a ONE OF IS JEWELS. __

The thougit of that famous supper biings up a host of
recollections which serve for general cunvessation nutil hed-
time, s0 1o more i3 said about the school that night.  Mattic
cannot go to tleep for thinking of this wondertul Personage
ghe has heard of, ¢ The Name, thedearcst, sweetost Name,
the Namu the angels sang,” oceupies her thaughts.  Somchow
she cannot associate this Neme with a supper at a publie-
nouse, and determimes to ask her teashee more about it when
next she goes t +school.  Toor child ! shie hag never heard the
name, except fram profane lips, and Litvle dreams of the
influenco it will exert over her herewfto.

It ecems to Mattis a long time to the next school night, and
sho eagerly looks furward to it. She manages to find her
way there, aml cach night the school is open finds her and her
Drother ““present ani eatly.”  An attachmenb sson springs
up between Miss Bal sud Mattie; the chuld’s quict bela-
viour and williugneas & learn anything tught her raising
her above the Jevdd of those who sirvound her 1ler auxioty
+o learn moarc of the Swionr interests her toacher deeply ; Lier
simple, childlike questions reccive ample replies, which soan
enable her Lo comprebend the marvellous fove which God
displayed trwards a fallen world in working out the scheme of
salvation.

Alwaya gentle and loving, she is doubly so after this know-
ledge comoes to her. Always ready to perform kindly Jittle
actions, ske beconies more anxious to render every little ser-
vice she ean now, A prayer she has uever sajid in her life ;
her teacher teaches her a simple little one, embracing all that
is needful for a child to utter in the preseace of its God, This
sho soon learns, and repeats night and morning at her bed.
side, with her brother’s hand in hers, and her uyes raiscd
toward heaven.

No sovner has she learned to love the Siviour as her own
than ehe is unxious to exert an influence over those around

er.

A difficult task for a little girl te take in hand a lot of
rough, rude, utterly ignorant boys and girls, She invites
some of them to accompany her to the schual, and is refused,
and ridiculed, and jeered at for her pains.

If she conld enly get Scud to ge with her, he miyht be
such a help to her, if it did him good, and she feels sure it
will.  She ventures to ask him one evening before leaving the
streets for school.

¢ Oh, I dow’t like, Mattie—I ain’t got no eap,” says Seud,
scratching his rough head uneasily.

“1I'll buy you & cap, Scud ; 've long wanted to give yon
something ; I've saved a little money,” says this little mis-
sionary.

“QOb, it ain’t only that, look at my duds—I be ’shamed,”
glancing at his old trousers, out at the knees.

¢ Never mind, Scud, I'll mend them for you beautiful;
besides there's worse clothes on some of the boys at our
school,” pleads Mattie ¢f Come, Seud, just to pleaso me ; let's
go home and wash us, and Il mend your clothes, and I know
of some nice cups near our heuse,”

f“Wery well—yer knows 1 dossn’t like to go agin yer,
Mattie, I niver did sce sich a one for gitting over me as yer
is,” casting almost a loving glance at her.

So they go home and wash themselves, Mattie buys him a
cap at one of the houses in the Jews’ sctélement near them,
and mends his clothes as neatly as the ragged state of the
material will allow, and they set out for schaol.

“ Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the
Lord.” Surely this child has got this Spirit, which she exerts
over this hoy.

Meelily he goes ; the novelty of the scene interests him.
As they go home, Mattie anxiously asks how he likes it.

“I likes it wery well, the singing’s great; that's a nice
chap wob does the spouting. He's a customer o’ mine heis; I
takee him his evening ’dition regler,”

Mattie is highly delighted, and makes up her mind to follow
up the vautage ground gained to-night.

Scud soon gets to like the school, and learns the hymns with
great rapidity, especially the choruses, which he sings at
home with much gusto, for the editication of Mother Brown
and the assemlled jounysters, He seldom missis a night
when the shool is open, bub expresses a preference for Sun-
days, because there 1s more singing and no sume,

About this time an epidewic hreaks out in the street at the
bottom of Jacob’s Ladder. The weather for the time of year
is bad, an'l the atmosphere at the bottom of the Ladder is
unwholesomely heavy and oppressive.  The sanitary arrange-
ments are defective, and the inhabitants not particularly

scrupnlons 1 keeping their pereous and dwellings clean,
Scarlet fover breaks out amongst the cluldren, and several
deaths take place.  Seud, theliveliest and smartest in all the
neighbourhood, suddenly becomes dull and quiet ; instead of
llyiuls: about the city, he tinds it hard work to get about
at all,

Mattic misses him duting the day, and at night, as she
near hume, sees lnm leaning against the wall at the top of
Jacal's Ladder, Heis vesting his head on s hanls against
the wall, and does not luok up.

AV havs the matter, Sead 77 aeks Mattie,

¢ Nothink ; I feels wery bad.”

4 AWaich way, Seud 37 sympathy in her oyes and voice,

“ It's my head - it aches, it deess 1 feels smothered, and
then I shivers.”

She puts hisarm in hers, and helps hiny down the steps anl
into the house,

Mother Brown makes him some warin tea, her one panacea
for all wlme.ts of boly and wmiml, then puts him to bd,
Al night he burns and tosses about, and next morning is too
ill to go out. Mattie bids him keop warm in bed, and offers
to go his round with the papers, promicing to come home
early.

When she goes home he is worse. Mother Brown gets him
some mediciny from a benevolent doctor, who keeps au dispen.
sary and mission-louse in the neighbourhood, and keeps the
room clear of the other youugstera. Mathie only remumns,
She insists upon it, and constitutes hersell his nurse, and 1f
gentleness, watchfuluess, and patience formany partof the quah.
tication of a nurse of the first order, Florence Nigitiagale never
had a worthier sueeceszor. Through days and nights she watehes
over and tends him, admistering his medicineg in regular
doses, feeding him as a mother does o little child, reading
him the choicest stories out of her Bible, cheering and com-
forting him, uutil at last the fover burns itself out, and he is
able to sit up.

“ Mattie, yor a ange',” he says, when be is getting strong
again and thinks of ail she has done for him. Ah! poor
child, she will be soon ; her wings are ready, and wait to bear
her up beyond the stava,

Before Scud is fairly well, she takes the fever, and in her
turn is put to bed. In a worse form she has it.  Her limbs
burn with the consuming fire from head to foot. Her tonguc
is]parchcd to an extent which renders the drop of cold water
a Juxury.

For days she suffers, patiently and meckly bearing with it,
limiting her wants as much as possible to avoid giving trouble,
Willie is kept from her, lest he, too, should take the lisease.
Scud cannot be kept away. He climbs the ricketty stairs
every time he comes in, and asks how she is getting on.
Tears stand in the lad’s eyes, as he looks pityingly on, and
says :—

¢Oh, Mattie, it’s all along 0’ me as yer took it.”

““ Never mind, Scud, I am very happy,” she says softly,
“ Do you think Miss Bird wonld come to see e ? " )

“1 don’t know, but it's schoul night, and I'll go and tell
her ; p'raps she might.”

Scud keeps his promise, and about nine o'clock mounts the
creaking stairs, and shows Miss Bird the 1oom where Mattie

is.

She bhas grown rapidly worse in the meantime, and the
doctor has been sent for,

e says the fever will veach the height about ten o’clock,
when there will be a change for the better or worse, as the
case may be.

Miss Bird and Scud join Mother Brown at the bedsiile.
Mattio is unconscious of their presence, and raving in
delirium, She rambles sadly in her talk, and in the conrse
of hali-an-hour goes over the chief incidents of her hrief hife
Here and there words fall on her teachei's ear, which she
eagerly listens for—bits of Gospel stories and wmentivn of the
Saviour’s name.

The time creeps on; the anxious group staud bicathless,
waiting the change. Sheceases to ramble, aud sleeps calmly
and peacefully. Miss Bird takes ont her wateh ; 1t is ten

o'clock., Not a sound is heard, The watchers hold thete
Lreath, Iach is wondering if, daring to hope, the sle:piug

child will awake to newness of life.

Her eyes open, a luminous light gleams in them, suggestive
of a beautiful vigion : a sunny sinile spreads o'er her face : her
lips open : she is going to speak. Hush! Listen ! The group
leans over the bed, huthed in dread suspense. She speaks :—



