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gave a little sigh of restful content. H
ed hair, glinting in the fire rays, fell over
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CHAPTER IIL.—Continued.

Jim saw the traces of recent tears in the
ted circles around his eyes, and the grimy
streaks on his fat cheeks. Fe started to ask
the reason, but thought better of it, and went
behind the curtain; in a moment he emerged,
with a huge slice of bread, buttered gener-
ously.

‘Eat it} he commanded.

Like a soldier, Puddin’ obeyed orders with
admirable prcmptness; he gulped it down 1n
great mouthfuls, and carefully picked up the
few fallen crumbs from his lap, and ate
them,

‘You live Lere all alome,’ don’t you, Jim?’
Puddin’, evidently feeling much better, was
ready for conversation,

‘All alone, and never get lonesome, neither.

‘Wish I lived all alone—with Celie.’

‘Well, that’s pretty near what you're do-
ing now, with your mother away all day.

I wish she was away all the time!’ re-
sponded Puddin’ earnestly.

‘Puddin’,} Jim spoke severely. Tt's a bad
thing you're wishin’! A bedy has no friend
in the world like his mother!’

‘What for does she hit me then?’ Puddin’s
mind usually moved very slowly, but it need-
ed no thought for his simple, but convincing
answer,

Jim leaned back, to think over a suitable
answer; before he thought of it, Cecilia came
in, her hair slightly dusted with snowflakes,

It’s snowin’ out’ she remarked as she
brushed them off, with a quick movement of
her hand.

Tt’s all right for it to be snowin ’out, so
fong as it don’t srow inl’ Jim thought this
witticism worthy of an answering smile, but
the girl crept close to the cheery stove, and
dmade mo answer, No traces of tears on her
face! Jim, on the other side of the stove no-
ticed that the upper half of her face, shaded
by the tumbled mass of red hair, was pretty
and childish, but the lines that drew towards
her tightly drawn lips made her look very old
and careworn,

- Puddin’ broke the silence. ‘Jim gave me a

big piece of bread-and-butter. More butter
than you ever give me. It was good.

Cecilia tossed back her hair out of her eyes,
and in her grateful glance, Jim saw what
deep brown eyes she had. He saw, too, across
her forehead, mow that her hair was back, an
"ﬂ‘;’ bfuiaa. : :

w'd you do that?’ he ask inting to

the bruise. . s i

Puddin’ started to answer, but she hushed
him with a sharp word, as she swept the hair
back again with a quick gesture. ‘I hit it—
against the door’ Jim saw a hot wave of
red flush her face, although her eyes lookea
daringly into his. He hadn’t lived in the

Court so long without learning many things,

ard eo sa’d rothing. Irdeed, he got up for
his flute, and with his eyes fixed on the ceil-
ing, started to play. I do mot know how
‘well Jim played—it really could not matter,
50 long as he sat'sfied his audience; Puddin’
soothed by the melody simply let his head
fall against the wall, and slept quietly, even
‘the dirty streaks on his face fading in the
stove’s shadow. The drawn lines on the
Saint’s face relaxed, and once in a while, ghe
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her forehead in a loose mass, which she now
and then brus”ed tack with a quick butjgrace-
ful movement. Jim fancied that she, too,

bad fallen asleep, but heard her humming

lightly to his tune, humming so tunefully
that he tried to woo her into song by playing
a snatch here and there, cf a halt dozen of tne
popular street airs. But she only hummed
carelessly, air after air, until he turned imto
a solemn old hymn, with which she was not
familiar, but she leaned forward, and listen-
ed eagerly to the rich chords, and when it
ended, in a burst of tender melody, said sim~
ply, ‘I like that! It reminds me of Jerusa-
lem.

‘Jerusalem!’ Jim echced. ‘And how could
that remind you of Jerusalem. Sure that's in
Asial’

T mean the song—the song “Jerusalem”!’

Jim shook his head—he had neover heard
that song, he said. Did she know it?

T don’t know it exactly, the Saint ex-
plained. ‘The last Christmas I was in school,
there was a lady sung it, and I can’t forget
some of it simce. I wish I could hear it
again, you bet I'd remember it alll’

‘Now, if you'd sing what you do remember,
maybe I'd know.it myself, said Jim, cutely.

Tl sing it? Cecilia threw her head back,
and let her hands fall idly in her lap, ~ Her
eyelids were half closed, but Jim could catch
the gleam of her brown cyes in the glare of
the stove, and he noticed that when she start-
ed to sing, a look of rapt enjoyment came
over her face that almost transfigured it. At

the first mote, Jim threw his head back, and -

gazed in bewilderment at the child—rich,

strong, true, rang out the wonds, ‘Jerusalem,
Jerusalem! Hatk! How the angels sing, Ho-

sanna in the highest, Hosanna to your Kingl’

With a perfect abandonment to the mere
sense of an outpouring of self, she sang the
wo.rds again and again, the rich full tones
filling the little shop with echoing melody,
d.".l‘!xat’s it she said, simply, as she finish-
e
T don’t know that song, at all’ answered
Jim. He reacted for his pipe, and deliber-
ately filled it from the package of tobacco
he drew from his pocket; then he picked from
the floor a bwnt match, and opened the tiny
stove door that he might light it again at
the hot coals; he puffed at his pipe in silence
for a few minutes, and then he remarked,
carelessly, ‘You sung that song well—that
you didl’
‘Y;Srung ikft vtvedll!x’ she echoed it scornfully.
u oug o have heard th i 1
—like a bird!’ il B
d'M(:b!;e she did—:dbbe she did’ Jim look-
ed at his pipe meditatively, ¢ 1
it like a Saint!’ e T
‘Wish I was a saint] Wish I was any old
thing as long as I was dead and away from
here! T hate it here—I hate, hate, hate it!’
The Saint had jumped to her feet, her body
trembling with the feeling whish she usually
hid, but to which her outburst of music haa

unlocked the clasp; she shook her hair back

unconsciously and the bruis2, now colored a
sullen purple, stood forth distinctly. Puddin’,
awakened from his slumbers, sat up sleepily,
,and asked, ‘What’s the matter, Celie?’

She crowded back the tears that had begun

to gather in her eyes ,and said cheerily, 'Un,
nothing! I was only playin’ off! Come on,
Puddin’, it's gettin’ late!’” and without so0
much as a ‘Good-night’ she hurried out into
theCowrt » s 52 = 2 : i

Jim sat still for a while by the little stove,

and but for his puffing at his pipe, mignt

have been asleep; then, when the smoke was

ended, he knocked out the ashes from the

~ bowl, and rose to lock the door of the shop.

He peered for a moment across the Court,

by

which bore its new carpet of white as proud-
ly as if it would not again be miserably dirty
orn the morrow, and, letting his glance fall
on No. 20, he said, half aloud, as he turmed
around, ‘You poor little thing! You might be
playin’ off for Puddin’, but you can’t fool Jim,
that way! I seen too much of life not to
know play actin’ from real actin’l’

§
THE ACCIDENT TO PUDDIN’,

Jim missed the Saint all next day; usuals
ly she ran in several times, and to-day
when she did not come, he found thal
something cheery was missing. He dropped
his work at noon-time, when the noise in
the courtyard told him that the youngsters
were coming home from school, and watch-
ed for Puddin’. Even he failed him. After
school in the afternoon, he casually walk-
ed over to the pump to see if Puddin’ were
not amongst the boys there. He seemed
the only one missing. Mickey Daly was
there, blowing into his red hands alter-
nately to warm them, and fervently hoping
that Jim was looking for some one to run
an errand—an errand would probably mean
a cent—a cent would certainly mean some-
thing to eat. Prompted by the cheering
possibility, he remarked to Jim, ‘Is it me
you're lookin’ fur? If it is, I'm here!’

‘So I see!” Jim answered cordially. ‘But
I’'m looking for Puddin’’

Mickey’s face fell. ‘If it's an errand you
want done, Puddin’ won’'t be doin’ it., He's
fell downstairs.’

‘And is that why I haven’t seen him all
the day? I've been wondering where the
little fellow was! Did he hurt himself bad.’

Mickey shook his head. ‘Aw, he's too
fat to hurt himself fallin! Sure, nobody
gets hurt bad fallin’ down-stairs.’

Jim was half-satisfied, and went back in-
to the little shop, and lit the lamp. He
whistled cheerily as he spread a big slice
of bread for himself, and made a sandwich
of it, with a piece of cheese between. He

"had given up tea for supper several days

before; ‘work was slack, and tea was a
bigh-priced luxury. Jim always whistled
cheeriest when he had to drown some feel-
ing or lack or disappointment. He was .
still whistling when he sat down on his
bench to finish putting a great patch on a
shoe far too small to be in proportion to
the patch, and was hammering busily,
when the door opened and let in a gust ot
wind, and the Saint, whose hair, uncovered,
was blowing about her head. Jim moved
along on the bench, and made room for
her near the stove; she sat down with a
weary air quite unlike the valiant Cecilia,
and leaned her head on her hand. The old
shawl she had wrapped around her shoul-
ders fell back, and her calico waist, but-
toned awry, stcod open at the throat. Jim
noticed how thin it was, and that he could
almost count its rapid pulsings in the faint
light. She cleared her throat once or twice
to speak, -and then said huskily, ‘Pud-
din’s sick.” St i

‘Sick, is he? Jim tried to make his voice
show little concern. ‘Sure that’s nothing,
he’ll be all right in a day or two.

‘He fell down-stairs, last night, when we
came home from here, in the dark. He
ain’t hardly stopped cryin’ since. Her
voice sounded as if she had hard work to
keep from crying too. :

Jim put forth a kindly hand of sympathy.
‘Now. I wouldn’t mind! Don’t all children
go tumbling down-stairs eften! Does he say

~where it hurts him?’

“*Twas his head achin’ him all the night,
and now all the day it’s his back. He
won’t let me lay the weight of my finger
on him for the pain. My mother says that
rubbing would help it—but he won’t let me
tonch him. Wity

‘You might rub it with liniment,’ sug-
gested Jim, slowly, as if he were pondering
over the prescription. ‘

‘Would that be good?' she asked eager!y.
Then she turned her back c¢n him, and




