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THE FENCE, OR THE AMBULANCE? }

"I'was a dangerous chil, as they freely
> confessed,
Though to walk near its crest was 80

NELLIE.
A Sketch from Life.

BY R03\ MULUOLLAND.

ploasant; . —_ . )
But over its terriblo'ledge there) had; A child had been passed in the dis-
slipped] - | pensary as a fit immate for the Childven's

A duke, and full many a peasant ; Hospital in Dubhn, and had l)()(:l:
So the people said something woull have brought up to the wards by the nuns in
to he done, I charge, lr.nly, the new patient was an
But their projects did not at all tally. ) odd little figure.  The ward-maid, who
Sowe said, ¢ Put a fence round the edge \ had received it from the nun, looked at
of the chft:” it with surprise, though pretty well
Some, * An ambulance down in] the | accustomed to strange-lookiny children,
vallev.” Sore eyes, sore spots on the face, a
’ tangle of wild hair, a swelled mouth, a
frost bitten nose.  The litue creatnre
. o was clud in the most curious assort.
For 1t spread through the neighboring . ment of ragsy a boy's pair of pantaloons,
ity =T o lin holes, agiel's deaggled petticoat; a
A fonee may be useful or not, it is true,! remnant of a woman's jacket wrapped
But eachh henrt beeame briumful of  about the shoulders.
pity i

But the ery for the ambulance carried |
the day, -2 o .

i “Are you i boy or agirl? " asked the
Far those who slipped over that dan.! ward-maid, looking at the forlorn object
gerous eiift; cwith puzzled eyes,
“the d\\'cliors highway and Fosl dun know,™ said the child stupdly,
valley - What da they call you?”
: s v H J ’
Gave pounds or gave pence—not to put. Nellie Murphy.” .
up o fence - “Have you a tather and mother?”
M . . [0 PRl
Rut an ambulance down in the valley. 88,7 . i
. “What is your father's employment?”
“ For the clift is aillvight if you're care- No reply. ] he question was not
ful they said, s ~« 'understood.  The eyes were too sore to
s And if folks even slip and are drop.  €H:it any particular  expression, and
ping. ! peered blunkly into & corner away from
4] H .
isn’ s slinpi the questioner,
t isn’t the slipping that hurts them so ]
e much pPing ! % What does your father be doing all

As the shock down below — when' day ?” said the \\-un.l-m_uid, putting her
they're stopping !” i question in n more hm'ullmr, and there-
Ko day after day, as these mishaps oc- l()l;O\lInorn cm.nlln‘enenmb-e fO:‘!:).
curred, “Murdherin’ my mother!™ was the
Quick forth quick and startling answer,
The ward-maid suid no more, but pro-

And it

would these rescuors,

sally X !
To pick ni»’tho victims who fell off the! ceeded to give her a bath. to cut off her
chit it:m.gled‘halr, to put her into u little
With their ambulance down in the! White night dress and tlanuel jacket,
\'allos' rand establish her in u crib in a shaded

rcorner of the girl's ward, where the
: Iight from the windows should not hurt
her eyes. As soon as her head touched

the pillow the child fell asicep, and

I'hen an oid sage remarked, ¢ It'samar-
vel to me

wages to keep him in whiskey and
porter, so how could Nollie get a bit to
eat except when the neighbors gave it
to hor? he child had always been
hungry in order that tha fatuer might
always be drunk. Nellio had no ob.
jection to that—she did not think any-| patients,  When shie sang ** Mother of
thing about it; but the one thing she | Mercy,” or the “ Wearing of the (ireen,”
could not bear was to see her motherieven the boys in the next ward <at up
beaten. In order to quell the storm of [in thew eribs and forgot thewr pams in
lear and anguish which the child sul-| listening, '
‘ered in her crin, the nuns wont to visit | A¢ jast, however. the day  arvived
her mother in lu»r' «len‘of a hmpo. m](l when ‘\'eliip had to‘lv:nvo the hospital,
found her gaunt, tipsy, idle, gossipmg i “'hg doctors pronounced her cured, nid
her daorways with others Lko hersell.| ynathor and more suffering mite was
Sister Mary asked leave to come m and | wajung to take ],o‘s(-,-.\mn:,i hor b,
talk to her.  She had brought her News | Sho said good-bys to her young com-
of her child, and she had also brought . hanions, gomy round  the eribis, and
her a littlo present of tempting 100 L1 huking hands with all. A ehihd which
Che “"'(131101"‘“! ’"0”"3"‘ "V“S "l"etrc‘""“’ and had just como in envied Nellie for zoing
covered hor faco with her dirty apron. o A very lanby ,
“[t's a poor place for e likoslo' you, ! \':(;;:: '|0,,1’(‘:.:|' ,‘,; r,)h,.h',l,'i’('.:': |,‘|‘.',‘.'.l “-:;,r.lffll.l,(,
. A | ! )
ma‘am, an’ shamed I aimn o ask you 0 froeke and holland pinadore in which the
sit down. | had a better place wanst. | ki gistors hael clothed her.  Her dark
I was a dacent satvant and thought! oyply hair lay in smooth rings on her
mnc.h o mysell before | saw Pat Mar-! fopehiead; hor big black eyes wore tull of
phy’a face, or smelt ”‘0,“""\"."-" . Ctears as she Hung her arms tound the
Ay, Mrs. Muvphy, it's the whiskey yeck of the nun who lad been her
doesat,” =aid the non gently. Now ot topder nurse; and yet all the while her
you would only promise me ”'f}l YouL at: gigtle fuce wais shining with stmiles ot the
(eu:t. will naver taste 1t aga. prospeet of bemg agun with her beloved
The woman shook her head.  “ When ' ) iher. e
he thiows the stools at me.’ she said,!
o] v . » : for .
\\'lh:::kz\,(\" 'll'ltlll ;’(‘::l::::;!.ﬂ‘ t it—only for the ' the Sister, as she det the ittle hand go,
o = . Vaned gave her in charge to the ward tamd,
Better to 4o mn:l' without the whis" Lo “wis to take her home. - How will
key than with it,™ said the Sister sorrow- 1 (Lo be able o bear the life she s retum-
fully. “But cheer up now, Mra. Murphy, | ing to2”
and come and sce Nethe on Nunday.; “Ihe ward maid came back with a very
You cannot think how amproved she 1~ [ gopous fuce trom her errand of leaving
Tho mother cune on the sunday. She - Noliie at homo.
weshed her face and  borpowed her!  wxyeh o black drunken hole ! she
neighbor's gown snd shawh and a3 she i ¢nid 1o the Sister. 1 give you my word
had kept sober all Suturday, and hidden ma‘am, 1t was all 1 ecould do to '\'""l;
from her husband on Saturday night, frop snatehis g her up and ruuning baek
she presented a much less shocking with her away from them. | felt like
appearance than usual as she sat by || had been droppin
Nellie's crib.  The child gazed at heri gon, so [ did.”
with adoration in.tho big black eyes, 1 “'lmlt-o(l,l wish we could have kept
van orphanage, and we have no place for
gradually cleared away, aml was a8 hep, But | will bear her in my mind,

happy as it was possible lor the unhappy , i we may get her i somewhere.”
little mortal to be, This holloweyed,| [ Qoubt if she would leave

by teaching them to sing, had lound
Nellio an apt pupil; and her piercingly
sweet voico rang abova all the rest when
hymn or ballad or merry cateh was
trilled by the young convalescents for
the comfort of the mora suflering

* Lond pity her poor bahe ! ™ thought

zalambinto wolt's

the

‘That people give far more attention |
‘I'o repairing results than to stopping!
the cause, .

When they’d much better aim at
preveunton, .. .
Tet us stop at its source all this mis-
chiet,” cried he,
“(‘ome, neighbours and friends, let us
rally! .
if the cliff we will fence, we might
almost dispense
With the ambulance
valley.”

down in the

«Oh, he's a fanatic!” the others re-
joined ;
¢ Dispense
Never!
Hie'l chspense with all charities, too, if
he could s
But no! we'll support them forever!
Arn't we picking folk up just as fast as
they tall?
And shall this man
shall he?
Why should people of sense stop to put
up a fence . .
While thair ambulance works in the
valley ?"

with the ambulance!

dictate to us?

But a sensible few, whoare practical too, |
Will not bear with such nonsonse
much longer; !
They believe that prevention isbetter
than enre,
And th-ir party will soon be the!
stronger.
Euncourave them, then, with your purse,
voice, and pen,
(white other
dally)
‘They will scarn all pretence, and put up
a stout fenco
Ou the clift that hangs over the vailey.

And philanthropists

Better wnide well the young than reclaim
them when old,
the voice of true
calling:
“ 1o rescue the fallon is good, but 'tis
best
"o prevent other people from falling.”
Bettor close up the source of tempt-
ation and crime.
‘Than deliver from dungeon or galley ;
Better put a stro? Sence round the

IFor wisdom is!

tup of the cli e}
Than an ambulance down in the
valley! .

—Joseph Malins.

slept almost without interruption for
three long nights and two «ark winter
days. Early in the mormng uafter the
third night, she wus found sitting bolt
upright in her bed, gazing around her,
and engerly demanding to kuow what
day of the week it was,

“It's Saturday, my dear. and you have
been hera since Wednesday evening,”
suul the Sister, patting her little hand
kindly. “And really,” she added to the
ward-maid, **her eyes are better, and
her fuceo is not so swelled, and she has
got & svark of inteiligence in her coun-
terance.”

The child had dropped back on her
pillow again, however, and rolled herself
away fiom the light, taking no notice of
anytinny, while ull the hittle life and
bustle of day in a children's hospital
began and continued around her. A
bauby clunbered out of it's bed and
turned a somersault on the floer, right
behind the back of the Sister, who was
serving out the bread and milk, and a
chorus of delighted laughter from twenty
crbs greeted the perlormance. Another
infant screamed lor jt's neighbor's crow-
ing toy cock. 'I'wo or three little con-
calescents, with shaven heads and
smiling pailid faces, hugging broken
nosed dolls in their lank young arms,
came to Nellie’s bedside trying to make
overtures of triendship to the stranger.
But Nellie would have none of them,
she was piming for the hovel out of
which she had been taken, home-sick
for the home where her seven years of
existence had been passed amid quar
reling, drunkenness and dirt. All that
day she would neither spenk nov eat;
but late in the evening a sound of
sobbing and wailing was heard from the
crib i the corner.

“ What is the mutter, my poor child?”
said the good nun, bending over the
little figure convulsed with sobs under
the coverlet.

“It’s Saturday night, and my mother'll
be bate, an' | won't be there to save
her!" wailed Nellie, and refused to be
comforted.

L 4 . .

Days and weeks passed away, for
Nellio’s case was a tedious one. Iler
blood had been poisoned by foul air, and
fevered by “sups of whiskey” given her
to dull the pangs of hunger, her system
exhausted by years (her few years!) of
half-starvation. It took all the father's

skeleton-like, uncleanly mother was to
her the most lovely, loving, loveable
creature in God's universe, ~he suw no
fault in her, thought no ill of her, and
the child’s one complaint against a cruel
world was that on Suturday nights this
worshipped mother should be ¢ bet.”
Her own sores were nothing to Nellie,
cold was nothing to her, huunger was
nothing to her, so long as she might be
allowed to fling her own small person
upon her mother's body, to ward off the
blows that were aimed at that beloved
form.

Now, as Nelie sat up in her crib
healed, «miling, pretty, and clean in her
white nightdress, and with her short
curly crop, the mother scarcely knew
her; and the woman wept softly as her
child’s arms fastened themselves tightly
around her neck, and the soft cheek
nestled gladly against her own. As she
sut there, rocking her in her arms, and
shedding quiet tears over her darling,
who knows what thoughts passed through
Anne Murphy's drunk-soddened mind?
She would try to bear her troubles
better, and keep away from the whiskey
palace. She would get some work to
do, and strive to earn over again the
good churacter she had otce posses-ed
and had miserably lost. She would live
to be decent once more, and appeanr like
yorder neat respectable young woman
who was visiting her sick Laby in the
neighboring bed. She would swruggle
not to go mad when blows fell upon her,
to remember Nellie; and then time was
up, the visiting hour was over, and the
mother left ber child and went back to
her trials and temptations.

® . .

Weeks passed away. Nellio's case
had not been less tedious than was
expected; but a coutinued course of
wholesome food, cleanliness, fr.edom
fron recurring shocks of terror, even
mave than doctor's treatwment, had
transformed her into a pretty, imtelligent
and lively little gitl, who, if not very
strong, was in n sufliciently wholesome
and healthy state. She had learned to
forget the horror of seeing her mother
“bet,” to find her httle world a pleasant
place, and to have hope and confidence
in the goodness of “big people.”
Naturally of an amiable temper and full
of fun, she had become the life and soul
of the girls’ ward. ‘The Sister, who in

leisure moments amused the children

| mother,” said the ward-maid. ¢ l'o sce
her hugging the tipsy wretch, and call-
g her all the loving names! God
knows, | can’t eat my dinner for tlunk-
ing of the xight?”

And the ward-maid sat down to dine
with a disgusted look on the good-
natured face ; and the nun went away
about the duties of the hour, thinking
j much about Nellio Murphy. and how she

j could manage to get the child away from

her incorrigible pavents, and mto n
decent hone.
* * . L]

A few quict, cheerful days had elap~ed
at the Children’« Hospital. Neliie was
still missed by her young companions,
but her bed wasnow lilled by a stranger,
and the little new comer already had
had her pains assuaged by the skill and
care always at work m the place. Satur
day night came round again, and just
as the dusk was deepening in the wards,
aloud ring was heard at the greit front
door. ‘The ward-maid came hurrying
up the girl's ward, where the Nister in
charge was sitting by the crib of u very
younyg infant, softly singing it to sleep.

“If this is a case, Bridget, yvou know
it cannot be taken n tonight, The
hour is past—"

O maam, it's Nellie Murphy—wurg-
berEn? "

The Sister turned pale. * Hush!"
she said: ¢ don't frighten the others;”
and slipping her arm from under the
shoulder of the now sleepinyg babe, she
followed Bridget «down stairs,

There she was—Nellie stretched on a
board, and an old broken battered door,
l torn from some crazy *condemned’

tenement, to serve her as a couch.
i Her face was white as marble, her curly

hair dabbled in blood, her eyes clased to

open no more on a troublesome world.
The warm frock was gone, pawned for
whiskey, and the child's deiicate form
| was wrapped in an old gutter-diaggled
rag with neither shape nor texture. A

woeful chunge, n pitiful sight, only for
the truth which here seemed conveyed
that Nellie had got away to Heaven!
But no, she wus not in Heaven yet ; she
was still breathing, and might yet re

tura to life, Very quietly, and without
any fuss, they carried her into the room
where she had been so happy, and placed
her on a bed but that morning vacated.
It was a quiet hour in the ward; most
of the children, even the convalescents




