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"KOTHER MET MEAT TUEDOOR."1
Mother met me et the door,

The dear old face ceeu at before,
Wbcn from the ways ai travel corne,
I tepped wthin the porcb t homo.
There on the threcbold, tait snd fair,
The ligbt upon ber lovely hair,
Sh@etood, ber chtld to grreet once more-
Mother met me at the door.

N other met me et tbe door:
A look cf love ber aweet face wore,
Ber imite wac cotened by the dew
That tn ber eyesIttc fontain kuew :
The gentie band. the dear old band,
Touk mine, and every featuare ccanned,
Ber bert cf love mn o'er and 9or-
Mgother met me et th. door t

And oh, wbere'er my steps may fait,
In lowly cot or plendd hall.
'W bave nome corne fori ta gi-cet wttbjoy,
Or wbere werm welcomec al employ-
How grand or humble he the place,
There tackc ane cecret. baly gramc,
Whtcb ln oee&pot te alwayc sure-
Mothur met me at the door!

1 camnna thtnk of tbat, na mare,
Wben lie'll moi meet me et the dcor 1
Wbt-n tbrougb the warlit'c dark wayc l'Il go,
N~or fiud ber omîle, the klcc I know ;
When. e'en thougi' ail the warld forcae,
Ber love weuld ontly brtghter wake,
Te-ne. shtiugh my fortune ctnk or car-
Mother met me et the dcor 1

Mober met me et the dor:
O 1 the ,weet tbougbtc ai timec cf yore,
A nt rp-eset bhuri, but ced the davi
Wlren I mipt lope ber fe-Ihn my gaze
And Ii tbtink wtb throhhnghert,
How bard lt was for us Io parti1
MKey heavea keep tht. for me tn tore--
Idtber met me et the door 1

E. B. BussaLi.

WIKKEY-A SCRAP.
IL-

The following evening Lawrence fouud a lot-
ter frnm his cousin on bis table.

41Froni wbat you tel m,"p Reginald wrote,
I should Psv that Wikkey must b. Lugbt

through bis affections ; that he in capable of a
strnrg snd goneroris affertion ho bas flly proed,
so thrîit I advlse ynnet to aternpt for the pi-o-
sent much doctrinal inistrurtion, ("lDoctrinal
intstruction 1" mentally ejeculated Lawrence
"lwbat doos ho meant as if 1 could do thet ;"
tht-n be rt-ail n.) What I1inean is this: Lthe
boy's intellect bas; probably, feon Lb. circnni-
stances of bis life, been tee strongly déelopod
te beve lefL much room for Lb. simple faitb
wbieh one- ban to work enin ordiuary childbood,
and baving been used chie-fly as a weapon,
offensive and defexsive, in Lb. battle with life,
iL is not ikly Le prove e very helpful instru-
ment just now, as iL wnuld peobably make bum
quicker te diacern difficulties tban Le accopt
truths upon trust. I sbonld, Lierefore, b. in-
cined te place religion before bu in a way 1-bat
wonld appeal more te bis affectioné; than te bis
reasen, and Ley te interest hbu in our Lord feon,
se te speak, a humait point of view, without
going inte the mysteries connected witb Lbe In-
carnation,1 end if possible witbout, et fiest, tell-

ng Lb. end of the- Gospel narrative. Speak of
a Foison-On. Whorn yen love-Who migiit
have lived for evor Tu perfect beppiness, buL
Who, feom love te ns, preferred te corne and live
on eartb in poverty sud auffring (Lb. poor lad
wilI appreciaethLb meaning of tiiose words only
toe wel)-Wbo wae al.powe-fnl thougii living
as e Man, and full of tendernosa. Thon tell of
the miracles aud workc of love, of Ris eontinuod
exitenc-tbougb for the preseut invisible te
us-eof Mis love and wtcbfulneae; mand whon
Wikkey's intèreat is aroused, as I believe iL will
be, I shonld read from Lb. Bible iLmoîf Lh. story
of Lb. sufferingsanad death. Cen you gaLber rny
meaning feom thT. rougb ontline 1 IL seema La
me tiaiet i i intended thet Wikkey siiouid ho
led sprard frorn tbe buman te Lh. Divine.
For others e different plan of teaciiing rigiit ho
btter, but I tbink this T tiie rigbt bey te bis
developmot; and, moreover, i firmly believe
tiiet yen will ho shoiwn bow Lo use iL."

Lawrence remained for nmre ime after read-
ng hie letter witb bis elbows on tiie table, and

bis head rosting on bis bauds, wbich were buried
in bis thick heown baie-; a lok of great per.
pîexity was on bis face. "Of 'course, I muet
try," lie tbought ; '4eue couldn't have iL ou
oees conscience; but i'. a mrions business to
bave stirted." Looking np, b. met Wikkoy'a
rethor auxions glance..

" la enytbink amis, Lawrence 1"

happy, only, inatead of that, Me camne down
upen e-Lbh, and bocamo a mani likeonee of us, se
tiiet Me migbht know what iLtei. And thoughi
Me was reaîly a King, He chose te ive like ai
poor man, aud was often celd and buge-ysas
you used Lo bho; sud Me went about helping
people, tand curing those wbe were il], because
yen know, Wikkey, Me was God, sud conld do
suytbing. There are beautiful aLeries about
Mini that I cen tlol yen."

111How do yeu n uw sl about Lb. King, Law-
ren ce T1"

"lILt i writton iu a book calhed the Bible.
Have yen ever seon e Bible 1"

«"1That was Lbe big book as blind Tom used te
sit sud fooT oer with bis fingera by the. ares
rails. I asked bu wbat iL was, sud he eeid as
iL was the Bible. But, bhess yen!1 ho wereu'L
blind ne more uer yen are ; he lodged et Skini-
midg's for s bit, sud 1 sew bxm a reading offLiie
paper in bis rooni; b. kicked me whou ho 88W
as I'd twigged him ;" sud Wikkey's leugh heoke
eut et Lb. recoiiection. Poor chihd, bis vhole
knowlodge of sacredLiihings seem o Le hodeeived

..Hollecttbingsprofaned s ad."
"Tu was a had mari te pretend te b. bliud

wben ho wasr't," said Lawrence, sevorely.
IlBut now, Wikkey, abel Iroad yen e stee-y
about the King 1"

111Did Ho live in London r' Wikkey asked,
as Lawee-nce Lcok rip the old Book witb the fooT-

*i that the bey sbould bear these thinge for the
firtsL time eut of hie motbee's Bible.

ilNo, He ivod i s counte-y a long way off;
but that makes ne difference, because Ho is God,
aud enu seeus overywhere, sud Me wants us te
be good."

Thon Lawrence opened Lb. Bible, sud efter
soxuo thougbt, balf-e-ead, balf-told, about the
feediug of Lb. bunge-y multitude.

Eacb succeeding oveuing a freeii stery about
Lb. King was related, eageely listenod te sud
cemrnented on by Wikkt-y witii sncb famiiar
realiani as ofteu etaethed Lawr-ence, sud made
bum wonder wbetber be wee-e ahiowing irrever-
ence, but wbicb, et the sarne time, tiieew a won-
drously vivid ligiit on the histories wbicb,
knowu ince cbildbood, hed leottse mucb of
thiiee interest for bimseof ; and certainhy, as fer
as awakening fie-t the boy's curiosity, and thon
bis love, wenL, tii. method of instruction an-
ewere-d perfectly.. For Wikkey did net die et
tb. end of tii. week, or of many sncceeding
weeks ; warmt ntisd food, sud Me-s. Evanas' nee
ing powee-s cornbiued, cansed eue of those
curions rallies net tixcommon in cases of cou-
surnpt oni t boIigbfno fonewho aw Liieboy's

thi, fuald ceek, ed billanteyes could
tbiuk the roprieve wouhd be e long eue. Stili
for the proseut there was impeovenont, sud
Lawrenice cold net blp fooing gîad thet bo
might keep for a littIe wie longer Lb. ciid
wbose love had straugely hrightened hie loueiy
lodgings.

And wbile Wikkoy's development was beiug
carreid on in the highost direction, bis oduca-
tien in miner matera was progrossing under
Mes. Evanis' tnition-Luition of ucb Lb. camne
kiud as ah. had hostowed years befoe,on Master
Lawrence and ber swoot Muter Robin.- By do-
groom Wikkey becarne tboreughly iuitiated iu
Lb. mysteries of the otiletLe, sud ether arnitios
of civilized life, sud being a ehae-p child, with a
naturel tue-n for imitation, ho wa, et Lb. end of
a week or Lwo, net eutireby unlike those yenng
gentleman in bis ways, especially wbeu bis con-

rversation bocaeo horu of the expletives whicb
1had et fij'et adorned i, but which, under Me-s.

Evans' s4harp rebukes, sud Lawrerece's graver
tadmonitions that Lbey were displ.asing te tbe

King, fast dissppeared. Wikkey'c remorse on
being htreyed mte the utterence of some cern-
paratively harmlesu expression, quito as deep as
wben eue aipped that gai,@ even Lawrence a
aiieck, show.d ow ittie thoir meeniug hed La
do witb their use.
5 On. eveuing Lawenece, returning home te

ifind Wikkey esteblisbed as usuel ou Lb. sofa
neer the fiee, wua greeted by Lb.esger question-

"Lawenece, wbst was the King like?1 I've
hoen a hinking of itLail day, sund I shossd like

1te know. Do yen Link Me was a bit bbce

"Net et al," Lawrence auswered.. "lWe.
tdou'L know oxactly wiiat Me was like ; but-lot
àme se," he weut ou, cousideriug, ilI hiuk 1
)have a picture somewere-I ied oee;" sud be

B crossod Lii. reum Le a corner where, between the
book-case sud Lb. wal, were put ewey a numhoi
of old pictue-es, brongbt feom Lbe.I"beys' cern"

Lawrence zsodded gravely, and feeling that
this was perhaps as good a moment as any for
completing the history, he took the Book, and
in low reverent tones, began the sad story of the
betrayal, captivity, and Death. Wikkey listened
in absorbed attention, every now and thon com-
menting on the narrative in a way whiclr showed
its intense roality to himself and gave a marvel-
loue vividness to the details of which Lawrence
had bofore scarcely realîsed the terrible force.
As he read on his voice became husky, and the
child's eyes were fixod on hirn with dovouring
eagerness, tili the swful end came, and Wikkey
broko into an agony of weopng Lwrence
hastily put down the Book, and taking the little
worn form intn hie armas tried to soothe the
shaking sobe, feeling the while as though hoe
had beon guilty of crulty to the tender sensi-
tive hoart.

"I thougbt somo one wold have saved
Him," Wikkey gaeped. "I didn't know as He
was killod ; you neyer told me as Me was
killed."

IIWikkey, littlo lad-hnsh-l-:ook bore ! it
wus aIl right at the end. Listen whilo I road
the end ; it is beautiful." And as the sobs euh-
sided ho began to read again, still holding the
boy close, and inwardly wondoring whetbor
somthing liko this migbt have beon the despair
of the disciples on that Friday evening -read of
th- sadness of that waiting time, of the angel's
visit to the silont tornb, -of the loving women
et the sepuicbre, and the joyful message, "lHe
is not bere, He is risen," and lastly, of the part-
ing bles'ring, the seprating cloud and the tidTrngs
of the coming egzain. A look of great relief
was on Wikkeéy's face as Lawrence ceasod road-
ing, and ho lay for smre timo with closod eyes,
resting after hie onthuret. At last hoe opened
tbom with sudden wonder.

"'Lawrence, why did He let themn do it t If
He could do anything, why didn't Me save Him-
self from the enomios 1"

The old wonder-tbo old quostion-which
muet ho answered ; and Lawrence after thinkiog
a moment said-

"It had to be, Wikkey. He had to die-to
die for us. It was like this :-People were very
wicked, always doing bad things, and nobody
that wae bad could go to Heaven, but they miuet
be punishod instoad. But God was very sorry
thait none of the people Me hed made could corne
and be happy with Hirn, so Hie Son Jesus Christ,
our King, became a Maui, and came down on
oarth that He miglit ho punished instead of us,
so that we might be forgiven and allowed to
corne into Heaven. Me bore ahl that for each
of us, 80 that now if we boliovo in Him and try
to please ini, we shail go to b.cvith Him ini
Heaven when we die."

Lawrence was very far fromn guessing that hie
teaching had become "ldoctrinal." He had
spokon ont of the fuluese of hie own conviction,
quickoned into fresh lifo by the intensty of
Wikkoy's realisation of the facts hie had hoard.

"It was good .of Him-it was good," the
child repeated again anrd a gain, with a world of
love shining in hie eye, tilT, worn ont with hie
emiotion, hie foil asleop, and was gently laid by
Lawrence in hie bed. But in the middle of the
night sounds of atifled weoping aroused Law-
ronce.

IlWhaL is iL, Wikkey boy f'"lho asked, grop.
ing hie way tohbu. "Are you worso r'

"I didn't mean for to wake you ; but I wish
-I weisk I hadn't bonod themi coppers off Jim ;
iL makos me fool so bad wbon I thirrk as the
King eaw me," and Wikkey buried hie face in
the kind armn which encircled hini, in uncontrolla-
ble grief. It needed sll Lawrence's assurances
that the King saw hie repentance, and had cor-
tainly forgiven-yos, and the prayor for pardon
whic the young man, hlushing red-hot ta the
darkness at the unwontod effort, nttered in husky
tones, with the child's thin bande clasped in his
own-hefore Wikkoy was snfficiently quieted to
leep egain. Before going down toLthe office

Lawrence wrote Lo hie cousin-
I can do no more ; ho ha. got heyonid me.

He loves Hirn more than ever I have done.
Corne and help us botb."

So Reginald came on such eveninge as hie
could spare, and Wikkey, no longer averse,
listened as he told him of the Fatherhood of
God, of the love of the Son, end of the. evor-

tpresont Comforeor of creation, redemption and
isanctification, and 1l the deep truthe of the.
Bfaith, receiving tbem with the belif that ie born
3rather of love than of reason ; for tiiough the
racutonesa of the. boy's questions and remarks

often obliged Reginald to bring hie own strong
r 1 intelect-o ber on hemthey- ros fron__n

IlHypothetically. DontL b. alarmed, iL isn't
a new fad of mine ; it means baptising on the
supposiion that there bas been no provions bap.
tism, for you know our Church doe not sllow it
to be done twice. I wonder if anything could
be bearrit by going down to the place named in
the book."

"«Cranbury t I.looked iriBradshaw for iL, ad
iL seenis to ho a small place about an hour and
a hair from Eriston station. I might find a day
to rein down, Lhough I don'L quite see when ;
and now if 1 were to find a heap or relations
wanting the boy, I conld not spare ui now,
you know."

siScarcely likely. Wikkey bas evidoutly
neyer seen a relation for, say, ton yeare, or ho
would recoliect it, and iL is hardly probable that
any one will ho anxions to take a boy in hie
stato wbom they have not seen for ton years.
Besides, ho conldn't well ho moved uow."

"1No, ho couldn't ; and I sincorely hope that
no affectionate relatives wiil want to corne and
ses bu boere ; that would ho a rnost awful nui-
sance. What do you thirik of a tearful grand.
motiier haunting the place 1"

"lThe idea is oppressive certainly, but I do
not think you noed fpar it much, and you have
established a protty fair rigbt to do as you liko
about the boy. Look bore, Lawrence, suprosing
1 were to run down to, ths place ; I heliove 1
could spare a day botter tban you, and a breetb
oi iresh air would do me no harmr."

'«I shouldnt think iL would," said Lawrence,
looking et hie cousin'% pale face-ail the paler
for the stress of hie wiritor's work. IlDo, Reg;
and for pity's sake, bring a root of some flower
if you can find one ; it is aickening to tbirik of
a cbild dying without ever having hed sucii a
thing in hie bande. "

"lAhl rigbt, thon, I will go to-morrow ; for,"
Reginald added gravoly, Iltiere is no tume te
hbe Lo. "

11I know -there is not ; 1 know it muet corne
soon. Reg, 1 couldn't have helievod I should
have growri to care for the boy as I do."

IlNo, you have prepared a wrencb for your.
self, old follow, but yore will nover be the worse
for it, Lawrence. You know aIl about that
botter than I cen preecb it to you."

There was a silence, anid thon Lawrence caid-
"Ough t ho to ho told 1"

Well, that puzzles me ; I feel as if heouogiit,
anid yot there cen ho ne rieed te frigbten the
cbild. If iL camne naturaily, it might ho botter
for you to toIl bini gontiy.".

«111" exclaimed Lawrenice, aghast.
IlYes, it muet ho you ; be will take it botter

from vou than froni any one else ; but wait and
set-, you willho shown wbat Lo do."

The resuit of the curate's mission to Cranbury
wss very satisfactory. On lieirig directed te the
solitary remaining inhabitants of the namo of
Wilkins, Reginald learnt thet Sarah Wilkins
had been the enly daughter of bis brother, that
she had merried -a no'or-do-well of the nime of
Whieton, wbo deserted ber shortly before the
hirth of ber cbild, that she had followed her
husband to Londone as soon as she was able to
travel, and after a while iiad been Los sigbt of
by ber family. The old mari teomed but slightly
interested ira the mattor, and Reginald saw that
no interference need ho feared from bum. On
furtber consulting the parish rogister, ho found
recorded the marriago of Thomas Whiston and
Sarah Wilkins, and a yeer haLer, the baptismn of
Wilkins, son of Thomas and Sarah Wbiston, in
1856.

IlSo, it Te as I hoped, the child ie one of the
Fiock," Lb. curate said Lo himef. "And that

3mite of a boy is Lbirtoen years oldi1 and ho re-
Sturned Lo London trinniphent, bringing with
ihim, beaides the information ho weut Lo seek, e

1root of primrosos with yeliow.Lipped spikes
rreedy to buret, end an oarly tbrush's neet, con-
staining five delicato blue eggs. Ticis last treasure
3Regiriald displayed with intense pride.

B "I fouud e boy carrying it on the roed, and
rated Lb. young rescal souridiy for Laking it, but
I'm efreid the shilling 1 gave bum made more

impr ession then the lecture. Iex't iL a boauty 1
rwonder when 1 lest sew a neet T" ho wont on,

Louching Lb. eggs witb loving fiugors. "«Hardly
since our oid bird-nesting days, eh, Lawronce*t

fDo you rernember Lb. missel-thuh in the apple-
tee T"

«Ay, and the licking you got for splitting
your Sunday jacket rip Lb. beck," and the two
"working mon" leugbed et Lb. recoibection, as

etbey carried Lb. prizo te displey te Wikkey,
8with e coînical anxioty, almoat amounting to
gdroad, lest iL siiould not produce Liie effect tbey

inTendd. -No ear o -L.4t- Wikke's y. 
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