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THE CHILDREN’S PRESBYTERIAN.

the fire; yeu look perishing with cold;
and she drew a rude chair up to the war~
mest corner; then, suspiciously glancing
&t the child from the cornors of her eyes,
she continued setting the table for snpper.

Presontly came the ¢ramp of heavy
shoes, the door was swung open with &
quick jork, and the ‘‘goodman” presen.
ted himself, wearied with labor. A look
of intelligence passed between iis wife
and himself; he, too, scanned the boy's

- faco with an expressior not evincing sat-
isfaction, bnt nevertheless made him come
to the table, and then enjoyed the zest
with which he dispatched his snpper.

Day aftor day passed, and yet the boy
begged to be kept * only till to-morrow;”
sa that the good people, after due conaid.
eration, concludéd that as long as he was
so docile and worked so heartily they
would. retain him, .

One day, in the middle of the winter,
apeddler, long'acoustomed to tradeat the
ootta%:s, made his a({) ¢arance and dispos’
ed of his goods readily, as if'he had been
weited for, =~ : '

*You have a boy 'out there splitting
\vo%d, I ses,” he said, pointing to the
yard. C

“Yes. Do you know him?”

“1 huvga'see_n him,” replied the ?eddler,
evasivelyd -~ . .o 1

“And where? Who is he? What is he?”

““A jail-bitd,” and the peddler switng
hiwpack. over his shoulder.  ¢“That boy,
young as he locks, I saw in court myself,
and heard his sdntence; ‘Ten months.’
He's o haird one; you'd do well to lock
carefally-aftor him,”

O, there was something’ so horrible in
the werd *“jail,” the poor woman trem.
bled as ghe laid away her purchases; nor
could shd be easy till she called the boy
in ‘arrd wssured him that she kmew that
dark part of his history.

Ashamed, distressed, the child hun,
hig head; his cheeks seemed bursting witﬁ
the hot blood; his lips quivered, and an.

ish was painted as vividly wpon his

orehead: as if the words were branded in-
the flesh. ‘

“Well,” ho muttered, his whole frame
relaxini; as if a burden of guilt or joy had
suddenly rolled off; * T may as well go
to ruin at once; there’s no use in me try-
ing to do better; everybody hates and de-
spises me; nobody cares about me; I may
a3 well go to ruin at'once.”

~¢¢Tell mae, said the woman, who stood
off favenough for fight if that should be
necessary; ‘“‘how came you to go so young
to that dreadful p]aco? Where was your
mother—where?

01" exclaimed the boy with a burst of
riof that tvas terrible to behold—*‘0, 1
lain't got no mother! O, I hain’t had no

mother ever since I was a baby? If I'd
only had a mother,” he continued, his an-
guish growing more vehement and the
tears gushing out from his strange-look-
ing gray eyes; ‘I wouldn't ha’ been bound
out and kicked and cuffed and laid on to
with whips; I wouldnt he’ been saucy and
got knocked down and run away, and
then stole because I was hungry. O,

hain’t got no mother! I hain’t got no
mother! I haven’t had no mother since
1 was a baby!” :

The strength was all gone from the

oor boy, and he sank on his knees, sob-
ging great choking sobs and rubbing the
hot; tears away with his poor knuckles.
And did that woman stand there unmov-
ed? Did she coldly bid him pack up and
be off—the jail-bird? No, no; she had
béen g riother, and though all her' child-
ren sleptunder the cold god in the church-
yard she was a mother still,
’ Shé went'up to that’pdor boy; not to
héatén' him awsy, but lay hér' fingers
kindly, softly on his head—to tell hith to
look'up and from Henceforth find in her;
d'mother, ' *Yes, she even put her arins
about the neck of thatforsaken, desérted
child; she polured from her mother's heart
sweet, wonlanly words—words of counasel
and tenderness. o A
0, how siveet was her sleep that nightt
how'soft her pillhw! She bad linked a
pobt 'suffering heart to hers by the qxqgt
sillcen “tHe ‘strdngesy bonda. of lové; khe-
had ?lucked some thorns - frofn th;(s‘a.th
of » little sinning, butstriving moral. -

Did the boy leave her! Never!“He is

with her still, a vigorous, manly, promis-
ing youth. The ulifavorable cast of his
conntenance has given place to an open,.
pleasing expression, with depth enog
o' make’ it 'an interesting study. X
foater-father is- dead; his good foster-
mother aged and sickly, but she knows
no want, The once poor ‘cutcast is her
only dependence, and nobly doe. 'he re-
pay the trust.

THE HEAVENLY ROME.

1t is nop the walls of the building in
which you live that makes your earthly
home, bukthe company of those yowlove,

A little boy about four years old, was
returning from school one day. He bound.
ed intq.t%xe house; exclaiming as he hung
his hat in the entry: ‘“This is my home! -
this is my home!”



