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TORONTO, JULY 17, 1897.

LIZZIE'S FAITH.

Lizzie's father was
8 farmer, and her
Rother a model farm-
Br's wife—busy, active,
Jrugal, and devoutly

] girl from her
Jery infancy to love
Wod and to trast bim
Yor everything.  This
busy wife and mother,
Bvith never a moment
Bor idleness, in some
way found time to
Wnstract her growing,
fhappy, rosy-cheeked
Harling in lessons of
faith and piety. To
Bhe mother's delight,
Mhe little one learned

fwithont knowing that
She did so, taught her
Enother lessons in this
Bame faith, This she

. The part of the

Byear by adrought, and
B destitution and suffer-
Bing prevailed among
Rthe people. But the
g winter was now past—
Band a hard winter it
R had been for the people

Bious—who taught her .
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4 "R_"““‘rqgﬂﬁfﬂaﬂ:g ONCE. WERE ALL AT PLAY,
%,:“-»TWO'STjWED RTHOME, ONE RRAN AWAY;
} WHEN 4E ‘WAS GONE,THE OTHER TWO
BeoRN 10 cry Mew, Mz, Maw, Maw),

1 OH! DERR! OH! DEAR! WHAT SHALLWE DO?
WEevE]Jost oUR B RoTHER_Mew,Mew, Mew”

o O\ EAG S y
:'FH’Ey CEASED THEIR FROLICS AND THEIR PraY, ¥
FANDMEW” WA S UL THAT THEY COULD SAY,
F)ip Wity JFouR Paws THEY wWiPED THEIR EYES
THEN BOTH SET UP THEIRPLAD(TIVE CRIES, - )
OH!.DEAR! OH! DEAR! WHRT SHALL WED0? |

3 =ry i VIV \:‘ .’. R ‘;
WEVELoST oUR\iE: ROTHER! }v\.iv_:. MEW ™ E‘ﬁ{&% '._._/«(“

L
s |NoW HARKY WHAT s THAT WELCOME. SOUND
< |§ THEIR LiTTLE BRGTHER HAS BEEN FoUND!
3| FoR HERE HE COMES, AND HERE HE IS !

HE DARLING LiTTLE WHizZZy PHIZ!

N ¥4 THE OTHERS LICK HiS RUFFLED FUR.,
4| CFIMD THEN THRY 7wl BEGIN TO PURR,

S SE0Y ———— e

®in this newly settled and drought-stricken
country—the spring had come, and with it
X 8 fair prospect for a crop, and the farmers
were beginning to feel more cheerful, and
the children, who had sometimes been sent
[ from the table unsatisfied, were unusually
g happy because of the approaching harvest,
® when, as their fathers and nothers said,
§ they should have plenty.
time was near at hand when the drought
of the past year had set in, and a3 there
g had been no rain for several days, the |and hopeful.
§ people were beginning to feel some alarm
g lest they sghould have a repetition of the
¥ past year, for which they were in no sense
g prepared. Tho days lengthened into weeks,
R ond no rain.  The gates of the sky seemed

. R P

grew more and more alarmed.

drought.”

more troubled than usual, and the poor : the rain.

However, the | wife and mother, knowing too well the .

snxiety, still tried to appear cheer
Neither of tg v

old, realized or even ‘hought of the dread-

tho field to look at the
corn. Their hearts al-
most sank within thom
£3 thoy looked at the
withered and twisted
blaces swaying undor
the hot Lreath of the
wind.

* But little to eat,”
said tho despondent
farmer, “and no pros-
pect of making more.”

“What is that?”
interrupted his wife,
“ it sounds like Lizzie’s
voice.”

They listened, and
cloarly but softly, the
swooet plaintivetones of
their own little Lizzie's
voice foll upon their
ears, Thonother was
tirst to understand, for
she had listened to
that sweet sound every
night since those little
lips could first lisp tho
name of God. alk.
ing alittle farther, and
looking down tho long
row of corn, they saw
her little form, She
was upon hor knees,
her little hands were
clasped, and her face
turned towardthe clear
and scemingly pitiless
sky. By her side was
8 Iittlo bucket. She
had stolen away from
the house with this
little bucket full of

to be closed against the people, and they ' water, and after pouring the water upon
Lizzie | the roots of a stalk of corn, had gotten
noticed the change in her father's fare, down upon her kneesto ask the God whom
aud listened attentively to the one topic her mother had taught her to trust for
of conversation in the community—*"the everything, to send the rain.
, done what she could, and believed that if
One day the father came in looking , she would only ask him God would sond

She had

Now the children will want to know
cause, sud sharing deeply her husband's  about the rain, and that is the most inter-
esting part of my story. There are men
em supposed and women living to-day who can testify
that Lizzie, who wa: then only five years to the fact that from a sky-—cloudless on
the afternoon of Lizzie's prayer in the
ful situation. The father did not go tohis corn field—there fell before the following
work, but toward the middle of the after- , morning & most refreshing rain, and from
noon asked bis wife to walk with him to  that time the drought was broken,



