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say nothing at this point. But since John in- clering - and I have gone ail the way was without doubt one of the most desper.
vites it, we will turn our eyes upon that through the book, and am prepared to give ate -ad vlcious ebaracte we have ever re-
other book. It is John's little vest-pocket jurther téstimony' if called for,-instead ot a ceivcd, and as was expected, gave us a great
cash-book. Under the date of July 4, 1896, tenth, the Lord didn't got more than a pal- deal of trouble."
we read as folows:- try hundredthpart of bis' weekly income. "'One Christmas eve, about six years ago,
To horse and buggy .... .... ..... nd yet, I ant yu t trn aver another duty cmpelled me tospend the night at the

ice-cream .. . ..... ... 50 page ln the fIrst book, and read what took prison instead o! at home, as I had antlci-
lemonade.....................n20 place a Lor th idnst collection had been taken patec. Barly la the morning, al-ile it was

. ye Iquite dark, I lft the prison for ypag int-d the firs bokadmeaehato

t"rpedoe 25.. ' stood up with the congrgation and my pockets bu20ging wpcthpresents for c oe
sky-rockets and Roman candies . 1.00 aoned in the ténor of "Bring forth the royal litte girl. It. was a bitter cold mornng,

>" tickets for entertalarnent.....1.00. diadern 'nd c rown him Lard o! all."' and 1 buttoned my overcoat tigbt Up to pro-
ành.....1 I wonder what sort of a 'royal dadem' tact. myel from Uc cutting wind that swept

Oneh Chitasee.aotsi ersao

Présent for Sue..........3.00 John thoughit couid be made o! two copper in from. Uic laIte.

You wiii. observe that the total oxpeadi- cents and one nickle,.anyway. Ho didn't "'Asd I hurried aeng I theught I saw
rr think, I tell you, Thas Jopn's trouble. somnebod skulking the shadow o tice

tpated farl in.the mörning, whil itrt wase

$10.95. The entries wre ma..e i John's I wouldn't for the world question John's prison wail. I stopped and loored a litt e

bold office band, as t ough t .intimat, 1 truthfulness, or bis sincerity;h but I would more iosely, and thon bsaw a litte girl,
Pimpry like to get U boy to put these two wretchediy clothed in a thin dres, her

had a good time and I don't care who knows s
it.' Now the following day was Sunday, and books together and try by a critical course stockingless feet thrust into a pair of shoes

we find this modest, retiring entry, shrinking of cross-questioning to make them tell a much the worse for wear. Inher hand she
bak fr mosrtingstory consistent enough not to bring a blush held, tightly clasped, a small paper bundle.

July 5, 1896. of mortification to bis own cheek. That's Wondering who she was, and why she was
' 5189 all. All that is necessary to correct John's out so early in the, morning, and yet too.

To S. S.Col... .................. .01 habit, and bring him to a calculating, con- weary to .be much interested, I hurried on.
Ch. Col.. ................ 0...01 sistent system of honoring God with bis -By and. by I felt rather than heard that I
Miss. Col... .................. 05 means, is to set him, to thinking and ilgur- was being followed. I stopped. short and
street-car fare .. .. .... .. . . 10 ing. Tell him that I said there is no truc whirled about, and there before me stood

Who is this 'S. S. Col.' who thus hides bis 'consecration without calculation.-'Golden the same wretched child.
Identity behind two mysterious initiais and Rule., '"'What do you want?' I askod sbarply.
an abbreviation? Collins, maybe. Nobody ""Are you the govornor o! tbe prison?"
to be compared with the Fourth of July, ta A Gift ahcd What Came From yes,' I answered, 'wbat do you want?
be sure. And who may be the still more di- "'Have you - doos Tom Calson live
minutive and disguised 'Ch. Col.'? If it Is there? Her volce trembied and broke w*th
Charles Collins ho bas a fashion different (W. L. Barth.) - repressed tears.
from aIl the Collinses I know. And what The following pathotie story was recently '" Ye-. Who are you? Why arc you not
sort of pe~rsonages are ho and bis beggarly told by the evangolist, J. P. Kain, in one of home?'
-relative, 'S. S. Col.' that they'do business on bis sermons. It is so tender that it s Pcase, sir, I haven't anyi bose. Mam-
so petty a scale as a one-cent transaction, worth presrving, h said:por-hous two Veek ag,
when the least item on the Fourth of JuIy 'Some years ago, while conducting a series an' she told me just before sle died.tbat papa,
account is.lemonade, 20 cents'? The 'Cois.' of meetings in Michigan City; I was invited that's.Tom Galson, was An fle prison, an'
are -something, evidently, that to our John ta preach to the convicts at the state prison, she thoughttbat maybobe. weuld lîke to
are utterly insignificant, even compared with- situated at that point. I sat on the platform sem bis littIe girl, now that mamma's- dead.
two glasses of acid beverage with straws with the governor of the prison, and watch- Picase can't you ]et me sep my papa? To-
stuck in them, Copper is good enough, for ed the 'prisoners march ln, 706 men, young day's Christmas, an' I want to give.hlm a
then, no doubt. and old. They marched in lock stop, every littie present.'

To be sure the next ene of this pauper man's band on the shouider of the man he- ""No,' 1 repîied, gruffiy, 'yeu'Il bave to
family, 'Miss. Col.,' scales ýup to the nickle fore him. At the word of comman'd they waît unil visitors' day,' and with that 1
valuation. 'Miss Col., 5 cents'; that's equal sat down and fixed their eyes on a dead line, tarted on.
ta half a glass "of lemonado, anyway. But a white markz painted on the Wall above the 1 bad net gon many 'stops until IMfamt
Who is this 'Miss. Col.'? No one Sue need he platform. Among that large number of con- a band pulling at my coat, while a pleading
jealous of for a second. Just look at it! viets were seventy-six "lifers," men wbe liad sobbing veice cried, 'Plea-ce dont go!'
'Miss Col. 5 cent,'; 'Proseat for Sue, $3.00.' lcen committcd. t0 prison for life fer Ui t' I stop Gapd once more, and loo d down
Pshaw! speak up and tell lis who she iss crime cf murder. into the pinched, besceching face bfor me.
John; yon don't say that-Joh, John!' 'After -the siaging s arose te preach, but Great toars were brimming in er' eyes,

Honest John! You.don't mean f0 tell mû coald harjly spcak for weeping. Disrcgard- wbile er itte chia quivercd a d trembled.
that thoso abbroviations stand for the Sun- ing ail tbe raies of the prison, la my car- '"''Mistcr)' sho said, "if your littie girl
lay-school, churc. and missiorn7 coilec- nstncss te help My poor, faîle.n brctbren, I was me, an' your girls mamma od died la
fions on the Sabbatlî day? You needn't ans- ieft the platformi and walkEd d.ewa theaisia the pocor-beuse, an' bier papa was la Uic -

wer. Ycir drooping head and blushing face amoîg the men, taking now o, and now prison, an' she bad no place to go an' n o
tell the story. No wonder you wero so cbary another by the hand, and prnying with one to lave lier, d an't you think she would
or your jetters ln spelling thern ouf. Doa't hlm. Every heart vas meltod, and wc ail like te Eec bier papa? I£ it was. Christmas,
you thinît, John, that God knows ail the ab- wept togother. At the end o! the row of an' if your little girl came t0 me, if I was
breviations la the spelling-book, and in men who were committed for murder, sat a- governor o the prison, an' asked me te
yours basides? No; you didn't think st ail, man who more than bis fellows seemed pieuse lot ber see bier papa an' give birn a
That's the trouble. maked by sin's bligtng band. Is face Christmas presnt, don't-don't you think I

oStîcet-car fara' is plain nough; but yoi was seamd and ridged with scars nd marks would say "Yos?"
didn't bring your Offic ftmillarity with per- o! vice nd sin. Ho ooked as thougb ho By this time a great lumpwas la my
centag yu bear tsere, did you, John? Lt's might ho a demon incarnate if once roused tbroat, and my eyes were swimming là
figure on lt-lt teok exactiy 142 0-7 percent to nger. I placed my armabout bis shun- te!ars. I answered: 'Ys, y little girl, I
of fIant littIe bit «Of glerlllying your Makerl dei-, and together wc wept and prayed. tbink you would, and you, to, shaîl sée yeur
w!th your sub stance to pay th fràight on it, 'Whea tho service was overUi governor papa,' and taking ber by Uc and I urried
don't you sech? And though ic Saturday's said tc mo:- bacltl tec- prison, thînking o! my own
glorification rode la a livcry rig instead o! a ns Wel-, Kain, do you know that you have little fair-haired girl at bome.
street-car, and the freigbt cost thirty Urnes brokcn the rules o! Uhe prison la ]eaving I "lOnce in my office I bade bier comne close
as much, yet the outlay vas ver twice the the platforn?" te the worm stove, vhile I sont a guard te
distributing expelse. l'Yes," answored; "but, goernor, I bring No. 37 from bis coso la a few m-

Now, u point to whieh I the attention nover could broo't any ruie wlilc prcaâhing, monts lie came, wondoring what -as want-
S this. How did that expnse account nd I di want te got up close te the poor, cd. As soon as ho wùs ushered into the
chime la witp Joln's little effusion in isu espairimg fellbws, rad pray wmth them." officb er saw the littie'girl. Iis face loudd
diary on Friday night about wanting to be <"Do yen remembor," said Uic governor, with an angry frwn, nd la a gruf, savag
sO transpnroatly bonest? A man doesb't "the an t theead o th seat la the lifrs' tone ho snappd eut:
rLèed to b' as transparent as a wat-h-crystal row, ewhomyou prayed wiar ? s Would ye but Nellie, 'wat ard yu delng bore ?
for God to look into bis seul and'sec that lie t bhar bis history?"' Whnt do i/ou want ? Go back te your
the werld la getting tn est end ol the bar- u"Yes," I answtred, "gladly." i
gaia wîlt hlm, whei if cornes to seve-n cents 'el sa d he governor, "he it la -- Pleaz papa' sobbed the bittre girl
against ton dollars and ninty-llve cents, If brie!: Tom Galstn was sent ore about 'mamma's dnown. She ded two weeks ago la
h-t Week a ç. f air saniple a!f JTobz' finan- Qizht teat hr fA thei crende of murex, U i teùr-haouze.. =. W!or ;ie e sa- told


