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STORIES
POETRY The Inglenook

on crulelivs l'or many a year pant. Oi 
courue, old person* liad lo die; but lather 
was only thirty years old!

let, how about William Smith, lather 
of Mary Jane—the notifient child in tin* 
court? lie wan only twenty-eight yearn 
old, and yet he liad been carried out of 
hia house one day in December, when the 
mark* of the bearer*' leet lay black and 
dtotinct upo 
fallen snow!

Polly'» heart auhed, anti her lip* trembl
ed. Two year* younger than lather, yet 
he had gone! Alter all, then, nome peo
ple die when they are young. Mual he 
die, too?

She went slowly upalair», her feet drag
ging heavily, and entered the »ick-rooui on

There he lay, perfectly mill, hi* face 
white and drawn, a* it had been no very 
long, hi* eye* big and whining. lhit he 
was not faint now, for lie had strength to 
wpeuk to hei although hi* voice wa* low 
and feeble. Noiselessly the child drew her 
chair to the bare table, and, because hun
ger impelled her, took a crust of bread 
from her mother'* hand and ate it slow

wa* placed in a corner of the same room, 
ami only seiurated from it by a curtain, 
and lay quite still, crying. No wonder 
she u a* puzzled. She wa* only eight year* 
old.

IN QUEST OF THE VULTURE. 
Complete Story of Child-life.

The children In u narrow court open
ing into « London street were playing 
noisily: their voice* roue shrill and clear 
above the din of wheels, the call of 
omnibus conductors, and the crie* ot 
tiourwellers:

"Sally, Sally Waters,
Mtng ‘pu*

Rise up Sally, for a nice young man.
Then the words cliauged to another 

ditty:
"Here we are on Tom Tlddlc'* ground;
Picking up gold and silver.**
Vet certainly they had little to do 

with gold and silver, seeing that their 
clothes were ragged, 
at their be* of times, have cost much, 
ltut they were young; the sky above 

blue, and the sun shone, and Hie 
pleasanter than it had been in the 

It is better to be hungry and 
than hungry ami shivering with

"Who is the Vulture?" she asked her
self. "And why won't he give father the 
money now—while he i* alive? Perhaps 
he would if he knew about his illness and 
how very, very poor we are.’*

She slipped out of lied, and stood at the 
sick man'* side.

does the
He turned and looked at the little lig

ure, smiling as he answered:
"The Vulture lives in the City—in 

Thread needle Street. A lung way from 
here.'*

n the *uft carpet of newlyleave your

," she questioned softly, “where 
Vulture live?"

and could never,
tar to walk? ' she asked again.

‘ Im dear no! Aul too tar lor grown
up lolks! ’

iiu.'ii, child; go to bed! Sick person» 
should not be disturbed!" interrupted lier 
mother.

Polly ran back, but she could not go to 
sleep. A grand I nought had coiue U> her. 
To-morrow she would go herself, see the 
\ ullure, and tell him all about lather, and 
how very ill he wa». She would not let 
her mother know she was going, because 
it would disapiHunt her if idle came home 
without money not an unlikely thing, for 
the Vulture might be out, and, in that 
Case, she must try again.

"Please, Clod," *hv said, clasping her 
slender hand» together, T am going to see 
the Vulture to-morrow. Please, tiud, help 
me to iind the way, and make him listen

Her voice sank into a drowsy wliisistr; 
lier tired eyelids druoiied anil closed. Ineii, 
because it wa* very late—long past lier 
Usu.il hour Polly fell asleep.

All the next morning 
herself, over and over again, 
lure, Th read needle Street, City," she 
so much afraid she might forget the

1
winter.

So each little grimy hand was out
stretched to clasp another In n joy- 

circle, and, for the time, at least, lv.
childhood reigned triumphant, 
words and harsher blows were forgot
ten, and little feet, some bare, others 
poorly shod, danced around an imagin
ary mulberry bush to the odd crooning 
chant neither musical nor harmonious, 
but not without a charm of Its own. 
There were children enough and to spare 
in (iardeii Court, and they were all at 
piny—ell save one.

"Come on, 
us!" they cried.

But she shook her bead, which was 
covered with brown curls, and turned 
her face away. It was a pale little 
face, with large, thoughtful, hazel eyes. 
The child had, without doubt, something

The sick man watched her, sighing at 
times, and shifting uneasily from side to

At last she felt his hand upon her

"Time was," he said, "when we had en
ough to cut and drink and need not feed 
you on crusts, my little girl! 
when your mother and 1 sat down in a 
cosy room to a nice hot supper, and 1 
counted myself a gentleman—only a clerk, 
but a gentleman, for all that. The happy, 
l»eavvful times, the friendly faces, the sym- 
puthetie words, are gone with the money 
that brought them—eh, lass?'*

He turned to his wile with an access of 
bitter regret that rendered his voice strong 
for the moment.

She shook her head, but made no an
swer, except ill the tender touch of her 
hand and a comprehensive gla 
the bare mom, which took in every |wor

"Uone," lie repeated—"gone! And it is 
time that 1 went, too, my dear! Things 
will be better fur you \yheii 1 lie under
ground!'*

"No, no!" cried his wife, wringing her 
li.unls as though in physical pun. "Not 
Ih-iter, but a thousand times worse!"

tell you; for you will have 
to the Vulture

Tune was

Polly; have n game with

me repeated to 
"The Vul-ou her mind.

The game went on merrily, interrupted 
by occu*ioual rough speech or quarrel- 

words that caused the little watch-
nee round

er to shrink a* trum a blow, 
only at such times that she seemed con
scious of her surrounding*, for the most 
part she remained unmoved, wrapped in 
her own thoughts.

It wa* a suffocating day. 
lay puiting on In* pillows, 
wa* stirring, 
wind swept, soft and flesh, over lulls and 
valley* and golden cornheld*; but here, in 

close court, the atmosphere wa* dull 
and heavy, smoke-laden and weighted with 
the breath of men, women, and children 
huddled together and jostling one another 
a* they passed.

The *ivk man 
N o breeze

Away in the country the

"Bed-time, Polly!" 
ed at the window above, and it* owner 
culled to her softly.

'“Cuming,

A lit'ud appear-

nothing to do but to go 
ami claim your money! 
will not Ik* licggur* any longer, 
lie able to pul on a bit of decent black 
ami the neighbours will see how you look 
when you are dressed somewhat a* you 
used to lie when we were first married!

The child's 
volve scarcely rose above a whisper; 
but she needed no second bidding, 
wa* glad of the summons, glad to go in
door* out of the noi*e; and, with the 
sudden revulsion ot leeling so eommon to 
the young, a hope sprang up within her.

Perlia)* there would be good news tor 
her! Perhaps father was better! Only 
yesterday mother had said that when 
thing* were at their worst there came a 
turning-point. Had it come now—all at 
once, while she *loud on the threshold and 
walicd for she knew not what?

The invalid had been worse that aftcr-

MMher!"

You and Polly 
You will

She "I shall not get over this, wife," said 
Polly's father. "The heat i* stilling."

Hi* child's face was Hushed with heat a* 
she lient over him.

"If only you could have beef-tea and 
grafies and nice tilings!" she whispered.

“Don't!" he said peevishly. "It makes 
mu feel worse than ever to hear them 
spoken of."

Polly was silent, but her face wore an 
odd sort of smile. The father wondered 
what happy, childlike fancy had conic to 
her, at this time of all others, ami would 
have been greatly surprised if he had 
known that her thoughts were wanderiffg 
in the same direction a* his own. For 
the mind of the sick man was lixcd on 
the great insurance office in the City, 
where years ago he had gone, full of 
strength and vigour, to “make things 
square," a* he put it, for wife and child 
if they outlived him. 'Hint liad been hi*

you were, Mary; how fivali 
you now standingand happy! I van 

at the |»arlour window, watching for me 
when I came home from the City at night 
—« Lnly, every inch of you! In your neat 

gown you'll he a holy again, by-anil- 
by. Please Uod, deer lass, by-and by!"

lie repeated the word» very softly, us 
though they were the refrain of some 
half forgotten song; and she soblied a* she 
listened.

"It is not ‘by-aml-hy* that ! care for; we 
want the money now!" she answered. 
"Polly and I are strong, 
on bread and water and In1 thankful; but 
yon need nourishing food, 
doctor nay that if you could have it you 
would get belter?"

"Yes; and 1 believe I should!" lie an 
swered quietly. Ilis eye* liad a hungry 
look as they glanced round in seareTi, a* 
it seemed of unattainable luxuries.

Then hi* wife hunt into tears; and 
Polly, who longed to cry 
frained, lest she should add to lier mother's 
distres*, crept into her little lied, which

i

noon—so bail, that Polly had crept away 
terrified, ami the idea that he would never 
recover had come into hcr un ml. It was 
so terrible u thought that it turned her 
sick—until she reasoned with heiwlf, and 
became convinced that it wa* but the out
come of her own foolisliliras.

She had known so many persons who 
were ill, and they had all got better except
---- ■. And her memory went beck to the
funerals she had seen in the court, some 
of them so grand and inqsising that the 
children had collected in a crowd and ad
mired the maiding plumes. Others were 
humble enough, but—oh, »<> sad and dreary 
ii. Polly's eyes! ,

There was Mrs. Junes, the washerwo
man; hut, then, she was ever no old—and 
so wa* Matthew Spark*! He had gone

We can live

|>id not the
step. Those who followed were

fisilish enough; and, lying there, he knew 
it, and reproached himself bitterly .

And amidst all bis self-criticism there 
remained one subject for congratulation, 
lie had managed, no one knew with what 
great difficulty, to keep up his |>a>iiient»!> 
and those he loved would receive five hun
dred |Kiund* at his death.

as well, hut re-


