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HOME AND BOHOOQL,

Spring in the Alley,

Sie stooped and told him t}
was born;
A ring of trinmph in her fresh
For she, poor child, was in her lifo’s gl
morn,
And the soft sunshine made her heart
rejoice,
“*Wert thou not longing for the
she said :
But the pale sufferer sadly shook his hend,

Spring **

And goazed with sunken oyes upon her fave,
Till its pure beauty filled his soul with
peace,
Then smoothed her locks, and in a fond
embrace,
Clasping her slonder form, ho whispered :
* Cease
To sing the praises of the yvoung Spring
flowors ;
Child of the narrow court! they are not
ours "

O'er the despondent s
Till her fair

brow,

With tender glistening eyes, and cheoks

ufferer bending low,
tresses awept his throbbing

aglow
With joy and hope, she softly told him
how,
Not very far away, the golden bees
Wooed the white clusters of the hawthorn
. brees

She spoke of twittering birds, and raised hor

eyes,
Bright with the glory
To the dark ceiling that
*And lowered upon
sought,
With words of loving sympathy, to cheer
The flickering life that suffering made so
dear,

of postic thought,
shut out the skies,
her, as she vaiuly

TFor O, that life, unlovel

Was the dear obj

Volumes of witchin

Morn, noon, anc
above

His weary form,

Could temnpt her
room,

y though it scemed,
cet of her fondest love ;
poesy she dreamed,
evening, as she bent

Yet neither light nor bloom
footsteps from that dingy

Oft when she heard his hollow cough, she
wept
In the lstill midnight-~how it wrung her
heart !
Yea, she could hear it even when she slept,
And often wakened with a foverish start,
Beseeching God, in many & tearful prayer,
To ease the pain that she so longed to share.

Blithely she carolled when the morning sun
Rose o’er the alley like a blushing bride;
Or grave and silent, like some mee faced
nun, .
Plied she kier needle by the sufferer’s side—
And O, it was so0 sweet to toil for him
Till her hands trembled

int the spring

young voice;

pennies  accumulated slowl

sunbenins played

—Fauny Forrester, i Chamber. Jonruad.
T el

Tim, the Horoice Neowsaboy.

“EveNY Telegram, fourth e-di-ton!
All about the bulls an’ bears. totterin’
dynnsties an’ furrin’ aftairs! Telogram,
sir? only a penny.”

Above the tumult and 10ar of Broad-
way the shrill little voicer piped ity
song in tho enrs of hurvying humanity.
The shadows are beginning to fall, and:
the lamp.-lighter, intent on duty, van
past with his ladder and link. Two
living, breathing tides surged in oppo-
site  directiony through ~the grent
thoroughfare, Each looked out for
himself; no one thought of his neigh.
bour.
“ Bvenin' Lelegram, fourth o-di-tion 1”
The little thin voice in its shiup
staccato was alone suflicient to conjure
in the mind of the imaginative a pic-
twre of hunger and want, and youth
witheut childhood, coupled with the
experionce and sorrow of age, All
thig in addition to the legion woes of
his tribe, o chauced glimpse of tho
pinched little form convoyed. He was
a boy of a dozen years perhaps, with a
freckled face and n pair of honest blue
oyee, whoso whole vitality seemed to
have contred in a remarkable shock of
brick-colored hair. Ho stood pressod
agrinst & lamp-post, with his baro feot
drawn close for saety and the ragged
jacket buttoned to the chin. Under
his arm was « bundle of papers, and a
grimy littld hand flourished one in time
to hie shrill little tuno : “Buy « paper,
sir}  Telegram ; only penny ! :
Bat somechow the burrying crowd
cared little for the nevs, and the
y in the
ragged pocket. He counted them over
now and then, spreading them out on
his palm: One, three, seven, ten,
fifteen! No dinner to-night, Tim, if
you dox’t do better’n this.”

For a moment his face would fall, but
he would sing a ling or two of « Sweet

“Dear <hildt" e murmured, whilo the
At hide and zeok amid each wandering

tresa,
¢ Withdraw the blind ~let in the YOSy morn:
I, too, am gratoful that tho Spring is born "

still for n minuto,
hurt.”

struggling wass of humanity,

crowd this time o’ day, lady,
rush 'l soon b over,

body wot's got un
Added gravely,
One pretty arm, clothed in its blue
veolvet sleovo, was wound vound the
lamp-post forsafoty, but as Tim finighed
sho slid it down withont romoving it,
and laid that hond on his ragged
shoulder, saying, “ Do you evor have to
go without dinner”
“ Very ofton, lady,” he made tnswer,
looking with honest adwiration in hor
sweet faco,
“How is it to-ni
have « good dinnor?”
“Not vory, I guess, 'loss 1 sells
enough papors to puy for my stock an’
dinner too, and I ain’t done that yot,
lady.”
* Are you vory far off?”
For answer he held up his bundle of
papers, and spreading out the ponnies
on hig hand, counted again: “L'hree,
oight, ten, thirteen, cighteon, twonty-
three; not & vory sumpiuous dinner to-
night, lady.”
“Will this help toward it?” ghe
agked, lnying a bright silver dollar
among the small coin,
“It will pay for & feast, lndy—clam
suup, roast beef, huckleberry ~puddin’
on’ all,” he anawered, with an unction
that showed the protty young lady how
littlo ha was accustomed to such fare,
But he picked up the silver coin from
umiong tho others, and held ic out to
hér. “I'm very much obliged, lady,
and it’s uncommon kind in you, but T
couldn’t take it, cos T likes to ourn
what 1 eats,”
“But you havo been of sorvico to
me, my lad, and you can bo still more,
if you will go with me acvoss the street
and call & coach. Then you will have

y dinner to go to,” ho

ght? Will you

I won’t lot you got

* 0 thank you, wy boy; I am so
firightened,” she augw ered, slipping into
the place mado vacant, while ho pnt
his httle form bhotwoon ler and the

* There’s nothing like o Broadway
i But tho
Tho ery of Five !’
made it worses, and overybody's a-goin'
to dinner just now ; lenstways cvery-

that of & solaph, until sle he
smooth bis shook of by
with her soft hand,  Then o Hght ..
into lus eyey, and ho whispored ; oy
aro the lady wot 1 mel on Broadwy,

“Yes, my boy, and you ate the p,.
who gave his life for hor.”

* Won't 1 got woll, lady 1”

“[ foar not, my dear boy ; byt
me, whore is your homo 7"

¢ Homo 1" o vepeatod the worg :
if it was a steangor to his vocabula,
and yet tho next sontence, apéken Pan
fully, showed that ho felt dimly all i~
aweot possibilitics it ombodied,

“Howe? I haven't no hom, lui
leastways, nono to speak on I sler,
in a flat-boat down ab the wwharf, ay !
nover goes thero till aftor ‘ark ay'y,
cops i eearco,”
“But have you 1
mother
o shook his hend negatively,
“What is your name, my child
“Pim,”
“What olao 1" sho asked.
“Nothin’ clso, as I knows on.”

iale-colorug | B

futher pg

drinlk « little ten, if T Jood you?"
hungry or thirsty ‘any more.”
“But you saved my life, dear Tin

never rapay you, becauss yon cann

you. Think and tell me, is there any
thivg you would like me to do 1"

She had covered the littlo hand Iying
on top of the silken quilt with her owt
soft, rosy palm, and bont over hin
waiting. A trewor of dolight
through all tho bruisod listle form at

asleed, “ Do you sin
“Yes, Tim,”
“Then I'd tako it worry kind, dex
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me ‘Sweeb by-und-by,””

clothed in blue velvot slido gontly be |
neath tho shock of brick-colorod her!
while the other palm held clogo a grig;
litle hand; then all tho room wis;

“ Could you ent something, Tin, «

“No, thank you, lady; 1 ain I

by giving your own in place, Toex§

live, and T want to do something fo §

the touch ; tho honest blue oyos lovkel S
into her sweet gray ones above as e}

I .

lady, if youw'd hold my hand an’ sing!}

(T

A. little group gathored outsido the ST
halt-opon door suw a slender am|f

: : Bl wr
s and her eyes grow | 1, y-and-by," and then, as if the inspirit. etu::ed the money.” . .| filled with tho sweot voice : !
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