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A CHILD’S DEVOTION.
If Phoebe Gray had thought only o
herseli, she would not have ventured
out that terrible night. But love for her

stood close to the
lamp-post on thecor-
ner, and looked up
and down the street.
Far down, a red light
shone from a tavern
window.

“Maybe he’s there ”
she said to herseif,
and as the words fell
from her lips, off she
ran to the light as
fast as she couid go.
Sometimes the wind
and rain dashed =0
hard in her face that
she had to stop to

t her breath : but
still she kept on,
thinking only of her
father. At last she

ot on the tavern
goor, pushed it open,
and went in.

A sicht to startle
the noisy, hali-intox-
icated men was that
vision of a little
child, drenched with
the rain that was
pouring from her
poor garments, com
ing in so suddenly
upon them. There
was no weakness or
dear in her face, but
a searching, anxious
lock that raneagerly
through the com-

>any.

“Oh, father,” leap-
ad from her lips, as
one of the men start-
el forward, and,
catching her in his
arms, hugeed her
wildly to his bosom,
and ran with her into
the street. If Mr.
Gray’s mind was con-
fused and i's body

weak from drink, when

few moments afterwards,
: her mother’s arms,
sionately, burst into tears ; ** my
baby !
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it is the last time.”

and kissing her pas- wider good

he laid her in God made her the instrument of still
Startled and touched by
poor her sudden appearance, the company of

men who had been drinking in the bar

ve i And so it was the last time. Phoebe’s room went out, one aiter another, and
father made her forget herseli. So she love had conquered. What persuasion, sought their homes. One of them, as

PHOERE'S TENPERANCE CRUSADE

Phocbe came |conscience, suffering, shame, could

in, his mind was clear and his body ‘ lo, the love of a little child
strol in an instant; and when he | wrought. Oh, love is very strong

bore forth in his arms, strange to|
say, he was a sober man.

‘ather.

*hoebe did not think bevond

Love for him had made her| Alwave tell the tru(rh. and

My poor baby ! he sobbed, as, & fearless of the night and the storm. But inever lose your self-respect

he came in fully an
hour earlier than he
was in the habit of
doing, and met the
surprised look of his
weary and sufiering
wife, said :

“Jane, 1 saw a
sight just now that
1 hope 1 shall never
see again.”’

“ What was it?”
asked the ured wo
man.

‘A httde thng,
not =o old as our
Jenny, all drenched
with rain —just think
what a mght 1t s
looking for her fia
ther in a ginshop !
It made the tears
come into my eves,
when her  poor,
drunken father
caught her up in his
arms, and ran out
with  her tightly
clasped to his bos
om. I think it must
have sobered him in-
stantly It sobered
me, at least And,
Jane,”” he ndded with
strong fecling in his
Ltones, “ thas one
thing s settled our
Jenny <hall never
scarch for her father
in a ginshop (1]
stop now, wiale |
have a hittlestrvn-th
jeit, and take the
pledee 10 morrow.”™

Nor was this all
Another of the men
present when Phoebe
came for her father,
was so afiected by
the scene that he,
too, stepped out of

not the dangerous path in which his feet
and by God's grace
waiked henceforth in the safer way




