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THE MAGIC OF KINDNESS.

« Oh, mother, I'm g0 ill,” the poor Iad whispercd ag best he
could.

“ Yes, I fear you are, my boy,” she replied ; ¢ your father's
gone for the dnctor, and 1 expeet him back every minute.”

¢ Do yon think 1 shall die, mother ?" he asked.

1 don’t kraw--haw should I? And perhaps if you was, it
wouldn’t matter ; there would bo one less to keep,” was the
unfeeling reply.

‘I'he paor hoy burst into tears, aud then relapsed into a state
of unconseinusness again, during which time the doctor arrived.
After examination, he pronounced it to be a serious case, which
wauld require great care, or death would result. Giving orders
what to bo done, and promising to send medicine without
delay, he left the wretched place.

I wish he may die,” said the father, as soon as the doctor
had gone, ¢ He'll be one out of the way.”

““That's what I told him just before you came in,” replied
the mother, *“ but it sent him right off into a swoon.”

“Well, I don't see what's the use of being bothered with
children,” said the father ; ¢ inJdeed, I begin to fecl that poor
people shouldn’t have elnldren at all.”

¢“\Well, we've our sharc of trouble, and no mistake ; and to
have this hoy ill as well, it's a great bother.™

Such was a sample of the unfeeling cunversation of these
parents, out of whomn everything human was nearly gone, in
consequence of their mode of hfe. However, there was One
who had said, **\Yhen my father and mother forsake me, tho
Lord will take me up "’ ; aud agam was the blessed truth to
he proved in all its fulness, to the juy of one and the astonisii-
ment of others, aud 16 accurred in the folluwing manuer: The
teacher, observing that the boy had not Leen at school for
two or three nights, made a visit to hnow the rcason. Lo his
surprisa he found the lad i bed, alvne ; and, the door of the
reom being partly opened, and noone answering to his knodk,
he entered.  ‘The lad was moanmgan s sleep, and very rest.
less, muttering words which were quite usintelligible.  The
tearher, whose name was Andrew Worker, quietly withdrew,
and lingered about the stairs, hoping to mect the mothor, 1n
this he was correct, ag sfie soun put 1 au appearance,

¢ Exeunse me,” sarl Mr. Worker, “are you the mother of
the lad who is ill up stams ?”

¢ Yeg, T am,” she replied.

T hope he is not seriously 1ll, and that he will svun Le
well again,” vespond. 4 the teacher.

“How do you know fum, and why arec you sv cuncerned
about him ?”she asked, lovkmg at Mr. Worker with an ingui-
sitive gaze,

“0h, ho comes to our school in the court, and T am his
teacher,” was the quick reply. ** I misscd lnm for a night or
two, aud wondered how it was, so came to see.”

“Indeed! Well, you might have spared yourself the
pains, for I fancy he won't be here long,” was the mother's
reply.

I‘)"}’tmst you will he mistaken, and that he is not so bad as
you think. However, I will speak to une of our visitors, and
see what we can do for him. I amsorry I cannot stay just
now, but T will try and call again scon.”

Leaving her, dr. Warker went in search of one of his
fcllow-labourers, to whom he made known the buy's condi-
tion, and soon the poor httle fellow was wvisited by Mrs.
Baker, the BRible-woman, who had often witnessed such
scenes of sorrow and want, and therefore was ready for
cvery difficulty with which she might have to contend. Aud
well wes it that she went, for it required all her courage and
tact to allay the feelings of an%er with which her well-meant
effosts were met. However, being 2 woman of earnest piety
and strong faith; she persevered, 2ad at length was allowed
to bring little articles whicrwere very needfnl to the sick boy.
Days passe 1 by, while the life of the lad seemed to hang upon
a single thread, which at any moment might snap. Both the
father and mother seemed to take little or no cave of the
issue, whether it was for life or death. At length the
discase seemed to be .rrested in its course, and the doctor
ventured to express the hope that perhaps after all he
might live, though of that he wounl pot be sure. The news
was received with a sullen silence by both of the prrents, as
if they were rather disappointed, but the doctor took no
notice, feeling he had done his duty.

Daring the evening the mother sat watching the boy, and
from time to time givine him his medicine and the listle
delicacies which the Bible-wowan had left in her charge, when
all at once she heard, in a kind of whisper:

“Mother ! mother!”

““Yes,” sho reluctantly replied.

* Mother, how long have I been i1l 2"

‘¢ A good many days.”

*‘Dues the doctor say I shall get well, mother?”

* Perbaps you may, he said to-day, but he'’s not sure.”

L dlen't think Ishall, 1 feel so very weak, mother.”

CWell, we nmay wait and see,” she replied ; “lay quict
and go to sleep again.”

Fora few moments he lay as still as death, and again he
aaid, * Mother!”

‘ Well, what now do you want ?2”

‘“1 should so like just to see my teacher, mother. beforo
I dic, to thank him for what he has taught me. Will you
send someone to the school and ask him to come?”

¢ \What do you svant to see him for, and what good can
he dr’), you?” asked the mother. ¢ Hc's been to see you
onee,

*But T want to sce him, mother, to thank him for telling
me ahont Jeang, who came into the world to seck and save
Jost anid wicked bays like me, and to toll him that ever sinco
he told me about Jesus boing able to givo rest to all who go
to [{im in trouble, 1've found it true.’
. “4\"'onscuae, you don't know what you're talking abous,
oy.’
““ But Tdn, mother : and if you and father would only let
my tcn-'h’er tell you about Jesus, Ho would make you as happy
ag tam’

“It's all rubbish, I tell you. Your teacher's no butter than
other folks, 1 know.,”

¢ But he is, mother, if you anly knew him.”

‘I do know him, for he’s called nearly every day or night to
ask after you ever since you've been 11"

1 theught sn, mother ; and doesn't that prove he must
Le goud, or he woulidn't feel so kiudly to a poor buy like mc.

¢ Perhaps s0,” she replied, not knowing what else to say.

¢¢ T know it, for I always began to fecl better directly I went
near him.

** There, that will do, you musn't talk any more, and 111 go
and see 1f e 1l come in to look at you.”

Away she went, wondering what kind of special virtne
there was i any young man who preferred teaching ragged
hoys to spending his time in folly and sin. But she soon
fearned that it was the pussession of the Master’s spirit who
went about domng goud which constituted the charm, anl
had changed the current of her boy's life. Of conrse Mr,
Worker was only tuo glad tv come aud see the sick boy, and
give him a cheering word, which the mother afterwards sail
* did him more goud than the doctor’s physic,”” Whether it
Wwas 50 or not, the buy gradnally recovered from that very
mght.  Nor was this the o..y influence for good which Mr
Worker had upon tic family, for his mather felt that if her
boy could find rest from his little troubles, by trusting in
Jesus, why could not she alsv. The result was that one
evening when the little fellow was sitting up and feeling that
he was getting strong, the stubbornuess of his mother'’s heart
gave way, and she burst into tears, saying :—

¢“Oh, my buy, would to God I knew how to get the peace
and joy you and Mr. Worker have.”

“Why, mouther, it is as easy for you to have as for us, for
Jesus says, ‘Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy
laden, and I will give you rest.’”

¢ But I'm so wicked, He v;.'ou’t have me, will He?”

¢ Yes, for he says, * I am'come to scek and save the lost.”

¢“ Oh, pray for e, my boy, aud I'll pray, and perhaps lle
will hear and save me.”

Just at that moment a knonck was heard, and who should
it be but Mr. Worker. Ina few minutes he heard all that
had taken place, and taking out his Bible he read soveral
portions ctlculated tn make the way of salvation clear to the
sorrowing mother,and then kneeling down, asked God to bless
acd guide her into all peacr, To his joy, she found peace
in believiog ere he left that night. She then began to fecl
anxious about her husband,and next day asked hinitolisten to
the boy’s story about Mr. Worker. Frank soon began to
see what a mistake he had made in_ trying to carry his own
trouble instead of asking God to doit for him, and ultimately,
after a few visits from Mr. Worker, he also decided to make
the Word of Gol his guide, and to serve the Lord with full
purpose of heart.

1t was not loug before he proved the truth of the saying,
A little that a righteous mau hath, is better than
the riches of many wicked”; for he found that




