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The Storyteller

LITTLE RODY.

He was o fair, fragile little urchin,
with light curly hairr and clear hluc
eyes thatl looked straighi at you
when he cried . Buy o paper, sie?’
‘ Carry your parceh? '

Yes, Rody was o veritable strect
Arab, with ne on¢ to love him, no
one to care for him 3 a poor waif,
that the world scemed to imaging
was made of Lougher stuff than lesh
and blood. But Ilody was not accus-
tomed to think over his misfortunes
and did not consider himself ill-uscd
becauss cold and hunger formed a
part of daily existence. When o
few crumbs from the rich man’s table
fell to his lot he enjoyed them, and
called himself lucky if a kindly
passer-by dropped him a copper.
Eleven years was the precise time
this small boy had inhabited our
globe, and vet he had suffered more,
much more, than many of us casy-
going, well-to-do worldlings suffer in
a lifetime.

There was 2 Lime when Rody was
neither a waif nor an outcast, when
he had a little cot and a found mo-

ther, who tucked him awav cach
night 1m warm blankets, as she
kissed him, whispering soflly, ‘Goad

bless my own boy, Rody ! God love
my own boy, my own little IRody!’
That was a long time ago now,
nearly four years, but Rody remcem-
hered it well, and often, when he felt
cold and miserable, it did him good
to think of those {ar-off days, and to
picture to himsclf the cettage where
he had knelt at his mother's knee,
and learned ihe first lessons of picty
truth, and love. Yes, Itody hiked to
dream of that happyv time, and re-
late to his wondering companions
how he had once lived 1t a  cozy,
thatched cottage, and gathered vio-
lets from mossy hedges and cowslips
in green ficids.

“But why did you not always slay
where the trees and flowers were,
Rody 7’ some pale-faced mite would
ask. That was a question the boy
never chose to answer., D’erhaps he
feared Ltho tears, which were so near
his eves, might steal down unawares
and ihen Rody considered 1t unmaur-
ly to betray all he felt for ins dear,
dead moether. And yet, all the same,
when alone: “Alh! why had she
died and left him ? * was Lhe ghes-
Lioning cry of the child's hearl

It was only in a shadowy, distant
way Rody remembered his father,
ihe tall, strong man who used 1o
lift: hitn on” hig shoulder,~syhistle 1o
him and kiss hun,

One bitterly cold week in January

that kind father died, and the doc-
tors said pneumonia  had claimed
another vietim as its own. Iody's
pretly, fragile mother hever rceov-
ered from the shoek of her young
hushand’s death. She pined away
slowly, and before two Mewrs had
passed was laid heside him in the

churchyard. At that Ltime Rody had
only o vague idea of death The
poor little fellow cried when he
looked «l his mother’s pale, still
face, and worn, transparent hands,
and  begoed her Lo speak o hom
Kind friends and neiphbors, as is
itheir wont, took the child from Lhe

bedside, and filled his pockets with
sweetments, )
‘Ton't cry, Rody 17 they raid

‘ your mother has gone to a happy
home above the skies.”

*Why did mother leave me all
alone ? © wailed the child.

* Because God called
toid him; ‘and you
good hoy, and you'll ¢
later on, Your Tnele Joc or his

ifc will he coming for you {rom
f;ublin to-morrow, so don’t cry any
more.’ .

But Ttodv was not to be quiclted.
e sobhed and sobbed, and called :

¢ Muddy ! Muddy ! your own Little
Rody wants you !’

her,” they
must e a
e wilh hor

Even when the hard-faced, black-
eyedl woman, who called herself
Aunt Ellen, lifted him into a third-
class carrge, which was Lo bring
hm  away from the sweel, wild
coublry and the homo he loved to o
a crowded tenemecnt-house m a dis—
mal hack street in the Liberties,
s5til he cried. However, young as
he wus, Rody soon found there was
no good fretting or wailing for his
dead  mother. Aunt Ellen, to say
the least of her, was not sympathi-

tic. From the first she regarded the
childl as a nuisance. He would be
the cause of exlra expense and

troublie, and this one fact was quite
suflicient to make Rody ohjection-
able Lo lus aunt.  Unele Joe Rody
learned to regard in rather o pecu-
linr light. He was a dark, surly
man, who at times was kind to the
child, hut oftener beal him, swore at
him and told him Lo begone and beg.
For some time the child was unable
to account tor his uncle’s uncontroi-
lable fits of passion, but, ag he griw
older, he bhegan to perceive the rea-
son why his unele and aunt quat-
refed so frequently and so fiercely—
why they declared they hated each
other-—that they wished one another
dead.  Both were drunkards.

Uncle Joe was in  the habit of
spending  the greater part of the
wetk’s wages in the public house,
and  his slatternly wife was wvery
Little better in this rospect. Alas !
poor Reody was Lhe chici suffercr, for
he came in for Llows from hoth par-
ties. Often when Aunt Ellen feared
to vent her angry passion on her
husband, the child proved a conven-
icnt object on which to revenge her-
sulf, So, Loo, on the other hand,
Uncle Joe relieved his feelings by
heating the poor child

Very soon Rody’s dimpled choeks
lost, their roses, and a hunted, hun-
zry look stole into his great dark
eyes. For hours together he sat,
wilth his little faee pressed against
the dirt-hesmeuarcd window, his hiitle
heart hreaking for one word of love
or pity. Things did not improve
with time ir Uncle .Joc's dwelling.
Each year a greater numher of hlows
fell Lo Rody's lot. Each vear he
loenged more and more Lo gel away
from his inhuman protectors.

One dark winter night, when +{the
child had  heen  maltreated  more
weverely than usuad, he fled from his
wroelched home to velurn no nore.
Alone, hungry and miscrable, Ntody
staried Lo cke oul a precarious exis-
tence.  Poor little nute ! Ile faced
the world with o braver hearl than
many a mak, yet what o sichemng
fecling of despanr often took peesses-
s1om of him as he stood at mightfall
ol the corner of some deserted streel,

a bundle of unsold ‘ Ivemne Tele-
graphs ' under his arm, and not a
penny to call his own Everywhere
around him  was  food, money  aund
warinth, bhut, only cold and hunger
wern hus portion  But what had thiy
=il warf done ? OF what crime
waq he guilly lhat he should gare
with famished eyes &L the  pood

things of this world and xcl never
taste of themi—na, were he slowly
dymng of hunger ! Poor Little Nody !
He had mpured no one—done na cvil
—hut he was poor, wrelchedly poor,
and, therefore, nuassers-hy  thonght.
if thev thouahl at all, that it was
moeet, that it was natural that  he
should sufier.

Rodv did not seck mly, or wail
out in distress.  17e bore his priva-
tions with a mute callonsness which
might have shamed many a stvonger
=0l Tle  bheat his cold, mud-he-
smeoared feel agaiest the weit pave-
ment. when they were cold, and con-
iented  himseli with gazing in at
gavory dishes in cook-shop windows
when adverse fortune had left him

supperless. DBut there was somethin,
which grieved Rody even morc thaﬁ
cold and want, und that was the
longing of his soul to love and he

loved.  Even when he had heen u

n—
usually lucky in 5 i
o v the sale of hig

or Dame TFortune had b

slLowed one whole shilling on him f;
his own, the child felt that vague
feeling of loneliness which he could
never have explained. Perhaps it
Was this emotion  which macde him
ching to the swept memory of hig
']t,lli‘é)l[xlgl;lrt’, zu}d Eerhaps, too, it was the

ht o er Wwhich- i
Tone St ich kept him so

But the boy was human-—intens
human—he did not, pray ; in fact 81115(;
had forgotten God and prayer, ’
when the poor, as we all know, he-
¢ome unmindful of their Father in
heaven or learn to regard him in a
far-ofi, shadowy way, they find it
very hard, indeed, in their wants
anid sorrows to keep to the right
path.  Rody was not an exception
Lo this rule. He often felt it would
be mueh more profitable to cheat or
steal than be honest, much easier to
lic than speak the truth, but then
there was no one to care particularly
ke thought, what he did—it was all
the samc whether he was good or
bad, and the fact of being upright
had only leit him desilitute.

Such was the train of Rody’'s
Lthoughts one cold winter evening as
het stood at Grafton street corner
with a few unseld ‘ Evening Tele-
graphs ' in his hand.

‘ Little use I’ve trying to live,” he
muttered between, his chattering
teeth. * Every one can have some
thing but me. IT'm the worst off of
the whole of them,” and Rody wiped
away the unbidden tears that wers
lrickling down his cheeks with the
sleceve of his tattered coat.

* Come, my boy, get on now ! You
can’t stand here !” cried a voice by
his side. Rody raised his clear,
honest eves to the speaker, and then
fled in terror, for {he street Arab
generally  regards the ‘ Bobby in
blue ’ as his natural enemy. When
he had reached the end of the street,
and not, till then, he stopped.

Poor little mite! his head was
ithrobbing madly, and his frame
shook with a hacking cough. A few

vards from him was a gay toy shop,
surrounded by laughing children.
Rody, relieved from  his fear,
watched them. They all looked so
happy, he thought. He alone was
miserable.  Suddenly a bright shil-
Iing rolled towards him. He gazed
at it longingly. He knew it be-
longed to onc of those merry boys
who were cagerly  discussing  the
merits of o pop-gun. They had
plenty—he was starving and ill.  Be-
sides, no one was looking. He could
casily take it. He stooped down,
picked up the mobhey, and then ran
as af for his very life. DBut he had
been secen, and six pairg of legs fol-

lowed in swift pursuit, and shrill
voices yelled, * Stop, thief ! Stop,
thief 1

Rody heard them, and knew that

he was followed, He strained every
nerve, every muscle, Lo keep ahead of
his pursuerg. He darted down one
street, then up another, now ran
thronugh one lane, now through ano-
thor, until he fell exhausted in a
dirk galeway, his brain swimming,
and the cry of ‘ Slop Lhief !’ still
ringing in his ears.  As he raised
ins hand to his throbbing forchead,
he felt it wet with warm blood. A
thousand lights, he thought, danced
before his eyves, while * Stop thief!
Stop thici 1’ scemed to he cchoed
and re-echoed by the shrill winter
wind, Although Rody pressed his
little hands against hils ears to
deaden the sound, yet the weird ery
still went on, only growing louder
and louder each minute, until at last

it culminated in one long wild
shrick, and then-~-Rody Lknew ho
more.

Some hours later some workmen
who were passing found a huddled-
upw, senseless little figure in the gate-
way. They brought the child to_ the
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