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The Boy Who Helps His Mother.

A8 [ went down the street to-day,
I saw g little lad
hose face was just the kind of face
To make 4 petson glad.

It was so pluinp &hd rosy-cliceked,
So cheerful and so brighit,

It made me thihk of apple time,
And filled me with delight.

I'saw him busily at work,
While, blithe as blackbird’s song,
Hls merry, mellow whistle rang
The pleasant street along.
“Oh that’s the kind of lad I like !”
I thought, as I passed by.
‘ These busy, cheery, whistling boys
Make grand men by and by.”

Just then a playmate came along,
And leaned across the gate,

A plan that promiged lots of fun

. And frolic to relate.
The boys are waiting for us now,
So hurry up!” he cried.

My little Whistler shook his Head,
And “ Can’t comie,” he replied.

“ Can’t come? Why not, I'd like to know ?
« What hinders ?” "asked the other.
MR don’t you see?” came the reply,

I'm busy helping mother.
She’s lots to do, and so I like

0 help her ail I can ;

© 1've no time for fun just now,”
Said this dear little man.

‘Ilike to hear you talk like that,”
. I told the littie lad ;
Help mother all you can and make
Her kind heart light and glad.”
t does me good to think of him,
And !(now that there are others
Who, like this manly little boy,
Take hold and help their mothers.

SUSIE REDMAYNE:
4 Story of the Semor:; Side of Child-Tife.
CH‘RIS’?‘ABEL.
CHAPTER 1V.

THE BLACK RIVER.

THE children left the house sobbih#
wildly and passionately.

The night was cold and dark and wet.
The rain was washing the sno® from the
black icy streets,—very icy the§ were to
the two pairs of little naked feet.

They fled on swiftly through the cold
falling rain,—through the dingy rays of
light that streamed from the little shops.

They did not know where they were
going. They seemed to be impelled onward
by the violence that had struck them and
wounded them, énd turned them bruiged
to the door.

They were too heart-sick to make any
plan.

They might have appealed for shelter to
this neighbour or to that; but they had
gone far beyond their own neighbourhood
in the first blinding moments of their grief.

‘Presently they found themselves in a
wide dark street that was now almost
deserted.

. A cab dashed by full of gaily-dressed
* people who had been to the theatre, and
- were going to their luxurious homes. In
- the distance there was a solitary policeman.
- In front of them yawned a wide black arch,
blacker than the night and morsé full of

terror.

- All the world seemed full of terror at
that moment. There was no light in it, no
love, no help.

Ralph knew all about the arch. He had
been through it by daylight many a time,
and had explored some of its most mysteri-
Ous recesses,

There was a railway, or rather two or
three railways, overhead ; and the arches
below led into one another of crossed oneé
another in a most bewildering manner.

a black, shallow, sluggish river ran in and

| :;‘1‘:}1 :‘:g;osr.lg the piers that supported thé

e}: was a place to strike horrcy to the
to i:t- of a man if he were nul accustomed
b of 't but many of the people of that pur
well, © OWR weré accustoribd to It vel
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t was in a bewildering mannce, too, that

arches thire was a siender wooden platform
that served as a bridge over the dark chasm
below. . .

It was quite narrow, only wide enough
for one person to walk across it at & time;
and it was raised only a few feet above the
shiggish current below.

Terrible as the place was, it otturred to
Ralph that they might find shelter there
from the wild rdin and the piércing wind.

So cold the children were, so wretched,
that once for a tnoment the boy had wished
that the watm earth would open under their
feet and shelter them forever.

Susie shrank in terror when she saw that
Ralph was leading her under the dark arch.
Her quick ear caught the dull splash of
the dark water, and unknown horrors
presented themselves to her childish
imagination. :

‘““Where are you taking me, Ralphy?”
she asked in & beseeching tone. *‘Not
there, oh, not there!”

The boy was as wretched as the little one
herself was. Perhaps more wretched,
since he knew more of the wicked world ;
but he saw that all depended on himself,
humanly speaking.

“Susie, listen to me,” he said in his
firmest voice. ‘‘ Have I ever been unkind
to you?”

““No, Ralphy, never !”

¢« Have I ever asked you to do anything
that was not good 7"

““No, Ralph.” ,

“Then trust me now, little woman.”

“But tell me what you are going to do,
Ralphy,—tell me where we are going ?”

““We are going under this arch if you are
not a little goose. I have been through it
dozens of times. There are a lot of arches,
and I know them all. I know one corner
that will be ever such a jolly place to sleep
in. It is like a little wooden gallery, and
it won’t rain, and the wind can’t get there,
and we shall be as 8afe as safe, if you'll
only come along.” '

Ralph himserall% thought that all this must
sound very tempting, but the little girl
shivered sadly with fear as she followed her
brother down the descent that led from the
side of the street. .

The boy led her very carefully, holding
her hand in hi§, and going a little before.

They came quickly to the bégihning of
the little wooden bridge, the boy holding
by the handrail, and telling Susie to mind
when they came to a stone or a splintered
piece of plank. .

The child was half dead with terror, but
not the less was she brave and strong ;
braver and stroriger for the very effort it
cost her. She ¢ould hbéar the sickening
flow of thé water close benedth her feet.
There seemed a silence about the very
sound it made, a8 if it whisperéd hoarsely
lest it should betray dark deeds. )

At last they reached the little wooden
gallery that Ralph had spoken of ; it sloped
a little toward the water. There was the
cold stone arch on one side and the light
handrail on the other. There was nothing
to make the black darkness visible ; and
the only gound was the sound of the turbid
river dropping with that slow oozy sound
that was so much more repulsive than the
rush of clear water would have beén.

Cold and strange 4§ the placé was, the
children fell asleep quickly, locked in each
other’s arms. Ralph was the last to fall
asleep, and eveén in his sléép he seemied to
hear Susie’s sobs and her pathetic murmurs
of terror. But there was no neéd for her
terror, mor for thé boy’s inevitable fear. A
divine and loving Father watched ovéf
them as protectingly as if they had slépt on
beds of down, énwrapt by silken coverlets.

All ‘night they lay there, and nothing
disturbed them ; and Ralply’s first thought
on waking was the thought of a text that he
had learned when he attended the Sabbath-
school : I laid me down and slept ani
rose up agam, for the Lord sustained me.”

The children said their usual praycis
before emerging from the arches of the
river. The daw ~ht was now struggling
through the sn. atmosphere of Yarn-
borough.” Thet I—carts were driving in.
The silence was sroken by street cries,
The shops were being slowly opened and
the coffee-stalls at the corners of the streets
were thronged with customers. These littlé
oné weré hungry and they were penniless,
but they were not despairing, a8 4 grown-
up person would have \)een.

Their strongest dread was the dréad that

The children went on wandering hand
in hand. At last they came to a street
that was as strange to them as if it had
been a street in some other town. The
neighbourhood was respectable compatred
with the one the{ had left, There were
tiny gardens in fropt of the houses, or
rather little damp, plots that were meant
for gardens. The houses stood in re'%ul_ap
rows, as modern houses do atand., They
looked bare, even mean; but thére were rio
signs of squalor outside. .

Our two little wanderbrs went up and
down one . of Is}ies,e rows—Nelson Row it
was called, Most . of the houses were
inhabited by, working-men, and some of
the windows, beltayed signs of that desire
for respectability . which is, so strgEg a
chatactetistic, of England’s best working-
men and woi-?ihg’-wqme_n. TR

The door of one of these neater-looking
houses stood opeh, and a comely woinan was
trying to cleati away the blackened icé from
the door-steps. .. . .

She looked up ab the children as they
passed, and heér ayes met the heavy, sorrow-
ful blue eyes of Susie. Gk e

«Eh, bairn,”, she said, *bit 1 doubt
you're sickly. WHy has your mother let
you come out such & mommq agthisf” .

Little Susje only looked silently into the
womsn’s face—silently and pathetically.

1t was Ralph who replied : L

«“We haven’t got & mother;” and his
eyes filled with téars as he spoke. o

“You've got a father 7" said the woman,
inquiringly. . .

Yes,” replied Ralph, brushing the tears
away.

““And what's he doing?” asked the
woman. ) ) .

<1 don’t know what he'll be doiig
to-day,” was the reply, cauliously given
Ralph had learned to dread this species of
catechism froin strangers. .

¢ What does s do on othiér days?”
asked the womén.

¢ He paints heraldry,” said Ralph.

« Paints what 1" said the woman, _

“Well, costs of ariny, and things on
carriage doors.” ]

“You mean them lions, standing on
their hind legs, and bears clinibihg up
poles, and vultures wi’ two heads?” =

“Yes,” said Ralph, ‘‘things of that
kind.” = o

““ And does he make a living by it 7"

‘ He can make a living, and & vety good
livihg.” .

“Only ho doi’t?” said the woman; in-
tettbgatively,

Ralph Eeph siletite. Tt wab oftén difficalt
for him to keep God’s commandfiient :
‘‘ Honour thy father and thy. mother, that
thy days may be long upon the land which
the Lord thy God giveth thee;” but he
tried to keep it a3 a rule.

It was only when worn down by suffering
that he permitted a word against his father
to escape him. ‘ .

The woman had been watching the
children narrowly, taking note of their
worn-out look, their thin clothes, and their
bad shoes. She was a person who had had
a history of her own. v . AP

“And where Hav' yé slep’ all mnight?”
she asked of the children.. . ;.

“Under the river arch,” said ﬂ:ﬂph,
boldly and bravely. .

“Kh, inercy of 481" adid thé woman.
“Yé glep’ dnider thets wi' tié rats fiffining
about ye.” \
Tittle Susts shivérsd, and the wofndn
thought §hé Wwas shivefitg with cold.

«Oothe away to the fré and get warmied,”
said the good-hearted woman. My n’u’n’i’g
gone to work, and I've neither chick o
child o’ fiiy owh.” ‘

Theré was 4 blazing fire i the kitchént
and a tidy hearth. Ralph could remembeér
the timé whén his father’s home had lookéd
just as warn and comfortable as this. Little
Susie smiled when the woman told her to
put her féet on the fender.

“ Will you tell me what your name i§?”
the little thing asked, blushing as she
spoke and looking préttier than ever.

The woman laid & yhaternal hafd tpon

the little golden hend.
“They call me Jane Sorrell, honay. Knid
now tell me what do they call thégy”

“Susie Redmayne,” 8aid thé &jpall
creature ; “did ﬁ&l’p}lj is Ralpi Red-
mayne.”

While Mra. Sofrell had béen talking, she
bad also been preparing brenkfast. A j g%
of steaming coffee wits on $Hé tabl¥d, sotn

cautiful home-made bread with nice sweet

utter and a pot of real jam, such is |
new only by memory. Mrs. Borré
oth proud and glad to see how much EHé

childreti etijoyed. their breakfaut.
And now tell me what, y're
do to-day 1 she asked whep the
appetites were about satisfied.

s

want to ask no questions, ngt nols @

wait to dsk 1o duestions, nul
shouldn’t nsk,” sh egdd_ d, f?«;ﬁs éﬁ 120\15

respect t‘hﬁiszcip ed both ;
guoests.  ¢‘ But if ishi’t unbecoming on Hi
ek whit o' agoin g Jor kg
.. The question sadderied Halbh in spith ¢
the woman's kipdness,  Whap wers, tHe}
oing | .,Eo‘f/ etne«* i{%}h& ‘
omeﬁﬁ,whgt& ey webe iitb& o do, t

1,

he gaveibtups . .. . o
"O8Y dont kiiow what, we bl de; Ha
aid, ¢ fior where we shall §6.” . .
.. Yo ain’t thinking o golig Hofis
afain 17 asked Mrs. Jorrell, ... . ..
.. And little ‘;Eggie eried oth wi&ii 8 touel
Bf terror in_her, botig ; ¢ No, .P.,Q%ﬁl don’
take me hoitia } il sleep, egprg ng o#il
beside the watef rather thati go horie 81§
mOi‘Q.” i 4 T R ataa IR :
. “Td & asked, yoii ta stay Here B
fonger, but my inaster lin't ke m
jsn’t fond o childer, and he’s allus §&
that ho's glad we havorrt noe of

0,

can's ask ye to stay, jo feb
onger i «Qigné.r fim%.z&f

i yot, Ho oottt corie
dinger Gill bwalys.” .. g

While tho childreii yois Httiid b3
Sorréll’s cosy fire, wishing that twglve
o'clock might tiever come, or that John
Sorrell would gend word that he was not
coming to his dinner that day, Richard
Redmgype was walking in bitter moodiness
up atid dofni his wietched roorit:

Had anyone told him a week ago tHat
he cared so much for his children, he_wo_u)id
have smiled and said to himself how litt;g
the speaker knew hjm. Things were {13
with him, they had been bad a long fime,
and he could not have believed u}ha& the
absehce of the girl and boy co d make
mattets much worse. P

But; the sudden discovery of their escape
had filled him with a strange deep cﬁng
to which he could give no name. e was
remorseful; he had much to make. him &?l

e

but whep he had blamed himself to
uttermost there was more behind. .

Theré ¥hs in the man a hungry yearnjng
for thé children’s presence, & feeling that
was to him as if he knew that they were
dead, and that e might all the rest {r
life only long patsjonately to spea
word that they could hear. . ., . .

If he could only have thém back for a
mofiiiefit, 50 that he might tell them of his
bitter rgpentance, so that he might promise
them that he would never be unkind or
cruel any more, then he would be satisfied ;
50 he said to himself.

He had scolded them, he had starved
them, and he had struck them; but it
seemed as if another man had done it, for
he had loved them all the while. .

Whilst Richard Redmayne was taking
himself to task for a1l his past conduct, his
neighbours in Piper's Court were talking
about him. )

“Ay,” said a fat virag; ‘“‘fie’s been out
pretending to seek ’em thi8 morning; snd
he’ll be going out pretending td seek ‘ém
again.” .

«“Mebbe he will,” said Bessie Brown;
“but the worst wish I wish thém i, that
somebody kinder than their fathor may
find them and givé thém shelter. but
they’re in God’s hands, and they are safe
there, whether they be found any more in
this world or nof ! ”

(To be continned.)
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KEEP A OLEAN MOUTH, BOYS.

A distinguished authorsays : ** 1 resolved
when I was a child never to use a word
which I could not pronounce hefore my
mothér.”! He kept his resolution, and be-
camme & puré-minded, noble, and honoured
gentléfiap. His rule and example aié
worthy of imitation. (

oys readily learn a class of low, vulgir
expressions, which are never heard in re.
spectable circles. The utmost care of
parents will scarcely prevent it.  Of course,
no one thinks of girls being so exposed to
this peril.  We cannot imagine a decent
irl using words she would not utter before
%ﬁr fus¥er of micther,



