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OURl Y-OUNG Z-oIKS,
A T THJ2 GA1 TE,

ClK.PTER 1.

T 1-11E garden laokcd barc and drcary as
Constance paced up and downl the walks,

stopping iiow and then ta gaze at browvn,
cnipty bcds, whcerc only a fcw withcredl tufts
of Lit stnier's leaves and flowcrs wcre to bc
found.

Ncar the gate, howcvcr, a rich border of
snowvdrops extended as far as the biedge at
bath sides, appcaring likc unthawed remnants
of the snoiv whichi bad but iateiy disappearcd.

Soon the ciid becard the garden gatc crcak
slightly an its hinges.

IlSonie anc coniing in ; ll look wvbo it is."
Pceping throughi thc branches of the srnbs
Constance saw a littie ragged boy standing
outside, and, on drawving nearer, a small thin
band thrust betiwcen the bars.

"He is trying ta steal aur snowdrops!" she
exclaimcd, and, %vith noiscless stcps, burried
acrûss a corner of the soft grass, appearing
suddcnly close to the gate, just in timne ta sec
the band grasp a bunch of frcsh buds ivhich
happencd ta grow within readli.

Il0O, don't takc aur prctty flowers !" cricd
Constance, asthe boy, bearing hier voice, gave

anc friglitcncd glance upvard, and, starting
ta Iiis feêt, rushied away. But dangers threat-
ened on ail sidcs; for thc gardener, wvho ivas
just returning from bus dinner, bappened at
that moment ta turn into the raad leading ta
thc gatc; nothing remained, therefare, but ta
runi bacl, ta where Constance staod-certainly
the least formidable of thc dangcrs-with hcer
hand an the latcb.

"Miss! missi" said the terrified boy, in
bis despair ; Ilindeed, l'Il neyer do it again if
you'll lct me in ta hide belind a bush tilI that
man passes."

Constance pecpcd aut. "'Tis only aid
jolin,' shie said, "lbut hc'd bc very angry wvith
you for touching aur flowcrs. I hecard, him
say yesterday lie wishied he could catch the
persan wvho took thcm; but I'mi not sure it
wavuld bc rie' lt for me ta let you in."

Thiere wvas na tinie ta argue the question,
for thec aid gardeces stcps camne nearer and
ncarer - lie %would be %vithin sight of the gate
in anotbcr moment.

Constance's good nature conquercd. "'Per-
haps," thoug lt she, Il if I help ta save him this
time lie won't carne back any more to steal.
It ivauld bc b.,ttcr than letting hlm bc sent ta
prison.'

Whilc these, tiiouglit6 passed rapidly
througbi betr iiiind, tlic biy remainied with lis
cyceb fi.x.d entrcatingiy an hier facc, until,
opelling the gatc quietly a littie way, shec al-
luwed huit ta pass i, at dt s>ame time point-
ing ta a thick clurnp af cvergrccns, whcre hie
had but just taken refuge a the oid gýtrdener
wvalked up ta thc entrance.

,,.Nlss Constance," lie said, "«Same anc lias
bcemi at the bnowdrops bince I lbit this. Have
yau gathercd any? "

"Na, Johin," she rcplicd, blushing and hesi-
tating, for shce was unused ta conceaiment of
.ny kind.

,TIen, if I catch the thici, I can tell yau
l'Il bring hlim straighit ta the police."

Constance, trcmnbling at this threat, glanccd
uncasily' towvards the little shrubbemy. Al

î%'as safe sa far, tîmougli shie f.ncicd the laurel
branches shookc slightly at thc near side.
WVbat %vas bier dismnay, liovever, %vlicn the
gardcncr conlienccd bis wvork on a bed close
beside the gate, mnutteringr that lie ivas "de-
tcrmiined ta kcep a tiglit Nvatch,"

Ilon, was it possible for thc poar boy ta
escape nowv? \Valking round and round the
garden in the utmnost perpic)lxity, Constance
aimnost rcgrctted the step shc liad t.iken. At
Iength, pushing lier wvay throxngh the tangled
b.-anches at thie f.irthcs;t side of thc ciump,
slie saw the littie raggcd boy crouching under
the boughis af a taîl Portugal laurel. Just as
lic wvas starting up, fuitbte-d at thc rustling
af the leaves, shc hcld out lier finger ta im-
pose silence, and wvlispcred cautiously, Il 'ou
miust stay ivîcre you arc for a w~hilc, for aid
Jolin is watching thc gate."

X'es, nibs, I se hIb throughi thc bushes,
and he's wvorking away. 1 don't think hc's a
mind ta ]cave that soon."

INo; and lil have ta go in before long,
so you must ivatdl yaur awn opportunity.
But flrst tell mc, littie boy, %vly yau wvantcd
ta steal aur snowdrops?"

"Weil, I thouglit there %vas no anc look-
in-.")

Oh, but there ivas."
-Ycs; I didn't sec you, thaugh, tii! you

came up close ta the gate."
IlI don't mean that ; there %vas some anc

cIse tao."
Il Vas there ?"I said thc boy, laoking amaz-

cd.
IlYes, anc you could not sec, but %v'ho al-

ways watchcs you; 1 incan God."
I' ve hecard that befure, but I never much

mindcd. Is it truc ? Gad inay sec us, but lie
doesn't care foi me or littI. Cisby -poer Cissy,
that's always sick and tired !"

"lOhi ycs lie does, Bert!1 I'm quite sure Ile
loves you bath, tlugl-,i you don't knoiv it yct.
Who is Cissy ?"

IlCissy's my little sister. After mother
died, aid Marthy touk lier ta live in bier roum,
and shie brings bier out in the coid and wvet,
becauise thc chiid louks sa white and thin,
people are sorry far lier, and givc plcnty af
pennies. Marthy't, alwayb lingry when be's
too sick ta walk, and says -hc's flot worth
bier food; tIen Cissy stays at hame alonc and
crics."

«Do you live with them too?"
"NJo, 1 do for mnyscif; but wlici I\Iartlîy's

out I often slip in ta sec Cissy, and bring bier
anytbing I can get. 'Twas for lier I wamted
tIc flawers. Ycsterdiav 1 brauglit ljci anc or
twv, the rez:t I ::,tld in thl. btrcLt fur a penny,
and bouglit a cake, but shc %vasiit liungry,
and liked tIc flou~crs bc.st."

IlWcU, Blert, l'il give you a good large
buncli aofmîlce fresbi uncb %%Ilîuî >uu're goiiIg
away.,

-Ayc, but wliben w~ill t.lat bc ?",
"«You cant get out whilc Joinm watchcs the

gatc."
lI'in thinkimîg lie'll stay thcre ail day."

«Tien yau mubt 'vait tili lie leaves off
work ; it graws dark vcry early tbis tirne of
tIe year. But tlicrc'b tlIc bell, I rnust go."

[t seecd almast cruel ta enjay a conifart-
able room, and good dinncr, whilc this poor
boy ivas imprisancd in the shrubbery, cold
and hungry; but, manag,,ing ta iay by .a slice
of brcad and somte meat, Constance stole out

again for a fcw moments, %v'licti unobserved, to
bring it ta Bert.

Thc boy devourci thc bread grcedily,, but
stored up the mecat in biis packet ta give as a
treat ta Cissy.

1'imci passcd an, and stiil aid jahîmi remain-
cd at the gate.

AIl tlîat afternaon Constance feit restlcs
and uneasy, and could miat suttie ta book or
work.

IlWhy do y01% sit at the cold îvindow, M-y
dear Y" lier mother askcd ; Ilyou arc usually
fond of thc fireside at this bour."

"lOhi, mammna, do let me stay langer liere,"
slic said , I like Ioaking out of thc îvindo%%.
It's not vcry dark yet; aid john lias not leit
off %work. Now, there lie goes 1 an-d lie is
locking the gate 1"

Without a word af expianation, Constance
musbcd frumn tIe raamn, and ran down thc èar-
den %vaIk. «

"Johin, Johin 1" sIc cried, Io, came back!"
Wliat is thc matter, miss?" asked the old

man, returning a few steps alang thc patb.
Panting with excitement, Constance gasp-

cd ont, IlHave you really lockcd up thc gar-
den ?"

Il Yes, sure enough, and good reason too,
wlicn the flowers are stolen cvery marnîng.

-1>lease, Johin," cntrcatcd thc child, Illeave
me the kcy *"I

IlWhat for, Miss Constance ? No anc ever
ivants ta pass out this vay sa late ?"

IlBut I have a reason; please let me kcep
it for this anc nigît 1"

"I can't indccd. miss; I'm in charge of thc
garden, and must bring tIc kcy home ivitli
me." And oId JulIn walked off quickly, to
avaid further solicitations, -%vondering what
the chlild couid mean by such a %%range i-e-
quest.

Poor Constance stood in sulent dismnay,
shivering in the cold blast, and trying ta con-
sider wh'at w~as ta be donc next, wlien a loiv
vaice spake from thc edge of thc laurel clump.

",Miss, miss, lie's gone, and lias locked thc
gate after Iiim. Is tliere any otlier wvay ta
get out, or niust-I slecp bere aIl nigit ?"

"Ohi you can't do that!" said Constance,
thinking uf lier oivn warm room and comfort-
able bed. I 1 must tell înamnma, and try if
slIc %vill let you pass througli tIc liause. F'il
make saine plan; don't be afraid ta came if
I caîl."

(7, be conthwed)

"IT [VIL L IlUR T X Y FA THE R."

T IHE boys were ait play in a garden %vlcre
tlîerc w.vas a tree full uf uipc cherries.

"O, Frank," said anc of tliem, "Jet us pick,
saune ai these rcd chierries; lok liow fine
thcy arc!"I

' No, VJiliie," said the ather, " we must flot
toudli then. Yau knoiv we wcre tald nat ta
pick ane ai thecm."

II But, Frank, tliere is noa anc lire ta sec us;
yom need xîot bc afraid. And if your father
bulil fin-l out tîmat wve toolz them, lie is s0
kind tliat lic -vould flot hurt you."

" That is îvîy I will nat tauch tîcm.," said
Frank ta Willic. I know my father wauld
nat burt me; yct for vie o disobty. *woid
hurt my fahecr, and I wvould not ivish ta
grieve bim."

Did flot that boy know î%'hat it ivas ta
abcy? We think he must have lovcd lis
fathcr.
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