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humanity never occ ircl to Mr.^W tip He's mind for » which no special charity can reach. She ought to go to
moment. the hospital bat Де won't leave her little brother ; and it

that wot you said 'bout you must feed folks simply Amazing what the child does for her. He 
wot are hungry, and bay clothes for them a* hadn't got{ manages somehow to pick up fuel enough to keep her 

Mr. Wendell Walpole had enjoyed a dainty, bountiful any, and warm folks as was freezin' ; we're almost from actually freezing,and food enough to keep her from 
ami emerging from the warmth of hie'handsome- fredin’, sister su' I, an* Jinny's sick—awful sick Де is." actually starving. Astonishing bow these poor creatures

" Well, don’t you have a doctor ?" r cling to each other, but there 1 they haye hearts as well
bis heavy overcoat preparatory to going out It was They were walking side by aide, the piteously inepn* as the rest of us. WUh I could help them all, but that
bitterly cold, bat in view of his many mercies, Mr. Wal- gruous pair, for it was too cold to linger on the glisten- would be impossible. Good-morning sir." And the
pole, who was a professor of religion, found it his bound- i0g pavement. Mr. Walpole w^ed his fragile companion doctor hurried into hia buggy and away, 
eu duly to be present at the evening meeting for prayer. Would run away, but the Utile, illy-shod feet managed Alone in bis office Mr. Wendell Walpole was facing a 
He had asked his wife to accompany him. but as usual *>mAow to keep np with hie own long stride. serious problem. He had gone well-fed, and in all the
ehe refused. Very placid and grateful he felt on entering •• yes ; we's had the doctor, but he don't stop Jinny a flush of worldly prosperity into Де house and presence 
the comfortable vestry ; if any sorrow haunted his life it conghin’." of his God, told what he meant to do in view of unnom-
was in the back -round tonight, and be mentally resolved •» Well, I'll give you some pennies ; then you'd better bered merdes received, and sought divine aid in carrying
that his pastor should not wait iu vain to hear his voice nm home *n,t get warm." out his generous impulses. And God hid taken him
!" Т?У.У th?.*Veni°K V The goodness of the Lord .. We ain't got no coal, and t^e wood's most gone, at his word, and at once brought before him one
fed followed bin, In a signal manner through Де year, and Jinny's that rick she can't pray out loud no more*. of hi. neediest children. Should he dare look back
who* fyt-fleetmg тооД. bad brought again "Де , wouldn4 e4UIed you." he added, in a dreary, patient after voluntarily putting bis hand to Де plough, even if 
fervest me, banksgiving. Next weak would юте tone . -for jinny an’ me ain’t the beggin' kind, only you it took his time and money, and forced his feet Into the 
!^вП^0ї1и^, м ™ Її* ‘ГГ*7. talked so good and grand in the warm church," unwonted by-ways to answer Де call? He answered
. , ' .ЛГ, ОГ»НГ biSfiWl,eh Л! l5e then he half sobbed, in a kind of desperate outburst, wUh commendable honesty

t*'Coa*t*a*room to™? P"**' "hlch “de "an* I'll be blessed if I didn't think you meant U !" “Verily, if I do, I am not fit for the kingdom of God!"
e e o the business man rejoice. Mr. Walpole walked a little more slowly, as after a At *oon he was laboriously climbing three flights of
Mf- Walpole’s muffled figure paced slowly np the qi*le moment ht answered in a queer, «appr»«d voice : stairs in в rickety old home in Scott'» Court. He paused

" Come in my house, little boy, end ПІ eee whet I can on reeching the upper lending, but juet then e door 
do for ypu.” ‘ opened end he eew the face of the boy he bed befriended

Ae they stood hy the furnace register in the specious the the night before, 
front hell Mr. Walpole inquired : ® "Oh, its the Ьоее ! he exclaimed, excitedly. "Walk

" How long has your sister been sick ?" right in sir."
The child's eye* wandered from the bronze figure hold- On ж pile of clothing, answering for bed-steed, bed- 

ing the gas lamp to the tufted-like paper on the wall, clothe* and all. waa a once fair young girl. Tear, sprang 
then done to the eoftly carpeted floor, as he answered to Mr. Walpole’, eyee at eight of so girliah bnt waated a 
softly : “Jinny ain’t never been well, she ain't, not f»“- At the end of an hour he groped hia way down the

uneven stairs and out into Де sunshine. The next day 
up decent, bnt now her cough’s thst bed she can’t get Virginia Witter went willingly to the hospital, knowing 
out any more, and can't talk only in a whisper." provision would be made for her little brother’s welfare.

“ What doctor do yoo have ?" He was to be comfortably clothed, and act es errand boy
at Mr. Walpole's office.

It had been distasteful enough at first, for a man of 
Mr. Wendell Walpole's dainty habita, picking his way 
through Де foulness of Scott's Court, but Де regarded 
the Lord's call, and after all, be was in earnest, and 
meant what he said Де night of Де prayer meeting, al- 
thought he did not realize Де meaning of his fervid 
word». Alas ! how often we lack realization of the im
port of our petitions. But no Hie is so prosperous that 
naught of ill beclouds it, and deapite his weaUh and fine 
worldly prospecta • great cankering sorrow was always 
present in the heart of Wendell Walepole. Years before 
there had been an only eon in the rich man's house. 
Very food and very proud had been the parents of their 
bright, handsome boy. Alas 1 too proud and too indul
gent. By Де time the уоиД had fairly passed child-
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until, nearing the platform,he seated himself with uncon
scious self-satisfaction and complancency near Де sacred 
desk. The door of Де well lighted vestry kept opening 
and shutting, admitting warmly clad figures ; ladies en
veloped in plenty of velvet and fur, and gentleman in 
heavy costs, doubly lined and double breasted, and well 
reinforced at the collar and cuffs. The church was to ж 
popu ous, fashionable locality, and if the numbers who 
attended its evening meetings attested anything as to its 
spiritual warmth and1 life, the pastor need not have 
wanted for encouragement in his blessed work. At last, 
when old Capt. Bertram, clad in an' enormous camlet 
cloak, *had slowly lumbered into the soothing atmosphere 
of the vestry, ж little, half starved toing, clothed in a few 
garments evidently intended for a still smaller boy than 
himself, had managed to glide in under the concealing 
folds of the wide-sweepiug cloak. The sexton espied him 
after a moment, crouching in a corner of the settee near
est the great radiator, but the child waa perfectly We let, 
and the man hadn't the heart to motion him out. He 
reflected that had he seen the little arab entering, he 
might perhaps have prevented him from stopping, but 
evidently »he light and shelter had attracted him, for it 

unusually cold for Де middle of November.
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“ Dr. Stangood ; he's been to see Jinny lots o' times."
" Well, I know Dr. Stangood," said Mr. Walpole, en

couragingly. " I'll speak to him about your sister. 
Let's see, what is your name, and where do you live ?"

" My name's Lou Witter, and T live down to No. 55 
Scott's Court, up three flight an* turn to the left."

" Don't you know, my boy, there are societies who 
help people like you and your sister ? I belong to such 
a society myself. I should be sorry to know of a truly 
worthy person's suffering."

If

The bey's face worked itself into a wicked little grin, 
as he answered, with shrewd logic way beyond his years.
" I earns more spendin' Де same time runnin* errands 
for peonies, than I get a-answering' o’ their questions.
I gets a pint o' coal, or a dish o' soup after I've told who
my granny was, an* where she lived, an' who she took to . . . .. 41 , . .. . .
—hl=' for. I don’t like s’deties, -or Jinny don’, b00â 'ST Vі T',*° “* 7*
neither. Yon tee, we do-’t know eny too pertlc’Ur Jns, «4* Ht* "re0U ‘° "*h‘-
who our folk, wee, nor whet perish « belongs to, nor “ “ °І,м.Р0Ґ . ,'П
whet church we>. members of. We mostly don’t go to ^ h*WU’ *ddwJ bi- i—tieble demend. for
church, bnt Jinn, always went reg’.er .o the МУо. L л Г “ “°W,_tried hia father almost beyond endurance. There were re

peated altérés lions ; the father would remonstrate, Де son 
threaten. At length, after a few years, there was an at
tempt one night to rob the safe in Mr. Walpole's office, 
and to escape detection Де guilty eon fled—whither ? In 
pain and humiliation Де father sought his recreant son 
far and near. But years had gone by, and although Деу 
failed to bring desired relief, Де sharp anguish of Де 
loss had assuaged to acme degree, and the father and 
mother mourned their only son as dead.

It became a real satisfaction to Mr. Walpole to inquire 
day after day, and to find that Дrough his prompt, kind
ly aid, Jinny Witter Was slowly gaining. He had never 
dreamed before how blessed it was to engage in personal 
deeds of charity, and he now resolved, instead of aeud- 
ing the usual amount for Thanksgiving to the Local 
Relief Society, to send but half the sum to them, then 
to add generously to the other half, and dispurae the gift

t The meeting was a more than ordinarily live one, and 
in due time Mr. Walpole arose, snd to well-chosen 
language dwelt eloquently on the goodness of God. 
Surely his children should trust implicitly so bountiful 
a provider. The mercies had followed each other in 
such regular succession during the year, they had been 
literally new every morning, and /геД every evening 
Then he aiked, with area 
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t earnestness " What shall
we render to our God all his benefits ? I, for one, 
my brethren, intend to make such returns as will seem

got so hoarse, Де kept ж-ainging The Lord will provide'; 
I wish to gracious he would !" But the thin little voice 
was not passionate, nor consciously irreverent, only so 
longing, poor hungry child—so longing.

Just then Mrs. Walpole, hearing voices, looked from 
the library door into the hall, and with a glance at Де 
strangely matched pair, was about to return to her easy 
chair, when her husband said : " Wife, if I send this 
ДІМ to Де kitchen can’t the girls give him something 
to eat ? we must have some food to spare for—for one of 
our Masters poor little onea."

copy the example of onr blessed Saviour, \o feed Де 
hungry, clothe the naked, warm the poor and assist the 
needy, always remembering the words of divine accept
ance and approval, ‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto 
one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it 
nntome.’" Inspired by his own. fervid #orda, his 
enthusiasm had arisen to auch a pitch that he felt drawn 
to supplement his remarks by a^hearty prayer, in which 
he lwgged to be shown in what way he could best attest 
to the real thanksgiving with which his heart was filled. 
He concluded the prayer by urging that at last he might 
hear frofn his Master's lips the welcome plaudit, " Inas
much as ye have done it unto one of the least of these, 
ye have done it unto me." ,
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Mrs. Walpole replied rather indifferently, bnt not un
kindly. that of course there was food down stairs the 
child was welcome to. She had the air of a person too 
much absorbed with personal cares or troubles to Діпк 
of extending much aid or вушраДу to others, but Де 
noticed her husband accompanied the little waif to the 
kitchen.

Remarks followed from others present, and in more 
than one instance allusion was made to " Де earnest 
words of our dear ЬгоДег Walpole." There was con
siderable hand-shaking and interchange of friendly 
inquiry as the meeting broke up, but at length Mr. Wal
pole had again closely buttoned his coat to his chin, and 
was briskly walking towards home when he thought he 

« heard a slight call. He half turned, but seeing no one, . . ,
still in thet exalted Irame ol mind he paced on until he te° '”Ch P*Ck*g“' but he ont the loel ri«ht «“»" 
felt e decided little pull at his cost. He turned way fu“7’ tr7i“* to ConCe*1 hi* сЯог0' lnd 111 Ume
around this time, end stopped short st si»ht of ж liule ‘Ь“И*« h“ bencf,ctor in bi» "“de, untaught way. " l ____ . . . ..

^^;;,гГеГ;іГоіг:уХГс^
eargerly night, hose, and Даикв again." mtsaed.

After Mr. Walpole had told his wife all Деге was to 
tell, Де asked :

f'What shall you do about it?"
"I shall see Stangood in the morning, first thing, just 

aa l promised too."
"You see, Mr. Walpole," said Dr. Stangood. the dty 

physician, "Де fact is the girl is dying for want of prop
er food sad shelter. She ie only one of score» of cases

Jinny I 
sufferers

Lou Witter had told piteous stories of other 
ifett's Court, and somehow Mr. Walpole be 
pate. ШІД something akin to joy. hia visita 

, who once had a "bonny

When the boy went out of the basement door he had 
food enough to last himself and sister for at least two 
éaya, and a bundle of coal beside. Mr. Walpole feared *an to
Де child's little strength might be taxed too much by * P001"* ^wae*

boy" to dare for her, but be died and left hers pensioner 
on the bounty ef others In vale he tried to induce his 
wife to find a panama for her sorrow in seeing wen faces

Jinny Witter fed entered the hospital jest before 
Thanksgiving, and Mr. Walpole railed her, to his heart, 
hie "Thanksgiving offering," so literally had he felt Де 
series done her to be ae offering firm» his heart to' God. 
In a few weeks she fed rallied to such a degree that it

" Say, hose, did you mean that, wot you said ?"
" Did I mean what ?" asked the tall man, in surprise. 
" Did you mean that wot you said just now in the 

church, the beautiful, warm church ?"
" Why, what do you mean, boy ?"
Any practical or even possible connection between his 

happily uttered remarks and this pinched little atom of

He

the Burst* hi esriou. tight X 
wary*. TT • - her serfee eeterned ee thet ehe eonld tre
eing* Hr: . So gentle and sweet Ґthe frail girt the
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