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CHAPTER 1V,
AMONUST TUE BASEETS.

So little Nemo never saw the inside
of the workhouss door, but he became
instead the joint property of the old man
and of Abel Grey. Never did mother or
grandmother watch more anxlously the
child whom they loved, than the old man
and little Abel watched thelir baby.

Directed by Amos, Abel went round to
the different second-hand shops in the
town, and bought a little stock of clothes
for the child, and then he was taught
by the old man how to wash and to
dress it.

It was a curious sight to sce the two
in the firelight, bending over little Nemo,
Ilistening to his every breath, and watch-
ing every movement of his tiny hands or
feet.

Whilst Abal was remnoving to his new
house, whilst he was cleaning the dirty
rooms and putting everything in order,
and at all other times when he was busy,
or when the weatker was wet, the baby
was left with Amos, and the old man
lived his life over again, and felt once
more proud and happy as he watched
by and tended the child.

But in fine weather Abel took the chlid
with him when he went on hisroundsin
the cart; it was good for babies to have
fresh air, eo Amos said, and It was cer-
tainly good for Abe! to have a companion
in the long slow drives which used to be
so tedlous and uninteresting to him.

The cart was covered with baskets of
all sorts and shapes, and colours and
sizes. There were large baskets and
small baskets; thers were baskets red,
and white, and blue, and green, there
were baskets round and baskets sghare,
baskets made for use and baskets made
for ornament; there were clothes baskets
and plate basgkets, and hand baskets and
waste-paper baskets; basket tables and
basket chairs, basket flower-stands and
basVet cradles, basket sofas and basket
stools.

Some of these baskets were slung out-
side the covered cart, so that it looked
like a huge mass of moving baskets as
it went along, others were stowed away
one upon another inside it. But how-
and white, and blue, and green; there
ever full the cart was, angd it was very
full at all times, there was always & cor-
ner Inside kept for little Nerho.

There he quietly slept in a basket
cradle, as his foster-father drove along,
waking up now and agsain to have als
bottle, or to le back in Abels arms as
ho sat on the edge of the cart, only to
fall asleep again, soothed and quieted by
the sweat country afr.

And little Nemo did credit to the con-
stant care bestowed on him by the fwo
men. He grew a strong, healthy child,
rosy and fresh with living in the open
alr, and happy and merry as the day Is
long. Never did baby laugh more than
that baby, never did tiny child crow or
caper or kick his fat little legs with joy,
more than Nemo; never were teeth cut
more easily than the two pearly rows of
which Amos and Abel were so proud.

“ He's all smiles, Abel, my iad,” sald
the old man, as he looked at him one
day,—'all smiles and sunshine. 2ot
one of my sixteen was like him. “Why,
bless him, he hardly seems to know how
tO cry !1!

As Nemo grew older and began to talk,
it was a fresh source of amusement to
the two who cared for him. Every-
thing he said during the day was re-
peated to old Amos at night, and they
both agreed tbat he was the most won-
derful boy that had ever been born. He
uoc longer lay in the basket cradle, but
sat by Abel's side, holding the reins and
calling “ Gee up ™ to the old donkey, and
agking questions about everything they
passed on the road.

Abel’s customers began to look for the
pretty little fair-haired boy, who was
always to be seen perched on the front
of the basket-cart, and many were the
presents brought to little Nemo as he
went through the villages where Abel's
chiet business was done,

Sometimes a kind-hearted woman
would give him an apple or a plum;
scmetimes a child would thrust a picture-
book Into his hand, or world run after
the cart with a dbunch of wild-flowers for
1ittle Nemo.

Abel taught bhim to touch his cap and
to say *Sank'ou,” whenever anything
was brought to him, and he xid it so
prettily, with such a twinkle {n his eye,
and with.sucha tascinating dimpls ia his
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check, that he won the hearts of Abel's l

customery, as he had won Abel's own
heart two years bofore at the work-
house door,

The littlo basket-seller had never be-
fere done so much business as he was
(lplng now that Nemo was with him.
The namber of people who found they
wanted new baskets was astonishing.
Instead of being worse off now that he
had a child to keep as well as himself,
Abel had never heen so rich In his Mfe.

N When he told old Amos this, he gald,

It's the Lord, my lad—he's paying thes
back for looking after the bairn for him.”

But Abel only layghed when the old
man sald this, for Abel did not know tho
Lord; he was yet a stranger to the power
of his love. When Amos triod to spoak
of the Master who was so dear to him,
Abel only smiled to bimself, and thought
it was a childish fancy of the old man's,
with which he amused himself in hils
old age, but which Abel thought had
nothiag to do with himself, and In which
%e had no need to belleve,

For poor littlo Abel Grey lived without
God in the world. He had heard thero
wag a God, or at least that some people
belleved that there was, but ke know
nothing about God, and did not care to
know anything,

He listened to all that Amos sald to
him about the chiid, but when he spokeo
to him of the Lord he loved, and who
was very near and dear to the old man’'s
heart, Abel, whilst he seemed to be 1is-
tening, was thinking of other things,
and never really attended to the words
that were spoken by the old man.

So, whilst Abel loved little Nemo, and
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would have lald down his life for the
child, he never taught bhim anything
about God. It was old Amos who made
the child say a little prayer night and
morning, and who would often lift him
up to the skylight in the attic, and, point-
ing to the blue sky, would tell him that
God Hved there, and that God 1loved
Nemo, and that Nemo must love him.

When he was quite a little child, not
two years old, Nemo learnt this first
simmple lesson, and he mnever forgot it.
He learnt to speak very early, and was
never tired of repeating anything he
had heard. He would drag Abel to the
window of their small house agaip and
again, and, pointing up to the sky, he
would say, “God ‘'ives up dere. God
‘oved Nemo, Nemo ‘oves God.”

And then he would look at Abal, and
go over the same lesson again, in just the
same worda, except that this time he put
Abel's name into it instead of his own—
“God ‘ives up dere. God ‘oves Abel;
Abel ’oves God.”

And the words would ring in the little
man’'s ears long after the rhild had
uttered them—*"God loves fiwel; Abel
loves God.” .

‘Wasg the first of those statements true?
Did God really love Abel 2 He did not
know. Bnut he was quite sure of this,
that Abel did not lov- God. The child
was quite wrong thes,, but he did not
chooge to tell him s0. Nemo would be
troubled if he shook his head and said
that he did not love God, and littls Abdel
Grey would not trouble.Nemo for tho
world.

As Nemo grew older, he became mors
and more of & companfon to nLis little

foster-father. He knew the housss at
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which thoy usually stopped, and he
1 would puli up the donkey at axactiy the

right moment; ho even learnt tho pricos

of tho various articles in the cart, and
. would hoid up a stool or table, it ho saw
any one pass that he thought would be
Hkely to buy, and would call out, ** Nico
basket-stoo), only a shilling, my lady!"
“Round garden table, only throo shlllings
and sixponco, sir I'" as well as Abel could
! have done it himself.

But he was always asklng ono ques-
tion—"" Why don’'t we go somowhero naw,
Ahal—gomowhere where wo've nover been
before 7' and Abel would answer him—

“1 don't know, my l1ad; maybo wo will
somgo day I

But the day Nemo so much longed for
did not come until ho was nearly six
yesrs old, Abel had gone on so long
{n the old groovo, that he found jt very
dificuit to get into a fresh one. RButat
length, after much deep considoration, he
planned that as soon as the warm sum-
mer woather came, ho and Nemo and
the donkey skculd take a long round io0-
gether, and visit villages to which he had
nevor been before, not roturning home
every evening, as had hitherto been his
custom, but sleeping elther in the cart
ftself, or in any other place In which
they might be able to 9nd shelter,

It scamed to little Abe: Grey a mighty
undertaking, and oven after it was set-
i tled ho was full of misgiving, and was
, almost inclined to give it up, but the boy
, was 8o full of delight at the thought of
, seeing places which he had never seen
, before, that he could not bear to disap-
) {):lnt him by saying that he did not care
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Accordingly all was made ready for
their departure. Blankets and warm
wraps were put into the cart, in case
they should have to sleep in the open afr.
Abel bought meat in ting, and a good
supply of bread and biscuils, that they
might not fall short of food; and then,
when all was done, they tcok as tender
2 farewell of old Amos as if they were
going to America or Australia.

“T’l1 tell you all about it when I come
home, Father Amos,” said the boy, “and
you'll like that, won't you ?*

The next morning, at daybreak, Abel
rose, waked little Nemo, and helped him
to dress, for the child was so sleepy he
could not even put his stockings on; and
then be went out to harness the donkey
and to dring the cart to the door.

Nemo was wide awake as coon as he
came out into the fresh morning air, and

starting on the journey.for which he had
longed so much. He perched himselt
beside Abel in a little basket-chafs, which
looked as if it had been mado on purpose
for him, and after eating a large slice of
bread and butter, and drinking a mugful
of milk, he took out of his pocket his
little blue reading-book, and bogan to
learn the spelling which old A .20s had
set him, and which must be said per-
fectly on his reiurn.

1 know what all these streets are
itke,” he explained to Abel, “so 1 shall
get it all done before we come to the new
country, where wa've never been before.”

So thuy were very quiet during the
first part of their journey. Abel sat
bug{ly thinking of the places he meant
to visit, and Nemo was intant on his
book, tracing each vrord with his finger,

and spelling over to himself again and
agatn, pel-g, plg, d-o-g. dog, c-a-t, cat.

Beforo the spolling wes finlstiod, they
has left tho town behind and were get-
ting out Into the open conutry road.
Thero wero greon hedges on coither side,
broken haro and there by a Rate,
thtough which Nemo could aco the sheep
and Jambds lylng under tho trees, or tho
green waving corn moving in the morn-
ing breeze,  But still the child did not
care to uso his ercs much.

“It’s all old yet, Abol,” ha sald.
soan it all bofore.”

It was not until late in the afternoon
that they came to a placo whero four
roads mot, and In which thero war &
curious old-fashioned mileatone on which
was carved, Fairburn—16 miles "

* Now,” sald Abel, * we turn up here}
and Nemo gave a shout of joy.

*New land, now land!* ho cried,
“Hurrah, Abel} wo've nover been hero
beforo "

From that moment Nemo was full of
excitemont and oxpoctation; every flold
they passod he gazed at with intoerest,
becauso it was a fresh fleld; overy horso
and cow and sheep seemed worth looking
at, bocause It was in tho new couniry,
as ho called it.

Tho sun was just beginning to set
when thuy came in sight of somo houses,
still in tho far distance. ‘

“Thoro will bo a villago out there, 1
should say,” said Abel.

A long steop hill took them up Into thoe
village streot. On either side was & row
ot cottages built of grey stoae, some of
them with thatched roofs, andt othors,
more nowly bulit, covered with siatea.
Though it was almost dark, tho village
greea was covered with children playing
at different games, and enjoying the coal
evening alr after tho heat of tho day. - ,

“1t'a over-late to do buslness to-night,’
said Abcl; “ folks can't sce tho bnskets.
We must stop here for tho night, I
think.”

“Where shall wo sleep, Abel 77

“3lere, in the cart, my boy: wo've got
a cover overhead, and plenty of wraps,
and it's o warm, pleasant nfght.”

“Oh, what fun?®" sald littlo Nemo.
“Liftt mo out, and et mo go and look at
thé new country, Abel.”

So Abel took him out of the cart. and
he wandered about the green, watching
the games of the children, throwing
pleces of the biscuit Abel had given him
to tho geese and the ducks, and looking
at the lights appearing one after another
fn the cottage windows. .

When he came back to tae cart, he
found that Abel had been to a farm and
had bought some milk. and made all
ready for thelr supper. Then, after they
had had a good meal, he took Nemo {n
his arms, and they lay covered with
blankets and sound asleep till daybreak.

Then, as soon a3 smoke began to be
geen in tho cottage chimnoeys, Abel was
up and busy.

“We must czll at every house In the
village,” he said; “ for we've mever heen
here before.”

They had a very successful day: the
cart grew lighter, and Abel's pocket
grew heavier at almost every house they
came to; and one farmer’s wife gave
Nemo a cake she had just baked, and
another threw a hardful of goosenerries
into the cart, and a third, when she pald
Abel for her market-basket, gave Nemo a
penny for himseil. So that, altogether,
both Abel and the child had a very
merry time.

Passing through the village late in the
afternoon, they came to an open moor-
i1and stretching away for miles as far as
they could sce.  They fnquired at a
)itt* + pudblic-house, which stood on the
edge of the moor, how far It was to tho
next village, and they were told it was
seve .. miles away

“We must try to get there to-night,
Nemo,” said Abe}, “and begln work there
to-morrow.”

But the moorland road was Tough and
uneven—up hill and down hill the who's
way; sometimes they had to crois 2
stream, and thean the donkey turned
stuptd and refused to move, tiit Abel trok
off his shoes and stockings and waded
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, across, dregging the donley afler him:
was wild with joy that they were reaily |

sometimes the road was 80 steep that
Abel and Nemo had to walk for a mile
at a time, and had often to stop to rest
bota themselves and the donkey. So
their progress wag very slow, and the
darkness came much sooner than they
expected it

On and on thoy went, but no village
came in sight. Somchow or other they
had taken a8 wrong turning, and misseq
the direct road. For some hours Abel
urged the donkey forward; but at leagth
ihe poor anlmal grew very tired, and ho
knew it, and was too kind to preas it
further.

“1t's no use, Nemo,” he sld: “yon
and me will hava to stop here till day-
ligut comes, and we can 826 which way
to ‘O."

(To be continued.)



