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“That's Aunt Nab.”
Shoe Binders. Frontispiece. See P. 62.
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EDITOR’S PREFACE.

THIS vivid picture of life among the wretched of a
great city, with its illustrations of their degradation,
their sorrows, and their need of help that they may

oD emerge from the deeps of ignorance and sin, will not

t .\ﬁ.\\—()\\&b .

21113

serve merely to interest the readers of ‘‘The Shoe Bind-
ers of New York;”’ thought will be awakened, compas-
sion aroused, and the true and sole remedy for these woes
be discerned. It will be seen and felt that the Love or
Gop 1N Jesus CHRIST, borne to these dark haunts by the
children of God, is a power adequate to the elevation and
salvation of the most degraded. Let not the young
alone, but adults also read this tale, which is, alas, but
too true to life, and imitate the beautiful example of
Miriam Elliott, as she imitated Christ, in going out to
seek and save that which was lost.
s .
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THE SHOE BINDERS. .

CHAPTER I.
HIGHWAYS AND HEDGES.

“QGo ye out into the highways and hedges and compel
them to come in.”

%AY comes in the country with
whitened cherry trees, with or-
chards shedding rosy snow, with robin and
blue bird nest-making, with green turf set
with dandelions, and . garden borders
where violets and primroses nod to each
other in the balmy breeze. But in the
sinks and dens of the city, where sinning
and suffering humanity augments by
numbers and by contact its fellows, misery
and vice, May comes hot-breathed and

enervating, raising close garrets to a
7



8 THE SHOE BINDERS.

fever-heat, and making dismal cellars
more odious with suffocating smells, while
the pure breezes, gone astray into these lo-
calities, lose their purity, and hang in tot-
tering stairways and reeking entries hot
and foul. i

Here, fair and dainty daughters of the
land, dwell our sisters and their children.
There goes our sister, noisy and drunken,
to terrified babes who know no mother’s
love. There, wan and haggard, lost to all
hope and virtue, she trains young souls
for the paths of ruin, where her steps
have fallen. What shall we do for our
sister? What shall we do for her
against that day when the throne is set-
for judgment, and Christ shall make it
plain that you and I have been our
sister’s-keeper ?

It was May, and holy time—the
Sabbath "afternoon. Up in the steeple
clanged the bells, their brazen throats
sending loud challenge through the better
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streets of New York, and drifting off in
faint and solemn echoes into haunts where
no other token of the Sabbath came.
Down a filthy street and up a broken
stairway a young woman passed; like
the music of* the bells she had wandered
out of something higher and better, and -
the echoes came after her like voices from
her home. With the light step of health
and a féarless eye she pursued her way,
glancing about, now and then, as if a
little uncertain as to the place she sought,
and thus, gaining a grim cobwebby
fourth story, stopped at an open door.
Opposite the door a girl of thirteen sat
by a window—binding shoes. At her
feet a child of perhaps five, with her back
to the door, cut from scraps of bright
hued morocco the shape of a small card
pattern, which she held in her hand.
Furniture the room had none, but an-iron
pot in a fire-place, and a pile of straw
covered with a ragged quilt. The
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young woman tapped at the door and
the elder girl looked up with a defiant
glance that melted into half surprise.

“] am looking for Katy Levitt. Does
she live here ?”

“Second story, rear,” replfed the girl,
binding shoes again, and adding sneer-
ingly, “I thought you'd lost your way;
folks of your sort don’t git here often.”

“I'm looking for Katy to take her to
Sunday-school, and I'd like to have you
and the little one come too—won’t you?”

“ Hain’t time, and what'’s the good ?”

“Take time; the good is to learn of God
who made you.”

“Made me!” cried the girl, stretching
out her long, thin arm, and bare brown
foot, “made me! Well, he might have
done better !”’

Here a furious knocking, accompanied
by loud howls, began on a door at one
side of the room. The shoe binder was
apparently unmoved by it, and the child
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on the floor gave no sign of any interest
but in her cutting. A

- “If youlearn of God,” said the visitor,
after the noise had subsided, “you will
learn to love and thank him for making
you.” ) :
“Thank him! thank any body for
making me ragged and dirty and hungry,
hot and tired, and work, work, work! No!
- If any body did make me they might have
done better.”

“My poor, dear girl, how sorry I am
for you!” said the guest, with heavenly
compassion in every tone.

“Sorry ? A lady said that to me once
before, and said she’d come and see me,
but she never came. I hain’t believed in
nobody’s being sorry since that.”

«I am sorry for you, and want to be
your friend. Let me talk to you and
comfort you.” .

The young woman went to the girl’s
side as she spoke, and the child on the
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floor getting sight of her sprang up and
took refuge in the scant folds of her
sister’s dress, looking forth from her re-
treat with frightened eyes.

“Come to me, little one!” said the
stranger. ,

“ No use of speaking to ker ; she's deaf
an’ dumb,” said the girl, pressing the little
girl to her side. The knocking and
noises were here resumed for a minute or
two, the knocking dying away in sobs and
moans. :

“Don’t be skeered,” said the girl, “it’s
only Aunt Nab, and I've got her fast; she
can’t git out; she’s on a spree she is, and
she’s drunk, and I've locked her up till
she’s good.”

“Poor child! Tell me something about
yourself.”

“Ain’t nothing to tell. Father’s in
States Prison for ten years’ term, and we
hain’t nobody else but Aunt Nab, and
she’s either locked up in there, or getting
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drunk; or in the lock up; she’s a hard
one, Aunt Nab is!”

“ And how do you live?”

¢ Oh, pinch along, hard work and poor
pay,”’ said the girl angrily. “I bind
shoes and make balls for the toy shops
- out of the bits the shoemakers give me.
Lettie here cuts out the pieces. Lettie’s
smart with her hands if she ain’t got no
tongue,” she added, looking kindly at the
child.

“ And what’s your name ?”’

“ Ruth, and Lettie's my little sister.
There never was but two of us.”

“ Now Ruth, lay by this work and come
you and Lettiee with me. I will give
Lettie some pretty pictures to amuse her,
and will try and tell you something to
help you in this hard life. You are hav-
ing sad days now, but if you will learn
of God he will make it all up to you by
and by.”

“I hain’t time. I must work or starve.”
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“ How much could you earn this after-
noon ?”

“ Well, a shilling—mebby.”

“I 'l pay you that if you ’ll leave
your work and come with me.”

“We a'n't fit, all rags and dirt,” said
Ruth, contrasting her wretched garments
with the young woman’s silver-gray
alpaca, with its blue trimmings.

“I will not be ashamned of you. Come,
you shall walk and sit by me, and I will
be your friend. We 'll get Katy Levitt,
and all go together. You will hear sing-
ing, and you shall learn to sing and
read.”

“I can read some. I tried to be some-
body once, but give it up. With father,
and Aunt Nab, and shoe binding, nobody
can be of any account.” '

“Don’t despair, you are too young for
that. You can be somebody yet. All
you want is to try in the right way, and
have a little help. Come, get your bon-
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nets.” And thus speaking, Miss Elliot
took the half-bound shoe from the girl’s
hand. ,

Ruth took from a corner a forlorn old
hood for Lettie, and an antiquated and
sadly-battered old bonnet for herself.
Then, holding her little sister’s hand, she
walked by Miss Elliot’s side, the defiant’
look settling darkly in her black eyes
and lowering on her well-shaped brow.

In the second story, near, Katy Levitt
was found. Her old grandmother had
made her clean and neat in her patched
frock and sun-bonnet, and the poor but
clean room was a cheering contrast to
Ruth’s wretched abode. Ruth and Lettie
hung back in the hall as Miss Elliot went
in for Katy.

“I'm glad you plcked up those chil-
dren,” said old Mrs. Levitt, “may be
you 'll do ’em some good.”

“What are they like?” asked Miss
Elliot, softly.
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“A hard case. Ruth’s wonderful good
to Lettie, but she has an awful temper,
and is sulky as a bear. Old Nab's a fear-
ful creature, and the father didn’t get his
deserts with ten years.”

“Poor children,” said Miss Elliot to
herself as she led these little outcasts to
the Mission School, ¢ what need is here
of faith and -love and earnest labor.
Help, Lord! let the King hear us when
we call!” "

In the entry to the Mission School
stood a large pail of water, and a long
brown towel hung near. Here Ruth and
Lettie bathed their hands and faces, and
improved in appearance and much quieted
and refreshed in feeling were then led to
Miss Elliot’s class. The seats for each
class were arranged on three sides of a
small square, the teacher’s chair occupy-
ing the fourth side. Lettie was put in
the corner of the seat nearest her teacher
and given several illustrated Sabbath-
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school papers, and Ruth, beside her little
sister, was furnished “with a Testament.
Then came the prayer to the Good Shep-
herd to carry these lambs in his bosom,
then a sweet song of the ' chifd pilgrim
going godward. Hearing all this sat Ruth,
young wanderer gathered from the rough
ways of life. Six pupils besides poor
mute Lettie sat around Miriam Elliot.
They were strangers all. This was the
tenth class that Miriam had gathered into
the Mission School during the two years
of her Christian life. In the work of
going out into the highways and hedges
and compelling wayfarers to come in,
Miriam was peculiarly successful. Very
sweet and tender was her compulsion,
made up of loving-kindness and that
charity that is better than all. From a
Mission School in a rather more enlight-
ened neighborhood, she had come to this
one in the vicinity of Pearl strect, because
here seemed greater need of work, and

2
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here the laborers were few. Two things
Miriam Elliot labored hard to impress on
her pupils, that they were sinners, and
Christ was their only Saviour. Here
before her were six children, suffering
thus early the many miseries sin has
brought into the world, hardly conscious
of their evil and lost condition and know-
ing nothing of the Way of escape.

“Children,” said Miriam, ‘“have any
of you ever heard of Jesus Christ?”

“Daddy talks of him when he's
drunk,” said one, “but I don’t know
much about him.”

“ Mother says a little about him on her
beads Easter and such days,” remarked
another.

“Grannie said I was to learn about
him here,” added Katy Levitt. ¢“She
said she heard him talked about when
she was little, but she didn’t pay no
‘tention, so now she don’t know any-
thing.”
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“Children, are you happy?”’ asked
Miriam.

“T a’n’t—never was,” said Ruth.

“1'd be if I was like rich folks,” said a
small girl.

“I'd beif I didn’t have to beg about
the streets and have folks look so cross at
me,” said a child, ragged and forlorn as
Ruth herself.

“ Listen, now, children. Christ made
this world and all things in it. He loves
you all. He made all to be happy, but
you are not happy because the world is so
full of bad, wicked ways. Christ left his
home up in the sky, where all is glorious
and happy, and came to this world and
lived here a good many years, and then
died that we might be good and happy.
You must love Christ, because he first
loved you.” d

“ How can his living and dying help
 us?” asked Katy.

“ God who rules all things will forgive
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us our sins for Christ’s sake and take us
to heaven, a beautiful place where all
are happy and good.”

“ Why can’t he make us happy here ?”
said one.

“No one can be happy in this wicked
world.”

“ Rich folks can,” said the beggar.

“ No, even rich folks are sick, and die
or lose their friends and riches.”

“ No, no one can be happy here. It'sa
hateful, wicked place! I wish I was out
of it!” cried Ruth, fiercely.

“And out of it to be where, Ruth ?”

“ Dead, put under the ground, me and
Lettie.”

“ Ruth, your body may die and be put
in the ground and turn to dust, but your
soul, Ruth, all that feels, and thinks, and
loves, or hates, cannot die—it must live
somewhere forever.” ‘

Black shadows gathered in Ruth’s
eyes at these words.



CHAPTER II.

DONE UNTO CHRIST.

HERE'LL her soul be when her
body goes to dust?” demanded
Katy Levitt.
¢“ Either in heaven, a glorious place
where God is, or far away from his face,
in a place worse than any of you have
ever known, and which you can never
leave.”
“Worse 'n the p’ints?” asked the
beggar.
“Yes, far worse. Full of bad -pcople,
sin and pain.”
“I’'m goin’ to the good place,” said the
girl whose mother “told beads.”

“ Only through Jesus, the dear Jesus
21
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Christ, who died that if you loved him
and tried to serve him, you might go to
heaven and live with him.”

“I suppose,” said Ruth, “he was rich,
and had good times in this world.”

“ No, Ruth, he, for your saké, suffered
all you suffer, and more. He had no
place to lay his head. He was hungry,
and thirsty, and sick, and weary; he was
despised and abused, and finally put to a
cruel death—beaten and put on a cross,
with nails driven into his hands and
feet.”

“And did all this for me?” asked
Ruth. ,
“Yes, Ruth,” replied Miss Elliot, fix-
ing her eyes on Ruth’s face, and speaking
in an earnest, solemn tone, ‘“he did all

this for you.”

Here the bell rang, the teachers ceased
their instructions, singing-books were
given to those that could read, Ruth
among the rest, and then they sang that
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sweet song of heaven, “There is a happy
land.”

Miss Elliot gave a paper, or a card, or
a little book to each of her class, and
after a short prayer the Mission School
children trooped back from the school-
room to their dismal homes.

Miriam took from her purse the shil-
ling she had promised Ruth. Lettie’s
eager eyes saw the transfer of the money,
and she began pulling her sister by the
arm and pointing to her mouth.

. “What does she mean?” asked Miss
Elliot. ,

“She wants me to go buy her some
bread. We a'n’t had nothing all day,”
said Ruth. :

“ Nothing to eat to-day! Did she sit
there all this time hungry ?”

“We're ‘'most always hungry. We're
never full.”

“But you can’t buy anything to-day.

The shops are shut.”
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“ Plenty open like we go to,” said
Ruth.

¢“ Ruth, you and Lettie just come home
with me, and I'll give you a meal, and
some for breakfast better than you can
buy.”

Ruth looked eager.

“Then I can keep this for rent,” she
said. ‘“The rent money a'n’t made up
yet.”

Miriam looked at her pitifully. Here
were life's cares pressing down prema-
turely; only thirtecn, and rent and food
to provide for! '

“ May be you want to see to your aunt,”
said Miriam.

“She 'l do where she is,” said Ruth,
indifferently.

Miriam Elliot walked on, and the two
sisters followed her. Miriam went on in
a muse. Crushed down by such burdens,
was it possible for Ruth to lift herself
up, to fix her mind on something higher
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and better. Craving the present necessi
ties of food and clothes, could she be led
to think of the Bread of Life, and the

garments of salvation ? |

The walk would have seemed long to
some persons, but Miriam was young
and strong, and in her walks of merecy,
often made longer journeys. Ruth and
Lettie had begged through too many
miles of street to shrink from this walk
which promised food for their hunger.
Nineteenth Street was reached at last,
and Miriam’s pleasant home. Bidding
the girls wait at the area door, Miriam
ran up the steps and entered the house.

“ Come, sit down and rest, child,” said
an old lady in lace cap and gold-bowed
spectacles, who sat reading in the sitting-

“room.

¢ Pretty soon, auntie. I have two poor
little scholars here who are hungry. I'm
going to try and feed their bodies as well
as their souls.”
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Miriam soon opened the area door,
and brought her pupils into the kitchen.
Mindful of old Deborah, the ruling power
of the kitchen, Miriam spread a news-
paper over one end of the table, and here -
she set forth meat and bread, butter and
ginger-cake. 'With what eager haste
those children ate, ate as if they never
before had had enough. Miriam looked
on, thinking that never in childhood had
Christmas cake and pudding, or New
Years’ store of candies been such a treat
to her as this substantial fare was to these
little strangers.

Whilst the children ate and Miriam
sat by a window looking into the little
back yard, Deborah came down ; her cap
strings fluttered, and her starched calico
gown rustled in righteous indignation at
this fresh desecration of her kitchen and
wasteful confiscation of wholesome pro-
visions,

“ Now, Miss Mirry, if that a'n’t just
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like you!” she cried, with some tremor
in her voice. '

“See how they enjoy it, Debby, and
you know we have plenty.”

“As if teaching and wearing yourself
out hunting in dens and caves of the
earth, wasn’t enough for you to do, Miss
Mirry.”

“I knew you’d welcome these children,
Debby. That little one is deaf and
dumb.” : :
. “Now, Miss Mirry,” said Deborah,
deprecatingly, her whole manner sud-
denly changing, and her spectacles need-
ing ‘wiping, “now, Miss Mirry, don’t!
You know I've got a soft corner for that
kind ever since it pleased the Lord——"
Deborah wiped her glasses again.
“ Well, you know, Miss Mirry. Is shea
deaf mute, really now ?” |

“She really is.”

Deborah disappeared into the cellar,
and coming back with a saucer of pre-
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served pears, set it down by Lettie, pat-
ting her gently on the head, her somewhat
severe face growing soft as she caught the
child’s upward glance, more eloquent than
words,of a grateful heart. A smile like
a sudden sunbeam flashed over Miriam’s
face as she saw it, and then was gone.

The little wayfarers rose from the
table at last with wondering glances at
what was left, as if amazed that there
was any limit to their appetites.

Miriam took from a small drawer two
brown paper bags and filled them with
the remnants of the meal, and additional
bread and meat from the cellar. '

“Miss Mirry,” said Deborah, ¢that
little- girl a'n’t a thing on but that old
frock.” '

“ Ruth,” asked Miriam, ¢“is that frock
all the clothing your sister has ?”

“She’s got a raggeder one home; I've
sewed 'em together as well as I could, but
they won't last forever.”
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Miriam went up to the attic, where
stood a square blue chest, her poor box,
blessed by many a poor, needy mother
and child. Every week a number of
little girls met in Miriam’s room to make
up garments for the children of the Mis-
sion School. Miriam cut and fitted their
work and read to them or told them
stories as they sewed. Many a pair of
hose and mittens knit by Deborah, or
Miriam’s aunt, found their way into the
“poor box,” which never was empty.
From this box Miriam selected several
little garments for Lettie, and took them
to Ruth. The girl's face grew grateful
and gentle at so much kindness.

“ Now Ruth,” said Miriam, ¢ there is
a prayer I want you to say when you
wake in the morning and when you go to
bed at night; will you say it ?”

“If I can remember it, and it will do
me any good.”

“It will do you good if when you say
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it you feel in your heart that you are
speaking to the great God who made you
and can do everything for you, and if
you really want him to help you.”

“ And what is the prayer, miss ?”

“Tt is, ¢ God be merciful to me, a sinner,’
and here is a card with all that Jesus
Christ said about it. There, that verse is
the prayer. Oh Ruth, I do want you to
love Jesus Christ. You know what love
is. You love Lettie.”

“Yes, and father. I love my father.
Folks say he’s bad, and he’s had bad
luck, and been took and sent in for ten
years; but he was always good to me and
Lettie, even when he was drunk. If
folks hadn’t led him off to drink he'd
have been good. He used to tell how
he’d do better and I should learn, and
we'd have a little house in the country,
and a garden, but now it’s all over. Oh,
ten years is too long—too long!”

Ruth paused in her impassioned speech
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and covering her careworn young face
with her thin brown hands, burst into
tears; sobs shook her slender frame.

Miriam gently placed her in a chair
and resting her hand on the girl’s
shoulder said, “ Ruth, iny heart aches for
you. Yours is a sad lot, but Jesus pities
you, and if you pray to him for your
father he will hear you.”

Mrs. Elliot, Miriam’s aunt, had left
her reading, to come and see her niece’s
protegés, and standing in the door, had
heard Ruth’s words and Miriam’s reply.
The tender heart of the old lady was full
of compassion for the poor children. Ad-
vancing she said to Lettie, who stood gaz-
ing anxiously.about her, ¢ Come here, my
dear, and tell me your name.”

“(Q aunt,” said Miriam, “her name is
Lettie, but she is deaf and dumb.”

“The dear Lord pity her,” said old
Mrs. Elliot solemnly, drawing Lettie to-
wvard her.
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Ruth by a violent effort had mastered
her emotion, and now fixed her eyes on
Mrs. Elliot. “Is that your aunt?”
asked she of Miriam.

“Yes, my dear Aunt Elliot,” rephed
Miriam.

“She's very different from Aunt Nab,”
said Ruth.

“I dare say, and yet Ruth, I wish you
would try and be good to your aunt, and
perhaps you can make her better. Go
home now and give her something to eat;
give her some breakfast to-morrow morn-
ing, and it may be kindness will go a good
way with her.”

“I don’t love Aunt Nab. I can’t be
good to those I don’t love. I love Lettie
and father—and—you are very good to
me,” she added, hesitatingly.

“Love me then. DBut, O Ruth, love
Christ most of all, and he bids you be
good to all. He was good even to those
that hated him and used him cruelly.”
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“I'll try,” said Ruth, greatly subdued ;
and taking Lettie by the hand with a bow
that had in it much of unstudied grace,
she left the house.

“That girl’s got a heart and good feel-
ings,” said Deborah, “but they’'ve been
voughed over. '

“ (O Mrs. Elliot, ma’am, it minds me of
that day when you found me in that little
hoase in the woods, sitting atween them
two dead bodies,with that little mute half
sister in my arms, breakin’ my heart!”
‘Deborah broke off suddenly, and made a
hasty errand into the cellar.

Mrs. Elliot and Miriam went up to the
sitting-room, and there Miriam related
what she had seen of Ruth and her
home.

“ Here is a new work opening before
you, my dear child. May the Lord give
you strength and grace,” said Mrs.
Elliot. :

“Ah, aunt, when I think of these

o
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wretched and neglected souls, I think,
‘who is sufficient for these things.’”

“Think, also, Miriam, ‘I can do al!
things through Christ that strengtheneth -
me.’ ”

“It seems, dear aunt, as though, if every
person who has health and means could
know even what little I do of the misery
that is in this city, they would feel as if
they must work with all their might to
help and teach the poor. But I have not
read to you to-day.”

Miriam took her Bible and opencd to
the twenty-fifth chapter of Matthew, the
regular portion for the day, as she was
reading the Testament aloud to her aunt.
As she was about to begin, Deborah, who
also was privileged to attend these read-
ings, entered and took her seat near the
door. Sweetly on the stillness of the
waning Sabbath day fell the words of
Jesus: “Come, ye blessed of my Father,
inherit the kingdom prepared for you
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from the foundation of the world: for I
was a hungered, and ye gave me meat; I
was thirsty, and ye gave medrink: I was
a stranger, and ye took me in: naked, and
ye clothed me: I was sick, and ye vis-
ited me. * * * % YVerily, I say unto
you, inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these, my brethren, ye
have done it unto me.”



*

CHAPTER III.
THE POWER OF LOVE.

“We love him because he first loved us.”

\ JT of Nineteenth Street went Ruth
and Lettie, hand in hand, with
tardy feet, as if wandering from the verge
of hcaven,—along Broadway, looking
and feeling out of place among its marble
glories,—into Pearl Street, leaving peace
and luxury behind them,—with every
step getting near to where all was dingy
and dreary like themselves. From Let-
tie’s echoless ears all noise and confusion,
all wrangling tongues and heaven-
assaulting blasphemies were shut out for-
ever. To Ruth they came as thing:s of
custom ; bitter and hateful, when they fell
jarring on her over-tried spirit; to-day’
36 :
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they were as if she heard them not.
The remembered cadences of Miriam’s
silver voice, Deborah’s ruder but kindly
utterances, and those child hymns sung
in the Mission School,—these filled her
thoughts, coming up one after another as
rays of light break into the darkness, the
heralds of the coming day. Into the
house at last. You may see it any day, a
cast-off shell of the old time gentility,
taken possession of now by the wretched
poor of the gay and proud metropolis.
I cannot give you any distinctive marks;
it is grim and dirty, broken-windowed
and rusty-hinged, low in the attic and
damp in the cellar, and tottering and
tumble-down, but so are they all.

Ruth and Lettie found it easily enough.
It was home to them, all the home they
had. They climbed the stairways, cob-
webby and creaking, as a matter of course,
- and, unlocking the door, found their poor
home just as they left it, only no noise
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now from the inner door. Ruth put her
“parcel of clothes and her paper bags of
food on the floor, and sat Lettie down
beside them ; then she unlocked the closet
door.

Dear daughters of America, let us take

a look at our sister Nab. Fallen and
degraded, yet our sister still, there she
lies on the floor asleep. Her drunken
passion has spent itself in aimless blows
and broken cries. She is sleeping her
rum insanity away. A large woman, with
uncombed hair and tattered dress, if her
sface were less bloated and red, there
might be nothing especially repulsive in
it. There is many an honored, contented
mother, in lowly homes, who looks much
as Nab would if her dress were new and
well put on, her black locks smoothly
combed, and her face as Nature originally
made it. Nab is no monster, but perhaps
we lower our dignity and risk our repu-
tations by being so near her. And yet,
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if T remember rightly, women who were
sinners stood near to Christ. Moved by
some new impulse, Ruth bent down,
smoothed her aunt’s skirts decently about
“her, put her head in an easier position,
and laid her arms calmly over her breast.

A kind act moves us to tender feelings
towards its object. By the time these
little offices were performed, Ruth was
feeling kindly, and ready to glve Aunt
Nab her supper.

Next she took her shoe blndmg out
from a large paper box, but looked at it
with some distaste and muttering, “She
gave me pay enough for all I could do
to-day, and then she didn’t seem to think
it right to sew Sunday, though I can’t
see why,” she put it back. She sat down
by the window, and Lettie came and
leaned against her lap. The child’s face
and hands had been made partly clean
at school, yet she looked forlorn enough;
and restlessly eager to do something.
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Ruth concluded she would make Lettie
more comfortable.

Taking the iron pot down to the
hydrant she filled it and took it up stairs.
On a shelf in Aunt Nab’s prison, far over
her head, were a few articles of tin and
earthenware, and Ruth got a rusty pan
and some rags, and proceeded to give the
astonished Lettie a bath. Soap and water
did wonders for the child, and when an
old comb had smoothed her matted
locks, and the under garments and 'apron
that Miriam’s little sewing society had
made were put on, she looked quite
another Lettie indeed, a smile of pleasure
resting on her little thin face.

Ruth sat down by the window, and
took her little sister on her lap. Lettie
was a small, delicate child, and the new
scenes and exercise of the afternoon had
wearied her. She leaned against Ruth’s
shoulder, and composed herself to sleep.
No song of Ruth’s, no loving word could -
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find a way to Lettie’s heart; but nature
had taught the elder sister another way
to express her love. She pressed Lettie’s
thin form closely to her breast, and gently
smoothed and patted her cheek. Thus
caressed into quietness Lettie closed her
eyes and wandered away into the land of
dreams, to her a doubly silent land, as
she could dream of no word, or song, or
faintest whisper of sound.

Sitting there Ruth remembered the
card Miriam had given her, and took it
from her pocket. It was a square card.
with a fancy red border, of the kind com-
mon in Sunday-schools. On this card
was printed a portion of the eighteenth
of Luke from the tenth to the fifteenth
verses. Ruth was not deficient in na-
tural ability. Sheread the card twice, and
then began to meditate upon it.

“Two men went up into the temple to
pray.” The temple; oh, she had seen
Trinity Church with its stained glass
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windows and its pealing organ. She had
in her longing for the beautiful stepped
over its threshold once or twice, then
shrank away, feeling as if that were no
place for hunger, rags and dirt to come
with million wants. The temple; there
was Fifth Avenue Church, with velvet
cushions and’ stately pulpit, and throngs
of fashionable worshippers. Ruth had
stood upon the steps to beg in days before
she was old enough to bind shoes, but the
sexton ordered her away; that was no
temple for such as she. Then there was
the Church of the Pilgrims, built of stone,
with ivy lovingly creeping over it; there
were the carpeted aisles, the solemn gloom,
the handsome pews. Ruth had once crept
in there, and out again. It seemed nd
place for her. These were the temples
where men went to pray. She wondered
if they prayed, as did this Pharisee. She
saw him in the fancy border, with flowing
robes, uplifted head and lofty scorn of
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other men, in all his mien. Before his
prayer, she stopped overwhelmed. If it is
thus that men must pray, what could poor
Ruth do. She fasted oftener than twice
a week, but only for lack of bread; what-
ever tithes were, she did not give them,
for she had nothing to'give; as to thank-
ing God that she was not as others are,
did she not rather gaze on others with
envious eyes, and complain against what-
ever power had put her where she was?
However, Miss Miriam had not told her
to learn that prayer. Here was one com-
fort. ¢ And the publican, standing afar
off.” Ah here was a kindred case. In
the card the publican was shown, a poor
man, meanly clad, humble and grieving.
So Ruth had stood afar off, on the street
corner, perhaps, not daring jto lift her
eyes to heaven! He smote upon his
breast. So Ruth had beaten her bosom in
grief and loneliness, in hopelessness and
derp despair. And then his prayer,
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“God be merciful to me a sinner.” One
reading wrote the words on Ruth’s heart
as with ‘a pen of iron’ and the point of
a diamond. Mercy here was what she
wanted; some pity in her bitter poverty;
some help from the low estate where she
was crushed and wretched. From God
alone, said Miss Miriam, could mercy
come.

Then sweetly into her mind came the
words that Christ loved her; loved her
more than she loved Lettie, and wanted
her love. It was very pleasing and very
strange. Musing thus she sat until it
was nearly dark, and Lettie woke up.
Then, Ruth proceeded to get a light. A
cracked bowl of fat, with a rag in it for
a wick, was her only lamp. She had no
. match, but, groped her way down to
Mrs. Levitt’s back-room. .

There was a candle burning there, and
Katy was reading her Sunday-school
paper to her grandmother. The Levitts
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had a bedstead, a table, and three chairs;
grand furnishing for a Pearl Street rear.
There was a stove, too, and a tub, and
two flat-irons, wherewith Mrs. Levitt
earned part of her daily bread, by washing
and ironing.

“May I light my wick ?”’ asked Ruth,
not quite so gruffly as usual.

“Of course you may,” said Mrs. Levitt.

“I'm reading grannie my paper,” said
Katy. “It’s sonice to read to somebody,
and have them like it with you. What
a pity you ha'n’t nobody to read to.”

“I'm going to read now I've got a
light,” said Ruth.

Up stairs went Ruth, and coming into.
the room with her light woke Aunt Nab,
who came out of her den, and, sitting on
a box in one corner of the room, swayed
back and forth, bemoaning herself.

“Qh, dear! oh, dear! oh, dear me!”

“Aunt Nab, don’t you want something
to eat ?”” asked Ruth.
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Aunt Nab hushed her plaint, astounded
at the unusual question. '

“Of course I do. Where is it ?”

“Wait a minute, and we'll take it
decéntly,” said Ruth. In this little do-
mestic circle, it had virtually become
Ruth’s to command, and Aunt Nab’s to
obey. Ruth, therefore, now took the
brown paper that had wrapped up her
last parcel of work, and spread it over a
low, broad shelf, that served them for a
table. Thereon she set her lamp. One
of the paper bags she had hidden, lest
Aunt Nab should lay violent hands on it,
and sell its contents for rum. The other
she emptied on the shelf, piling up the
pieces of bread by themselves, placing
the meat and cheese near by, and reserv-
ing a solitary fragment of gingerbread
for Lettie. These preparations made for
a grand meal, Ruth gave her summons.

“ Now, Aunt Nab, move up your. box,
and eat like decent folks.”
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Ruth set the chair for herself, and Let-
tie stood by her side. Ruth was too
much of a heathen to recognize God as
the giver of her comfortable meal or offer
him a word of thanks; but Miss Miriam,
as the kind provider, was gratefully re-
membered, and a thought of love sent
toward the brick house on Nineteenth
" Street. I do not know that the thought
went as an angel, out of Pearl, along
Broadway, and so on, and entered a
beneficent presence, Miriam’s home; but
I do know that in God’s word is written,
“Blessed are the merciful, for they shall
obtain merey ;" and the promise shall not
fail. '

Aunt Nab ate voraciously, but Miriam’s
bounty - had provided for hungry ones.
And, as often happens, when Nab’s appe-
tite was fully satisfied, things wore to
her a brighter aspect, and her temper
improved.

The meal over she retired, with her
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box, to the corner, quite mild and re-
signed to her present condition. Ruth
bethought herself of the little papers;
and Katy’s assertion of the excellence of
a listener recurred to her. Aunt Nab in
- this capacity never entered her mind. So
she went across the hall to a German girl,
who could not read, and invited her to
“come and hear something nice.” The
girl came with alacrity, because her
family were all asleep, and she felt dull
by herself. Ruth sat near the light on
the shelf, her sister and guest on the floor
in front of her; and then she read, and
read untiringly, all that was in the papers.
The reading was in rather a loud, sing-
“song style, may be, but correct and dis-
tinet enough, and some of it even pene-
trated Aunt Nab’s torpid brain; and she
sat in the corner until Ruth finished,
forgetting that there was a dram shop at
the next street. :

The German girl went away. Aunt
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Nab and Lettie were both asleep, but
Ruth lay pondering the mystery of love.
Love! It was the burden of Miss Elliot’s
pleading. The little papers spoke of love.
Ruth was a girl hardened in a hard life;
she could return railing for railing, blow
for blow, but down in her gecret heart
was a tender spot. Ruth could love.
Achilles, saith the ancient story, was
invulnerable, except his heel. Ruth was
invulnerable, except through her affec-
tions. She was not open to fear; she
could not be bribed. Argument was pow-
erless, but to the eloquence of love her
ears were unstopped, and her hard heart
warmed into flesh. “ We love him be-
cause he first loved us.” Not to this
knowledge and reciprocating love had
_Ruth arisen, but thither God was lead-
ing her. '
4



CHAPTER 1V.
SOWING THE SEED.

¢ Blessed ate they which sow beside all waters.”

%ONDAY morning found Ruth
arising with renewed energies.
The Sabbath was made for man. It is a
necessity of his existence, and keeping
Sabbath-rest sends him out into the week
with new strength for its labors. So
even that small portion of holy resting
Ruth had snatched from the gencrally
desecrated Sabbath, gave her unwonted
vigor. Aunt Nab woke early too, soon
after Ruth, and her awakening faculties
all prompted to the corner dram shop.

“ Where are you going, Aunt Nab?”
demanded Ruth, as she saw ler relative
preparing to go out '

390
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“Going over to Finlin’s,” replied Aunt
Nab. , ,

‘“ Better stay here, and get some break-
fast.”

“ Breakfast; there aint none.”

“I've got some; take off your bonnet
and sit down.”

Aunt Nab took off her ancient straw
bonnet, which from being often slept in
and sat upon, presented only a multi-
plicity of angles and was in a generally
ragged and dismal condition.

Hanging the bonnet carefully on a peg,
with an unusual fit of aeatness, Aunt
Nab installed herself in.her chair of
state, the upturned dry-goods box. From
thence she watched Ruth’s preparations
for breakfast, which were much the same -
as for supper, save that she brought fresh
water in a brown earthen pitcher, where-
of the nose and handle had been sacri-
ficed, in former times, to Aunt Nab’s
drunken indignation. The three partook
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of a breakfast, which while it fully satis-
fied their appetites; exhausted their entire
stock of provisions. The morning meal
ended, Ruth got out her work. While she
was doing this her aunt took the bonnet
from the peg, and stuck it on her head,
with a jaunty air, that, when the general
appearance of the bonnet was taken into
consideration, was quite cheering, suggest-
ing that Aunt Nab was of a vivid imagi-
nation and inclined to make the best of
things.

“ Aunt Nab,” said Ruth, “take off
that bonnet and bring up your box, and
go