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have returned, he might even have got up to let her pass ; he
could not say instinct, would prompt him so far; bat now
the drowsy stupor of death sexmed to be fast atealing over
him. Buat not yet, little Tim; not yet, your time is not
come, you have still a bright life nnd sunshine befare you, if
you did but comprehend it. Tho area door just below where
he sat aud half slept, was opened suddenly, angry voices fell
on his ear, then a moment later & womat, swept tiercely up
the steps, dashed back the gate on tho top, and then r.u
madly away down tho atrect,

It vroused Tim. He rubbed his eyes, and gazed after the
retroating figurc in & misty sort of way ; ho hal recognised
“her, tho woman who ran, to be the one who had been so kind
to him in the morning. Trouble had come to her, he had no
doubt whatover of the fact, and tho had shewn him such
kindncss as he had nover known before. His wits hiad been
keenly alive in the morning, and ho had noted the longing
looks of the woman at the smoking coffee ; aye, even at the
very moment when Jinks had been giving the cup into his
(Tim's) band. e, unlike many more favuured ones of carth,
had taken the gift thereforo at its true cost ; and now, full of
numbnoss as he was, ho arose and tottered away in the
direction the woman had taker. Ou, on, a weary way he
went ; away from the warmth of the moro sheltered strects,
on to the damp and mst of the river-side. \Whether he
indeed saw the woman guing on beforo, or whether it was
only God who led him in the right way, he never kuew,
still ho gathered life aud warmth as ho wont .n, and by-and.
by, as I have said, ho stood upon the banks of tho river.
There were but few people thers, and only ons sulitary
policeman was in sight, yet Tim's oye took in her he sought,
took her in plainly cuough as sha wandered aimlessly up and
down by the water's edge. The numbness soemed to creep
over him again as he stoud ; he did not go and speak to her,
but merely crouched whero he was, by a lamp-post out of the
policeman’s sight, and then he duz:d and oace more forgot
everything.

The people had all gono away, save the policeman and one

friend, and buth together thoy paced backwards and furwards
quite at ease; for they had not seen Tim, and the woman
they had some little time bLefore watched so carcfully, was
now gone away with the rest. Then, the policeman being
cold, and seeing no need of such over strictness to his duty,
turned aside at the suggestion of his friend, just to get a
glass at the latter's bouse, and “‘a sniff of the fire too,” as he
himself said, gazing around upon the deserted scene of his
watch—and so he went away. A minute later, and a
viercing shriek rent the air.  The woman, whom we will call
}or the time beiug, cne utterly bereft of common-sense, had
been only in hiding ; and although for an hour past she had
boen meditating this act of self-destruction, still now, when
the chill of the fearful water had touched her, she had as it
were all unconsciously cried out for aid. It had been some-
what like the chill of death to her, the death she had sought ;
but we who know how weak human nature is, kuow of a
surety that it is life, swcet life, we crave at the very last, no
matter how desponding we have been before. Tim started
up. Once more death was warded off him, once more the
blood coursed weakly in his veins, once more he rubbed his
poor, dim eyes with his half-fruzen fiogers ; and then, as he
discerned a black figure strugghng in the water, he, without
thought of avy kind, threw hunself in as well. Poor boy!
it seemed about the only thing he could do to try and save
her, and she had been so kind to him! Both would have
gone down of course, but One who gave His life for ours, One
who knew, too, that little Tim was, all unknown to himself,
treading in His holy footsteps, was near at this Christmas.
time to help His poor, helpless children. A barge came
heavily up the river, the bargemen saw the two drowning
ones, they were in time, and—thank God both were saved !

They brought them bacl to cousciousness, and the poor
woman wept her thanks, She was in her right mind now,
and she feared death, although but a few brief minutes Lefore
she had deemed it abuut the best thing which could come to
her. Su the police heard paught of the matter, and when
they reached a landing-place they were set ashore, warmed,
dried, and fed, and, will you believe it, with just a faint
glimmering of hope in bota their hearts. They had been
delivered from a dreadful fate, and when a danger is well
over, although perhaps things are nut in the least altered, we
all feel the renewal of life, we all feel the more ready to
grapple with difficulties, and often I believe, our efforts being
more hearty and hopeful, we meet with the success which we

have all our lives been trying to ohtain, It was Christmas.
time, too, but I donbt if Tim new aught of the true meanin

of the blessed seasun, the woman did, because of the granc

houses in which she had worked, and because of tho dim
teachinga of her yonthful days.  Still Christmas was nnthing
to her- nothing,  Th» bLells broke the early morning stiliness,
and they swunded merry and blithe ; and wuce or twrco the
wuman langhed suftly, as she and Tun crept into donrways
aud Jdark curners to Jdude the polive un their way , for hopeful
as sho was, sho dreaded the pulice, dreaded to be questioned
as tu beiny fumd abroad at that urcarthly hour.

At length the cellar was reached whoremn the woman's
<luldren lay in the utter unconscivuanoss of stumber. It was
a dauk, unhealthy placo, full of fearful sinolls, and rarvely
with hight enough fur the pursuance of ordinary huusehold
work. We will, however, say no more; but ask you instead
to listen to the bells and their glad, glad talo—the same
which the aungols bore to the shepheids of old, on the sweot
movnlit plaius of Bethichem. Tiun and the woman heard it
tus, but the music could not in anywise make up for the
wictchedness of the place.  Hope died out of thoe latter's
heart when sho saw all as it was befire, so that sho sank
upon the tluor and shed bitter tears, almost wishing that she
had been lot die, and so have done with her misery for over.
Tun heard her sobs, but the it of candlo which the woman
had lighted upon their guing in waa fast dying out, so that ho
could not see her face plainly , he, however, romembered the
cuffea ; and creeying up to her side, put his p or, dirty hand
in lirs, in r al love, pivy, and sympathy. Than, from the
utter fulness of her heart she told her tale, how that a brooch
had been lost in the grand house, and she accusca of the
theft, thers having baen 2o une but she and the owner of the
trinket, who had entered the room at all. She had got away,
and seapud prisun ouly Ly barsting from the woman who
beld ber, till the police should come. ** Nut that I care for
prieun,” she wailed forth. ‘I have kept them,” and sho
pointed towards her sleeping children, ¢ becauso [ couldn’t
bear being parted from them I've worked and slaved,
branging Lome a guud part of my own fued for them, for a
woman 8 money ain't much to keep four mouths going, aml
rent besides.  Now they’ll have to go to the k us, and I as
well, unless—"" and her voice grew hollow and hard, “I'm a
bit more lucky than I was last night.”

Tim did not answer. Was he asleep, poor boy? Likely
envugh! Dy-and-by he roused himselt wearily, and asked
Jor stecp was again coming to his poor, tired Lody), ** What
wor the thing like, missia? WV v it gooldy and shimy hke?"”

“Yes, but that makes no odds, as I can see,” and the
woman seemed half angry, by her way of speaking, to think
that lie shuuld have asked so silly a question,

¢ No, no, ‘ceurse it dun't,” snd yet the boy mused and
mused, till sick and utterly wornout he slept, deeply, heavily,
there on the damp flior as he was,

The sun, the Chnstinas sun, shone brightly in through the
windosn s of a house in Eaton-square. The family had wished
cach other o merry Christmas all the way round, furgetiul,
utterly forgetful, I fear, of their puorer brethren hard by. 1f
we have naught to give (and surely, sarcly when so much has
been given, we can s.arce one of us be 8o poor as that), wecan
at least bestuw a prayer, a loving thought, upon this day of
days. But in this household it was not wilful forgetfulness,
1t was but the forgetfuluess of those who, having never known
poserty, give not sv much as onus theught upun the matter.
A servaut entered the reom, and the master of the house
glanced inquiringly round.

« Please, sir, there's a boy at the door who says as he
knows somethirk of Missis’s brooch, and he won't go, he says,
till he's seen her.”

A tall lady with a haughty bearing, the one who had passed
Tim in the dourway the day before, rose from the table to
leave the room. ** Bring him into the hall, James,” was all
she said, and then stately as a judge, which she was soon to
be, she swopt un to where the buy was already waiting.

«* Please ma'am, be you she as has lost summat gooldy 2"
asked povur, trembling Tun, as he shivered up to the lady, all
in a fright at her vory grandeur,

‘“Yes—and I think I am to understand that you know
something about it ?”

“Yes, ma'am.” He paused, and seemed as though intently
examining her countenance, then once more he continued,
“Yes, you be the one a4 I seo'd go out o' this very dour as I
was a-settin’ on the atep tu rest yesterday, and I see'd a
summat gooldy ashinin’ in the ragged bits o’ your shawl, and



