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THE TWO HOMES, |

Two men on their way. home metat a
streot crossing, and they walked® on to-
gether.  They  were  weighbors  and
friends,

“This has beon'a very hard day,” snid
Mr. Freenian; in a gloomy: voice, And
as they walked' homoward thoy discour-
aged each other, and rande darker the
clouds that obscured their wholo horizen.

“ Good ovening,” was- at” lhst said hur-
riadly, and the two men passed into their
homes.

Mr.. Waloott entered the room where
Li$ wifo and ohildren were gathered, and
without speaking to any one, seated him-
self in a chair, and leaning his head back,
closed his eyes.  His countenance wore a
sad, weary, exhausted look. He had been
seated thus for only a fow minutes, when
his wife said, in a fearful voice:

¢ More trouble again.”

“ What is the imtter now ?"* asked Mr.
Walcott, almost starting.

¢ Johmfias been sent home from gchool.”

“ What?”" Mr. Walcott partly rose
from his chuir.

“ He has been suspended for bad con-
duct.”

“Oh, dear!” groaned” Mr. Waloott,
¢ where is he 2" ’

“ Up in his room ; I'sent him there as
soon as he came home. You'll have to do
something:with bim.. HO'll be ruined if
he goes on in’ this way., I'm out of all
beart with him.”

Mr. Walcott, cxeited’ as mhueh by the
manner in which his wife conveycd't]fo{
unpleasant information as by the iufor-
thation itself, started up, under the blind-
fnpulse of the momet, and going to the
room where John had been sent on coming
home from school, punished the boy
severely, and this without listening to the
explanations which the poor child tried
to make him hear.

“ Father,” said the boy, with forced
calinness, after the cruedstripes hud ceased,
“ I wasn't tof Dlumne, and if you will go
with mégo’ thcs’ teacher, T can prove my-
self innocent.”’ o

Mr. Walcott had never ‘kobwn his son
to tell an untruth, and the words fell with
a rebuke upon his heart.

“ Very well, we will sco”about that,™
he answered, with forced stermriess, and
leaving the room ho went ‘down stairs
fecling much- mcre uncomfortable thanm
when he went up:.  Ayaine he'soated him--
self in his large: cheir, and again leaned

Back his weary head andi closed his heavy

As he sattthus, his cldest daughter, in her
sixteenth year, cumo nnd stood by him,
She held a paper in-her hand:.

“ Father,'" he opened his eyes, “ here's
my quarter’s bill. Can't I have the money
to tako to school with me in the morn-
ing ?”

%I aw ufraid not,’
cott hall i despair, -

¢ Nearly all the girls will bring in their
money to-morrow, and it mortifies me to
be behind the others!” e 'dti'ughter
spoke fretfully. Mr. Walcott waved her
aside with his hand, and she went off
mutéring and pouting,

“ It is mortifying,” said Mrs. Walcott,
alittle sharply; “and I don’t wonddr
that Helen fecls annoyed about it, The
bill has to be paid, and I den't sec why
it may not be done as well first as Just.”

To this Mr. Wulcott made no answer.
The words but added another pressure to
the heavy burden under which he was
alréady staggering. After a silence of
some monients, Mrs. Waleott said :

““The coals arc al) gone.”

“Tinpossible I Mr. Walcott raised' his
head and Yooked incredulons. ‘X laid in
sixteen tuny.”

“T can't help it, if there were sixty
tuns instead of sixtcen—they are all gone
The girls had hard work to-day to scrape
up enough to keep the fire in.”

“ Thetc’s been a shameful waste sowme-
where,” said DMr. Walcott, with strong
cmnphasis, starting ap and moving about
the room with 2 very disturbed manmner..

“So you always say, when anything
runs out,” answered Mrs. Walcott, rather
turtly,  ““Thebarrelof flour isgone also ;
but I suppose you have done your part
with the rest in using it up.’

Mr, Walcott returned to his chair, and
again seating himself, leaned back his
head and closed his eyesasat first.  How
sad, and weary, and hopeless he felt 1—
The burdens of the day had scemed al-
most too heavy for him; hut he had
borne up bravely. To gather strength
for & renewed struggle with adverse eir-
cumstances, hie had come home. Alus!

* answered Mr, Wul-

that the process of exhaustion should still
0 on—that where only strength could be
looked: for op carth, no strength was given.

Wihen the tea bell was rung, Mr. Wal-
cott wade no movement to obey the sum

) | moris..

* Come tosapper,” said his wife, ooldly.
But he did not stir;
“ 4Avo you not ~coming to supper ?" she

oyclids. Sadder was his fuce than before. 4

{ for in.the bosom of his family.

“ I~dou t wish for anyﬂmw tlnu eve
ning. My head aches very much,” ho
answered.

“Iu the dumps againg' mucttered?® Mes
Wateott to herself. * I¥s a8 much o3
one's life i3 worth to nsk fur mouey, o tv -
say auything ity wanted.” And she keps
on her way to the dining-rout. When she
returned hen hosband - was still sitting
where she had left him,

“ Skall T bring you a eup of tea?” sho
agked. - )

* No, I'don’t wish for anything.”

“ What's the matter, Mr. Wucote ?”
What do you look so troubled about, asif -
you hadu’t s friend in theworld 2 What. .
have I done to you 2"

Tliero was no unswer, for there was not
a shade of real sympathy in the voice that
madé the queries, but rather of queralous
dissatisfaction, A fow wmomeunts i
Walcott stood helithd her husband, but as
le did not scam inclined to- unswer ques-
tions, she tutnedawdy- from* ifin, and re-
sumed the employinent which bad been:
interrupted by the ringing of the tea bell

The whole-evering - passed: without the
occurrence of a single incidént that gave
g healthful pulsation to the sick boart of:
Mr. Walcott. No thoughtful kindness-
was manifested. by any member of the

*{family ; but’on the contrary, a narrow re--

mard for self, and a looking tevhim ouly
that he might. supply the means of self

gratification.

No wonder, from the pressare which
was on him,.that Nir. Walcott felt utterly
discouraged. He retired carl}, and soughs
to find that relief from mental disquic-
tade in sleep which he had vainly hoped
Buat the
whole night passed in broken slumber and
disturbing dicams. From the cheerless.
morning meal,.at which he was reminded
of the-quarter’s hill that must be paid, of
the coals and flour that were out, and of
the necessity of supplying Mrs. Walcott's
cmpty purse, he went to mceet the dificul-
tics of another day, fuint at keart, almost.
hopeless of success. A confident spirit,
sustained by home affections, would have

“{carried him through ;. but unsupported as

he way, the burden- ’W’as‘ too heavy for him,
apd he sank under it. The da) that

opened $6 unpropitiotsly cléscd unon himy
n ruined man !

Let us look in for a few moments upon
| Mr. Freeman, the friend and neighbor-of
'Mr. Walcott. e, also,- Had-come hemo
weary, disspirited, and' almost sick. The

called to him a8 she was leaving theroom: toinls of the day had been unusually,



