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Il Mmia, mam mae" the littie olie
uittered, more e«agerly than befbre,
Ildoes papa know thiat you 'always
cry hard whien lie don't éome?

à., he don't know it does lie? be-
cause if he did he wouldn't stay
SO: I shallteli how mny mamma
cries."

Lucy Marston cauglbt the child
to her bosom and wept aloud.
Oh!1 what a pain was in lier beart,
-wvhat a lear in lier soul ! Anid
how rnany in the great city wvatch
by the lonely fire-side with that
same, gloorn upon them

"lOh! mamma,"1 the child cried,
"will papa ever be good to us

again as lie used t.o be? I-He don't
take me in bis arms nowv aud tkiss
mne when lie cornes home. Don't
you -cemeinbef when lie used to
kiss me.1-and how lie used *to
take yqu. on bis lap, and me on his
1ap, and then howv you used, to
l&agh, and be so happy! Oh,
mamma, I'm afraid-

"0 f what, Freddy,-" whispered
the mother, struggling with ail her
ppyVer to keep lier sobs back.

"lOh, P'm afraid papa don't love
us as lie did once."

"lYes, yes, lie does, my child."1
"T'hen what makes him. do so?

Why, whv," a,.d the chid's voice
sik to a shuddering whisper,
"11why didi he strike you last
niglit?"l

IlIt was flot papa! It was flot
papa!* It was flot papa! It xvas
a demon hae took to lis soul-a-
a-">

But the wretched woman could
say no more.. With one deep sob
she clasped her child to lier bosorn
and the hot tears flowed fast.

Poor Lucy Marston! Six years
before she had given lier lieart and
hanid to Alfred Marston, and in ail
the great city there wvas flot a hap-
pier woman.-Tlien only sixteen
years of age, she looked forward
upon the course with ail the higli

liopes of thle joyful, noble, heart;
aile if therc was one source to
whviich more t1han ail others, she
looked for lasiingyears of p)~eand
j0y, it was to thu generous, devoted
love of lier huishand. Alfred wvas
then aclerkin awholesaie establish-
ment, receiving a good sa]ery; and
laying up money. And so passed
on four years of just suchlihappi.
ness as Lucv liad wvished for. But
a cloudl zit length arose, and nowv
it hung like a dark pali over lier
way. She had seen it froin the
iî,oment it made its appearaxice on
die lborison, but she could flot make
ber butsband see if. He had only
laugbed at lier fears, and at fimes
lie had been reaily offended be-
cansp of the fears whicb she held.

But now AAfred wvas out of busi-
ness. H-e had becoîne s0 unsteady
that no one would trust bim; and
lie bad even sold articles of fturni-
ture to obtain the baie means of
sustaining life.

The dlock struck eleven, and
the weeping wife and mother was
upon the point of putting lier child
to bed, wlien sbe beard some one
at the door, and sbortly afterwards
the bell rang. She placed Freddy
tipon the lounge, and then wvent to,
the door, wliere she found two
meîi with ber hiusband.

IlIs this the home of this man 1"
Jnquired one of the men.

IlYes, sir," gasped Lucy. "Oh!
is be hurt !"

IlNo, only pretty drunk !"
Oh! how these harsli unfeeling

wo 'rds struck uipon the poor woman's
ears !

"1Just show us the way to the
bed, and we'll c.,rry hlm in. You
couldn't steady him now, for he's
lieavy."

Faint and trernbling the wife
turned towards the stairs and the
policemen followved ber leading ber
liusbzind. Into the neatly arrapg-
ed chamber she led them, and hav-


