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For Tommy.

It was New Year’s eve, but the tramp did not know
that. He was tired and hungry. He had been walking
all day and had not beer well-treated. At many houses
he bad been turned away without ceremony ; at others
work had been offered. Only one woman had taken him
in and fed him for nothing, but she bad given him soda
bresd which always disagreed with him, and cold tea:
The profession was not what it had been cracked up to
be, thought the tramp, and he began to think that the
burglar had the best of it after all. He bad always called
himself an honest man, and he now and then split wood,
when he could not get food without, but, ‘after -all, was
honesty the best policy ? He knew burglars who had
their little houses ag neat and pretty asanyone would ask
to see.. Texts round the walls, too, “‘God bless our
home,” and all that. The tramp liked a pretty text,
This very afternoon he had been walking with a burglar
—they separated when they came to the village, in
mutual, though friendly, distrust—who was going home
with a New Vear's present for his little boy—a gold watch
it was, He had taken it from an old curmudgeon, who
kept it locked in a box doing no good to anybody. That
burglar was going home to have a cozy time with his
wife and thild, and here was he, a tramp, an honest man,
and not able to gét a bite of supper. Decidedly, tramp-
ing was not what he had been led to believe it. He
thought he should try stealing, after all ; he stopped,
full of thought, and@ooked around him. - ;

A bright light shone from the window of & cottage hard
by; the blind was up; the tramp stepped to the window
and looked in. A neat, bright, voxy kitchen, a little old
woman busy over the stove. No sign of masculine pres-
ence anywhere

“I'll try here I" said the tramp.

He opened the door without knocking, and went in,
The little woman looked up. *‘Good evening’ !I'* she said
*I didn't hear ye knock. What can I do for you

"1 want some money,'" said the tramp, hoarsely, for
he bad made up his mind now. ¢

“Well, I haven't got a cent I"*  said the little woman,
“and if I bad I wouldn't be fool enough to give it to
you, Sothereit is, you see! But you can do something

for me I/ohp ed, brightly, “You've come just in the
vick of time, I wan{ this soup taken to a sick boy

round iv the next atr His mother is sick, too, and
can't cook things unice -as he ought to have'em ;

hasn't means to get 'em, neither, [ expect ; and I set out
that be should have something good and hot.to go to

sleep on and begin the new year with nourishment in- .

side him."”’

All the llmme was talking the little woman was busy
gettingout a bowl and cover and finding a clean napkin.

“Here ! she said, and she poured some of the steam-
ing broth into a small cup, ‘‘See if that ain’t good! I
guess likely ’tis.”’

The tramp glared at her, but drank the broth and said
it was good.

& “Then you take this!" said the' little woman. *“Go
round the corner to the fourth white house and say it’s
for Tommy. What ye waitin for ?"

I didn’t come here to do errands I"* said the tramp,

“Yes, you did!" said the little woman, sharply.
“That’s just what you come for. I've been waitin’ the
past half hour for the Lord to send some one—1I can’t go
out at night myself, fear of the asthm$—and‘ He’s sent
you. Reckon He knows what He’s about 1" »

She pushed the tramp out gently but decidedly and
shut the door on him. -

“Well, I swan !"” said the tramp.

He carried the bow! safely to the fourth white house
from the corner. Once, indeed, he stopped on the way
and muttered to himself,

“Tommy !" he said, and his tone expressed deep in-
jury. “You'd think they might have called him
William, or something else. There's names enough,
you'd think, without hittin’ on Tommy. But that’s_ the
way ! A man don't have no chance 1"

A horse and buggy stood before the white house, and
wheh he knocked the door was opened by a short,
square man with “‘doctor’’ written all over him.

‘“What's this '’ asked the doctor,

**Soup "’ said the tramp,-‘for Tommy !

““Who sent you ?"' asked the doctor. *“Old woman,
brown house round the corner? All right! If she sent
you | suppose you're & respectable fellow. Just jump
into my buggy and drive to 140 Gage street | Give this
note o my wife-~Mrs. Jones—and bring back the medi-
cime she will give you. Hurry, now! 1 can't leave this
boy, aad I've been waiting balf an hour for somebody to
come slong,”

He nodded, and shut the door,

T owan 1" said the tramp agnin

¢ﬁ mmﬂmmly Awsy, He did
not know Gage street was, but & few questions put
mu“m M“lﬂndm--u‘n

he drew up before a neat white villa standing back
among shrubberies.

A lady answered his” ring. She hegan to speak before
she saw him. ‘‘Why, John !" she cried, “‘did you forget
your key? Iheard the buggy wheels—O, mercy,! Who
is this 7

The tramp gave her the note which she read quickly.

‘“Yes,” she said, O, certainly! 1 will get them at®
once. And while you are waiting'’—she looked at the
tramp, doubtfully. ‘‘The doctor sent you—it must be all
right—I wonder if you would be so very obliging as to
look at the furnace for me? Ourman is gone off; I don't
know where he can be, and I am sure there is something
wroug. The house is cold as a barn, and I can’t leave
the baby more than a moment, and my girl is sick. If
you would be so kind !”’

She showed him the cellar door and ran to get the
medicine,

The tramp stumped down the cellar stairs, shook the
furnace thoroughly, put coal on and #hut it up.

Wkhien he went up the fire was burning well, and the
doctot's wife was waiting for him with a packet and a
cup of hot coffee. -~

““You must be cold," she'said. “‘And I.am w0 niuch
obliged. I can'timagine where Thomas can be,”

“You're a lady, mum," gaid the tramp,

On the way back he was hailkd by & woman who came
to her gate with a shawl over her head.

“‘Say, mister, was you goin' luywhtru near the post-
office "

“‘Most prohably I was,'’ said the tramp, “1I'm in the
delivery business to-night.’’

“Then if you'd post this letter for e 1'd be & thousand
times obliged to you. It's to my son, and he'll fret if he
don't hear from me New Year's Day. Thank you, sir!
I hope your moffier feels comfortable about ybu this cold
night.”

The tramp winced av this,  He said nothing, but took
the letter and went

As he drove by a street Iamp & rough volee called to
him to stop. He checked the horse, and was awire of
the burglar with whom he had walked and talked u fow
hours before.

“Hello, pall,” said the burglar.  “You're in Iyek !
Seems to me you was the feller that was goin” to stay an
honest man, was you ? \nd got & team a'ready ! That's
smart business, Ginr-me & lift 1"

The tramp grunted and sliook his head.

“I'm on an errand,”’ he said, *‘for a sick child.”

““‘Sick granny '’ said the burglér. ‘‘you go shares or
I'll give you up.”

He grasped the horse’s bridle as he spoke, and his
looks were ugly enouvh,

“All right,” said the tramp ; “‘jump in.”

He threw back his robes and hgld out his hand. The
burglar left the horse’s head and was in the dct of spring-
ing into the buggy when a well planed blow sent him
-pnwling on his back jn the road.

The tramp drove on rapidly. “Some folks ain’t mo .
sense of what’s right and fittin’,”” he muttered. *'There’s
a time for everything. That's Scripture.”

He found the doctor waiting at the door of the white
cottage.

“Sharp’s the word ! said the doctor. ‘I was getting
uneasy, my man.’’

“So was 1,” said the tramp. He explained that the
hired man was gone and the lady had asked him to see
to the furpace. g

“'Gone, has he?"’ said the doctor, and his face dark-
ened. ‘¢ that’s the last time. He needn’t come
back, 4he tipsy rascal.”

Agaid he looked keenly at the tramp, who was shift-
ing a buckle of the harness in a very knowiug way.

‘*Know anything about horses ?*’ he asked.

“Reckon,’ said the tramp. )

‘Who are you, anyhow '’ asked the doctor.

““Well, I was wonderin’,”" said the tramp. ‘I took
care o’ horses five years. I been sick and since then I
been trampin’ a spell. To-night I started out to be a

“burglar, but I ain’t had no chance. I might as well go

back to work again and done with it.”

I think you might "’ said the doctor. “Come in and=
help me with this boy. He's pretty sick, and his
mother's not much better.”

“Well, it's all in the night’s work,” said the tramp.
“I'll be dressmakin’ before I get through with this.”

He #tepped inside, bubstopped shert at the’ bedroom
door with a white face. A child’s voice was heard
within, asking for water. i

“Who's that '* asked the tramp, staring at the doctor.
‘“Whobse voice is that »

“Tommy's," said the doctor. "'l‘ommj Trent.”

YO, my Lord 1" said the lrump “How , did he some
.m 'H
. "'His mothet came some weeks ago,” said the dogtor,
“toget work in the mill. Good, steady woman, She
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was doing well till she fell sick, and then Tommy took
this fever, . Nice boy, Tommy. Do you know anything
about them ? They seem to be guite alone. There was
#n older son, I believe, but he seems to have got into bad
ways and gone off. Do you know anything about Mrs.
Prent I»

“‘Reckon," said the tramp. He hid his face against
the wall for a moment ; then he turned upon the doctor
with flaming eyes. “Something s been after me to-
night,” he said, fiercely. ““Thingsisall of a piece! I
don’t say what it is. You may call it the Lord if you’re
& mind to. I shan't say nothin’, I tell you I ain’t had
nochance.” He put the doctor aside with one hand and
slipped noiselessly into the low room. *‘Tommy," he
said, softly, ‘““how's things?”

The sick boy started up on his elbow with a cry,

looked, then fell back on his pillow, laughing and ery-'

ing. “It'sall right ! he said, “Mother, it's all right!
I'll get well now ! Brother Jim’s comie 1" |

“‘Reckon,” said thg tramp.—[Laura E. Richnrdl in
Congregationalist J

o
Her Narrow Life.

The wind upot the prairie in Western Iowa is very
, business -like in its methods. It is, indeed, so very
lhomugh and practical in its ch vocation of shaping
and shifting snowbanks or throwing clouds of dust into
the air, that all travellers, when possible, give it unques-
tioned right of way by seeking shelter from its rude blasts.

During one of its recent furies Mrs, Nellie Brown,
while awaiting her husband's return to dinner, drew hér
chair near the comfortable hester, and, taking a paper
from » stand near by, read with deep interest a sketch
from the pen of a gifted writer, who pictured the grandeur
of old ocean, as witnessed by her in a recent visit to o
shore. The paper dropped from Nellie’s hand
lewned her head wearily ageinst the chair batk, while
tears sprang tc her eyes. Her life seemed so narrow—
this homely, everyday life.

‘M1 I could but have money and lelsure to travel and
see some of the wonders of nature and art ; (o witness
with my own eyes God's handiwork in mountain valley
and sea ; to stand on the very ground where ‘he stood in
the Holy Land, I feel that I could then spend my life in
profitable service for him-—work that counts for Cbrim ”
Thus she thpught discontentedly.

“ It is hard to be so poor,”” she remarked, half audibly,
smiling at the absurdity of the thought, *‘ that one can
scarce maintain herself & true Christian. T could not
give a subscription to the misfonary cause this winter
unless T denied myself a new cloak, and it seems as if
people snub me for looking shabby. This has made me
aggry and resentful.”

Nellie's naturally cheerful countenance resembled an
April day as her wounded pride found vent in tears,
although there was the suspicion of a sunny smile in the
appearance of the usual dimples around her mouth, asa
sense of the ludicrous got the better of her.

A loud knock at the door caused her to hastily wipe °

traces of emotion from her face. Responding to the rap,
a young foreigner, a peddler, stood panting for breath as
he put his heavy pack inside the door and, seating
himself on the nwut chair, sdid briefly : ** Bad wind.
Tired.”

“ Yes,” answered Nellie, pleasantly. ‘It must be
hard travelling on foot today.” Then noticing how
wearied he was, and that his dreamy brown eyes were
sad, added : ‘It is just noon; will you have ‘dinner
with us?"”

A look of surprise and gratitude flitted over his swarthy
face ds he replied i3 ' Yes, thanks ; very kind.”

‘ Where are you from "’ asked Mr. Brown, who had
entered shortly after the stranger,

‘ Damascus, in Syris,” was the prompt reply ; ‘‘ came
when I was sixteen.”

Nellie was lifting vegetables from the stove. ‘' From
the old world of the Bible?” she said with surprise,
looking upon her guest with augmented interest. *‘Tell
me about your home,” she continued. *‘I long so much
to see those interesting places,”

The peddler raised his dark, intelligent eyes to the fair
face'of his hostess,

1 vill try, ma’am, thopgh I pot much speak your
language.’’

Then he told, in his quaint, broken way, of the fruits
and scenes of Di Bethlel and the manger
—claimed by the monku of the convent located there to
be on the very spot where Christ was born. He thet
spoke of the political situation and the school system of
that land, making comments favorable to onr own
country in contrast with it,

“ Waat i3 your religious belief?" was asked, as he
finighed s; ¢uking.

‘“ Greek Cat'olic,” was the reply. ‘‘ We not believe
like t'e Cat' He-hm No pope ; and t’e priests marry,'
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