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1HE SUNDEAM.

THE TESTIMONY OF A
LITTLE LD

“ O, my peoph " erted 1l
preacher, stretehin g ont his hands
to the room full of stolid hearers,
*awake ! awake, ve that love the
Lord ! This is
sleeping ! What more can this
wngue say to yon ¢ Awake !
, O, foolish, rl('('lrillz chil

not a time for

In the instant paunse that fol-
lowed  the earnest eall, patter,
patter, patter—the sound of lit
tle bare feet up the church aisle.
The Rev. John Easton saw who
was running to him—his four-
year-old danehter, cseaped  some
bow from the ouerd of the home
nest that warm night,
clad only in her trailing, dainty
“ nighty.” g

summer

Without a word the Little one
clambered up the steep pulpit
steps, grasping her white gown
in her two chubby fists.  What
w0 her were the amnsed, watehing
l""]'l"' Ihqn &1!!!']““ ]lnllrf Tl'
Papa she had run—papa’s safe
arms she wonld reach.

Jolm Easton was a perfeetly
naturzl man.  Therefore he was
not 1':15”_\' disturhed. He stood
still now and waited.

The last step overcome, the
lmlv.\' tll‘up]nli the folds of her
gown and beld up her chubby
hands to Le “ taken.”

“MHere 1 iz, papa preacher!

Did vou
want Effel?  T's awake!”

'”w clear Tittie voiee had no * 11:1‘.12]”\' »

tone in it and not one quiver of self-con
SCTONSness,

“ Papa preacher ™ lifted the wee lass in
his arms.  His sermon was ecertainly
closed for that time.  Perhaps it was jn;t
as well.  Despite the warmth of his own
spirit it had been like preaching to stones,

< Now, Ethel” he said,

in a voice ¢n

tirely new 1o the andi nee, nter
runied papa. Are von reads i yhim
The 1 head nodded ol

“Then let me hear von sav what vou

can of the *many mansions* chapter.
Speak londly so our friends can hear.”
The veople were wide awake now,

One hand tucked awav in papa’s thiek

|
for papa and Ethel were elosely
alike—the other held fast in the big
:
palim where

sl d.
turned to &

it loved 1o nestle, the

A, serions, lovels

“ihel began:
art " !r..:]\n‘m]; ve

“* Let not vour
helieve in God, belicve also in—in
the sweet voiee faltered nd then went

the Good
Shepherd.  In my Father’s house are

bravely on, “believe also in

"'t “ My peaple:
THE RAINBOW €] ORS 8- 7 “Why do you not trust the
.

many mansions<: if it were not =0, I would
have told vou all about it. 1 go to pre-
Peace T leave with
vou, my peace | give unto vou. Not as
the world
not vour heart be tronbled, and do not be
Jl{r:li'IA.
preacher 7

*Yes, my darling.”

pare a |-};\.~-" l‘ur vOni.
giveth give 1 unto vou. Let

Shall T say my verses, too, papa

* Jesus takes care of the ehildren,
Kecpeth them all through the night,
Aneels wateh ovior their slumbers,
'ntil the elad
Wi -
Hark! he iz calling for vou!
He who takes eare of the ehildren

on not trast
Cares for the H»j neople. too

Ther
]

hinrrice

1 a  sweet-faced woman  ecame
llv but <oftly up the pulpit steps

and took “ Effel ™ in Ler arms.
“ Good night, papa preacher!
I inkerrupted. T won't

I'm sorry
do it any more,
tralv!

When the chureh doors had closed be-
hind mother and ¢hild the preacher lonked
ecarnestlv over the faces before him. The
. the darkness, the indifference

coldness,

had fled. Just as if he had not been
“inkerrupted,” he said:

Saviour ¢

y m o | Haurk ! he 12 ealling for you!
‘ . ¥ 3

e whe takes ecare of the
children
Carcs for the big people,

ton .

*“ Will you answer that eall?
s WiHll vou believe the testimony
carctoear. OF a little ehild2  Will you be-
come as that little ehild, simple
in irust and faith, sincere in
lover *Tlark! he is calling for
you,” that Good Shepherd who
never vet led lamb or sheep
astrav. If it were not so, he
“would have told you all about
it.” Will yon accept him now ¢

And that night there were
added unto the church invisible
a host of rejoicing souls,

o WHEN MABEL WAS ILL.
= When Mabel caught a severe
cold <he had to stay in her bed
for a whole week. She was very
quiet and good, however, because
she did not wish to annoy her
mother: and everybody brought
her pietures and toys, and nice
things to eat.

Still, the last few days were
very dismal ones, with the rain
pattering against the windows,
and if it had not been for Aunt
Belle, Mabel must have grown vestless
and very lonely in her pretty room.

Cne afternoon auntie came in with some
colored paper and two pairs of scissors.
*You and T are going to make some
dollies for another little sick girl,” she ex-
not a rich girl with a nice little
brass bed and all the prettr things you
have, but a very poor one, and her name
i= Katie. Ticr arm is broken, and she has
v to take care of her. She is
hospital, round the eorner.”
She and
Aunt Belle ent a large number of dollies

bliue ond white and red and \[ﬂ])(’]
made 2 bear and 2 fox, and then had to
write their names on them for fear that
the other little girl wonld not know what
they were meant to be. Then mother
bronght a pretty basket, and into this
were put the paper things, and an crange
and a glass of jelly and some white grapes;
and that afternoon Aunt Belle carried it
to the hosnital and gave it to the little
girl who had the broken arm.

Mabel deelares that that afternoon was
one of the nicest she over \‘u-nt_

vlained ; ©

o me
in i

a
Mabel was interested now.

Those wha fallow Christ here shall be
with him hereafter.
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