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The Little Ones He Blessed.
DY BMMANOARRT E. SANGHTRR.

I wonder 1f ever the children
Who wero blessed by the Master of old,
Forgot he had made them his treasures,
The dear lttlo lambs of his fold.
1 wonder i, angry and wiltful,
They wandered afar and asiruy,
The children whose foet had been guided
So £afe and so soon in the way.

One would think that the mothers at
oerening,
Soft smoothing the silk tangled halr,
And low leaning down to the murmur
0Of sweet, chlldish voices in prayer,
Oft bade the small pleaders to listen,
It haply again they might hear
The words of the gentle Redeemer
Borne swift to the revercnt ear.

And my heart cannot cherish the fancy
That ever those children went wrong,
And were lost from the peace and tho
shelter,
Shut out from the feast and the song.
To the day of gray halrs they remem-
bered,
1 think, how the hands that were riven
Were Iald on their heads when Christ
uttered,
“ Ot such {8 the kingdom of heaven.”

He has said it to you, little darling,
Who spell it in God's Word to-day ;
You, too, may be sorry for sinning
You glso belleve and obey :
And ‘twill grievo the dear Saviour in
heaven
It one little child shall go wrong—
Be lost from tha fold and the shelter,
Shut out from the feast and the song.

J. Cole,;h_e—l:i)y Hero

BY
EMMA GELLIBRAND.
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CHAPTER IIL

In the beginning of October we arrived
fn London. There had been much pack-
ing up, and much extra work for every-
body, and Joe was in his element.

What those long arms, and that willing
heart, and those quick lttle hands got
through, nobody but those he helped and
worked for could tell. Whatever was
wanted Joe knew where to find it. Joe's
knife was ready to cut a stubborn knot ;
Joe's shoulders ready to be loaded with
as heavy a weight as any man could
carry. More than once I met him com-
ing downstairs with large boxes he kim-
g2lt could almost have been packed inm,
and he declared he did not find them too
heavy.,

*“You see, Missis,” he said, “I'm that
strong now since I've been here, with all
the good food I gets, and bein’ so happy
like, tbat 1 feel almost up to carryin’
anythink. I do belleve I could lift that
there pianner, it somebody would just
give it a heist, and let me get hold of it
easy.”

Yes, Joe wasg strong and well, and, I
am sure, happy, and I had never had a
single misgiving about him since he
stood with his fading flowers and shabby
clothes at my window that summer day.

At last we were settled {n town, and
the winter season beginning. Our house
was situated in the West End of London,
a little beyond Bayswater. One of! a
row of detached houses, facing another
rcw exactly simflar in every way, ex-
cept that the backs of thoss we lived in
had small gardens, with each its own
ctable wall at the end, witk coachman’s
rooms above, the front of the stables
facing the mews, and having the en-
trance from there: the mews ran alt
along the backs of these houses. On
the opposite side the houses facing ours
bad their gardens and back windows
facing the bigh road. and no stables.
There was a private road belonging to
this, Holling Park, as it was-alled, and
a watchman to keep intruders out. and
to stop organ-grinders, beggars, and such
invaders of the peace from disturbing us.

In the morning the large, handsome
houses would seere asleep, nothing.mov-
ing inside or out, except a tradesman’s
cart, calling for orders, or workmen put-
ting up or takip- down awnings, at some
bouse where there would be, or had been,
a ball or enteriainment of some kind.
About eleven a carrisge or two would be
driven round from the mews, and stop
before 2 house to take some one for a
mornir< drive, but very seldom was any-
body on foot seen about. In the after-
noon it was different ; carriages rolled
along incessantly, and streams of after-
noon callers were going and coming from
the houses when the mistress was “at
home *'";.and at.my door, too, soon began

tho-vsual din of bell and knocker. Joe '

Jras quite equal to the occasion, and en-
Joyea Friday, the day I recelved. Drossed
in his very best, and with a collar that
kept his chin in what seemed to mo a
fearful state of torture, but added to nis
height by at least half an inch, Joo stood
behind the hall door, 1eady to open It
directly tho knocker wae reloased. He
ushered In tho guests as though * to the
manner born,” giving out tho names cor-
rectly. and with al} the easo of an ex-
perienced groom of tho chambers,

Tho conscrvatory ieading out of the
drawing-room was Joo's cspecitl pride,
it waa his great pleasure to syringe the
hanging baskets, and attend to tho {crus
and plants. Many shillings from hls
pockot money wero spent in little sur-
prisers for me in the form of pots of
musk, maiden-hair, or anything he could
buy; his wagos were all sent home, and
he only kept for his own whatever be
had given to him, and somotimes a guest
would “tip* him moro generously than
I liked, for his bright eyes and ready
hands twere always at everrbody's ser-
vice,

After my husband's return home, who
from the first became Joe's especial care,
as to boots, brushing of clothes, etc.,
it became necessary to glve two or threo
dinner-parties, and T must confess I felt
nervous ns to how Joo would acquit him-
self,

In our dining-room was a very large
bear-skin rug, gpnd the floor being
polished oak, it was dangerous to step
on this rug, for it would slip away from
the feet on the smooth surface, and even
the dogs avolded it, so many falls had
they met with upon It

The first day of my husband’s arrival,
we bad my sister and a friend to dine,
and had been talking about Joe in the
few moments before dinner.

By husband bad been laughing at the
size of my page, and scolding me a little,
or rather pretending to do so, for taking
a written character.

“Little woman,” he sald, “don't be
surprised if ona night a few country
burglars make us a visit, and renew
thelr acguaintance with Mr. J. Cole.”

* You don't know Joe,” I replled, “or
you would never say that.”

“Tp you know him so well, llttle
wife 7 sald my dear, sensible husband ;
* remember he has only been in our ser-
vice six months. In the country he had
very little -of value in his bhands, but
here, it seems to me, he has too much.
All the plate, and indeed everything of
value, is {n his pantry, and he is a very
young boy to trust. One of the women
servants should take charge of the plate-
chest, I think. Where does this paragon
sleep ?”

“ Downstairs,” I sald, ‘“next the
kitchen, at the back of the house, and
you should see how carefully every night
he looks to the plate-basket, counts
everything, and then asks Mrs. Wilson
to see it is right, locks it up, and gives
her the key to take care of. No onc can
cither open or carry away an iron safe
easily, 2nd there is nothing else worth
taking ; besides, I know Joe is honest—I
feel it

‘“Well, I hope so, dear,” was my hus-
band’s repiy, but I could sce he was not
comfortable about {t.

At dinrver that day Joe had an acei-
dent; he was dreadfully nervous as
usual, and when waiting, he forgot to
attend to my guests first, but always
came to me. The parlovr-mald, a new
one, and not a great favourite with Joe,
made mattors worse by correcting him in
an cudible volce; and once, when some-
body wanted oyster sauce, she tol@d Joe
to hand it, the pour boy, wishing to obey
quickly, forgot to give the bear-skin a
wide berth, -siipped on°it, and in a mo-
ment had fallen fuil length, having in his
fall deposited the contents of t+ ) sauce-
tureen partly into a blue leather arm-
chair, and the rest oa to my sister’s back.
The boy’s constermation was dreadful.
I could see he was completely overcomo
with Iright and sorrow for what he had
done. He got up, and all his trembling
lips could say was, ‘ Ob, please, I'mv so
sorry ; it was the bear 88 tripped me up.
I am so very sorry.”

Even my husband could scarcely keep
from smiling, the sorrow was so genuine,
the sense of shame so0 true.

“There, never mind, Joe,” he said,
kindly; “you must be moro careful.
Now run and get & sponge and do the
best.you can with {t.”

This fall of Joe’s made him still more
nervous of walting at tadle, anG at last
when he had made some very serious
mistakes, I had .0 speak to him and tell

——

knew.

him I was afraid if he did not soon learn !

to wait better, I must send bim away,
for his master was annoyed at the mis-
takes he made, such as giving cold pilates
when bot ones were required, handing
dishes on the wrong stde, ete.

My little lecture was llstered to quiet-
ly and humbdly, and Joe had turned to go

away, when, to.my surprise and distress,

he suddenly burst into a perfoct passion |
of tears and sobs. '

“1 will try and learn mysoll, he
sald, na well as his sobs would lot him,
“indeed § will. I know I'm stoopid. ,
I sez to myselt evory timo company |
comes, *I'll mind wot I'm about, and,
romewmber dishes left-'anded, pourins 1
aut right, and begin with the strangerest 1
lady noxt to master's side, and elp §
missls last.’ I knows it all, but when
they'ro all sittin® down, and ovepybody
wantin’ somethin’, I don't know It Jane's
a-goln’ to giv* it *em, or I am, and 1 gets
steopld and my ‘ands shakes, and somo- '
bhow I can't do nothin' . but plenss dont i
send me away. I do like you and the '
mastor. I'll ask Jane to learn me better. ,
You sco If 1 don't. Oh, please 'm, eay 1
you'll try me”

What couid 1 say but “ Yes;” and for
a day or two Joe did better, but wo were
a small party, and the walting wns casy;
but shortly we were to have n large
dinner-party, and as the Ume drow naar,
Joo becamo quite palo and anxious,

About this time, too, I had been
awakened at night by curious sounds
downstairs, as of somebody moving
about, and onco I heard an unmistak-
ablo fall of somo heavy article.

My husband assured me it was poth-
ing alarming, and he went downstairs,
but could neither hear nor sece anything
unuseal.  All was quiet.

Another night I felt sure I heard
sounds downstalrs, and in splte of my
husband's advice to remain stil}, 1 calied
Mrs. WiHson and entreated her to come
down to the kitchen floor with me. It
was so0 very easy, i knew, for anybody to
enter the house from the back, and there
belng a deep aren all arvund, they could |
work away with their tools at the ground
{locor back windows unsecn. Any one
could get on the top of the stable from
the mews, drop into the garden, and bo
safe, for the watchman and policeman
were on duty in the front of the houso
only; the back was quite unprotected.
True, there were iron bars to Joe's win-
dow and the kitchen, but iron bars could 0
be sawn througb, and I lived in dread of !
burglars.

This night Mra., Wilson and I went
softly down, and as we neared tho
kitchen stairs I heard a volce say in a !
whisper, * Make haste ! {

* There, Mrs. Wilson, did you hear
that 2 I sald.

* Yes, ma'am,” she replied; *there's
sonjebody talking, and I beltove its in
Joe’s room. Let us go up and fetch the
master.”

So we returned upstairs, and soon my
husband stood with us at the door of
Joe"s) room.

“Open tne door, Joe ! cried my hus-
ba‘x‘:d. “ Who have you got t‘herg ko

Nobody, please, sir.” said a trembling
volce.

“Open the door at once ! said the
master, and fn a moment it was opened.
Joe stood there, very pale, but with no
sort of fear in his face. There was no- '
body in the room, and as Joe bad cer- !
tainly been In bed, we concluded he !
must have talked in his sleep, and, per-
bhaps, walked about also, for what we

The day before the dioner-party, cook
came and told me she felt sure there
was something wrong with Joe. He
was 50 changed from what he used to be,
there was no getting him to wake in the
morning, and he seemed so heavy with
sleep, as it he had no rest at night. Also
cook had proofs of his having been in
her kitchen after he was supposed to
have gone to bed; chairs were moved,
and several things not where she had
left them. She had asked Joe, and he re-
plled he dld go into the kitchen, but
would pot say what for.

I did not like to talk to Joo that day, '
80 decided to wait till after the dinner, !
and I would then Insist on the mystery !
belag cleared up. I knew Joe would '
tell the truth; my trust was unshakcn,'
;.}though clrcumstances seemed agalnsz;

m.

That night Mrs. Wilson came to my'
door, and said she was sure Joe was at '
his night-work again, for she could see
from her bedroom window a light re- |
flected on the stable wall, which must be
in hls room.

‘How can we find out,” I suid, * what
he is dolng 7"

“That s easily done,” said my hus-
band. “We can go out at the garden
door, and down the steps leading from
the gardes ialo the Rrea ; they aro op- !
posite his window. We can look
through the venetian blinds, if they are
down, and see for ourselves. He won't !
bo 2ble to see us.”

Accordingly, having first wrapped up
in our furs, we went down, and wero !

-— - e

At first wo could net understand ths
strange afght that me! our gaxo.

In the middlo of Joo's roum was a
table, spread with a cloth, and on it
saucers from RNower-pots, hlaced at (G-
tervals down ¢ach slde; before each
saucer a chalr was placed, and in the
centro of tho table a high baskot, from
which a Stllton cheese had bean une
packed that morning: this was evidently
to represgent a tall eporgne. On Joo's
wirh-stand wern soveral boltles, a jug,
and by each flower-pot saucer two veA-
scls of somo kind- by one, two jam-pots
of different sizes, by another, a brokon
specimen glass and a tcacup—and so on:
and trom chair to chalr moved Joe woftly
but quickly, on tip-toe, now with buttles
which con{ained water; wo could see his
Iips maove, and concludod ho was saying
something to imaginary persons. for he
would put a jam-pot on his tray, and
pour into it from tho bottle, and thon re-
place it. Sometimes ho would go quickly
to his bed, which wo saw represented
the dinner-waggon, or slde-board, and
bring imaginary dishes from theoro and
hand them. ‘Then he would go qulickly
from chair to chalr, always correcting

tmself it ho went to the wrong sido,
and talking all tho timo softly to him-
gelf. So here was tho solution of tho
mystory : Lero molted {nto alr tho vis{ons
of Joo in leaguo with midnight burglars.

Tho poor boy. evidently alarmed nt
tho prospect of tho diuner-pacty, and
fecellng that he must try to improvo
in waiting at tablo beforo that timo
somchow, had stolon all thoso hours®
nightly from his rest, to practico with
whatever substitutes woro at hund for
the usual tablo requisites.

Heare, every night, when thuso who bad
worked far leas during tho day wero
soundly sleeplug, had that anxious, striv-
ing lttlo heart shaken off fatlgue, and
the blg blue eyes refused to yleld to
sleep, in order to fight with thc nervous-
ness that alone prevented his willing
handr acting with thelr natural clover-

| ness. 1 feit a choking !u my throat,

when 1 saw the thin, palo little face,
that should have been on the pillow
hours before, lighted up with triumph
as the supposed gucsts departed, the
dumbd show of folding the dipner nap-
kins belong!ng to myself and tho master,
and putung them in thelr respective
riags, told us the ordeal was over, What
a welrd scene it was! The dim light,

| the silent house, the spread tablo, and

the empty chairs. One could imagino
ghostly revellers, vistble only to that
one fragile attendant, who ministered so
willingly to their numerous wants. Tho
sort of pervous thrill that heralds hys-
terical attacks was rapldly overcoming
me, and I whispered to my husband,
* Let us go now ;* but he lingered yet a
few seconds, and silently drew my at-
tention again to the window.

Joe was on his knecs by his bedside,
his face hidden {n h{s hands. What
gilent prayer was eascending to tho
Throne of Grace, who shall say ? I only
know that 12 were well if many a knocl-
fng worshipper In * purple and fine
Hnen” could feel as sure of belng hoard
ag Joo did when, hls victory won, heo
knelt, In his humble servant’s gurb, and
gaid his prayers that night in spite of
the aching head and weary iimbs that
needed go badly the few bours® rest that
rematned before six o’clock, the timo Joo
always got up.

The famous dinner passed oft well,
Joe was splendid; his midnight practice
had brought its reward, and he moved
about so swiftly, and anticipated every-
body's wants so well, that somo of my
friends asked me where I got such a
treasurc of a page; he must have had a
good butler or footman to teach him,
they said; he is evidently used to walt-
ing on many guests. I waspreud of Joe.

The next day ke came to me with moro
than a soverelgn in silver, and told mo
ihe gentlemen had boen so vory kind to
»im, “and a‘most every one had gliven
him somethin’, though he never arst, or
walted about, as some fcllers did, as If
they wouldn’t lose sight of a gent till he
paid 'em. But,” said Joo, “ they would
glv' it to e, and one gent, he follered
mo right up the passage, he ¢:d, and
sez, ° ‘Ere, you small boy,’ he sez, and he
give mo a whole ‘arf-crown. Whatevee
for, I don't know.”

But I kpew that must have be2n Dr.
Loring, a cclebrated- physiclan, and my
hushand's dearest {riend. Wo had told
him sbout Joe's midnight self teaching,
and he had been very much faterested {n
the story.

You little thought, Joe, tnc hand that
patted your curly mead so kindly that
night would one day hold your small
wrist and count its fcebie life pulse beat-

soon at Joe's window, standing in the ' ing slowly and yet moro siowly, while

area that surrounded the house. The
Iaths of the blind were some of them
open, and between them we maw dig-
tinctly ali over the room,

we, who 1loved you, should watch the

clever, handsome face, trying in vain to

read thero the blerscd word ™ Hope.”
(To be coptinued.)



