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fa my hand ; 1 :bad broken tho rind, and m]

boldmg it to tbe hoy’s lips, squeezing the juice,
which be sucked acd swallowed eagerly. At
length bis thirst seemed assusged, and he desist-
ed. And then he stretched out his thin, thin
arm, and took me by- the hand. ¢ Sir, sir,” he
whispered, ¢ Inasmuch .as ye have done it—
unito-the: least—of theso my brethren—ye have
done it-unto.me 5'—you know who says so,don’t
you?” And'a strange,-lovely, uaeartbly smile
séttled on. his lips.

t¢My -poor boy, :yes,’ I said, looking at him
with astonishment,and pressing softly his wither-
ed, fuded :band.

¢Not poor, not pooi" he repeated.
von’t lét me be poor: He won’t indeed—,

¢ He

1 Since He i3 mino and I'am His,
What ean I-want besides 7"

It was very wonderful; I thought, as I liste :-
eQ to the simple outpourings of the soul of that
dying boy. How many years was it since, in

thimself will wipe away all tears from your eyes.’

¢ Oh, it 1s not that, sir ; but I am very wcak,'
yousce, and a little thing makes me cry now.'

¢ You will not have to cry much more, my
dear, happy boy,” I sad; and my own cheeks

were wet with tears as I spoke. ¢ You are going
where there is no sorrow and crying, where God

brmg this chapter to a close. Seversl successive
days X returned to 'Whiskers’ Ronts to see my
young invalid; and Tnéver knew till then how much
I had yet to lenra of patiencé, resiguation,'nnd
faith io on ever-present though unséen Saviour ;
never till then saw such an ..xemphﬁcatmn of
»'the apostle’s words, ¢ Whom havmg,uol neén ye
love, and in whom, though how ye se¢ him not,
set believing, ye rejoice with joy unspeakable
atd full of glory ; ‘mever 1ill then so ully ap-
preciated another apostle’s question, ¢ ‘Hath dot -
God chosen the poor of this world rich in faith,
and heirs of the kmgdom which be lath promis-
¢d to them that-love him 7’

1 5hall not repéat the'boy’sstory; as 'f “heard ™
it afterwards from his mother’s lips—it was a
very simple one ; nor will 1, though tempted to
do 1t, give the history of that'mother’s life ; for
T inust hasten on to conclude my own history. I
shall only say, therefore, that 1n less:than a week
from my first knowledge of him,the child died.
I followed him to the grave, and mouroed for

¢ Yes, sir ; oh yes !’
T continued,—
 Yet a season and you koow,
' Happy eatrance will be given;
All your sorrows left below,
TAnd earth exchanged for heaven.”
¢ Yes, sir, yes; oh yes ¥ sd he again ; and
then he added, ¢ You would like to pray with
me, wouldnt you, sir?
T knelt down on the floor by his side ; and wase
yet praying with the dying boy when the Jew
landlord returned with the blanket. He did
not withdraw when be saw how T was engaged,
but listencd, at least with a show of respect and

tlnt wretched -garret, T had heard the same
words froia the lips of Fanny Grey; and now
tlais samé child-like confidence in the Good
Shepbérd, which tad helped her to rise nbove'
bér fife trials, was supporting one, as young as
abe in the prospect of death.

‘1 repeat,—~1I thoughtthis 5 but I asked;as a
stranger might, ¢"What do ynu mean, my boy—
Iiwill not call you ¢ poor’ again—but what do

am His' ™

He looked wistfully in my face, and apparent-
ly be was satisfied with-the - examination, for he
smlled peacefully:s <I think you koow, sir,” saud
he ¢but I mean.Jesus—Jesus.’

2 ¢If Iwere mot quite a stranger to you,’ [
would- ask you-what makes you-think that Jesus
is yours acd that you are his ?

¢ His 6wn'word and -pfomise, sir, the boy
apswered. ¢ He -says in his:very own word,
¢ ;ﬁy sheep hear my voice, and I know them,
and .they- follow me;and I give unto them
eieml life ; and they shall-never perish, neither
sball any. man pluck them out of my hand.

; ¢ And are you one-of his sheep, thea 7 I ask-

;L had not thought of making inquiries among

reverenco, and spoke as well asacted, at that|p. oo for a brother. And then I tried to
time, with more apparent kindliness of feeling. comiort hus nother. Years alterwards, wien I
It might have been, however, that the hope of haq 4 happy and prosperous hume, she entered it
gain prompted him to this ; for there it a sense .o my housekeeper, and, by more than twenty
in which ‘moncy unswereth all things’ and v, o fauhful services to me and mine, repaid
certaioly with this man it seemed to be all- tenfold my small offices of frieadship to her
powerful. Before I left, I bad removed the] " .
poor child, in my own arms, to the next attic dying child.
(once little Fanny's and her father’s home), in
which was a fireplace, and the roof of which
was tolerably entire. I bad chused a fire to.1 HEAR TIDINGS OF PEGGY, REVISIT MY OLD
be lighted, too, and wrapped the little fellow up,  STABLE LOFT, AND RENEW ACQUAINTANCE
warmly. I had also procured wine, and put the!  WITH BEN THE OSTLER.
glass to his lips; and then T bethought me of
engaging medical assistance, though how vain
it was to dream of preserving a life already
dwindled to the finest thread, I knew full well.
And this put me in mind of the doctor who
bad visited my mother, as she lay dying; and
then I remembered—what it is strange had

CHAPTER XLIX.

Tue interést 1 felt in the stricken child at
Whiskers” Reats did not cause me to meglect
my search after Peggy Magrath; but it was
unsuccessful. Her old employers bad not-Seen
her since bher imprisoninent; probably, there-
fore, shame for that disgrace.had impelled her
to seck another sphere for ber'industry. Tlat

she bad sought me, hosvever, was pretty certain,
for I remembered that she had been seen inWhit-
kers’ Rents, and fad held communication with
her old employers, who might perbaps be able our old landlord ; but if the secret of her retire- -
to give me some intelligence of my poor old ment had' been— as it most likely was—intrust- .
nurse. But this was not to be thought of now. ed to him, be bad carried it with bim to the

T sent for a doctor, however, who came andigrave.’

néver occured to me before—that poor Peggy
used to work at this house ; and I wondered that

e;ﬂ, as gently as I could..

¢I beleve in him, sir; I love um; and X can,

trust:him," the child whispered'; and tears start-

ed - his eyes, as though .the shadow of a.doubt'

vgere.too painfol to be boree,

i : I wiped bisiteirsaway. X stooped down and the landlord to follow up bis inquiries for poor
hsscdim ‘cold forebead. I asked him to forgive|Peggy-

ue f I bad given him pain.

received my fee, and shook his head gravely, I had no reason to believe that bis successor,
but engaged to attend to the young invalid’s the Jew landlord, slackened in his inquuies ; for
comfort while he lived ; acd then haviag done |

ail that seemeq io my power, 1 departed leavmg
better than my own. There was one old 1.

babitant .of thskers’ Rents, indeed, who re-
Contmucd ors page 93.

I-must shorten this part of my story, and

the expectation of a golden .reward would k2ep
Inm oo the alert ; but he:met, with suceess little
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