P

PN

g

. NORTHERN MESSENGER. "

PHE LITTLE BOY STOPPED CRYING AND OPENED HIS MOWTH.

LITTLE TIM'S CHRISTMAS.
A TRUE STORY.
(By John Law, in Pall Mall Budget.)
Paur L

The sun lay like a red ball in the foggy
sky, high up above the London houses.
One could not sce across the strect, or re-
cognize the faces of passers-by, for the
yellow fog blinded one’s eyes, and confused
one’s senses, It was thick in tho city,
thickest of all in the borough.

There, in a garret, two listle boys stood
with their faces pressed to a pane of glass,
watehing the red ball and wondering.

¢ What is it, Tim ¥ aslkéd the youngest.

*OTo's the moon, Bill7> replied- Tim.
* When I wos down ’opping I seed ’er all
bloody like that, and Sally said ’er wos the
arvest moon. I guess ‘er’s come to Lun-
non.” C

A knock at the door made the children
draw their faces quickly away from the
window,

«*Usgh I whigpered Tim to his brother,
T guess it’s School Board after us.”

The knoek came again,  Tim went softly
to the door and pecped through the key-
hole.

“It's Sally I he evied; “I'H unleck the
door.”

T thought you wos School Board,” he
explained as an old woman came into the
room carrying a jug. - ** Mother’s took our
boots, and 'er said if School Board comed
we wosn't to lebt ‘im in. What ’ave you
got in that jug ¥’

““*Wos mother drunk?” inquired the
visitor, without heeding his question,

¢ Well "or sleep "eavy lust night.”

¢ A v yer had any breakfast?”

“ Nothink. Baby cried ’isself to sleep,
and Bill and me’s been lookin’ at the
'arvest moon, what you and me seed when

we wos ‘opping.  What's in the jug "
3 ’lle,l N
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“Yes, my son. Tasteit.”  Sally poured
something out of the jug into two broken
teacups, and handed it to the children.

“*Good 7 she asked.

“Prime !” snid Tim,

“Sweet 7

‘“Trencle !”

Sally chuckled. She was old and
weather-beaten ; dressed in rags and a
crape bonnet, Wriikles scored her face,
creases furrowed her neck ; her eyes were
sunk deep down in their sockets, but they
smiled lovingly on the boys while she
watched them enjoying her own scanty
breakfast,

‘U Rre's summat for the fire,” she said,
-opening her apron, which she held together
with a horny hand, and showing Tim some
bits of paper and a few cinders. *“Got
any sticks?’ - : :

Tim pointed to n broken box on the
hearth.

She set to work.

1

¢ Now I'll be off,” she said, when a fire
burntin the grate.  *¢ Tianyone comes after
me, just yer say, ‘Dres yer want rags
sorted ? and if the paxly says ¢ Yes,” then
yer say, ¢ Well, Sally wum't be ’ome for a
bit."” ‘

**All right,” said Tian,
you be back ¥

** Not before one, soiny.”

Saying this, the old woaxman left the room,
casting a glanece at the fre that gleamed
through the fog, and a hasty look at the
red ball in the sky which Tim called the
Sarvest moon.” She knew it was the
sun, but why should she confuse the minds
of the children ¢ o

After the door was shet the boys weént to
the tire and crouched dowyn on the hearth,
Yellow fog filled the roxm, hiding the old
bed where the baby lay under a dirty
blanket, and throwing o curtain over the
broken chairs and boxes. Tim held his
hands up before the buxning sticks. He
looked wondrous wise in the firelight.
Gleams fell on his small white face, show-
ing his wizened featuzss, from which all
traces of childhood sermed to have van-
ished. e had been siEe protector of his
two little brothers for tEie space of a year
and a half, cver since his father found a
liome in the cemetery. Elismother drani,
and when drunk she wassowetimes violent.
1Te had secn & good deil of life, although
he was only eight, for he lived in a South-
wark lodging-house. Fights, wmurders,
snicides, and deaths male epochs in his ex-
istence, and le talked of *‘when I wos
young” as though the tinae lay far back in
his memory.

Presently the baby begm to ery, and
Tim went to fetch it friom the bed. He
brought it to the fire, and fed it with some
of the tea which old Sally had given to him
for his breakfast. Wikle ho was busy
with the Laby, Bill cravled to the window,

+ Oh, Tim 1” he said, *‘thered ball ’as
gone out ¢ the sky.”

“J guess,” said Tim, **‘ers gono back to
the country.”

Then Tim’s thoughts wandered to the
days when he had gone laopping with old
Sally to the harvest moon and the hop-
fields. e would have been perfectly
happy then if he had not ‘* worrited”
about the children.

“ When I wos young,"hesaid aloud, **T
never worrited about ndkink I

Just as the words wete suid o shrill ery
came from the window.

“ What's the matter I' asked Tim.

«J's cut my thamb wel » bit o’ glass,”
sobbed Bill. . :

“Come to the light mnd let me sce,”
said Tim, : -

The little boy came howling to . the
hearth, holding out his {aumb, and point-
ing to the blood upon it, . '

““Whatever will T do?> exclaimed Tim.

“When will

1 % It's lock-jaw he's got, T knows it.”

Only the week befors a man had A’died_

from lock-jaw in thie room below the gar-
ret ; and Tim had heard his mother dis-
cussing the matter with her neighbors.
«1f they'd stuck his jaws open directly le
cut his thumb, he'd have pulled through,”
some oné had said, **bub all the doctors)

in London couldn’t force his jaws open|-

after he got to the hospitdl.”

Tim laid the baby -on the bed, where it
lay crying as-loud as it could cry, because
it was cold and famished ; then he-went
back to the fireplace, -and. found a square
piece of stick. T

+¢’0ld ver mouth open,” he said to Bill.

The little boy stopped crying and opened
his mouth. : :

Tim slipped the stick hetween his teeth.
“Now,” said Tim, *‘‘come along to the
‘ospital I” S '

But Bill threw himself on the flonr and
kicked.” His thumb was bleeding and he
felt suffocated, so he rolled on the ground
until he lost his breath. - Directly he be-
came pale and stiff, Tim picked himup and
strugaled with him oub of the room and
down the staircase. No one saw the chil-
dren leave the house, for the placo was full
of fog and very dark; so-they arrived in
the street, where Tim Iaid his brother
down on_ the pavement, and stopped to
pant and to stietch his arms for a minute,
Then he picked Bill up again, and strug-
gled bravely along with his burden until
he reached the hospital. o

““What is it?’ inquired the hospital
porter as he passed through the gate.

¢ Lock-jaw, sir I’ panted Tim.

““1 thought it was a bundle of rags,”
said the man;  there, to the left, that’s
the Out-patients’ Dopartmnent.”

Tim struggled into the receiving-room,
holding his brother tightly round the waist.

““What is it ¥’ asked n doctor.

““Lock-jaw,” gasped Tim, * but I've
stuck his jaws open.” .

Loud peals of Jarghter made him stare
at the doctors and students who had
gathered round Bill.

‘¢ Ain't ib lock-jaw ?” he whispered to a
nurse, who was standing by.

“No,” said the woman, * of course it
isn’t.”’

Tror a moment Tim could not believe his
senses. Then an awful vision floated be-
fore him, a vision of his mother. Suppos-
ing she came home while ho was away, and
found the Dbaby alone, crying? What
would happen then ? It isbut a step, they
say, from the sublime to the ridiculous;
but sometimes that step is across a preci-
pice, Tim shuddered when he heard the
students Jaughing at his mistake. e had
meant to save Bill's life, and all he had
done was to make himself o laughing-stock.

Without a word he tuok his brother's
hand and left the hospital. Bill trotted
by his side through the fogyy street, point-
ing to the sticking-plaster on his thuinb,
and chattering about the penny he had re-
ceived from one of the medical students.

“P'raps mother ain’t come home,”
thought Tim, * or p'raps 'er’s so drunk er
wun't sec us !

. Panr IT,

An hour later the doors of the hospital
receiving-room was pushed open by old
Sally, the rag-sorter. She hurried through
them, carrying little Tim, whose head lay
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and legs dangled down, and blood streamed

Dback ‘of lier hand, saying to the nurse,

aguinst her ragged dress, while his arms

from his forchead. . _ v

¢ WHy, this is the boy who came here an
haur ago with the lock-jaw case,” said the
doctor, when Sally laid. Tim on' the tuble.

The students erowded round to look, bt
they did not laugh at Tim mnow, for they
thought he was'dead. - They listencd to the
doctor's questions, and watched old-Sally’s
face as she explained that the boy had
fallen on the hearth.in the garret. ‘

“Js-he your grandson?’ inquired the
doctor as he felt:Tim's pulse.

*“No, he ain’t. T'm a lone woman.
T've got no childven. I fend for myself.”

s \Well, it’s o watter for the police,” the
doctor said.  **T believe the boy has been
knocked down, or Lkicked; his head’s
smashed.” '

The fog had, lifted by the time Sally left
the hospital. "She went back to_the lode-
ing-house, up the stuirease, and into her
room. Rags covered the floor. A large
heap of rags made a bed, another heap
served as o seat. ~ A horrid stench filled
the place, but Sally was accustomed to tho
amell, and she never opencd the window,
saying that she liked to be .‘‘warm and
comfortable.” While she was raking the
cindeis together in the grate, and patting
a black cab that had raised its back to wel-
come its mistress, the door was opened, and
Tim’s mother came in with the baby in her
arms, and Bill hanging to her skirt,

¢ Sally,” she said, **Iwas drunk when I
did it !’

Yes, ver wos,” said Sally, and yer'd
best make yerself searce, for the pleece 'as
heen told, and if yer don’t take yerself oft
yer'll swing for it I”

VWil he die?”?

** The doctor say's'e 'ull.”

_* Will you mind the children a bit?”

" ¢ Yes, till Christmns.”

The woman placed the baby on the heap
of rags and vanished.

Each day Sally visited the hospital, and
sat beside ‘the bed on which Tim lay un-
conscious, ‘Tears streamed down her
cheeks, and she wiped them away with the
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“Tve loved ’'im like & son. I'm alone
woman. I never had no children.”

At last, on Christas Eve, when she
wentb to the hospital at about seven o'clock,
she found Tim himself again.

She sat down beside him, smoothing cut
lier ragged dress, and trying to malke her
crape bonnet sit straight upon her head.
Tim’s white face frightened her, and she
could not speak. She did not wanthim to
see that she was erying.

A great fire blazed opposite Tim's bed,
and roynd the fire sut boys and men, read-
ing, playing games, and discussing politics.
Nurses flitted about, decorating the walls
with ivy and holly, while they chatted to
one another and laughed with the patients.
No one seemed to be very ill except Tim,
bub asingle glance at his face told Sally
that he was dying. ‘

“Tim, my son,” she said at last, *“this
is a beautiful place, ain’t it 1"

“Yes,” answered Tim faintly, ¢ it’s like
eaven.”

Neither spoke again for a few minutes.
Then 1'im pointed to some toys on the bed.
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