
6 THE CHRISTIAN VISITOR. 

® THE THUNDER STORM. 

The storm-clouds swept§the vault on high 

Where smoky vapors seemed to lie;| 
Deep thunder roared, fierce blinding light 
Lit up the darkness of the night. 

The thirsty earth, Oppressed with pain, 
Seemed sighing, Give, ch, give me rain, 

Swiftly it came with thunder crash 

And down the pouring torrents dash. 

When night and storm have passed away, 
How fair, how beautiful the day! 
Nature is smiling, and on high 
Who ever saw so blue a sky? 

Refreshing coolness, depths of blue, 
The earth with beauty clothéd anew, 
Are blessings hidden in disguise 
‘Beneath the storm-clond’s mysteries. 

Sometimes amid the fearful gloom 
Of lightning flash and thunder boom, 

The Master’s voice says, *‘ Peace, be still,” 

And the hushed storm obeys His will. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

SHE FINDS 1T.} 

The physician soon came; he 
knew Mr. Thornton, and was glad to 
assist him. After examining the 
boy, he said the fever was not 
contagious, being a’ véry ‘common’ 
form among the poor, and brought 
on" by" instiffieient food, fatigue, and 
exposure... “The boy is fearfully 
emaciated,” he said ; “and this might 
have run into typhus; but taken at 
this stage, we can’ prevent itn. 
He gave the address, of ry nurse, 

wrote directions for medicinéand for 
a watm!bath ; then tured to the lit 
tle sister, Who wore a startled éx- 

pression, somewhat as if; she were 
watching “the progress of ‘an edrth- 
quake which she had cansed. 
“Now, my child, you look tired ; 

lie down and rest, 80 that you oan be 
ready when oo brother ge 

“Please, sir,” she answ 
not very ‘tired, and Jim 
leave me !” 

“My child, said the physiabih,. “1 
see you area little woman. I am go- 
ing to stay till'the nurse comes; after 
that she may need your belp. o 

“ YesSir ; thapk you, sir; perhaps 
this is the best time. Might T kiss 
Jim, sir?” 

“ Wait till he can kiss again,” he 
replied, trying to be cheerful and 
jovial 

May look hesitatingly at Mr. Thorn- 
ton, and putting out her hand, said: 

“Hadn't I better thank God first ? 
Jim says there is something to thank 
him for every day.” 

» Yes my Chia” 

clergyman ould say; but he kneeled 
down beside her, ~ 

Reverently she clapsed her little 
hands, closed her eyes, and told her 
stary to Him who marks the spar- 
row’s fall : # 

“Dear Father in heaven, th th: 
for helping Te. I How 
to take care of JimZ 
sepding Kis 

- vi os aig, ind’ ry 
he fire, and for Kate 

bg # » Gad iy: 

The sexton was found in the hall, 

futively giving money to Susy—in a 
wild desire to do something for some- 

body—and was thankful to go for 
the nurse. Mr. Thornton watched 
the sleeping child. He bad been in 
many a scene of deeper suffering, 
heard many a heart cry out in its own 
hopelessness, had seen many a child 

prematurely old from want and care; 
and he had given help and gone his 
way. Here he waschained: memory | 
took him back to the time when he 

and his young wife watched all night 
the fevered tossing of their only ri 
—praying, ¢ Spare bim, good Lord. 
The prayer was granted, and his 
vallid face smiled upon them, Why 
aid little May, as she'smiled in her 

sleep, take him back to that ¢ long 
ago.” 

~ A moan from the boy brought him 
to the preseat.sorrow, and rousing 

from his reverie, he found ocoupation 
in supplying the immediate necessities 
of illness. At last all was done. 
The doétor had gone y the nurse’had 
come; it was far into the night; he 
was very weary. He took the Bible 
from the bureau and began to read. 

Little May woke unnoticed; she 
looked around-—all seemed strange 
and new. There certainly was a 

small bedstead, with mattrass and 
sheets, and Jim’s dear head on a real 

pillow—a table with botties, tumblers 
and spoons, and in the air a delicious 

odor of lemons. A kind-faced 
woman was ministering to the boy. 

On the bureau was a shaded lamp: 
“It’s the same old bureau, that’s 
good,” “she thought, ' with a memory 
of Dulcibella’s best frock in a drawer. 
Her old ' friend was gazing on some: 
thing that was writfen on the. first 
leaf of ‘the Bible; shé knew what it 
was. “To my deax boy, James 
Thornton.~~Wheéen he was yet a'great 

way off, bis father saw him, and had 
compassion, and ran’ and féll on his 
neck and kissed him.” 

May went to the reader. © Papa's 8 
father wrote that, sir; but when papa 

I 

was coming here he ald, 80 he didn’t 
ever get that kiss.” She was sud- 
denly ¢lapsed in loving arms, i Ms, 
Thornton exclaimed : 

“ He was my own dear son, and yon 
shall have the kiss I have kept so long 
for him.” 

Then the child knew their loneli- 
ness was over. 
“Are you Jim’s father too?” she 

asked. 

“] am Jim’s grandfather; T am 
going to take you both to live with 
your grandmother and me.” 

“Grand, father—grand, mother— 

that’s very grand, indeed. How 
pleased papa will be.” 

“I hope he knows it, my child.” 
“was all the| ¢Ofcoursehe does. Dyingis only 

going to a mew home, where they 
keep the doors shut. If ma-mahadn’t 
died when I was asleep, I'd have ask: 
ed her to leave one of them open, 
But she can see out of the windows, 
She will be ever so glad I found you. 
Now, please, may I look at Ji im? 

HA Kind lady~-you fag, ol 
er Amie sad J 

| the nurse woo her back. 
is 

down, ag 
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heavenly host, was resumed as he 

brushed his coat. 
«« please I’ laughed the boy— 

“he can have a boiled monkey, for 
what I care. Little astray in the 
upper works,” hie remarked to the 
serub woman ; ordered for two— 

4in’t one of him.” 
“*Nuther in ’nuther.xoom, maybe.” 
“No; prowled in alone, about one 

o’clock.” | 
Little did Mr. Thornton’ care for 

the watchful world of hotel'servitors. 
‘Still singing, he went for the lost 
shéep over whom he réjoiced. 

Sister Annie had’ found“ a veéry 

‘short ‘blue dress inthe ol trunk ; the 

plumaged little bird. “The face was 

bright, andthe beantiful hair care- 

fully brushed ; even the old hat could 

not spoil the .pictire. 

Jim was better —he had’ Wore to 
his sisier ; 9 everything was joyful. 
The child skipped Pc 3 white- 
haired old man, as he to pilot 
her'to the hotel, until theit safe afi- 

val there niust have been throu gh the 
care of some good angel. 

Breakfast was’ ‘hardly ‘over; 4nd 
May's wondering, question answered, 
when Mrs. Deveraux was announced. 
Then themarvelous story was told her 
and she being one of thosd treasures’ 
of creation; an executive woman, had 
May in thé carriage, indon her way | Hand 
to a furnishing store; before the child 
at all understood. the mew phase of | son 
life. Her new benefactor wondered 
at the mixture of sharpness of intel- 
leet “auld ‘childishness, ‘produced ‘by 
the little girl having been iso often 
left to her own resources, and was 
fascinated by thequick aceeptance of] 
her néw circumstances, witha simplici. 
ty shat never forgot gratitude. 
childs heap of happiness was made 

was allowed to select an entire outfit 
for «Jin» She was dumb pith joy. 

1) 
* x h */ * 

5) 
Two weeks passed “before Jim 

gould sit up and bave little May be- 
side ih, [vo tell in her own way the 
story of the coming new fies. 

ming it up, “there's the dearest, old 
tower to the chureh;. it was aol al 
thousand’ years ago, ‘of years and | 
years ; may be, it. was leftover from | 
some other ¢ld church, and when 
grandfather’s was built, they hooked 
it on somehow, You ©in go on top, 
and sit ona Aaetporm, with a stoned sav 
railing around it, and i vines | tories 
grown on it.” 

“T think the roots. must be in the 
ground and the vines, - up,” 
said Jim. ? 

scarlet cloak over “it made a gaily-| 

The 

too high for-her to mount; when she | 

“Then, Fim,” shel aid, in oo | 
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