THE MESSENGER.

opened the, box that held the tew garments
.. that were not neef‘»erd for, everyday wear, end
of ‘blue cotton: trousers,
.a:pink. cauco wa.ist.ta straw hat, and.a pair |
Lish screamed with delight "nd,

.- took out a little‘\ g

_ot shoes
hugged his -father's legs

New- clothes and.ready to join them:
.& very happy little boy who, for . the first
-time in his life, heard other shildren singing
and reciting together ‘ Qur Father.! ™., -

All summer the Sunday-school was held in
the shady grove of cedars, the good man who
had come a long distance to teach dhe chil-
dren sxttmg on the ground, with his scholars
about him, and Lish learned with wondzr, of
the Father whom he Jhad never known be-
fore -

One day, in autumn, he and Spot were.

. alonme, -for ‘papy’ had gone to town with a

l

“. load of corn, early in the morning, before

Lish was_awalke, leaving a bowl of milk and

- a'big piece of corn bread on the ta.ble for his

breakfast and dinner.

Toward evening he went down to the
+ spring to get a drink and became mterested
in watchmg the queer little tadpoles wriggl-
ing around in the hollows made by the cow’s
feet in the soft mud when they, too, came {0
get a drink of the cool water, when he was
‘startled by a dog’s loud bark. Looking up
he saw poor little Spot flying as fast as her
soft feet could carry her, followed by Mr.

Doltons big black dog. Lish ran down the.
‘'Hollow to’ Tescue “kitty, and then scrambled.

_ up-the steep bank when she turned in, that
directlon.

On they ﬁow, ‘and Tish did n6t ‘notiee that

Tlge gave up ‘the’ chase ‘and bounded down -
“““the bank; He only ‘saw ‘his tnghtened ’ittle,

kltten ahead of him.’
~ Suddenly he stopped for he saw water far
down beneath his feet, and he knéw that he

) was nof only on the forbidden railway track,

‘but that he stood on the bridge. Kitty had
stopped, too, and was mewing pitifully. He

could not let her stay there till she fell into-

the.river or the dreadful cars came and

HE SAW THAT IT WAS 100 LATE.’

crushed her; he thought. She only ciung to
one of the cross-ties where she had stopped,
and would not come when he ca.l]ed 50 he
must reach her.

"He crept on hands and knees along the
track. It was very beautiful, with the red
light of the sunset quivering and changing
toward the farther bank, and underneath
lnm, the dark, still depths, but it made his

.head swim. Slowly he neared the place, and’

at last clasped the kitten. . He tried to turn,
but with one hand grasping Spot, he was

. afraid to let go. his hold with the other, and

clung tremblingly to the rail, not knowmg

what to do.
At last he heard the rumbhng sound that

he had learned to know, and felt the rail,

quivering beneath his hand. - He knew a
. train.was coming, and made. a. desperate ef-

o »fort to turn around; but felt that he was

golng to fall. Then he thought of creeping
to the opposite end of the bridge, but it

- siretched so far ahcad that he knew he could_

‘When he reached the “top, kitty -
'_ was still ahead, with old Tige following fast.

" her word and promise good.

not reach it in _time,
thought came to him, and unf.astening his
waist he thrust kitty into his ‘bosom,  but-
toning her up tight and fast. Then he suc-
ceeded in turning around but he ‘saw that

.'_it was too late, the great b]ack engine .was -

* ‘When the J ennings procession came in
l!ght he-was out in ‘the road, dressed in his ;
It was .

coming, and was already almost -at the
bndge B
‘PaDY" e screamed in a ‘surill, trembling

voice, but at the same moment he knew .

that his’ father was not yet come home.
Suddenly, be remembered the Fathber of
whom the teacher had taught him, the Father

who was able to give his children any help.
‘they needed. So he began the prayer—the _

only one- he knew—-—‘Our I‘ather Wlnch art

“in heaven.’

The terrible noise came ‘nearer; he was

. sick and faint, but hé prayed on, not doubt-

ing that help would come; ‘Lead us not into

- temptation, but deliver us from ev11'——de-

liver us from—'

Far below on the road a man in a waggon
looked up to see the train pass. He sprang
to his feet and cried, ‘O God! my baby!
The Iittle figure on the bridge disappeared;
the great, heavy wheels passed more and
more slowly, and then stopped. Clambering

up the bank on hands and .knees, he saw the .

train men lifting his little boy from the tim-
bers below the bridge, where he had fallen
when he fainted; and in a moment more he
had him in his arms—unhurt!

.‘Papy, do you know who put me down thar
under the bridge, till the cars was gone?
Lish whispered sleepily, as he nestled safe

in his father’s arms that evenmg when they -

sat outside the door in the twilight.

- ‘It was our Father,’ he said; for papy did:
‘not’ answer, but only hugged him closé.

"The next Sunday Lish’s father went with

him to Sunday-school under the cedar trees..
“I'm”goin’ to larn about that thar Father,’
" too," he said to himself as he walked along

the road, holding fast the little hand that
he thought he had so nearly 'lost.——‘.Well-

spring.’

The Sto’ry of ¢ One-Tenth.’

A young lady had formed the purpose of

giving one-tenth of a small income earned

during the year by herself, to the cause of
mornth .

Christian benevolence. Faithfully,
after month, she had put down her occa-

_sional charities with her other expenditures,

and when it came for the time of closing
up the account, and arranging the balance,

she discovered that the sum of five dollars

was due the oenevolent column.
~ Now this person was young m years, and
especially in  Christian expenence and be-
nevolence, and- she had never in all her
life given so large a sum at one time as five
dollars for anything except for purposes of
self-gratification. It happened to be a severe
lesson for her te learn in the school of be-
nevolence and she at once entered upon a
fierce struggle with her love of self, her
sense of duty, and a natural desire to keep
‘Perhaps you
have made a mistake,’ whispered self-love.
“You had better go all over that account
once more, and be sure you do it very care-
fully. this time.’

‘At this suggestion the young girl brigh-
tens up again, and bends ohce more to her
task knitting her brows very severely and

" comparing the two ‘colimns carefully with™
. the cash. in her own pocket—book

But it is
all to no purpose ngures do not lie, and
the stern fact of figures still declares that

the ﬁve dollars is wanted at thé end of the

same column. ‘Self-love then gives a’ long
sigh of dxsappointment but still whlspers

“‘Iive dollars is a large sum for a girl like
" yeu,

Other- g:rls do not givé as much as

,tha.t_. and }vhy should you? Then.t‘mn of

At last a2 happy ..

. good.

what that money would buy. What a lot ot
things'you want; ‘and really ou,,ht to have,
like the other girls!

-But' the. next
moment the girl’s better nature and the ten-
der upnsingﬁt real Christian love in ‘her
heart bids her be. triue and faithful to the.
vow she has mdde, and whispers that she
will be happier in denying the enticements
-of self-love than in the mdulgence of self-
.gratification. A long while our brave. young
heroine endures this -hard conflict with seilt-

Iove, but, -finally, a five-doliar.bill is encloged -

in an envelope and- directed to the treasurer
of ‘the benevo]ent societies of her church
and she arises from her little writing-desk

a happier girl than ‘when she sat down, and .

one much better fitted to enter on the many

other battles in life which may be before.

her. .
Cox * * * I R
In a distant city the treasurer of a bene-

volent society sits poring wearily over his’

missionary acenunts. For several years he
has been bending every -energy to the task

of paying a long-standing debt on the perma- -

nent fund, which had accumulated by too
_frequent borrowing to pay the annual de-
ficiencies in the benevolent_income. The

year was drawing near its close, and a few -
‘hundred dollars yet remained of the old debt
-unprovided for.

: It was an anxious and
‘prayerful hour for the good secretary. He
bad for many months been sending out ap-

_peals to the friends of the' mission canse,

and many had responded with generous
gifts; but still there was a deficiency, and

--the 'secretary’s heart was set on the payment
of that entire indebtedness.

The secretary’s deep ‘brown study, was

interrupted at last by the postman s ring and -
. the arrival of the noon maijl;

Eagerly he
Aturned from his desk to open the letters and

scarcely pausing to read their contents ex-". -
tracted with hopeful expectancy from a few .

of them those little bank slips which are so
welcome to men in his profession. There

 was one cheque for two hundred dollars,

and right then and-there, with the cheque in

his hand, the happy man sang the doxology
with a full and thankful heart. After ex-
amining the last bank slip he found that -
there was just five dollars lacking to make,

up the full amount of that troublesome old
debt, With all his gratitude, how could he

.keep back just that one little sigh of disap-
- pointment as he exclaimed, ‘Oh, why could

not that dear, good brother have added just

that one five-dollar bill to his contributjon? -

The evening mail, however, brought the
secretary one more missionary offering; and
never, perhaps, was a letter more welcome,
The letter was sxgned with a young lady's
name, and read as follows .

Dear Secretary,—Please find enclosed five
dollars.” . Use it where it will do the most
M. S.

‘When, a few weeks later, our. young ‘friend
took up her religious paper and read the in-
spiring account of how the ‘back of that old
mission debt had been broken at last, and
that the honor .of laying on the very last
straw must be attributed to her own five
dollars, which came at the last moment,’ her

—astonishment and joy and gratitude can be

jmagined. Did she not feel paid and honor-
ed a thousand times over for the slight seif-

sacrifice the giving of that money had oc- . '

casioned? 'Who'can trace the subtle con-
pecting link in the spiritual cord between
ths secretary’s prayers and the young lady’s
gelf-denial? ‘He wno notes the sparrow’s
fall regards as well the slightest transaction
of his chxldren and no true and’ unselfish
desire or act of theirs can escape his atten-

tion and dlvine guidance.—Ida H Fullonton, :

in the ‘Mot ning Star’

There are some things -
you ought to have this very moment for the .
.sake of respectability,’. ete.




