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The Redeemed One.
OR, A LIFE’S LESSON.

BY SYLVANU3S COBB, JR.

veY MArsTON sat
in her small

kitchen and her

N\ only occupation
d was her child.

The mother was
young, not over
five and twenty,
and possessed a
face of rare
beauty and sweet-
ness. But now ihere
was a cloud upon her
brow, and her face
o«  was pale, and a tear
stood trembling upon her
long lashes. It was pas’
ten oclock at pight and
her husband kad not re-
turned. The season was
_early Spring, and as the air with-
out was chill and damp she was
obliged to sit by the fire., She had
procured supper at the usual bour,
but no husband had come to par-
take with her. And there the ta-
ble yetsstood, and upon the stove
the tea-kettle sung its simple song
all unconscious of the tearful eye
that watched it. So Luey had
placed no fire in the sitting room.
Upon a low stool at her teet sat

her boy. He was a curly-haired,
bright-eyed child who had seen
four summers and the frost of five
wimnters. Helaynow with his head
in his mother’s lap, and a deep
sleep had cicsed his lids and hush-
ed his soul to.rest. The wind
sighed mournfully about the sides
of the house, and a pattering upon
the window told that a rain storm
was coming.

Larger and larger grew the tear
upon the mother’s eyelid, and by
and by it fell upon the face of the
child. He started up, and rubbed
his eyes, and having realized
where he was, he gazed up into
his mother’s face.

“« M amma,” he said, and hislow
sweet voice sounded moumfully,
¢ has papa come ?’

“« No, my child.”

« And why don’t he come, mam-
ma P’

« T don’t know, Freddy.”

The child watched the working
features of his mother for some
moments, and then asked with
great earnestnes:

“ Are you crying vecause he
don’t come ?’

Butthe mother could not answer.




