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HER FATHER.

mense nnmbers and working to-
gether, they possess great power
and influence. These coral in-
sects arn still working in the
Pacific Qcean, each in his tiny
cell, and building up stony reefs
that become large islands, on
which the-dew falls, trees grow,
and men live.

And little human things—
children2-have also great power
and influence. There is no tell-
ing how much may be done by
a child,

Let oo tell you & story about
little Pbabe Gray. She was
only five years old. Shedid not
livo in & handsome house, nor
wear nice clothes, nor have
vlenty of good food to eat; for
I am-sorry to tell you that her
father was a drunkard,

Now, Phacbe had always been
s sweer child, and her tender,
loving ways had many times
kept her father from taverns
and bad company. It seemed to
him, sometimes when her srm
was about his neck, as if an
angel were guarding bim. He

oven in his worst fits of drunk-
‘enness; and if he got into =
rage, as ho sometimes did when
kis poor broken-hrarted wife
tried to tdlk with bim sbout his
bad habits, his-anger died out
when tho desr child, lifting her
tearfal eycs and frightened face,
would say, ¢ Oh, father! pleess
do not talk so to mother.” _
" Before Phabs was born, Mr,
Gray, when his drunken fits
were on bim, was very cross at
home, and stormed about some
times Jike & madwan. But after
"Phabe was born, these fits were
less frequent, and rarely so vio-
lent as in former times.

He Joved to bold her in his
arms, and would often stay at
hdme in the evening, after she

. geow .20 be a few months old,

- the slavé of a mrddening vice.

never spoke crossly to Phabe, 1

| .
HOW PHEBE GRAY SAVED | her father increased. She had so many 'woum have abandoned himself wholly home for want £

food and warm

winning ways, was 8o sweet, and gentle, ; to drink. The fiery thirst for liquor clothing.

and loving, that her presenco always | had grown so strong that only bis love

So it had gone on until Phebe was ! light.

just for the plersure of .carrying her 1
_about, or rocking her to sleep in the, times, and her sweet blue eyes filled ;influence all would have been lost., :
_cradle, instead of his going off to a,wich tears at the sight of her father as | Now, long indulgence in drinking had | gan to make pictures of dreadfal thinga
. public-house. It was wonderful to see, he came staggering home, tho cb.u:ge

: what power this little tender thing had | did not_make him sngt -

lavé of & mi | the grief of s Littlo one. . .
,., As Phebe grew, her influence over; But for this child Phebe, Mr. Gray ,left his

Prese GRAT.

i . S4ll, love did not dio in tHe heart of
GREAT many of the islands of | softened him, and made him wish that,'for her put any restraint upon him,  Phube, though she grew thin aud

the Pacific Ocean owe their, he were a better man. It was in the and for her sake he often turned back | pale, and the abadow of a surrow that
existenoo to the work of a, gentle sweetness of Phuwbe's character, | at tho vory tavern-door, and went home | was very bitter lay hearily on Ler

small insect, called the cotal | in her furgetfulness of herself and love l a suber instead of a drunken man.

. young face, that waas once 8o full uf
insect. Though small in itself, in im-, for her father, that her power lay.

Very lonely and sad were all
her ovenings now. Her fatber
rarely, if ever, camo in beforo
nine or ten o'clock, and then be
was so stupid with liquor that
her only plessure in seeing him
was to know that he was at home
instead of in some tavern.

Love is dtrong and wise. A
little girl only five years old is
tender and weak; but there
may be in her heart such a deop
and uneelfish love as to make
her both wise and strong. Itis
by lote for others that God ofton
works in us and helps us to do
good. Phwbo, dear child, did
not think of herself whon the
lonely evenings cameo and tho
fathor she so much loved was
away; but she thonght of her
poor mother, who often sat and
cried, and of the harm that
might come to ber father. Then
the wish to do sometbhing came
into her mind; something to
change this dreadful stalo of
things, I mean. Wishing soon
leads to thinking; and, when
thought gets busy, it generally
finds somo way for doing.

One night, a storm came up,
The wind blew, and the rain fall
heavily. A neigbbouring clock
struck nine; and as the sound
died away the wind came with
a rushing noise along the street,
rattling tho shutters and driving
tho rain upen the windows.

¢ Oh dear!” said little Phawbe,
starting up from the ficor, where
sho had been lying with her
head on an old prece of carpet.
1 with father was home.”

And then sho sat and listened
to the dresry wind and rain.

“He'll get so wet, and the
wind will blow him about.” The
poor child knew how weak he
was after bhe had been drinking,
and she felt sure ho would never
be able to stand up against the
fierco wind that was blowing.

And if her face. grow sorrowful some- | five years old. But for her sweot When this thonght cams to ber mind,

sogry, it

foar crept into ber heart, and fear be

ange  made his firy thirst 50 ..rong that, Now she saw,in imagination, ber father
2 Balf. yeven Phabe’s influence failc 1 to keep fall hoadlong upon the pavement, with
. over a atrong man who bad becompe ;scbered him with the pain he felt at him away from the public-house, where , oo one.near to raiso him up ; now she
yhe spent .nearly all his money, and mw bLim tambling into tho swollen
wife and child to suffer at, gutter, and the tide of water rushing




