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Onr Lonnyg Holls,

Our Hospital Pet.

There was a crash on Broadwsy, a jost-
ling of waygons, and ashouting of drivors,
‘Then a sharp shrick. No ono knew how
it had happened, Lut o child was undor
tho wheels.

¢ A strect Amb,” somcbody said, as
kind hands hfted the untonscious fura
and Jaid 1t 1 an ambulance. Thon tho
busy tidosurgod on.

When the boy upened bis oycs ho was
Jying on a little cot in a roum whero thero
were many such beds. The walls wero
whito and hung with pictures, and the
sunshino atrecaming in through the long
windows, filled the ward with bright-
n

css.

At first ho thought ho was dreaming,
and closed his eyes in languid content-
ment. But gradually ho becamo con
scious of strange scnations. Ho tricd to
movo and could not. It seemed asif ho
wuro {ied fast.  Just as he was beginning
to rcalizo this, a pleasant voice asked :

*“Wouldn't you like a drink ("

Looking up, ho aaw a young woman
standing by his bed, with a cup of milk
in her hand. Sho was small and wore a
dainty cap perched on the dark curls
which clustered on her forchead. She
looked very pretty to him, and for a mo-
ment he thought she was part of his
dicam, but ho was thirsty, and milk was
an unwonted luxury. Drinking it roused
him more, and as ho gave her back tho
cup he asked :

“Where am XI? Why can't I get
up "”

*Yon've been hurt and must lay still
alittlo while. You are whero you will
bo taken czre of,” she answered, ovas-
ively.

She knew, too well, the herror which
many of the poor feel for hospitals to
speak the word till ha becameaccustomed
to tho thing.

¢¢Jt is nice here, and you ave grod,” he
said, gratefully as she shook hia pillow.
*¢ Can I stay hero till I get well §”

“Would you like to!” sho askod:
knowing that thero wasno getting well
for him.

“Yes; I have no where elsoto go,” he
answered.

This, and tho fact that his namo was
Chris, was all sho over learned about
him. If ho had a histery he did not tell
it. Apparently he had always beon as
then, without father, mother, or other
claimant.

Miss Morgan, tho nurso, s00n grew
fond of him, for there was somcthing
strangely attractive about tho silent
child. Whether paticnt cndurance was
part of his nature, orwas a result of eatly
handships, ora benumbing coffect of his
injunics, 1t was impossiblo to tell. But
he lay quict ard scomingly happy,
watching tho frolics of tho other children
who wero most of them ablo to be up and
=bout, at least part of the day.

They, too, grew fond of him, and
shand with bim their toys and gamos.
Indeed, ¢no of the wmany bmutifal
things to be seen in o hespital is tho kind
and geatlo xympathy of tho patients for
oach other, and the way they sharo their
few pleasures and laxuriex. The gener-
oxity of the rich is as nething to that of
the pour, {uT the fermer pavo nut of abun-
dance, tho laticr vut of povesty.

“What miakes you 30 happy haszl™
Alim Arrgan ence asked him.

It is warm, asd I kave eanughto eal,
and yeuare good to we,” hoanswerad,
carenirg tho hand he held.

Accustomed theosh she was to dealing
with misery and sniveing, the answer
atartled her. Wad the atrogyle for oxiste
100 been 3o 2emmitle ta this gentlo oy,
thatlo bo watmel and fod were lnzuncs
L borejriead weer, eventhough purchiaxad
by pain and eanfincrmeatt Wem dvo
and tendamess 3a unknoma o hin that
ho was gratified by that of a horpital
surse ! Yeb, ifake had Tut knowm, it
Was no! alrange that any une ahould ene

joy hor care, for sho, like most womon
who devoto their sivcs to tho relicf of
sufforing, brought to her work u hearl
made tender by sorrow, and ministering
for tho love of mumstenng, not as s
hireling, '

His ignoranco was no leas remarkablo
than his quictness. It scomed as if thero
must bo something lacking about him
mentally, that ho had picked up so littlo
in his street life. Ho know tho nzme of
tho vity mn which he lived, but not of the
State.” Ho had heard of schools, but
could not tei® what was dono there. Sun-
dey was to hun merely o day when poceplo
stopped work aud ¢ was harder than ever
to got food, and when peuple who had
good clothes went to church. Ho hud
heard tho names of Gued and Chriat in
oaths, but know no moroe of tho Christinn
religion thanif he had lived upon the
steppes of Asia. Honesty and thankful-
ness wero to hiut luxuries of wealth.
Stealing and lying incidents ot poverty.
It 13 a strange comment upun our civili-
zation that such heathenism can exist in
our midst.

Miss Morgan was to have an experience
raro in this land. Sho <3s to teach this
boy with his oddly mature and immature
mind, those truths of Chiistianity which
aro famibar to must children, when
scarcely vut of tho cradle, and to #ee how
tho old, old story would seem to one
to whem it was altogether now. Reli-
gous toaching was no part of her recog-
nized dutics, but she was too truly a

-servant of her Master to let guch an op-

portunity slip. -

Littlo by little,as thechanco offured, she
told lnm tho story, beginning with the
angels’ song and the childhood of our
Lord. Most childvren would have askoed
questions, but Chrjs mrely did. Ho lis-
tencd as if to a fairy tale.  But when she
told him of Jesus healing the sick, he
started with eager intercst.

¢ Whero is Ho 7" ho asked. < Would
He make mo well again?” Then as he
hesitated for areplv: ““Would Ihavo to
go away from hero 7

¢ 1 am afraid so.”

“Then 1 don’t want Him to do it;
I would rather stay with you,” ho sid,
after a fow mnoments of thoughtful si.
leuce.

Ho listcned with bated breath to
talo of tho mock trial, and tho crown of
thorns and scourging, but when sho came
to the crucifxion, hostarted from his pil-
low with dashing cyes.

“Curse them ! curso them ! he cried.
“They killed Bim,” and ho burstints
bitter tears.

Sho w=s frightonod by thoaterm of grief
and passion her werds had roused, for to
her an to tho rest of us, tho story had lost
its startling forco by oft repeating. Sho
triod vainly to sootl him, till it occurred
to her that tho best consoiation lay in tho
resurrection.  On  hearing of this ho
quickly dricd hix eyes. .

““Then Ho wwa not dead " he maid.

“Yes, He wax, but He cano to lifo
again, and will never dic any more.”

Then in answar to hit wondering looks
sho pointod cat he moaning of the life,
death, and resucnoction of Jeaus, explain.
ing that Ho «amo to save and punfy us
from xins, that we with Him might enter
into overiasting life.

Wo whn have heard theso things frem
nfancy czn have na idea of tho revel:
ation they weroto the hameless, soifering
child.

To him the Gapel was truly gord Ud-
ings and ho Teecived it with joy saaching
1o beheld. Even his hahitnal silencoe
gavo way beforo his desiro tn ahato his
new treasure with othesa, A new guality
camo into his cheerfulness,

What had vneo been 3lacid content.
ment becanio actual jayrasieas, and even
thazo whe were wont i xenfl grew
enghifnl before thotekens of his ximplo
faith,

Twon pasol. Tho dnclers xaid
ke might livo many more, btat wenld
never main. As aaun as ho was
allo kind friends tauzht him to read amd
writo xnd do prelty handiwork which

might bring him a little incomo. 1is cot
became tho brightest apot in tho ward,
and the other childron gathered round it
eagerly whilo ha shaved thoir joys and
sorrows,and contributed groatly totheiren
juyment. His 1fe was narrow and his
opportunities small, but he improved
thom woll, and who may measure tho
ﬁood dono by his humble servico, ur the

vnor which, iu aunother world, may be
awarded to faithfulness in littlo things.

Loving and beluved, his lifo was mov
ing icaccfully on, when s lady visitor,
struck by his swceet faco and gentlo man
nois, inquired his history, and learsing
that he was without claimant took him to
her home, which had lately beon made
desolate by tbo death of her onlyson.
In keart anl houschold, sho has given
him her dead Loy's place, and means to
oducete him for the position le isto fill:
and wo may woll doubt whothor she in
iviag, ur hoin receiving is most bleasod.
ut amid his changed surroundings he
remains the same gontle, aclf-forgetting
bay, and his grestest happiness is in plan-
ning to help and rescuo othor Arabs of
tho stroets.—XN. Y Obscrver.

A Practical Help-

About five yecars agu onc cold Sunday
murning, & young man crept out of a
market-houso in Philadelphin into the
nipping air,, just as tho bells began to
ring for church. He had slept under a
stall all night, or rather lain there in a
stupor from » long debauch.

His faco, which had onco been delicate
and refined, was blue from cold and
Llotchiod with sores ; his clothes were of
fino texture, hut they hungon hitninrmgs
covered with mud.

He staggored faint with hunger and ex-
hausticn ; the snowy streets, thoe gayly-
drossed crowds thronging to church,
swam beforo his cyes; his bruin was
dazed for want of thoe usual atimulant.

Ho gasped with a horrible sick thirst,
a mad craving for liquer which the sober
man cannot 1magine. Ho looked down
at tho Tagged coat flapping about him, at
his brimless hat, to find somcthing he
could pawn for whiskey, but ho had
nothing. Then he drapped upon a stone
step, leading as it happonod, into a
e worshi ing i

¢ worshippers wero geing in. mo
clegantly dressed women, gxu:cin{.;s“t.lw
wretched sot, drow their garments cleser
and hurricd by on tho other side.

Ono clderly woman turned to look at
him, just as two young mien of his own
ago halted.

“That is George C——." maid onc.
“Five years ago he Wwas a promisin
young lawyer in P——. Hismather an
aister livo there atill,  They think ho is
dcd.‘l .

* What did 7"

“Trying to live ina fashionallo act

first, then brandy. Cemocon. Wo shall
bo late for church.”

The lady went ap to Geongo C——and
took hisarm. * Comc imdide,” shoxaid,
sternly, with a secret lnathing at her
hoart.  *The Gospel is for such as you.
Como and pray to God that perhaps at
thia lato day He may lead you to 1o
demption.”

Ho stared stopidly at her. Sho lec
tured him for somo time, sharply, trying
to compress tho truths «f Christianity in-
to a few torsosentences.  Butthat younz
man'z brain Gid net want truth ortho
Goxpel, it wantad physical stimulant
Wiz hoad drepped on his broast ; ahe left
him, going wath a dexpaining 2igh inte
tho church.

A fow minutes later a gentlemzn camo
up, who 3ad diferont idas of loaching
Christ. Ho mn with aglance tho deathly
pallar under tho B skin. b

< Yor hava net kad breakfast veg, iny
dear friend,” ho mid triakly. “*Cocme,
weo'll go Lazetlierand find acme.”

Geoorgo U——-  mnitered  something
abeut atriffe,” and “*a.rn”  DBut his
{r;end drew his arm within hisvewn, and
hurried hima trombling and rexisting dnwn

theatreol, toalittlo hall where atable

was sot with strong coffeo and a hot, sav-
ory meal. It was surrounded by men
and wimen as wrotchod as himself,

Houte and drank ravenously. When
ho had tinished his eyo was alimost cloar,
and his atop steady, ns ho catup up to his
now {riend and said,

“1 thank you.
mo."
¢ Let mo help you farther, Sit down
withmoe and listen to some muaie.”’

Semebudy touched a  few plaintive
notes un an organ, and a hymn waa sung,
unio of the vld, simplo strains with which
mothers ang to their cluldren and bring
themselves nearer to God. Tho tears
stood in George C—~—'s oyes.  Holisten-
cd while a few of tho words of Jesus wero
read. Then ho ruso fo go. "“Iwasn
man onco liko you,” he said, holding out
his hand.  ““I belioved in Christ Jbut its
teo late now.”

‘It is not too late i” cried his friend.
It is needless to tell huw ho pleaded with
him, nor huw for months ho renewed his
cfforts.

Ho succeeded at last. George Ca—
hns been for four years n soberman.  Heo
fills a position of trust in the town wheru
ho was born, and his mother's heart is
mado glad in her old age.

Every Sund'y morning tha broakfast
is set, and wrciched men and women
whun tho world rejects aro gathered inte
it. Surely it is work which Christ would
sct hia followers upon that day.

WaaT Tury Aarerp 10 Give Ur.—A
poor woman in the village whose husband
had dicd, was left with tive children, and
with nothing to live upon.

All tho littlo Harpers wero sorry whon
they heard thoir mother's tale,

*“How can we help? We've got no
money at all,” said Janio tho cldeet.

Alrs. Harper smiled and said,—

“No, you have no moncy, butif you
would liko to givo up somo of your plea-
sures yo1 could carn some.”

“ How wmother{”

“You might givo up having sugarin
your tea, for ono thing,”

« But it's so nasty without, mother.”

“YWell, haps you can think of
aomcthing elso. All of you go into the
garden for half an hour, and como and
tell me what you fix upon.”’

Off ran Janio and Harr, and woo
Johnny, hand in hand, and walked sol-
emnly round tho garden for half an hour.
\Whea tho clock atruck they ran in again,
helter-skelter.

“TWell," raid the mother,

Jano spako :

*Wo'ro thought of cverything all
round, mother, and if you pleuse, wo
should liko to guve up our lesssnal™

But that mnother czn not agreo to.

You have helped

A High Churchman and a Scotch Pros
byterian had been at the mamo church.
Tho former asked tho latter if hio did not
hike tho “mtroita.”  **I don't know what
an introit is,” was the reply.  “Dat did
Fou not cnjuy tho anthemi” =mid tko
Churchman. *No, 1did not enjoy itat
all." *I am very Ty, said the Church-
man, “bocause it was used in tho carly
Church, in fact it was originally sung by
David.” *“Ah, " xid the Scotchman,” then

¢ explaing tho Scriptore. I canuonder-
stand why, if David sung at at that time,
Saul throw his javelin at him.”

Txo poor men, e the dath of a rola-
tive, camo intn posresxicn of a largo for-
tune.  They didn't knvw very well wkat
e dn with it but began lnﬂmal:o an im-

aovezaent in their peraenal appeamanee,
:1u:d towands that end oach rosaleed to
hiavo ageld watch, vniogringin Edinburgh
for hin, and tho other o Glagew., Un
oming hamo with their parchases they
bezsn 1o ovmparo them, when tho che
mpato tio vitier, TWhatasrt «f a watch
Yavo 7va gl diekl “I'vogota pented
lavensk,” replied Jock.  Then zaid the
«iNer, *Ireget 3 hetter yinthan yog, for

T've g-taterae’s uacie.” Tho ¢no had
£t » patent Jover, tho cthir a horixmtal,




