‘Mother used t;o ha.ve sweet peas Mother
‘loved’ them.’ .

“The. old lady | eyes were on’ Leultxas two
ﬂowers, but whmt Mrs. Simmonds saw ‘was a

" garden of long. ago. It was full of pink and -

white sweet peas. Over ‘the hard, povezty-
- marked years of the past there came back to
“old Mrs. Simmonds the perfume of thme
- flowers. For an -instant her eyes grew dim.
.She was a little girl again in ber mother's
"garden, but Letitia dxd not know it.
" “Thanky, Letitia, for letting me see yom'
‘pomea, said old Mrs. Sunmonds
¢ Letitia hesitated.’ .
‘You may keep one sweet pea she said.
‘May 17 asked- old Mrs. Slmmonds ‘You
-are real good Letma

The thhere-d shakmg old hands took cne

_flower, and Letitia went on with the other
sweet pea, showing it to the patients.

The last woman in the ward pushed Let-
itia’s sweet pea away..

. ‘I don't care for your ﬂower!’ said the wo-
mzm, bitterly. ‘I don’t care for anything,
only to have the daylight last! _And.it’s go-
ing fast as it can!

" now. T-hate the nights !

through, and wonder's where ozne's’ ever
going. You hear a noise and you think
'ma\'be someone’s dying. ~“Some night some-

body doos die.. "The ward is so dim and long

and lonesome at night! It seems as 1f your
- soul might slip away, and no-one would care’
I hate the mghts" -

1 used to hate the nights, too sa.id Letttn

‘T used to lie awake and cry ‘because I hadn’t -
any m.other and I had pain, and 1. was afraid -
I was gomg to dxe But I don’t do that any -

- moore.l”

‘Are you well enough s0° you don't 11e .

awake any more, do you mean? asked the
woman. ‘You don't look so.’
~ ‘No,/ answered Letitia, - ‘To—da.ys one of
my nice days. 'The doctor doesn’t believe
T’Il ever be well enough so I wen't lie awake
at night. But I don’t hate the nights any
more now. The doctor’s wife told me a beau-
tiful verse out of the bible. It's abouf the
Lord Jesus, and it says, “Who died for us
that, whether we wake or sleep, we should
_Yive together with him.” ‘So, you ses, if
I'm awake in the nights, I'm not frightened
any more. I just remember that “whether
I “wake or slesp,” I'm ‘‘together with him.”

You're not lonesomse when you think of that.’ -

‘Aren’t you?' asked the woma.n, ‘I shoulnl
think it would frighten you

- “Why no,’ said ‘Letitia, softly. ‘He's my
Friend. He's forglven my sins’
“How do you know? ‘asked the ‘woman

sharply. . : ~

1 asked him. to,’ returned. Letitia, ‘And

the doctor's wife says, il you really mean i.. .

when you ask him, Jesus does forgive you.’

The woman did not snswer. Lelitia was

. about to pass on, when the woman stretched
cut her band. . 3

‘Let's see your flower,” ghe said.

Letitia gave the swaet pea. The woman
looked at it.

‘Don’t you want to keep i-t"’ asked Lotitia.
‘I've showed it {o everybody in this ward.
“Yes, said the woman. ‘I want it
During the following night Letitia lay
~awalke in her cot.
" backy and she could not sleep.

‘I don't thmk 1. did much good to-day,’ shfa
thought. ‘T'm glad I had two sweet peas: to
give away, But that's all! Seems as theugh
1 can’t do much good on well days, and now,
~like as'not, I shan’t have another nice day

for a long, time.’

But Letitia’ did not know that old Miss
Abby, som—hearted. over the rude rebuffs she

K

It must be three o’clock -
: One lies awake .
" and thinks of all the misery one's ever lived

‘The old pain had come -

‘muech -as usunal

murmuring gratefully, ‘Anyhow, Le txtia hkes
- my Dbutton-string  !- Letmall look at my
button-strmg w—morrovL : .

Nor did Letitia. know that this night one
of her. sweet peas’lay crumpled inside sleep-
ing old Mrs. Simmond’s withered band.

Nor. did Letitia know that at the other énd -

‘of the. ward, her other sweet pea lay pressed

against the cheek of a woman whose wake- -
" sincere, and pray for me, when I agk the -

“minister to. explain the Lord’s Supper:4 lit-

ful éyes looked on towards night's painful,
slccpless Jhour with, dread Yet there came

back to the woman "the words of Letma,’s_
. text, the words concermng him ‘who died for
us, that whether we wake or slezp, we should

live together ‘with him.’ A tear rolled down

THE MESSE‘N‘GE'R.?"

yea,rs, ‘gaid_ old Mrs. Simmonds, ‘who' Iay in reoewed from others, had fallen asleep that A | Story Of Admlral Cohgny
- a cot, with a weight on ‘her- right foot. night with her. button—string in her hand -

- {Dr. Hemck in ‘Friendly Greetings.’)

The g'reat Admiral Oohgny, honored sox- )
: dier and sta,teqman, ‘was once attending with
lns wife the service of o little. Huguemot.'
“church near the castle: ‘of Cha.txllon
before . the com.mumon servioe the Admxml F

rose from his seat ‘and said: -

" *T beseech . tﬁm congrega,tlon not to take L

oﬁ?ence at my weakneas, but to believe mo

e morre fully

The minister comphed with the request .

and, when he had. concluded Congny rose
aga.in and said:
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tye woman’s cheek and wet the swe@t pea.

Might she, too, find comfort in Letitia’s text?
Could there ever be comfort, and not terror,

in thoze words, ‘together with him?
The long,
who, suffered and lay awake the night was

there went up; from this woman in the last
cot of the ward, an edrnest prayer for for-
giveness, and the blessed answer of wonder-
ful peace came back to her soul. Letitla’s
day had not been. in vain~—Zion’s Herald,

lonely hours went on. To those.

Yet, through the hours, .

‘Permlt me, brethren, to return thanks to
God for this instruetion, and to the pastor
who has given it so patiently. God sparing
me, I shall scelt to receive the communion
on the first dav ‘hereafter w'hen 1t is agd-
mmistered in my parish.’ ‘

‘Why not now"’ gdid the pastor, -

i § ha.ve not yet made so pubhc a profcsslona :

of my faith as I ought.’

~‘You are making it now, Do you believe
in the Lord Jesus Christ as the only Saviour
and Intercessor for fallen man?.

" Just”

Do you .




