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"NORTHERN MESSENGER.

THE INFIDEL AND IIIS DAUGHTER.

[Suggested by reading a newspaper para-
raph deseribing the scene between the brave
old Ethan Allen and lisdaughter on the eve
of her death, wheu she asked the stern in-
fidel in whose faith he would have her to
die~his or her mother’s,} ‘
“The damps of death arecoming fast,
My father, o’er my brow ;
The past with allits scenes has fled,
And I must turn e now
To that dim future which in vain
My feeble eyes desery ;
Telline, my father, in this hour,
* In whose stern faith to die,

“Tthink I’ve watched the scornful smile,
' And heard thy withering tone,
Whene’er the Cluistian’s humble hope
Was placed above thine own ;
L’ve heard thee speak of coming death
- Withont a s'hm%e’ of gloom,
Aund Iaugh at all the childish fears
That cluster round the tomb.

“Qr isit in my mother’s faith?
ITow fondly do T trace, )
Through many a weary year long past,
That calin and saintly face! )
How often do I call to mind,
. Now she is ‘neath the sod,
The place, the houy, in which she drew
My early thoughts to God!

My father, shall T look above,
Amnid this gathering gloom,

To Him whose promiscs of love
LExtend beyond the tomb ?

Or curse the Being who hath blessed
This chequered path of mine?

And promises cternal rest !
Or die, wy sive, in thine P

The frown upon that warrior brow
Passed like a cloud away,

And tears coursed down the rugged cheek
That flowed nottill that day ;

“Not, not in mine,” with choking voice
The sceptic made reply—

“But in thy mother’s Smly faith,
My daugfltcr,‘nmy’st thou die !”

—British Workman.
—————s

YOUNG: SIX-FOOT, AND WHAT BE.-
CAME OI IIIM.

BY MRS. CHARLES GARNETT,
(Author of “ Litle Reinbow, A Navvy Boy,”
“ Lost and Found: A Newvvy Winter Tale,”
L) ’
CHAPTER VI.—NIGHT AND MORNING,

Under the plentiful nourishing diet and
clever hands of the ganger’s wife, young
Six-foot rapidly 1'(300\’(31'(:%] and in a week
was able, as Ben had prop{msied, to return
to wark, ‘When he did so he found his
friend had gone. He neither felt nor bore
malice for the treatmenthe had received, it
was 10t an unnsual oceurrence for a nipper
to get “knocked about,” and as young
Nobby remarked, “It went in the day’s
work, and when a chap hasu’t a father to
stand np for him it’s like to lie heavy
sometinies ;” hut, as a sort of congratula-
tory  welcome, he bestowed upon  his
“mate” n fox and-geese board cut pur-
posely for him, and a large packet—his
own wecekly allowance—of  mint bull’s
eyes,”

Things went on now very much as they
had doue before that hot day upon which
Six-foot had first seen the lady., Some.
times the rememberanee of those happy
weeks, and of the wonderful new things he
had heard then, would come vividly and
unbidden back to him ; but he was only a
child, and therefore did not think much or
long about anything, A babit, however,
remained : each morning and night he knelt
and repeated a little prayer which he had
learnt as he  wheeled the skilly tub,
and he taught it also to Priss and John
William.

December came, and all the lovely songs

of the wooded hills were reduced to the

singing of here and there a solitary robin ;
and not a few bright things Desides the
werry whistle of birds were changed too,
With its first day came aheavy fall of snow.
Many men had been turned off during the
last fortnight, for with the rain pouring
down puddling was at an end, and now if

the frost set in the comereting would be

stopped. True, the Manager might have
contrived the work so as to give employ-
ment to many of the men, and he snggested
as much to his chief, but the Contractor who
came weekly from a noble mansion, which
with its miles of park he had Jately hought
for £120,000 from an aristocratic owner,
said “he could not afford such waste, that
it ‘answered better’ to twmn the men off in
winter, and cram work on in overtime in
summer, and he ought to know, he’d been at
it for over thirty years.” Yes! he knew
hew'to makemouey.

So scores of men went on tramp, and
wandered for weeks and- months through the
bitter winter, homeless aud hopeless, up and
down the land, visiting, one after another,
all the great public works, and heming the
same answer to their gquestion—

“Can we go to work ¥’

“No, we're sacking men, not putting
On.”

Six-foot felt himself fortunate in still

being kept at his post. Now the lodgers
.{were decreased in nwmnbers, his mother’s

services to help were no longer needed at
the settlement, aud her employment gradu-
ally ceased. The last person-to disiiss her
was the ganger’s wife, and even aftey this
was the case many o basket of provizions
and many a stray sixpence foand their way
home by Priss.

“Tt wasn’t to be expecied they would
keep me on. I can’t do helf a day’s work
now, Fred.” )

“No, mother.,”
luctant] s

“I'm going, my lad.” She fondled the
little bard hand in her own as she said the
words.

He looked into her face, and tried to
sny, “Yes, mother,” hut somehow he could
not do it. . V. :

The subject was not mentioned again, but
day by day the fact drew nearer, and both
of them knew it, =

Sometimes on the works, playing with
Nobby, this remembrance would recur to
Six-foot, butas a rule he forgot it from
leaving lome in the moring to returning
thither at night. But there, never for one
hour could it be overlooked, Fora week
past the mother kad been in bed, Mis,
Nobby had sent Selinaup with an old blue-
checked table-cloth, which was suspendedas
& curtain on one side of the bed, It kept
off two or three of the’ dmug{hts, but the
place was very cold ; the wind blowing in
at numberless chinks, both in the wallsand
between the slates of the roof, wafted the
curiain about so much that & stone had to
be tied in one corner to keep it steady.
The snow was [alling thick and fast, and
some llakes entering through the craunies
under thie eaves, came softly fluttering in,
and fell, melting slowly, on the floor,

“Shall I make youa cup o’ tea, mother 9
asked Six-foot one evening,

“Yes, my boy. I'm parched
thirat.”

“Mrs, Nobby gave me adrop of milk, so
yowllhave it nice.”

The sick woman drank engerly.

“Do eat o hit o’ toast, mother,
somo more hread left.”

“I’m not hungry, child ; cat it yourself.
Pm only thirmsty. Say your prayer now
and then I'll go to sleep.”

An honr afterwards, as he was sitting by
the sinall fire carefully keeping some more
tea warm, sheawoke, and speaking asthough
she had never slept asked,—

“What will you do

“1 don’t know, mother,” he replied.

“There’s the Union,”

“Qh, mother, we could not bide there !”

“My poor little Iad !  Where’s Priss and
John Willum 9

“ Asleep, mother, down there; where I
made that straw sonice that Ganger gived
me yesterday. Do you want them 77

“ No, T could not see them. Light the
candle.”

Then she dozed off again, and the candle
—their only one—guttered in the swaying
breeze. At the dead of the night she awoke
again,

“ Fred 1"
tinet,

“Yes, mother,”

He said the words re-

with

There’s

Her voice was strangely dis-

“What did the lady say—many man-
sions 7

“Yes, mother.”

“Room for all of us?”

“Yes, mother ; I learnt it you know, it
Foes this way : Jesus said, ‘In my Father’s

louse are many mansions, I go to prepare a
place for you.?”

“ For thee, and the two little onesand me
we'll be all together there, Fred. She told
me I must try and be patient because He
were. Ilave tried, but only poorly, but
He died to—forgive—-"

She did not say any more but her eyes
were very bright and, her hand held his so
tightly, Sixfoot stood still by her side; he
seemed to have stood there a long time, then
gradually his mothw’s eyes partly elosed,
and her hand grew cold. The candle flared,
Six-foot withdrew lis clasp from bhis
mother’s and tried to push it higher, but
the Iast morsel of wick was spent, it flashed
up and then all was dark. The small bit of
fire bad died out, and Six-foot well knew
there was neither coal nor wood left to
mend it, e felt his way back to his seat.
Was his motherasleep? She did not breathe.
Was she dead? The thought was unbear-
able, but it made him cry, and he cried so
long and so bitterly that at last he lny down
worn out upon the hearth and alsv
slept,

Tours afterwards, he was awakened by
hearing John William clamoring for his
breakfast, He started to his feet. Onc
look at his mother—his dear mother—oh !
how still she lay !—and the little boy had
rushed out of the cow-shed and away to the
nearest house,

It was still enrly morning and daylight
lingered as it crept slowly over the snowy
hills; but- Mrs. Thorne - was astir and
the breakfast preparations were going on
briskly,

Six-foot rushed in.

“(Come missus, to mother. I believeshe’s
dead.” And the child threw himself down,
burying his facein his ars in a passion of
weeping,

“@ive him some breakfast, master. I
know my road without you, Six-foet; you
stay here,”

“When did she die?” asked the ganger,
not unkindly, ashe placed some cald beef anc
o cul) of ten before the boy.

1 think last night, just when the candle

went out.” )

“ Have you had no light, then 7” asked the
man compassionately.

“No, we’d no more coal.”

“ Was anybody with you 9’

“Only tﬁe children and they were as-
leep.” .

“Poor little chap !”

“Whatever will they do, landlord ¥’ as-
ked Punch. ) :

The men were going ount, but Six-foot
distinctly heard the word * Union,”

“You ncedn’t come on the dock this
morning,” said the ganger, looking in
again.

So Six-foot sat by the fire and though,
“I'm all the man there is to look after
them childer, but ’'m ouly small. I think
[ could doit. Next summer I'll get two
shillings more, and theu we’d do nicely,
and Priss °11 soon earn a living, she’s going
for seven, she conld go out te nurse.”

CHAPTER VII. CONCLUSION,

Whatever he did, for Six.foot returned to
his usual work that afternoon, one word re-
reated itself over and overagain to thelittle

oy, “the Union.”

l)‘rfe knew what it meant, for once, and
once only, in their wanderings in search of
the father, his mother had taken refuge
with the children within its walls, and Six-
foot mever thought about the place without
a shudder; far more welcome was a dry
ditch or an old haystack as a sleeping-place
than that dull, white ward, whose tall walls
seemed to shut them out from freedom and
life. Six-foot determined that nothing
ghould ever make him go there; but then
how could he bear to leave Priss and Jolm

William to enter alone? ITe imagined|.

them locked up inside those great gates, and
himself wandering round outside vainly
trying to sce them. No, ho must give up
his freedom rather than desert the children ;
and though he had told himsclf he could
keep them, yet in his heart he felt this was
impossible, He went home every night and
looked at hig mother, and then went away
to sleep at a neighbor’s house. . And every
day he cried, forno one could see him there,
and told to those dead ears his trouble, it
seemed to do him good.

A gathering, according to navvy custom,

and though the times were hard, none there
refused to hell). A sad procession—but no
pauper funeral-~wound its way across the
snow-covered fields and drifted roads from
the old cow-shed to thechurch. Behind the

children respectably dressed in mourning,
and then the navvy women, whose kind

ones, followed. Itwasall very strange to
the young mourners ;the chureh, the clergy-
man and his white gown and solemn voice.
Priss staved about with her wild eyes and
John William audibly asked questions, But
when they reached the open grave, suddenly
thelittle girlseemed to understand. “Mam-
my, mammy ! she cried, and stretched out
her hands,

Priss,” :

“ Where is she, then?”

“In God’s house.”

“Did she say she was going there 1’

“Yes, on Tuesday night, when you were
asleep.”

“Youn might have waked me and let me
see her go ; she might have taken me with
her,”” sobbed Priss,

They went home to the cow-house to tea.
The little lplace had never been so full be-
fore. Onthe old table were bread and butter
cakes and tea, and the company were just
sitting down when a stranger made his ap-
pearance.

He was a stout middle-aged man, but-
toned up in a thick overcoat, and drove up
in a gig, which he left under the care of
young Nubby, who got in and hegan driv-
ing himself about, to the admiration of
three boy beholders, who also were linger-
ing outside. e did not waste much time,
but came to the point at once,

“I'm the relieving officer from——""
said he.  “These works are in the distriet.
I'm sure the Guardians have to thank you
navvies for burying this woman free of cost
to us; and I've come over to remove the
.children,”

to 7? said Nobby.

theirsettlement, and then we shall pass them
on to where their settlement is found.”

Six-foot’s heart was beating thick and
fast as he listened.

% And what will they do wi’ em ?"? asked
Runner.

“\Vhy, keep ’em in the Union till such
time as they arve ready to he apprenticed
out.”

% Nay !” cried Somerset, striking the table
till the cups jingled again ; “not so. A
navvy lad like that,” pointing to John
William, who with round eyes and red
cheeks was munching & tea-cake, ® shut up
ina Work’us! I'm only a single man, but
I'm ready to.give a shilling a week towards
keeping him from that.”

“1 too, mate,” cried Runner grasping his
old enemy’s hand,

“Shut up,” eried Mrs, Nobby., “Meand
my partner’s agreed we’ll take Priss ; she’ll
go in wi’ oursix, Now, Mrs, Thorne.”

“Yes,” said Mrs, Thorne thus appealed
to; “Ganger and me’s settled it 1o take
Six-foot and the little 'un. We have none
of our own, and they’ll be well done to so
long as they’re good lads.”

“Well,” sid the relieving officer, “just
for form’s sake, Il ask the children. Will
you, my boy, stay here, or shall I take you,
and find your friends for you 3"

Clutching Mrs. Thorne’s gown eagerly,
Six-foot replied, “We’ve got no friends
master. We'll stop here, and grateful,
Mrs. Ganger,” Ileraised a face all glow-
ing with smiles to hers,

A how! of misery broke suddenly on the
astonished earsof the assembly.

“What's up, Priss?”’

“QOh! I don’t want to leave Six-foot and
John Willum, I don’t—aeh 1”

“Youwll he next door, child.”

“Qh! hut I shall belong to Mrs. Nobby,
and they’ll belong to you, Mrs. Ganger.
We've always had only one mother.”

“No more you shan’t yet, little 'un,
Missug, if you’re willing I am, to take the
lot. Whatdo yousay ! Don’tlet us part
’em, old woman.”

_The ganger stood stquarely looking at his
wife. -

“Qh, Jack, my lad, what a good 'nn you
are at the bottom,” No one had ever seen

her do it before, but Mrs, Thorne buried her
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was made on the works for the funeral ;

coflin, carried by navvies, walked the three’

hands had been busy sewing for the little.

“Hush,” said Six-foot ; ““she’s not there,

®YWhere are you going to remove ’em:

“Well, to the Union, till we ascertain’




