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Bobby.

BT ALICE M. DOUTHITY.
Thoro is so little that I can tell about Bobby, and ho did so

much. Bobby was a wail on the sea of life. \We did not know
where ho had lived, wo did not know even his namo.

One ovening just at dask, ho bad como wandoring into our little
village, when Mrs. Walton bent ovor him and asked tho lonely
little etrangor his name, he raised two great blackeyesto her faco
and said:

“ I'm Bobby."

* But your other name, your:father's namo?" Ara. Walton
persisted.

* I'm just Bobby." the child said, shaking bie little dark head.

* And whero is your home ?**

+ Bobby has no bome,” the little ono answered, ¢ Bobby came
from where the san shines, far away over tho sea. JMMamma says
Bobby is a stray lamb."”

* Where are you going? " Are. Waltonasked, her voice husky.

The child was lookiog about and did not seem to hear the
question ; bot after 2 whilo ho said, wearily: * I'm sotired, I do
0ot liko this place. 1 think I will walk op, pleage. T think I will
go right on to beaven. Do you thinrk they will opea tho gates for
Bobby if bo gets there at pight ? Mamrma’s there, you knot.”

Bat Bobby did not go on to beaven that night. Mra. YWalton
took him home with her. And there he staycd.

Bobby hadJonly ono log. The other was off above the knce.
50 he bad always to walk with a cratch.  When askod aboat 18, the
cbild ssid:

“ I awoke and it «was gone, and thors were rows of bels, ang
mawmms had gons to heaven.”

Aund this was ail wo know of Bobby’s littlo past. Althoagh wo
advertised and tried in every possible way to learn somothing of
thosze to whom ths boy had belonged, wocould fin : no trace o

. them. That tho child had Leon accustomed to tho most refined

sarroundings was evident. 1o was nover very strong, and during
the Girst years of his life among us ho spent most of bis time lying
ouv a conch ip a certain besntilal room of Mra. Waltsa’s. He did
not {alk much, perbaps becanso the littlo body was never quite {reo
{rom pain. But whon bo did talk he had a quaint way of speaking
of himsslf as in the third person. Ho soon began to shows
patsionate {ondness for music. And for a child, how he eang!
Hebdocame, at 1ast, qaite the wonder of our qaiet village. Daring
that last year ho uced to lio for hours crutaing exltly to himself
and looking out into tho tree tops that shaded bis window, and
throogh tho tres tops to the blae hills voyond. Perbaps oar Bobby
w23 not only » mausician; be may havabeen s poet as well,

And now I am goiog to tall you soms of ths thiags shst Bobby
did. .
There was bat oao church in the village. Many of the peoplo
went to charch bat they were not very warm.hearted Christians, 1
suspeet. They did not iry to help the minister in his work, and
they gave very little to missions. In short, they did not carea
groat deal {or avybody but 1hemselves.

Mz, Parleo, the miaister, war » very sad man. Hip only little
boy bad died aboal thoe time that Bobby cameto tho village. The
childron exid that he—1Mr. Parton—went ont often when it was
0013 and dark, aad cried by the little, silent grave.

0Qa Sanday moraing—DBabby was sirong enoogh that last vear
$0 Lo ont &nd play a littlo almoss every day—some playmates wero
telling him of this little boy of Az, Parton's. “Ah!" sid Bobby,
*«1 am 80 sorry for Mr. Parton. 1 will go and sing 0 him. rs
Waltoa likes mo 2o sing when sho is lonedy™

That morniog whea tho minister was giviogoat a hymo, Bobdby
stepped away {rom Mrs. Walton's side. Patter, went the littls
crateh, and the little {oo!, up the long aisle, and withant pausiog.
oa op into the pulpit, nol stoppizg atil tko tioy, dark-haired child
stood cloro basida the armazed preacher.

The boy did not spork, a0d the coagregation began 19 smile.
Bat thoy did not smilo for loag. Saddealy they grew very still
Toats gathered in many eyes.

Boddy. a rare smilo lighting up bis little, thin, dark face, had
becon tosiog. It was oaly soms sumple, childish hiymo, bat it was
Bobby’s voice, that rare, sirange, wonderlnl voice, that sang it
Except for the singiog, ¥oa almost coald havo heard a pin drop in
that chazsh, it was 8o atill.

Tho miointer pot his hand over his eyes, and Bobdy, thiokirg
that perhaps bo might be gnaving for tho Jost little Yoy, deew closo
10 bim acd leased sguinst biro as he szg. Boddy did net hager

ST TS -

)
!

The Presbyterian Review.

n instant after his little song was ended, bat patiered off down to
Mrs. Walton. .

Mr Parton was not troubled by inattontion that day ; a gread
hush geemed to bave {allen over thepeople. Tholollowing Sunday
when the minister read the first hyman, the littleorotch again went
pattering np into the puolpit. BMr. Parton stopped readingand
emiled down at Bobby, bat the child did not seem to see him,
Thoro was a longing, far-away look in the great oyes. It scemed
nlmost as if he woro singing to some invisible pregence.

And 8o Bobby kept singing overy Sunday and great crowds scon
began to come to that church. MMr. Parton forgot his eorrow in
tho good that was being done. Tho child eang always of his own
freo will. No one could get him to talk of the singing. He wonld
say, simply :

+ 1 like to sing in Shurch. Iguoessthat up in heavea mamma
listons.”

Mrs Walton talked to Bobby a great deal ot this unknown
mother,and he would often alluds to ber asawaiting him in Heaven,
Althoggk he seemed to have quite forgotten the strange way in
which he had come to the village, as well 28 overything pertaining
to that other unkaowa life of his, he seemed to entertain, ashe had
dono {rom the firat, the idea that in somo way he was going very
aoon to Heaven to meet his mamma.

‘Thero camo a day when Bobby did nos harry off down tho aislo
ne neus! after singing. Instead, e climdbed into a groat easy chair
in the pulpit and sat there, his head resting on hislittle dark hand.

It €0 happened 3hat the ecrmon thas day was abont missionaries
and their work, and at the close Mr. Psrton asked for a collection
for {orcign missions. ’

When Mr. Parton had flnished speaking, Bobby stepped forward.
Asido {from his sicging, the boy bed never spoke in the palpit before.
What promgted him to do it now no ono ever knew. Bat ho-said,
the clear, childish voice Ialling out over almust perfect stillneas, as
leaniug far forward Ho reached oat his little arma.

+» Scffer tho littls children to come unto me.”,

1{e bad learned the veres that motning. Then hebrokeout into
a low, sad, plantive air that wraog the heartsof those who beard
it. Tho pastor was not digsatisfied with the collestion that day.
1 daro say there had nover befors been 8o largo o som sent from
that chorch.

Tho following Sanday when Bobby had faished hia singing he
again crept up into tho great chair and rested hia bead on hiahand.
Thero was something new and different about Bobby., Ria bright-
neas scemed to have gone.  There wasa pinched, weary lookin the
littlo face, and great circles under tho big, wistfal eves. dlother's
aearts ached when they Jooked at him.

The ladies of tho church were makiog up a box to send to tho
poor children of & neighboring city, and the munister spoks
something of the fact before commencing tho sermon. Bobby at
oncs flipped down from lus chair and, leaning hesvily on hiscroteh,

id :

= Send it foll, packed fall to the very top. Youn don't koow
how sad an< busgry and cold they are. I did not koow, bot ons
day I went with Mra Walton and I sxw them all ragged and pale,
sud 1 caunot cave f{or all the teaniifol things since. Tell them
B1bby has no merey to send and his caunos come to them now, but
Botby scods his love. Pat a little letter in and tell them this, and
tell thiem also, that whan Bebby gets on to Heaven ioand mamma
will 150k down ant watch over them, and will ask Jesas to never
1et anythiog hart theta aoymoze. Do this,” = strangely winniog
smilo lighting up his wan litile {ace, * and 1 shall sing for yoo next
time my pretticss toog, 1 call it Bobby's Christras soog.™

Then ho sank down st tho pxstor’a feet.  There was no sarmoa
that day. Jr Partoa stooped, gathered osr Bobby up into his
arms and carried him Loms.

Sach a box or ratber baxes, as weat that weeh 1o thoe poor
children. Oae bax did not begin to hold tho things. 1t seemed
that the people woald never get thraagh sexding, and they vever
have. Many limts cach year great boxes of things ara sent ont
from that chorch.  Aad everythizg thatwesat bas niarled upoa it,
** Bohby's love.™

And what of Babhy? Rabhy, oor atrasge, qusint, dark.eyod
littlo wanderer never sang in the world xny moere. It wasnot
many days until the prople were stealing with ailent {ootsteps iato
£ Jdarkened room whese a littlo boy lay with dark eyes closed, acd
sweel voice hushed and litile still hands vesy oohily Lolded.

Tho Listlo siray lamb had beea gatherid 20 ita Shepherd's tosem.
Up »mong theangels Bobby savgh's Chritmassing ~ Presdyteran
Messerger,




