good line of brow,
mouth and chin.

“Mr. McMullin?”’ she said.

“That’s my name,”’ replied the man, with sombre
looks.

“Perhaps you have heaxd of me from your little
Annie,” ventured the small woman in conciliatory ac-
cemts. ‘T am her sewing teacher, Miss Townsend. I
wished to meet Ammie’s father and mother. I Like to
know the parents of all my little people.”

The man held the door wide, inviting his visitor
to enter.
speech accorded ill with his rough and wretched ap-

His civility of manner and refimement of

pﬂnrnnﬁ‘.

The Kttle parlor wherain he made his visitor sit
down had evidently been furnished in some period of
It boasted the plush-covered furniture,
the crayon portraits in flamboyant silver frames, the
album and the melodeon which together furnish the
compeny room according 1o the heart’s desire of the
mechanic’s wife.  But everything showed the lack of
a woman’s. tidying hand.

Where was_ the wife? The wife, it appeared was
sick. The man had filled an excellent position at
good wages till latter summer. Then his “bose’ had
closed the business.

Times were bad and it seemed impossible to find
The man had walked the streets seek-
ing one, day after day. The wife had tried to help
by going out to wash and char. She had been long
unused to such continuous work and it has overtax-
ed her stremgth. Then, one bitter day, coming home
very tired and poorly clad, she had caught cold. She
lay now on a dingy and c&nfused bed in an inner
room, and the eéyes of the visitor saw that there lay
a very sick woman.

prosperity.

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

was no fire, no fuel and no money. And in the heart
of that haggard, fierce-eyed man, there was despair.
“Thev  say,” said he, “that God hears prayer,
Haven’t T praved morning, noon and might, night and
morning?  ’Tien’t luxuries we wmt t’s food for
my children. Just as nice chi
had. Tt's a bit of comfort
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ed so hard and been so good to me. It's work to.
pay my rent and put some clothes upon my back,.
Look at mie! 'The rags I'm in! Who'll 'take a man. .
Jooking like me? I pray and pray, in-the night when :
1 can’t sleep for thinking of my trouble.. Then Iget ;
up early and tramp and tramp, and slwayp it’s the

>0

same answer: “‘Nothing. for you.
The visitor realized with bitter longing ﬂmt she.

. had no word of spiritual comfort to offer. The prob-

lem. of prayer haunted her own thoughts, must be
answered.  One’s own 'feet, she thought, must be
firmly planted on the rock of faith before one can
reach down to draw up the souls sinking mto des:
pair. The little blueeyed Annie, just in from school
was despatched with a tin pail, a note and a quar-
ter to fetch some strong broth from a diet hitchen
hard by. ° There were some old blankets at home,
Miss Townsend remembered, which could be sent down
this ‘evening by the furnace man, to make the wo-
man’s bed more fomfortable.

The Associated Charities in a case like this could
and must give coat. The little voman bhethought
herself of a noble charity which sen’ nurses in cases
of emergency to the homes of the sick joor. 'She
herself -ordered in a basket full of snch groceries as
coulu be prepared by a bewildered man and a child.
By the time she reached home she was too sad and
too tired to care for dinner or -books. Ii .t beart was
filled with a sense of her impotence 15 offur that spir-
itusl comfort for which a racked soul hal cried enut
to her in vain.

If Miss Townsend could not answer the questionirygs
of the man’s perplexed soul, she could and did find
him various jobs in and around her own house, rugs
to be beaten, windows to be cleaned, znow 1o be
shovelled and the cellar to be white washed. She
could “fill him up,” as she expressed it, in her own
kitchen and send him home with broth or jielly or
fresh eggs for the sick wife. She could make such
aprons of strong, pretty gingham to cover the chil-
dren’s rags and make them neat for school. She
could beg for the man a suit of clothes in which he
might sally forth respectable to seek a job. And she
could and did harass the much enduring ricretary
until at last, to her intense relief, a permancnt job
of the Asmociated Charities and importune her friends
was found.

But- though she had been unable, as she felt, to
carry spiritual light into the home of her proteges.
¢TI really do believe,” she said, ‘I have been a kind
of Mascot to them, after all.”

The wife was well.”  Taken in time, her sickness
had proved no more than a sharp attack of brom-
chitis; “but 1 really thipk,” said the nurse with un-
professional frankness, “we have just saved her from
pneummxin.”

The man’s work was proving peérmanent and he had
twice been judged worth an increase of salary.

The house took on & look of hunible comfort. Mrs:
McMullin, freed from alien wash-tubs by her man’s
steudy job, w‘rouzbt cleanliness and order 'where once
had been a grimy cheos. Little Annie’s &nplu ror
appeared and the window boxes bloomed agaim. '

When ‘Mrs. McMullin, out of a full ‘heart, spoke
gratitude to her visitor, famine and fear had' wan-
ished as completely from the hearth as had the mow
from the springtime wor'ld without.

“And'my man says,” pursued Mrs. MeMullin, whose
thanks had been poured forth with Irish fluency and
fervor, “I’ve been sorry ever since,” says’ he, ‘for my
wicked words that first day. I was half wild with
the. trouble, and the starvation or I'd never ’a’ said
them things,” says he. ‘Now T know that there was
nse in my prayin,’ ma’am,” says he, ‘for the good
God sent us youn.” ”

Mise Townsend murmured something—sahe oonld nev-
er remember what, There flashed into her woul a
}ight songht throungh many a seacred ceremonial in
vain. And as she walked home through the mean
and swarming streets, the light was with hu' still,

“Giod sent us you.”

She recnlled the day when she listened to bitter,
doubts. Conld she ever doubt again? Tn doing the
will nf("odhrreyellmdbemopemedevmmohﬂlt
said, ~Churchman.

“As One Whom His lhtlm' Cu-
forteth.”

l-s)

Grace Pear anugh.

"H-hemnon]ymmdup”ﬂndocﬁor-id
“it will do her more good than medicive. And. she
must be persuaded to eat something—she needs H.”

“I kmow,” said her sister, ‘but takes no.
oot in anything. 4s for s ‘oh‘ﬁ
awake so Jomg I '™
habit with her. Andthudoh /90,

. believe it is

itlw come_ sort of

closed, or».omo&ing'l" o
: 80,” sAlige | it would make
ﬁxe hou-e'-o hot” & ary can not sleep without

8o hard; ' Itis impossible to shut the sound’ out.”

““But whose ohild is it?”’ said the husband. “Mrs.
Carroll ‘has no baby, has she?”

“No,”-Alice said, it is her brother’s baby. ~She
took it threé dnyn ago, the same day little Tom
died. 'l\ofa&betandmoﬁntmbothﬁnndinu
railroad accident. It is very sad.

“But not like; this,” said.the hnpbnnd jn'okenly

“You and Mary have each other,’’ seid the girl,
making a pitiful attempt . to, comfort hm.

“How loug shall, 1 haye, ber if. this keep. up?: Listen
to that!”

A seriga of hahby bhing wail
was, what they, hnord- Th-mhbonuhwnva-
in close proximityto their own; and it seemed. im-
possible to shut out, that cry.

“That babg cries betmwo it, is.sick, ov hungry, I

ungry,” aaid Alice, . *“Mrs.;Casroll.says
it does not digest its food and. it hprdbznleqn at
all. It meeds its mother, poor thing.”

Robert went up to se¢ if Mary was’ slnepm-g, though
he knew she could not sleep, ‘with that constant cry
in her ears.

Jay down.

“Where 'shall T read;“dear?” he asked her.

“Anything,”” she waid. "“Read where the Book is
open. PshnpaGodmyhveammgwform,to
comfort me.”

TheBookwuvpmedatthadxty-dxﬂ:chapbrol
Tsaish. He read. “As one, whom, his mother com-
forteth so will T oomforfyon."

;0 Robert, u’fuqxzjenpq, *I can not bear. it!”

o Kissed vering her
about the love of God, Pt.ﬁﬂ'nﬂvdﬁo
whispered, "Perlquoddxdmﬂm t. for, 2 mes-
"y Mo

ary Moreland lay in hesmomontboxnfm
of the fourth day foltowlng tha one.on. which. her

baby died. She knew that . ehe, ought,. for her -
heaP's #ake, 10 sleep, wmm o gy

T et e pd\mdd s
) she sna ¢ ' pounded "1
R e i
 boar /1t . Bhe '
:mu»m avu:m:'f no,o‘...m‘do"
. Alios was “in’ the ¥itohen," 3 gone
down town to h?mpoh ”'%'
“Mrs. Carroll,” she said, leaming over the fence,
"n:q: bring me thet baby.”

Carroll made an awkward attempt to cover
the baby the blanket, under the' tha
‘?':m'i?; it might n-hpoorhl':.m ]

'worse,”
u"“Brhg it here,” said Mary, “and-let-me Yook at
M.

was o, o
was. dark: Jke..
he had. been,, Jooked
at. it
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motherless chik
asleep.

“As one who
ert, reverently.-
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