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“*Saeet, 'L 1L P as his eye caught Jasper
Schomann’s, .

* We've no time to hear you now ; outfof
the way I eri d the waiter; and the little
vuiee was hushed,

“ But [ wane to hear him,” raid John Hun-
ter* lot him come in here,”

o ['s 2gainst the rule, sir)” :
*Vary  well, send him to the reading
raam:” and the two genlemen followed o
saall, slight figure in patchied cout and litle

tore hat,

The room was goiet.  John Hanter walk.
ed to the opposite side and wotioned the little
boy to bis side.

Tinidly the child lnaked up; his cheek
was brown, kut a fush rested there, and out
o the thinnest face, un for the sreh of a mag-
sive forehiead, deepened by masses of soft
brown Bair, looked two eyes, whose softness
aad tenderness would have touched a heant
harder than was Johm Hunter's,

¢ Want du you ging, my boy 2"

** 1sing German or Buglish,” was sweetly
enswered, :

* Why child, what makes
Are you ajck 27

As it unheeding the quéstion, the child
hopan to sing,  Hie voice was wonderful and
ximple and common, as were both air and
words, the pawer and purity of the tones
drew many of the gentlemen feom their tables.
The little song commenced thus t—

you trewmble so ?

I'm but a stranger here,
Heaven is my howme;
Earth is a desert drear,
Heaven is my home.
DNangers and sorrows stand
Round me on every haud:
}leavenis my Father’s land,
1leaven is my home,

The tears were in Joha Ifunter's eyes, and
his voice was tremnlous,

* Look here, child, where did vou learn
that song §”

* My mother learnt it to me,”

“And do you suppose there is such a
place #”

** I know there is. I'm 2oing tosing there,”

« Going to sing thete?”

¢ Yes, sir; we shail all sing in heaven;
father and mother bath said so.”

* Where does your father live, child #7

« In heaven,”

* Your mother ?*

“ She went too, last spring,” while the
tears dropped over the thin eheek.

John Hunter was silent; his eyes were
hrimming over.

% Who do you live with ?”

“ T live with granma now, hut it won't be
for long.” * )

# Why s0? What mukes you talk =0 2"

# T have just such a cough as mother had.
When she went she said it wonld not be long.
There won't be any pain up there, sir,”

“ How do you know ?”

THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND

*The Bible teils us s0.” .
John Hunter had a praying mother; his
{ heart trevelled backward; once more he
knelt at her knee, a simple hearted ehild.
Where was that mother now ?  Years ago
1 she had gone to her rest, her Jast breath flut-
tericg out in a prayer for her anly son.
The little hoy tarned to go.
¢ Child, huve you been to supper ?”
s Grandma will be waiting for me.”
| Have you no overcoat [
¢ These are all the clothes 1 have, sir.”
% His father was nn organist,” suid Jasper
| Schumann. * The mother was alao a musi-
cinn, but they were both in consumption
; when they lnnded.  They were not here long.””
Along the snowy streets, down in the dark
»alleve, wolked John Hunter, a little trembling
child®s hand in Lis.

Atan old, dingy tenement they stopped.
Ubs broken, creaking stairs they climbed.

“ Here we are, and here is grandma,” said
; the boy as the door jarred on its hinges; and
an old woman tottered across the room,

* 0, Harman, has anything happened to
you 2" :

* Quly this kind gentleman came home
with me,” and again the slight body was rack-
ed with that tervible couph.

 Paor child ! poor child " and the grand-
mother held out her arms to the little suffers
er. ’

John Huuter had . taken it all in, the wans
and cure that had driven the parents to their
graves. It was no place for him. “T’ll see
you again scon,” and he groped his way down
stairs, : '

He did not forger his promire. All that
money could do was dove; hut it was ton
CJute. Hurman was dying of disense ; <the
; grandmother, of want aud misery,

‘T'he winter had not gone when we found
y John Hunter and Jasper Schumann again
| walking the streets together, No longer in
,La fashionable egusre, but through lane< and
j alleys, till they came to the gloomy byilding
where lived Harman Stein. ‘They had nor
seen his face at the window, and it looked ’
gloomier than ever as they mounted the
stairs,

A slight 1ap at the door did-not avronse any
one. The ruom was not empty as they at
first thought. Harman lay on his bed, the
cold, clammy sweat stauding on his forehead,
while his cheeks were erimson.

« I was in hopes to find vou better, ehild.”
P 0. no, sir; I did not expect to get well,
Mother said we should all meet up there.”

I'he eyes of the two gentlemen met, and it
would be diffieult to say which felt the most
deeply, .

« You have heen so kind, I should like to
sing for you; but [ ean’t sing any more, it
’ hurts me ; it won’t be so there.”

y “Is there any one vou expect to meet -
{ there ?” asked Johu Hunter’s friend.




