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he drew up before a neat white villa landing back was doing well till the fell віск, and then Tommy took

топ, key? I heard the buggy wheels O. mercy.! Who way. and gone off. Do you know anything about Mr., 
i. this ?" treat !•'

The tramp gave her the note which .he read quickly. -Reckon," „id the tramp. He hid hi. face against 
"Yea," she “jdі О» certainly ! will get them «1 » the wall for a moment ; then he turned upon the doctor 

And while you ere wa.ting”-.h« looked at the «th darning eye,. "Something-, been after me to- 
tramp, doubtfully. "The doctor sent you-lt must be all night," he mid, fiercely. “Things i. all of a piece ! I 
right—I wonder if you would be »o very obliging as to 
look at the furnace for me ? Our man is gone off* I don't 
know where he can be, and I am sure there is something

For Tommy.
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 bee» well-treated. At many houses 
he had been turned away without ceremony ; at others 
work had been offered. Only one woman had taken him 
in and. fed him for nothing, bat she had given him soda 
bread which always disagreed with him, and cold tea- 
The profession was not what it bad been cracked up to 
be, thought the tramp, and he began to think that the 
burglar had the best of it after all. He had 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 bouses ^9 neat and jpretty as anyone would asik 
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 Year’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 hie 
wife and child, and here was he, a tramp, an honest man, 
and not able to gèt 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, end^looked around him. *

A bright light ^bone from the window of a cottage hard 
by; the blind was up; the tramp stepped to the window 
and looked in." A neat, brighf, сову kitchen, a little old 

in busy over the stove. No sign of masculine pres
ence anywhere.

It

don't say what it is. You may call it the Lord if you're 
a mind to. I shan't say nothin', I tell you 1 ain't had 

, ,, , , „ , , no chance." He put the doctor aside with one hand and
wrong. The house ,9 cold as a barn, sod am t leave .lipped noiwleriy into the low room. "Tommy," he 
the baby more than a moment, and my girl їв віск. If eaid| goftly, “how’s things?" 
you would be so kind !"

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

The tramp stumped down the cellar stair», shook the 
fnrnacc thoroughly, put coal on and tout it up.

V^fcen he went up the fire was burning well, and the 
doctor’s wife was waiting for him with a packet and a 
cup of hot coffee.

"You must be cold," she said. "And I am so much 
obliged. I can't imagine where Thomas can be."

'•You're a lady, mum," qaid the tramp. <s The wind upotk the prairie in Western Iowa ia very
On the way back he was haired by a woman who came business -like in its methods. It І», indeed, so very

thorough and practical in its chosen vocation of shaping 
"Say, mister, was yon goin* anywhere» near the poet- and shifting snowbanks or throwing clouds of dust into

the air, that all travellers, when possible, give it nnquea- 
"Most probably I was," «aid the tramp, "I'm In the tioned right of way by seeking shelter from its rude blasts, 

delivery busioess to-night." Daring one of its recent furies Mrs. Nellie Brown,
"Thee If you'd post this letter for me I’d be s thousand while awaiting her husband's return to dinner, drew her 

times obliged to you. It's to my eon, and he'll fret if he chair near the comfortable beater, and, taking a paper 
don't hear from me New Veer's Day. Thank you. sir I from a stand near by, read with deep interest a sketch 
I hope your tnofher feels comfortable about jfbu this cold from the pen of a gifted writer, who pictured the grandeur 
night." of old ocean, as witnessed by her in a recent visit tojljs^

Tha tramp winced arihl. Hr mid nothing, hot Wok «h®" The pa par dropped from Nellle-e hend^She 
the letter end went leaned he heed weerily egeinet the cheir bafek, while

teere epreng tc her eyre Her Ufe eeemed Bo narrow— 
•were of this homely, ererydey life.

4f 1 could bat here money eed leisure to trerel end 
of the wonders of nature end ert ; to witmeee 

“Hello, pell," eeld the burglar. "You're ie ІцскІ with my own eyee God'в handiwork in mom tain velley
; to eland on the eery ground where he stood in

The віск boy started up on hie elbow with e cry, 
looked, then fell beck on hie pillow, laughing end cry
ing. "It's all right !" he «aid, “Mother, it’e all right 1 
1,11 now ! Brother Jim's eome I" .

"Reckon," aaid the tramp.—[Laura E.' Richards, in 
Congregatioaaliet )
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office?"

"I'll try here Г said the tramp..
He opened the door without knocking, and

n looked up. "Good evening’ I" she said
it ie.

The hyle
•1 didn’t hear ye knock. What can I do for you h*

y," said the tramp, hoarsely, for"I want eome M* naAs he drove by a street Vamp a rough voice called to 
him to stop. He checked the horse, sod 
the burglar with whom he had Walked and talked a few 
hours before.

be. had made up hla mind now. 
"Wall, I ha 'I got a cent !" said the little women, 

"and if I had I wouldn’t befool enough to give it to 
you. So there It is, you see ! But you can do something 
for me rjbwwdM. brightly. "You've come just in the 
віск of time I waht this soup taken to a sick boy 
round la the next street. His mother is sick, too, and 
can't cook things nice as he ought to have'em ; 
hasn't amena to get ’em, neither, I expect ; and I set ont 
that be should have something good and hot xto go to 
sleep on and begin the new.year with nourishment in
side him." - 
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*n.lSeems to me you was ibe feller that 
honest man, was you ? And got a team a'reedy I That's the Holy Land, I feel that I could then spend my life in 
smart business. Gim-me a^lift !" profitable service for him—work that counts for Christ."

Thus she thought discontentedly.
" It la bard to be so poor," aha remarked, half audibly, 

smiling at the absurdity of the thought, “ that one can 
scarce maintain herself a true Christian. І' could not 
give a subscription to the mieâonery cause this winter 
unless I denied myself a new cloak, and it eeema as If 
people snub me for looking shabby. This has made me 
açgry and resentful.”

Nellie’s naturally cheerful countenance resembled an 
April day aa her wounded pride found vent in tear», 
although there was the suspicion of a sunny smile in the 
appearance of the usual dimples around her mouth, ee a

goin'to stay an

The tramp granted and shook his head.
"I'm on an errand," he said, "fora sick child." 1 
"Sick granny !" said the burglar, "you go shares or 

"I'll give you up"”
was talking the little woman was busy 

gettingout a bowl and cover and finding a clean napkin, look» were ugly enough.
"Here !" ehe aaid, and ahe poured some of the steam

ing broth into a small cup. "See if that ain’t good ! I 
gueea likely ’tie."

He grasped the horae’s bridle as he spoke, and his

"All tight," said the tramp ; "jjump in."
He threw back his robes and h^ld out his hand. The 

burglar left the horse’s head and Was in the get of apring- 
The tramp glared at her, but drank the broth and said ing into the buggy when a well planed blow sent him 

it was good. ^ sprawling on hie back jn the road.
^ "Then you take thia!" said the*’little woman. "Go The tramp drove on rapidly. ^Some folks ain’t no * 
round the corner to the fourth white house and say it’e sense of what's right and fittin’," he muttered. "There’s •eow of the ludicrous got the better of her. 
for Tommy. What ye waitin for ?" a time for everything. That’s Scripture." A lottd koock et door cau8ed hcr lo hastily wipe »

VI didn't come here to do errand. !" .aid the tramp. He found the doctor waiting at the door of the white tracee of emotio11 ,rom her fact- Responding to the rap,
"Yea, yon did!" eud the litUe woman, sharply, cottage. a young foreigner, . peddler, stood panting f9r breath a.

“That's just what you come for. I've been waitin' the '.‘Sharp’» the word !" laid the doctor. "I was getting he put 1,11 heeTy P*** m“de the door and'
past half hour for the Lord to send some one-I can't go поему, my man." hmaeU on 0,6 neareat chair' Ш briefly : *' Bad wind,
ont at night myself, fear of the aathm#—and Це'а sent 
yon. Reckon He knows what He’a about !"

She pushed the tramp ont gently bnt decidedly and to the furnace.
•hut the door on him.

"Well, I swan !" said the tramp. ened. "pran t
He earned the bowl safely to the fourti} white house back>>tfietipsy rascal." 

from the corner. Once, indeed, he stopped on the way 
and muttered to himself.

"Tommy !" he said, and hie tone expressed deep4 in
jury. "Xou'd think they might have called him 
William, or something else. There's name» enough, 
you’d think, without hittin’ on Tommy. But that’a. the 
way ! A man don’t have no chance !"
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Tired.""So was I," said the tramp. He explained that the 
hired man was gone and the lady had asked him to see "Ÿes," answered Nellie, pleasantly. "It must be 

hard travelling on foot today." Then noticing how 
wearied he was,' and that his dreamy brown ef ea were 
•ad, added : "It is jnet noon ; will you have dinner 
with na?"

A look of surprise and gratitude flitted over bis swarthy 
face ia he replied :è " Yea, thanks ; very kind."

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

" Damascus, in Syria," was the prompt reply ; " came 
when I was sixteen. "

Nellie was lifting vegetables from the stove. " From

Z
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"Gone, has he ?" aaid the doctor, and hia face dark- 

that's the last time. He needn't come
change foi 

"Oh, th 
the reply.

Again he looked keenly at the tramp, who was shift
ing a buckle of the harness in a very knowing 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 .. .. .. , A. , ,,
A horae and buggy stood before the white house, and been tiampin* a spell. To-night I started out to be a the 014 world °* the Bible? Ле Mld wlth surprise,
lien he knocked the door was opened by a short, burglar, but I am't had no chance. I might aa well go looking upon her guest with augmented interest. "Tell
uere men with "doctor" written el! over him. beck to work egein end done with it " " ше aboat yoar home'" »he continued. " I long eo much
"Whet'e this?" eeked the doctor. "I think yon might !" eeid the doctor. “Comein end" “» ** ‘bo* iutereeting piece."
' Soap !'aeid the tramp, "for Tommy !" help me with this boy. He'» pretty eick, end hie
"Who eent yon ?" eeked the doctor. "Old women, mother's not much better." 

brown house room! the corner ? All right ! If ehe eent “Well, It'eell in theniglit’s work," eeid the tramp, 
yon 1 euppoee yon're e reepectehle fellow. Jnet jump "I’ll be dreeemekin' before I get through with this."
Into my boggy end drive to leoGege street ! Give this He «tapped tneide, bu^topped short et the bedroom

to my wife—Mrs Jooee—end being heck the modi, door with e white fece. A child’e voice wee heerd 
dne ehe will give yon. Herry, now I I cen t leeve thl. within, eekieg for water.
*”*• aed *'«• **ae *lting hell en boor (or somebody to "Who’a that ?" eeked the tramp, staring at the doctor
mom aloof." "Whoee voice ta that ?"
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The peddler raised hia dark, intelligent eyee to the fair 
face-of hie hostess.

" I vill try, ma'am, though I not much speak your 
language."

Then he told, in his quaint, broken wey, of the fruits 
end scenes of Damaecua, of Bethlehem and the manger 
—claimed by the monk» of the convent located there to 
be on the very spot where Christ was born. He then 
spoke of the political situation and the school system of 
that land, miking comments favorable to oar own 
country І» contrast with it.

" Wait it your religions belief?" was asked, aa.he 
finished s; ..king.

" Greek Cat’olic," wae the reply. “We not believe 
like t'e Cat’, ilea here. No pope ; and t’c prieata marry."

і

He nodded, a ad shut the doer. ■Tommy's," aaid the doctor. "Tommy Trent."
"O. my Load I" aaid the tramp. "How did ha ^ome"Well, I ewan I" eeid the tramp agita 

' He pocketed the note and drove rapidly ew™ He did here?" 
w* knew where Gags street wee. hot e lew qiseetioe. put 

tbe right track, aed «Нас a drive a#
■ 111, m.ithei

"to gat work ta the mill. Good, steady
цоои weeks ego," laid the doctor, 

Shehim .....


