778

Choice Literature.

THE ROSE OF BLACK ROY ALLE}.

CUAPTER 1L

Nixie's mother was really 11}, much worse than Nixie
knew. Joe came agaim neat motming, and the women from
upstairs and the women from next door, and one or two
others, came and tatked about her.  She did not atteinpt o
rise from the paillasse, and Nixie, understanding httle save
that sonichow Joe had dote 1t, satn the corner by the wall,
and held her muther’s hand till some one turned her out,
telling her that she was in the way and tndding her nut 1o
return for a couple of hours &t least.

Moggy made no objecuion to the child's departure. So
Nixie went and wandered aimlessly about the strcets,  She
wandered a pood way farther thay ohe had ever done before,
down across one of the bridges of the dock and out into the
winding niverside streets beyond.  She did not know whete
she was going or why she was going, but she felt_restless.
Till yesterday she had never heard of Lugland, Now she
longed 10 get there ; and to ser roses_and smell them and
take them to mother became a1 absorbing desire.

Suddenly she found hersell out from the narzow, smoke-en-
crusted street and frecof theshadow of the London Dock. She
stoad ina comparatively epen space and directly opposite, di-
vided from her only by a low wall and high iron rahing, was
an enclosute which could only beagarden.  Hernother did
not often have moments of expansion such as that of yesterday;
bLut she had told Nisic of gardens that people had in the
country with trees in them and flowers and beds and orna.
mental stones.  Here were all those things and overhead the
sky quite wide and bright. Nixic could hardly believe her
eyes as she held with both hands tothe iron riling 2nd gazed
before her.  She forgot her fatigue, she forgot her sick
mother, she forgot everything but her great and marvellous
discovery. Grass, flowers, trees, not cad, not for sale, but

Jliving, growing in the ground as her mother had told her
that they did ! She tuined her cyes from one to another,
She felt bewildered at this eatracrdinary and unexpected
realization >f her dream. She did not know till now how
little she had in truth believed it all. Then, asshe recovered
alittle, she drew long Lreath to pove whether the scent
would work the wonders her mother had attributed 0 the
scent of roses.  No smell reached her but the smell of dusty
grass, but she fancied berself the better for it She was the
better for it.  Elate and fresh as if she had just sisen from a
comfortable bed, she began 10 walk round the outside of the

arden. Her mother kad told her that in the gardens of
Sngland there were vegetables and fruit besides the flowers.
And then roses ! Since all clse was true, why not that?

“There might be roses in this very garden.  To sce the child
scurrying with bare feet and tattered garments from end to
end af that iron-railed wall, few of the passers-by could have
suspected what it was she sought so cagerly. At lastshe ctied

. aloud for juy: * Roses? roses?* More than onc turned to

Jook at her, but it was not their business andthey passed on 5
for she had found in a neglected carner out of reach, but still
not very far from the miling, 2 magnificent tall bush. It
was as highasaman. It was covered all over with pink
flowers and under the leaves she could see, cven from whete
she stood, that there were, as her mother had tcld her, thorns
upon the branches, Al was 1ight in every particular.  She
climbed upon the little wall, and stretched 2n armin her ex-
citement through the railings toward it. _“‘Oh, you beauti-
ful ! you beautifu1” sheexclaged.  “Twish 1 could take
you to my wother.” .

+\What arc you doing on the rilings? Get along Gown
with you and be of.”

Nixie had attzacted attention at last from the only person
whose business it was, and her delight was for the moment
ended in the grasp ofa policeman, who hifted her down from
the wall and ordered her to look sharp off home.  But her
pink blossoms were visible above the wall; they comforted
and reassured her and she had nu wish now to siay any
longer here.  She wanied to speed home  and tell hes
mother.  Fere. she felt, was a joy that cuuld be shared, and
the darksnme alicys uf Prussum Island nodded wah trees and
glowed wath fluwers for her as she went humie.

<t \fother ! mother !* she cnicd as she sped at Jast down
their own court and a at thar own door, ** 1've scen roses’
pinkie all over the trec, and » )

She stoppett, for here was Lome, but not her home.  The
table was gone, the paillasse was gone, her mother was gone,
and in their place there was a strange 7ound tableand a bed-
stead, a strange Jot of children crawling abaut the floor, and
a strange woman girding hersell wich pitched cord in pre-
pesation ‘ot her work at the sacks.

The woman looked up as Nixi~ paused, speechiess, upon
the threshold.

+ 1 suppose you're the intle gl who used to live here?
Your mother ain’t here 3 she's gone !

+ But 1 left her here this morming.”

+¢ Here to-day and gonc tue-morzow i ¥ The woman was
slightly tipsy, of she would have had more compassion on
the scarcd, bewildered cuuntenance Miac tuined toward
her. She aow vound a Bit of curd ruui d ha hand and,
crooning a song, she applicd herself toher work.  The hard,
unmesical sound lived in Nixie's memory for years.

Onc of the stzange children pushed up against Nixie  “‘Get
away,” he said ; **you don't belong here”

She turned from the Yoomstep into the court.

«Bot 1 left her here th moming,” she vep.rated mechani-
cally. She had nathing else 10wy She looked up and
down, 10 ight, to Ieft. The ot 1t was swimming beforcher,
its upliness and its noises all confased.

*Why, Nixie, are you fretting for yoor moiher2”  That
was the first soand she heard dusuncly; it came frum a
friendiy noghboar who passed by, ** Mever voufeas, she'll
be all ight. Jocs taken her to the hospital, and the best
thing tie could do 100, after knocking her aboul resterday.
He's pledged the things to pay fot the cxpense of the mov-
iog s but gc'll look aficr you. You sit 2nd wait a at.”

El'bctc was an ash-hezp close by, and Nixic sat down obe-
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diently upon it. ** When will she come back 2" she asked.

“There's no knowing, Maybe they won't keep her a great
while.  You sit and wait for Joe.”

All through the heat of that summer day Nixie sat and
waited patently upon the ash-heap.  Already the absence
of her mother's arm made a difference in the way that she
was treated.  The boys cawe and teased, the girls pulled her
hatr, decaying cabbage leaves were thrust into her face ; the
children who had come to live in het house stood by the
doorstep and reviled her.  But she scarcely knew it; her
mother's absence had left her tuo desulate to realize anythin,
but a sort of blackness in the day, which strangely opcncﬁ
sutieumes to admit a visivn of a tall, pink fluwering tiee.
She shed no tears; she scarcely spoke, cacept to say
quictly . ** Let me alune,” when her tormentors clustered
thickly round her; and as the day wore on they did let her
alone, for she gave them so little amusement. The court did
not empty with the approach of datkness.  On the contraty,
it was at night that it was always most full and noisy, The
men were set free from their work.  Drinking began_ swear
ing became more volulile, blows were not wanting, and the
rougher sorts of quarrelling ‘turned the place into a pande-
monium, Nixie was worn out with her ‘ong day of waiting
and fasting. No noise, no grief, could keep her awake at
last. Her head began to droop ; she sank down lower and
lower, till her pretty gold curls touched the dust, and in the
midst of the terrible turmoil she slept, for the first time home-
less, upon the ash-heap.

It was nearly mudnight when she was awakened roughly
and suddenly by Joe.

** Hlere 1 1 forgot all about you. You come along home
to my mussis ; she wants a gal to help look after the brats
and you can sleep somewhere along with them,”

*Not mn your housc. I hate you! Where's my
mother?"”

Startled as she was from sleep, Niaie recoguized joe in-
stantly, and pave him the benefit of an outburst which was
quitc unlike her ordinary, patient speech.

**Now then, spitfire !** hesaid, not ill-naturedly. *You'd
better bridle your tongue, I warn you, before you come across
my missis, Her hand’s readier than mine.”

“t 1 won't come across her; I won't have anything to do
with her, nor with you. Where's my mother 2"

* Your mother’s in the hospital and very comfortable and
sends her love to you.”

Nizxie looked at him suspiciously, and refused to be com-
forted.

* I want my mother,” she reaterated, turning 2 white, im-
ploring countenance from one bystander to another.

The court was emptier and darker now ; but a little group
had collected round, and the woman who had spoken to
Nixte carly 1t the day undettook to zeason with her.

s« Y our mother's where she should be,in the London Hos-
pital, and she'll have the best of care and she said you were
10 gro along with Joe till she came back.”

* \Vhea will she come back 2"

* Ina fortnight, maybe, You can't stay out all that time
without anything to eat.”

“ Iwon't go! Ihatc him. What call-had he to knock
her down?”

* Ah, well, 1t you don’t do what she tells you, she
won't know where to find you when she comes out,and then,
maybe, you'll never see heragain.”

Nixie went 3 there was rothing ¢lse for her to do, and the
thought that her mother might 1.0t know where to find her
was the deciding one.

Through the now dark and desolate streets she followed
Joe t0 a homc much like as her own, situated in a dis-
tant court. His wife, who was in bed with some of
the children round her, greeted him with a volley of abuse
for coming home so late, and when she saw Nixie, was ready
to turn her straight vut of doors again.  Joe, however, was
the master in his own house. -

«The child will stay.” he decided, *‘and she'll look
after the brats while you're at your work. Get you now
10 bed,” he added to Nixie, and pointed as he spoke to
a heap of flock in the curner of the room, where three
children already lay.  Nixie did not spesk a woid; she
was reduced to !cclx:}; 2lmost grateful as she crpt to the
place he had assigned.

He vouchsafed no ¢xplanation of where she had come
from, and in the morning he gave her onc picce of advice,
* Just you take my word for i, and don’t mention your
mother while you're here.  Say 1 found you on a dust-heap,
and teld you my missis wanted a gal.”

Nixic way glad to do.as the was told, In this place
her life was such as to make the old life with her mother
scem in one day a paradise too far removed to have ever
been realized. Joe's wife was not more often drunk than
Mogey ; but there was this great difference, that whenever
she was drunk Nixic was beaten.  The child, who had
scarcely known 2 blow, would creep to her slecping-comer
at mght, stunned and dizzy, and aching from head 20 foot.
Then, instead of the mother by whose side she had besn
used 10 lie. her bed-fellows were rude children who kicked
and pinched her at their will. To go from them to their
mother was &, go from bad to worse.  The woman had
a violent temper, and thuugh Nixic was of real service to
her in minding the bahies, she sceried to bear a grudge
against the child for the mere fact of her existence, and
1o be weil determined to let her feel it. Nixie was no
hungrier than she used often to be in her mother’s carc 3
tmt then, when she was hungry, she could be quict and wait
for beiter times. Now, when she was hungry, she had to
drag heavy babics about, and as they were frequently
hungry 100, the task of amusiag them was no tnfitng coc.
She felt often so faint and giddy that she conld not hift the
children frum the ground, and ther the longing for some-
where 1o hide from their cries and their mother's blows
became such a yearning after her own strong motkes’s anns
23 was at times almost anendurable. In all the tronbles of
tifc she had cp to this time enjoyed the comfort dearcr
than any other to the weak—a protector. Now she knew
what 1 was to be alone. Her thin cheek grew thinner.
The httle face Jost its confiding gentlencss, and began 10
wear & constant capression of pain.  Her mother’s nzme

* would rost likely, she thought, be sought for.

[Novasper 25th, 1885,

never passed her lips.  She scarccly spoke at all, and so
featful was she of betraying anything in regard to hersell
that wild horses would not have drawn her to the cuurt
whet2 she used to live. If, in perambulating the strects
with the children she happened to pass the enteance, **e
would fnvolumtarily turn her head away. Life was grow-
inﬁ 50 hard that she could scarcely have endured it as she
did but for the one sustaining faith that her mother would
some day return and Jook for bier in Joe's room. Evenin

aftzr cvening, when Joe came home, her eyes wovld scmcﬁ
his face for news ; but he never told her anything, and she
never ventured upon a question,  She was tempted at times
to run nwaf' ; but the sentence with which the woman in her
own court had decided her to accompany Joe, chained her
still 1o her slavery - ** 1f you don't do what your mother tells
you, she won't know where to find you when she comes out.”

But no life is altogether without joy. Besides the hope
of her mother’s return, Nixie had one interest still.  She
did not forget the promise made by her ** teacher,” as she

tsisted in calling him and her al?c\‘inling joy was to escape
tom the wretched household of which she d)rmcd a part,
and to wander expectantly about the strects, where she
He had told
her it would be a long time before he came,  She did not,
therefore, doubt him in the least because he delayed.  She
hoped for him and sought for him and firmly believed that
he would seme day bring her a rose from England. A rase
from England meant nl? that was sweet and graceful and
beautiful to her, and was casy to believe in since she had
scen the lovely garden. That gurden to which she could
never go now, for it was too far away, had stirred thoughts
in her that she could hardly understand.  Her ¢* teacher”
had given her one steadfast fact round which the new
thoughts clustered. **God makes the roses grow 'in
England.”  Faintly, doubtfully, the littic heart was lifted
up, and, as she wandered in the Englahd of squalid streets
and filthy smells and hideous sights and horrid sounds, her
yeurnings were perhaps just as reverent, if not so conscious,
as those which, long age, in another desert, lifted another
heart to the fith that some day, instead of the thorn shall
come up the fir-tree and instead of the briar shall come up
the mystie-tree.  Somchow at this, the most unhappy period
of her life, the dream of goodness which makes roses grow
gave her the only comfort which she had. She craved to
know more about it ; she craved for a sight of the man who
had bsen kind to her ; and when day followed Jay and he
did not come, she at lastinquired of the children round who
went to school where it was that the teachers came from.
;; Up the Commercial Road in trams and ’busses,” they told

er.

From that time forth she never failed to escape at least
once a'day from her bondzge and the travellers by tram and
*bus in the Commercial Road often noticed a litile ragged
figure with cager countenance, who ran alungside and peered
into the vehicles when they stopped.  If any one inquired
what she wanted, the answer was always the same, * I'm
looking for a teacher, please.”

GOD IS MANIFEST.

1 own my surprise not unly at the fzct, but at the manner
in which in this day writers, whose name is Legion, unim-
preaciied in character and abounding in talent, not only put
away from them, cast into shadow, or iato the very gulf o1
negation itself, the conccplion of a Diety, an acting and a
ruling Deity.  Of this belief, which has satisfied the doubts,
and wiped away the tears, and found guidance for the foot-
steps of so many a weary wanderer on earth, which ameng
the best and greatest of our race has been so cherished by
those who had%t, and solonged and sought for by those who
had it not, we might suppose that if at length we had dis-
covered that it was in the light of truth untenable, that the
accumulated testimony of man was worthless, and that his
wisdom was but folly, yet at least the decencics cf gourning
would be vouchsafed to this irreparalleloss.  Instead of this,
it is with a joy and exultation that might almost 1ccall the
frantic orgics of the Commune, that this, at lcast arfirst
sight, ternfic and oveswhelming calamity is accepted and tc-
cotded as 2 gain.  Onc recent, and in many waysrespected,
writer—a woman long wont 1o unship creed as sailors dis-
charge excess of cargo in a starm, and passing at length into
formal athcism—rcjoices to find herscll on the open, frec
and *‘bieczy common of humanity.” Ancther, also a
woman, and dealing only with the working and manilesta.
tions of God, finds in the theory of a J\hysxcal cvolution as
recently developed by Mr Darwin, and received with exten-
sive favour, both an” cmancipation (rom cirot «ad a novelty
in kind. She rejoices to think that now at last Darwia
s ghows life as a harmomious whole, and makes the future
stride possible by the past advance.” Evolution, that is
physical evolution, which alonc is in view, may be true (like
the solar theory), may be delightful and wonderful, in its
right place ; but are we really to undenstznd that varictics ol
animals brought about through domestication, the wasting of
organs {for instance, the tails of men) by disuse, that natorzl
sclection and the survival of the firtest, allin the physical
order, exhibit 10 us the great arvgnum of cieation, the sum
and centre of life, so that mind and spirit arc dethroned
from their old supremacy. are no longer sovereign by right,
Lut may find somewhere by charity a place assy them,
as appendapes, pethaps only as exarescences, of the material
aication? 1 contend that cvolution in its highest form has
not been a thing heretolore unknown to history, to philoso-
phy, or to thealogy. I contend that it was before the mind
of St. Panl when he taught that in the fulness of time God
sent fosth His Son, and of Eusclaus, when he wrote the
*¢ Preparation for the Gospel,” and of Augusiine when he
composed the * City of God '3 and, beautiful and splendid
as are the lessons taught by natural objects, they are, for
Christendom, at least, indefinitcly bepreath the sublime un
‘folding of the great drama of guman action, in which,
shrough long ages, Greeee was making ready a language and
at. intellectual li , and Rome a framewosk of order and an
idea of law, sach that in themn were to be sha and fash
toned the destinics of a regenerated world.  For those who
believe that ths old foundations are unshaken still, and that



