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SCENE II. 

 

 

An attic room, neat and clean, but poorly furnished; a bed and a trundle- 

bed, a small cooking-stove, a shelf with a few dishes, one or two chairs 

and stools, a pale, thin woman working on a vest. 

 

Her face is anxious; her thin hands tremble with weakness, and now and 

then, as she works, quiet tears drop, which she wipes quickly. Poor 

people cannot afford to shed tears; it takes time and injures eyesight. 

 

This is John Morley's wife. This morning he has risen and gone out in a 

desperate mood. "No use to try," he says. "Didn't I go a whole year and 

never touch a drop? And now just because I fell once I'm kicked out! No 

use to try. When a fellow once trips, everybody gives him a kick. Talk 

about love of Christ! Who believes it? Don't see much love of Christ 

where I go. Your Christians hit a fellow that's down as hard as anybody. 

It's everybody for himself and devil take the hindmost. Well, I'll trudge 

up to the Brooklyn Navy Yard and see if they'll take me on there--if they 

won't I might as well go to sea, or to the devil," and out he flings. 

 

"Mamma!" says a little voice, "what are we going to have for our 

Christmas?" 

 

It is a little girl, with soft curly hair and bright, earnest eyes, that 

speaks. 

 



8 

 

A sturdy little fellow of four presses up to the mother's knee and 

repeats the question, "Sha'n't we have a Christmas, mother?" 

 

It overcomes the poor woman; she leans forward and breaks into sobbing,-- 

a tempest of sorrow, long suppressed, that shakes her weak frame as she 

thinks that her husband is out of work, desperate, discouraged, and 

tempted of the devil, that the rent is falling due, and only the poor pay 

of her needle to meet it with. In one of those quick flashes which 

concentrate through the imagination the sorrows of years, she seems to 

see her little home broken up, her husband in the gutter, her children 

turned into the street. At this moment there goes up from her heart a 

despairing cry, such as a poor, hunted, tired-out creature gives when 

brought to the last gasp of endurance. It was like the shriek of the hare 

when the hounds are upon it. She clasps her hands and cries out, "O my 

God, help me." 

 

There was no voice of any that answered; there was no sound of foot-fall 

on the staircase; no one entered the door; and yet that agonized cry had 

reached the heart it was meant for. The Shining Ones were with her; they 

stood, with faces full of tenderness, beaming down upon her; they brought 

her a Christmas gift from Christ--the gift of trust. She knew not from 

whence came the courage and rest that entered her soul; but while her 

little ones stood wondering and silent, she turned and drew to herself 

her well-worn Bible. Hands that she did not see guided her as she turned 

the pages, and pointed the words: He shall deliver the needy when he 

crieth; the poor also and him that hath no helper. He shall spare the 

poor and needy, and shall save the souls of the needy. He shall redeem 
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their soul from deceit and violence, and precious shall their blood be in 

his sight. 

 

She laid down her poor wan cheek on the merciful old book, as on her 

mother's breast, and gave up all the tangled skein of life into the hands 

of Infinite Pity. There seemed a consoling presence in the room, and her 

tired heart found rest. 

 

She wiped away her tears, kissed her children, and smiled upon them. Then 

she rose, gathered up her finished work, and attired herself to go forth 

and carry it back to the shop. 

 

"Mother," said the children softly, "they are dressing the church, and 

the gates are open, and people are going in and out; mayn't we play there 

by the church?" 

 

The mother looked out on the ivy-grown walls of the church, with its 

flocks of twittering sparrows, and said: 

 

"Yes, my little birds; you may play there if you'll be very good and 

quiet." 

 

The mother had only her small, close attic room for her darlings, and to 

satisfy all their childish desire for variety and motion, she had only 

the refuge of the streets. She was a decent, godly woman, and the bold 

manners and evil words of street vagrants were terrible to her; and so, 

when the church gates were open for daily morning and evening prayers, 
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she had often begged the sexton to let her little ones come in and hear 

the singing, and wander hand in hand around the old church walls. He was 

a kindly old man, and the children, stealing round like two still, 

bright-eyed little mice, had gained upon his heart, and he made them 

welcome there. It gave the mother a feeling of protection to have them 

play near the church, as if it were a father's house. 

 

So she put on their little hoods and tippets, and led them forth, and saw 

them into the yard; and as she looked to the old gray church, with its 

rustling ivy bowers and flocks of birds, her heart swelled within her. 

"Yea, the sparrow hath found a house and the swallow a nest where she may 

lay her young, even thine altars, O Lord of hosts, my king and my God!" 

And the Shining Ones walking with her said, "Fear not; ye are of more 

value than many sparrows." 

 

 


