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A CHILD'S DEVOTION.

If Phoebe Gray had thought on

erself, she would not have ventu
hat terrible night. But | r
father made her forget her sl S8 30 Ti-giah The Tacs 5 ' : - ; S :
stood close to the . E :mr!f =
lamp-pest on the cor- — 1. alter
rer, and looked up Bt = ; Sl R ;  § ¥ ' » and o1
and down the sireet. = : F e Eo 4 anes Une
Far down, a red light : %L o S R e ok n, at he came
shone from a tavern o ; £ ; an hovr earli
window. :

“Maybe he’s there”
she said to herself,
and as the words fell
from her lips, off she
ran to the light as fast
as she couldgo. Some- : \ ,
times the wind and . 155 / - . g hope 1
rain dashed so hard IS : e < JREvs ; ”gﬁm.’
in her face, that she i:54 : 5 : el \,\'”f‘ v
had to stop to get her i > & ' - asked tl
breath; but still she
kept on, thinking only
of her father. At ‘ast
she got on the tavern
door, pushed it open,
and went in.

A sight to startle ! i . : ¥ o =
the noi half-intoxi- A = - : i L% e
cated men was that ' ; = : e
vision of a little zhild, :
drenched with the rain
that was pouring from
her poor garments,
coming in so suddenly
upon them. There
was no weakness or
fear in her face, but
a searching, an
lock that ran ea
through the comp

“Oh, father,” leape
from her lips, as m
of the men sta
forward.and, eatcl
her in his
hugged her v t
lis bosom, and ran
with her into the
street. If Mr. Grs
mind was confused
and hiz body weak from
Phoebe came in, his mind v
his body strong in an instant;
he hore her forth in hi
say, he was a sobe

“ My poor baby! ‘




