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the dor and laid the plate upon the steps: What a
look ho gav nie. Nnd the tears cie into the di-1
Wistfuli eyes in answer to my own sad smIle.

' wënt in and kneeld down by the window, and
looked thiough the closed blind to 'obserVe hiin. And
à p'ayer vas i my heart and on my lips th.t' th
little traCt-" How to become a Christian" -mightý h
owned and blessed of God. I know I had given it'for
Christ's sake. I watched him to sec if ho wou1d take
thoso dear words of trutli with him H1e did. And how I
hopecl and prayed that ho would have them read te him;
that they might live in his soul, the voice of eternal life.

The stranger boy WCn. his Way and I mine. Many
shadows often came up in my pathway; many trials
were meted out te me, and all this was-forgotten. And was
I remembered? And now, I thiik, I know it is a cher-
ishèd thing, a blessed thought, te feel that we have a place
in the heart of another, though that heurt be lowilyand
a o ne ;îo know that we iave donc deeds of mi'ry and

that Ne aýie remembered in prayer; that there are thosè
who plead. for us at the throne of gracë. Il is"a beauti-
ful, a blessed legacy. Life and love- hae made It pre-
cions, priueless.

Time passed on, and then came the dreadful War, vith
ail its dread- accompanimients of sorrow and suffering.
A few montbs since, while on a journey, I went with
some friends te visit oie of th hospitals of th siclkind
wounded. How sad the sight was ]-the bléeding
herts and the broken hopes, and the silent struggle
with suffering; I iiNvardly prayed that He, te whomill
power is given, might be in their midst te help and te
lieal them.

The physician stood silently counting the faint pulses
of ene who1ufon a cet lower than the rest, but with

pillows and eal cQverings. His faco as o7thful,
but oh!I so faded and white, and sunken! lHs cyes wee.


