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Armed with her precious document, she returned home, and when next
she saw her own medical man, she showed it to him.

He took it up, read it, and looked at the signature :

“Ha! Sir Andrew Clarke! H'm, yes, he is a great man, and can say
these things.  We country doctors can't afford it." — IWatchword.

© SFATHER, TRYY

‘The great bell in the mill had just clanged the hour of six, and Rufus
\White, who, for the first time in two weeks, had been at work a whole day,
now threw aside lus apron and started for home.  * Home,” did I say ?
Ah! it was a poor apolugy for that blessed place, 1 mean little reom whose
only furniture was that which sheer necessity demanded.

“There was no sions of a joyous welcome as Rufus drew near, for he and
an only son, a gentle boy of nine years, were all that arink, poverty, sick-
ness and sorrow had left of a once large family.

Five years before, his wife, a quict, timid woman, worn out in the long
conflict with the drink fiend, had in witer brokenheartedness, lain down to
die. Rufus, sobered by the awful fact, had striven desperately with: his be-
setment, and sitting beside hern shame and remorse, had listened 10 her
carnest picadings and vows, thay, alas! had long since been snapped like
reeds.

Just as the thick mists of the *valley of the shadow™ were stealing
over her sad eyes, she threw one arm around her sleeping boy, and clasp-
ing her other l}:md around that of her husband, whispered: “ O Rufus,
be good to darking Willic I And then *“the golden bowl was broken, the
spirit returned 0 God who gave it”

For a long time her dying words lingered in his cars, but he gradually
returned to lusidle, drinking ways.  His child had lived with a relative un-
tit ker death sent the little waif back to his carcless father and the shadows
of the old home.

Ah! these last two years !
had they been to Willie !

Rufus could always find employment but would not work over a week
cre he would be off on a long period of dissipation ; and his sad, lonely
boy uscd at first to entreat his father, with all the hopefulness of childhood
to do better, and in the old, first days, the fond arms of his child rcall\"
held him in check.  He did try in a weak way, but he soon grew harsh
sullen, or angry, so the little one ceased pleading, and went wearily on. '
. He, it was, who did the simple home duties, and made the mast of a
litle, uncomplainingly : but he was a shrinking, sensitive child. He had
come to them afier a Fng period of unusual bitterness and sorrow.  Thus
1t was his binhrizht. e never ran out to play among the boys, hut sat
along, or fondled a poor lile dog, that learned with him to crouch and
hide a=ay when he heard the uncentain step of Rufus.

Buat 1o return 0 Rufus and our story. As he came up the path this
sunny afternoon, he heard no sound within doors, and wondered half
angry, for Willie was usually preprasing supper at this hour.  The silence
staztled him, and he threw open the door, when lo! the little dog spran
up with an almost human ¢ry, and then ran back towards the stove. ®

Rufus rushied after him, and there, to his horror, he saw his boy, his
only child, lying prostraic upon the hard floor, uttering groans of ::":ony
All the latent fatherhond in his nature sprang to the rescuc.  fn wild haste
he lified the lad in his arms, and bore him to the bed.

_ 0, how the child screamicd ! Hewas fearfully burned. He had evidently
slipped while pouring water from the kettle, and so pulled it over upon him
receiving the boiling contents upon his chest. . ’

It was fatal; as he had lain there so long.  Rufus hastily called the
ncighbors, who ran for medical aid ; but nonc could be had for hours, and
alas ! the poor, ignorant creatures ahout the house could minister but feebly
to his comforz. .

. It grew dark, and those who came had to return to thcir families.  So
Rufussat alone with the child, in horrar-stricken stlence, until it was too aw-
ful 10 be bome, and he began to abhor and upbraid hunsclf to his child

He was fully sober, and he really did love s pretty, gentle boy. ’ So
now, he cried omt i angwish and remorse: “QOht \\’ill?c Wiilie, your
wretched father has kiiled you.  You. my darling, my aill? "0, Wilie! 1f
you would only blame me, despise me, curse me, child, not lay’lhcrc and
moan, 1 conld bear t.  Butno, noX 1 am a fiend, a heartless wretch, and
have been these five long, wrctched years. 1 broke your mother's heart
and she slipped av.ay from mc, to meet her helpless babes that T had starved
outof the world. Q! Willic, Willic! thatever I was born ™

“The wretched man threw his arms across thie bed and buried his face in
the counterpane, aud there in their helplessness they waited and watched the
sombre shadows madic by the tiny candle.  Rufus yearning wildly for the
doctor’s coming, Willic growing less and less conscious of anything. After
a while Rufus gave a deep groan, and the child started and then said softly:

“ Father,dontfeck so.  ftisbelter asatis. 1771 see mother, vou know. o

0, how that poor, hungry little soul dwelt on that “ mother ™™ Such a
wealth of comfort her memory had beer to lum! Presently he sd : )

“Father!” - T

“Well, Willic2”

\What an age of fear, hunger, and neglect

And Willic said in half whispers.

“You know the time—the time you—whipped me so, father 2"

“Yes, dear, yes. O, spare me, child "

« Well, father, it was the pledge you know.  All the boys' fathers had °
been to the meetings and signed, but mine, and O, father, I felt so bad to
hear them speak so of you. “Old Rufus White,” they called you father,
and I said to them: © He will sign for me, I know.” But father you know
you-—you-—never mind now.  But I gotone—a real pledge, and a ribbon ;
and I signed it and put it on my neck, by the blue ribbon, for 1 thought
maybe—perhaps—"

“Great God, lad! Say it out! You thought your beast of a father
would beat you if he saw it in the house. O, Willie, Willie ¥

« Hush, father.  If you thought that I must die, and it would please me
best of all to have you do it, would'nt you? O! will you notsign your name
under mine? Please, father, please do 1" .

‘I'he poor child shrank at his own words, and shut his eyes, half fearing
a blow. But Rufus groaned out :

«Q, Willie, dear lad, don't say that—not that ! You must not die! You
shall not die ¥

“I'he child strugeled fecbly and took the ribbon, with pledge attached,
from his neck, keeping it just out of his father’s reach, so great was his fear.
But he said :

“Ves, I signed. Sece! It says, ‘God helping me. And my teacher
said he would help anybody—me and you, father. O, father you can leave
off drink if He helps you, and you will try, won'’t you?" .

‘Ihe child put forth his hand to meet his father’s, his blue eyes shining
like stars, so cager was he. But alas! it was too much. With a quick
gasping siph, he clasped his other hand upon his heart, and fell back. The
blue eyes Jouned upward but with a gasp he murmured : “ Father, try V"
And Rufus, bending above the boy, burst into a storm of tendemess and
weeping, begging him to “forgive him, to stay with him, to wait, wait!”
Al, it was in vain. Rufus had becn a strong man once, but liquor had
taken his firmness with his handsome looks long ago, and now he laid his
dead boy back softly, and fell upon his knees beside the bed weeping like a
woman, and crving out in the half-darkness for * Willic! Willic "

Idle cry! “The gentle spirit was far beyond his voice now. The lips
that had ever been swift to give reply were growing whiteand cold.  The
fair face had no life-light upon it now, but the slight hand still grasped tight-
Iy the blessed pledge.

After a while Rufus began to grow calm, and, as all of us have done, he
cast his thoughts backward in the past, and conscicnce encouraged memory
to place before him many a bitter draught.

He folded his arms in decp dejection and gazed upon his beautiful, dear
child while memory brought back to him the last words of her whom hehad
promised to love and cherish: “ Rufus, Rufus, be good to darling Willie.”
And conscience stern accuser, said in solemn voice = “Have you remem-
bered? Have vou been good to Willie 2? )

0O, the bitterness of this hour! “Good to Willic.” He gazed upon his
child, and, with a tender touch, put back the fair hair; and there upon the
young brow lay an ugly scar. It seemed t0 him like the eye of an aveng-
ing angcl and picrced his very soul. He grew aghast, and clasping his
hands, he cried out, like Cain! “Oh God ! My punishment is greater than
1 can bear.”

His cyes fcll upon the litle hand and its treasurg, and he gently un-
twisted the fingers, and carried the card to the candle How it melted
him. Therein broken school-boy hand, was the simple name, ¢ Willie
White,” with room beneath for his own.  He read it over carcfully and
Willie's words came 2o him—* Tcacher said he would help anybody—me,
and you, father. O, father, you can leave off drink if He helps you, and
you will try, won't you father ?” .

There had been a time in Rufus White's life when he had known, by
happy expericnce, that God would help him, and how he sat and thought it
ail over.  *“God helping him,” he would try; but, alas! what 2 miserable
prodigal he had teen.  Could heask to be taken back ? Suppose he did
not ask; he could grow no better by waiting.  Ah ! these wretched years
had fully proved the force of the dear Christ’s words = * Without mc ye¢ can
do nothing,” Yes, God helping him he would return.”

The physician and fricnds now entered, but, shocked to find his assist-
ance vain, the former returned, and his fricnds begged poor Rufus to leave
his silent trcasure with them.  So, taking the little card, he went up to the
loft or rarret.  And now began the struggle.  How he wept and vrayed
for pardon. In sclf abasement he smote upon his breast, and cried like
onc of old : ** God be merciful 10 me asinner ™ The conflict was severe,
and realizing more and more this great need, he cried out in awful camest:
* Jesus, thou Son of David, have merey on me ?* - And there at the foot of
the cross he found the gift the Haly One came to bring—repentance and
forgivencss of sins.  He cricd for freedom, for the removal of the terrible
thirst which was consuming him; and when the birds sang in the carly
morning shadows he “whom Satan had bound these ten years, arose stood up
frce, and glorified God.”  He was 2 man once morc, bless God! He knew
it, and with a trembling hand he wrote his name beside that of his dead
darling, and baptized them with tears.

Later he went softly down, and there he saw his lile lad asleep in his




