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¢ Oh, don't you know?
y, opening her blue eyes,
“ Why, He lives up in heaven,”|s
and her finger pointed upward.
Greg's eyes followed the direc-
tion o: her finger, anl saw the|l
bright stars peeping outof the
dark sky, quiet witnesses of Him

who made them. “Up there!|volley of oaths, as u man

i

why didn’t she take me too ?” t
“Well, Isuppose she couldn't,” |
returned May, 1
“It must be nicer than here, |1
said Greg, still keeping his face |«

up to the sky—*“so prettw with had been the cause of his fall.

all them bright spots!
“Course it's nicer there,”
May. “Shall I tell you what my
hymn savs ?—
There {s a happy land,
Far, {ar awa) !
Where ealnts in glory stacd,
Brigh*, bright as day
b, how they sweelly sing,
Worthy is our Saviour Kiag
Loud let His pralses ring,
Pralse, pralee for nye

“Say it again,” said Greg, as

y oaused.

And there in the dreary court,
in the starlight, May repeated
her hymn,

“ And my mother's there,” said
Greg \an}:.

“ Yes," said May, with a child's
assurance, “ and you'll goto her
one day.”

“Shall T?” exclaimed Greg, in
a tone of joy such as never before
came {rom that crippled form,
“ghall I, May ? When? Why
didn’t you tell me before ?”

‘I don’t know why I didn't
tell you,” said May, taking the
last question first, *“ I wish 1 had ;
but, you see, I haven't known
youvery long. And [ don't know
when you are going, Greg. Some
day, when God says s But 1
must go to mother. ( l-night,
L hope your granny wou't beat
you much.”

?" asked [up from his dark, cold corner to|he knew the true source of [ful, as if he was considering
the pure gentle stars that were!joy, and though he was

away.

know, buthe awoke at last with|was a very reserved woman, |
a start {from a sudden kick and a | never speaking to her neighbors| Thine here to show me
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often | whether he ought not, to have
hining so peacefully so far|in pain and weakness, yet he be-[sought the welfare of those about
\ {lieved God’s word that *Alllhim in some way, instead of shut-
After a while he fell asleep.| things work together for good to|ting himself up so much alone
Iow long he slept he did not|them that love God.” His wife “ Lord,” he whispered softly,

[« Thou hast sent this lamb of
what
came | if she could avoid it; and as Isaac| work I might do for Thee, even
man- | could not get about, they were al-|in my helpless state. Lord, I
wged tocreep away in the dark-|most as much alone, and knew us|thank Thee for this, Help me to
1ess as the man was throwing'little of their neighbors, as if thoy‘h':\ch this lamb the way to the
1is arms about in the vain en-| lived on a desert island. happy land.” Isaac's cyes v.io
leavor to punish the child who| But one day Greg's granny had shut and his hands clasped, but

been unusually cioss, even for|his face was upward.
Greg watched him gravely,

umbling over him. Greg

e was wide awake now, and | her; she had “beaten him, and

said | knew that it was late, that the turned him out into the wet court | and looked wup to the ceiling of

public-houses were closing, and | —for it was pourjng with rain--|the little room to see what made
that some drunken man had | telling him that she could not|the old man’s face so bright.
stumbled over him., He erept think what cripples were allowed | When Isaac opened his eyes
softly up the stairs to the room he  to live for, and she heartily wish- |again, and turned with a smile to
called *“home,” listening outside ' od he were out of the world, ']‘h..‘lh“ child, Greg asked L'I.\’Ul_\‘,
the door to find out, if possible, poor little lad's heart was nearly [ Who was you talking to ?
what sort of a temnper his grand- broken, and in endeavoring to| * Why, to the blessed Lord
in, Hearing 1m0 find acorner to hide quite out of | Jesus, to be sure,”

| “Him as took my mother
s 2

mother was
sound, he opened the door cauti-| granny’s reach, he discovered the |
ously, to see the old woman asleep | bend ‘in  the court near Isaac's away ?
in a chair, a bottle anl a glass house, and sat down on the step| * Yes, child; don't you know
close beside her, and a few warm | ¢rying as if his heart would break, | anvthing about Him ?”
cinders dying out in the grate.| What's that noise, wife?"| Greg shook his head.
He made Lis way to them on tip- asked Iscae, looking up from his| “ Dear, dear me, how sad ! The
toe, and warmed his cold hands work: “it sounds like a an]Lonl Jesus loves you, my boy
and feet as well as he could ; then crying. Do open the door and|and wants to make you His
creeping under the rags which goon 7 }h.:]»p\' child. Will you love
formed ~his bed, he  was soon|  She did as he wished \\'nhoutj”““ #
soundly “"1“"1". ‘lr‘f"m'“! of the , word, and Isaac raised his voice| "
happy land so far, far away a little: * What are you doing
CuapTER 11 there ¥
e Greg jumped up, and wonld
OLD. 18440, have shutlled away, but the voice
“The DBattlefield,” as Field's sounded kind, and he looked in
Court was commonly called n “Come in, come in!’ saic
that neighborhood, {rom the pub- Isaac. “I'm very fond of little|
lic-house at the corner which bore boys, and 1'd like to have a talk|
that unusual name, was a curious- with you.” |
y-shaped place. At the first| Bo Greg stepped in, thinking |
part—the part where Greg and too what a nice shelter it was|8nd some says ‘ Mrs. Jacksow,
May lived — the houses were re- {rom his granny, ‘T"I""'fl the boy, gravely.
gularly built opposite each other,| *Well,” said Isaac, with true| “Well, come and see me again
but at the other end the court|delicacy not noticing the child's| When you can, and bring May
turned round as if it were guing deformity—* I am glad to have a With you—TI'd like to see her.”

said Greg, earnestly,
his heart at once going out to
any one who loved him.

“ Where's your father? [sn't
he living ¢"
oY Don’t know,” said Greg, as if
1 |surprised at the question
* Who do you live with ?"
“ Why, with granny, at No
“ What's is granny’s name ?
“Some calls her *Old Moll,

an

“ (tood-night,” returned Greg;
“it won't matter if she docs. I've
gota mother now, and she's in the
happy land, and I'm going to
her!"”

May ran in, and Greg was
again left alone. Yet he hardly

felt the same forlorn child he had |
been an hour ago, He had a|

mother now! Yes, he accepted
the assurance of that with all con-
fidence. He was not so lonely,
and uncared for, and unwelcomed
as he had always thought; a
mother had loved him once, and
would again! May said so, and
she seemed to know. Who was
Jesus, who had taken his mother
away, he wondered? And how
could He live up there among
those bright stars? Oh, how
many questions he wanted toask!
Then he repeated over and over
agam the only lines he could re-
member of May's hymn—
* There {s & happy land,
Far, far away.”

“ Yes, it must be far away from |still gave him odds and ends of}

here,” he thought, as he listened
to the noise and screams and
oaths that were continually

sounding around him, and looked

to lead yousomewhere, and when | visitor. You see I can’t walk at| S0 Greg went out again into
yon got there you found one all. | the rain and cold, He noticed a
little house in a corner, small “ Can't von ?” said Greg, with|group of children at play on the
than the rest, and if possi great interest; “don’t you never | corner, evidently enjoying them.
darker ; a high brick wall being | go out atall? Shan't you never|$¢lves, inspite of the wet weather
built opposite, which shut off’| walk any more?” y He l“”"{‘l past them as quickly
{much of the daylight. There| “1shan't walk any more on|2s hecould go, but not before one

| o . el . .
|was no thoroughfare, and it earth, but in the happy land 1,curly-headed child had canght
; sight of him, and shouted out—

scemed as if the house had been shall walk again.”

an after-thought of the builder's| *Shall you?" asked Greg,|" “”".‘ hback Greg!” The pain.
—as if he had felt that there were | brightening up. “Are you going ed look came over his face again,
8o many people in London to be|there ind as others took up the cry, the

2
accommodated, that wherever| * Yes, sure; do you know any.|{ears came into his eyes. He
there was even a small vacant|thing aboutit? ~ ) ':'_"‘:"""‘l on, and as he passed by
spot, there he must contrive to| “I've got a mother in the No. 2 his granny appeared at the
| build a house, At any rate, there happy land, and I'm going to door
it was, with “No 11" faintly  her,” replied Greg, with a nod
painted on the door. | “God bless you, my boy,” said -

This house held three families, | [saae, with deepening interest,* | | i
in the lowest room lived old Isaac didn’t know any one in this « ourt | Tue MopERN CITY minister is

and his wife; they had lived thought of these things. Whe chargeable with unfaithfulness to
e € ey hac ug ) 1 1ng U‘xh.- word of God. While he is

there many years. When hetold you abont it 2" | A
was well and strong he had earn-| * May told me.” ‘I“""‘“"—" his pretty little sermon
ed good wages at asaddler's shop| * Who's May ?" [from gilt-edge, sweet-scented
inthe main road, not far off ; but| “Why, May, what lives just note-paper. 1 soft and dulcet
a sad accident had laid him low, |opposite,” said ‘ireg, as if he|'ones to the select few, in the
and he had not been able to walk| thought every one ought to know | pleasant church, the masses are
since. His employers, however, | her. X |rushing headlong to ruin and
“Dear me, I wish I conld get|CArTyIng our country and its in-
work which he could do at his about. Wili you bring May lojbl“u””"‘ with them.— Sele-ted.,
[own house ; his wife taking the see me some aay « I should like) —_—
work backwards and forwards, to see her. And Isaac pushed| IrYou would create something,

!lsuac was a happy old man; up his spectacles,looking thought.! you must be something, —Goethe.

(To be continued.)
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