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XX. = Continsed.

With such an enemy no wonder *A innfound itfe unpleasant |
The game was always “ fuil " of the suangers name was
proposed.  If Calvin led 1n the speling match he never
chese Winfred ;  in a hundred peuty, tormenting ways he
showed his spite. Winfred had many private deliberations
on the steps while the rest played. 1t was from this lonely
standpoint that he decided that Calvin Watkins was at the
bottom of the coldness of the others.

Kitty Graham was kind, and so were the Willoughbys,
but {or the reasons already spoken of, he was shnoned by
most of the scholars,

“*1 haven't hurt him,” said Winfred, over and over,
¢ why should he hate me so ?"

Winfred felt it keenly, as we have said before, but he
gave oo sign in school. It was rare self-control that
he was gaining under this discipline. His bright face might
suddenly be grave, but that wasall. e was growing to be
a rare little gentleman, self-possessed and polite under most
tryiog circumstances. This and his reticence abo*t his
troubles won the admiration of Mr. Graham.

** Why don’t you do something to stop their persecutions 2
asked Mrs. Graham, who had a full account of the school
doiogs every day from the Joquacious Katty.

¢ It is somethiog 1 cannoot .ntedere with except indi-
rectly,” said Master Graham ; ** Calvin's trainiog has been
most unfortunate. It has develuped many unpleasant trats
of character, but I am cunfident that young Lamphell's good
temper will yet overcome him.”

For a long time Calvin 0.anaged tu exclude Winn from the
school sports. How Wunn lunged to juin 1n them, especially
in their game of ball! e had watched it so closely that
he was sure he could play as well as any of the boys.
Besides, he oftea practised odd times, alone on Moor's
Island, taking by turns cach of the several positions, while
some ecxpert imaginary players did the rest. But these
unsecn companions were very unsatisfactory. He longed to
test his powers with 1eal boys. if they would only give him
a chance.

It bappened one recess that the players were short of the
requisite number.  The game was not ** full.”

** No g0, fellows !’ was Calvin's elegant corament ; *this
‘ere game ‘Il hive to be given up.”

¢ Can’t we get somebody else ' asked Jack Wil'sughby.

Wss it chance? Or did he think of the neglected
stranger? Winn's heart leaped as Jack glanced towards
where he sat, quictly observant, upon the steps. The rich
colour flashed over Wian's speaking face, then left it as
suddenly, leaving him quite pale.

Jack saw this.  He felt that they were not treating Wino
tightly ; so braving Calvin’s displeasure, h. said :

* Let's ask Campbell.”

The other boys wete silent, but they all glanced towards
Winfred.

Calvin’s face datkened. ‘*He can't play,” he sad;
* Nobody ever see bim handle 2 ball.”

*¢ Good rezs0n why,” observed Jack, significantly.

Calvin scowled. **\Vhy didp't some of you fellows
ask him, then? Whose faaltis t anyway 2

Only Jack bad courage to say, *‘ Seems unfair to zlways
give one person the go-by, don't it, fellows? I putitto you,
Cal, would you like to be left out in the cold the way
Campbell is 2"

** Speak for yourself, Willoughby,” szid Calvin, sullenly.
1 aunt a goin’ to be talked at by nobody.”

They were all sileat 2 moment, while Calvin kicked the
dust.  Then he broke out, **I dido’t s’posc this "ere school
was 2 Charitable Institute to it up games for poothouse
bouys! Ifthey stick therselves i amongst us they've got to
take what they can mt!®

There was a Little murmur among Jack's tollowsrs at this
evideptly they did not exzctly approve of these harsh senti-
ments.

** We don't kaow but some of us'll get there yet,” said
Jack, *‘and anybody can sce that Lampbell's 2 gentleman.
1 say we ought 1o ask lum. The town school isn't a place
10 be stuck-up in! ™

The Luys of Moorstown were hot pohiticans : to be * stack-
up * was almost 2 crime among them. The rights of the
p2ople were loudly advocated by Calvin to his own select
circle on town-meeting days,—~whea imitating thewr clders—
they discussed affairs of state.

J=ack had touched the npht cord, Calmin Jooked 2 little
less determined. e glanced sideways at the figure oo the
steps. .

** Oh, come on, Calvia : let’s ask him and have our game,”
uryred Jack.

Several echoed this.

* I doa't see what you want him for,” growled Calvin.
Thea stddealy sasing hus voice, **Come out here, Camp-
bell, and be recee, will 5o 2

1t w2s 2 rough snvitation, bat, nevertheless, so 1awitatioa.
Without 2 word Winn sprang into positron and the game

begzo.

It was the daty of the ** racee * to chase the bzll when it
was batted. Perhaps other boys have a different term for this
position, bat thatis what they called 1t 1n Mourstowa.

Nobody liked tn be *“reiee” t2almin had pves it to
yoang Camphell for that very reason.  He also thought that
the new-comes wosld be so awkward 1o 1t, that the rest
would laagh at bum, or get impatico..

But Wina put forth evers =zoergye He was veiy
quick 03 his feet 1n chasicg the ball, and skilifsl incatching
it before 1t reached the ground.  He astonished them all by
hus aplitede ; and somchow they filt the pleasure the uo-
wonted play gave their lanely companion.

Winfted made fus mark as “ races,” and afterwards was

always chosen in games, ‘The tide of papular feeling in
school had turned for our boy. 1lenceforth he was a power
amopg them. Calvin might perzist in bitterness, but Win-
fred would find and keep Iriends.

Something elze happened that brought Winn before the
school in a pleasing light. It was in the spelling match,
which was a_favourite way of reciting in Moorstown, Even
out of school the grown people often had them, winters.
This had been hotly contested ; the whole school were listen-
ing to see who wovld *¢ miss "' and drop from the ranks.

Jack \an]ough:)({. who stood next above Winfred, missed
a word. It passed to the other side of the room, was mis-
spelt there by somebody who also was obliged to take his
scat.  Then it came to Winfred.

He spelt it ccrrectly.

* Very good,"” said Master Graham ; ** you see the result
of Campbell’s studiousness, Willoughby ? "

Jack tursed red. He was notat all fond of his books;
fun was much more to his taste ; but it was unpleasant to be
indiurectly compared with another.

Winfred also coloured, hesitated, and then said in his
clear ringiog voice,~—

I should have spelt the word as Jack did if it had come
to me first, Master Graham ; I only guessed at the right
way.

** Then you had better sit down, too "’ said Master Gra.
ham ; but there was a pleasant twinkle in his eye, and all
the scholars knew that he thought all the more of Winfred
for his frankness.

“1'd a’ looked out for number one,” said Calvin Watkios
afterwards ; you've got to evcr{ time or you'll betrodon!"”

But somehow Campbell, without looking out for number
one, was daily growing in favour with everybody.

Of late Winfred had been turping his Saturdays into
mor:y. Most of his holiday was bis own to spend as he chose.
Mrs. Luscomb arrauged his chores with this ead in view,
{ecling sure that the bgg would make good use of the extra
time. Shedid pot wish bim to feel that he was under task-
masters, but that if his work was done he could have a holi-
day ltke the others.

Winp, always thinkinp of the future, chose to cam some-
thing on these days. It began by his doing little jobs for
Master Grabam. He was so faithful and artive that others
hired him to weed their gardens or saw wood. People be-
fran to like to intrust littls jobs to such a manly and respect-
ful boy. He was willing to do anything, from whitewashing
a hen-house o sawing ozk wood a hot afternoon. Asin the
game Winn had accepted the part of * racee™ good-
naturedly, so he took any disagreeable job whenjbetter conld
not be found.

¢ Well, I am beat!" said Miss Bilkins, ca.llin’; at the
Willoughby's, after secing Winn groom the doctor's horse.
* I don’t understand how folks cap take a stranger right
into the bosom o’ the family, as it were. Now the doctor'’s
old o’ feeble 'n’ keeps ready money loose about the bhouse.
How does he know but that pauper might be tempted to
commit some awful ctime?”

‘“What paoper!” repeated Jack Willoughby,
chanced to be within hearing.

Tack tried to speak carelessly, but he kpew very well who
Miss Billkins meant. There was =p ominous expression on
his young face.

** Why that Campbell boy. The Luscombs took him
out o’ the poorhouse, ¢ know, come from nobody knows
where.”

** His mother was a real lady, and he's the best boy in
school,” cried Jack turning red. ** Master Grabham says
Wino'll make his mark yet ! I just wish "—Jack wasobliged
to stop to breathe—* that folks would not always be fling-
ing out about poor Winn. 1Its too mean for anythiog.”

** Softly, softly.” said the minister; * he seemsto bea
superior boy, Miss Bilkins. 1 think the people will not re-
gret aiding bim io his desire for an education.”

¢ Us boys think he’s just splendid,” added Jack hotly.
** We're going to get him all the jobs he waats, and if any-
hody starts any story about Campbell we're goin' to the
bottom of the matter.*

He fairly glared at Miss Bilkins.

*¢ Jack,” said his father, ‘¢1 think your mother wishes
some kindlings.”

So Jack went out to vent his spite upon the wood, and
Miss Bilkias departed.

Later she met Winh laden with packages from the store
for Mrs Luscomb. The boy was amared at her cordiality.

‘* Can't ye come and do a2 lectle job for me,” she asked.
** I want my flower-bed '’ my yard weeded out, ‘o' 1'd
rather you'd do it than aoybody clte. 1 alluz said you'd
saceeed, and I'm glad yer getting oa so fine.”

Winn did cot specuiate upon the change tn her.  Asusual,
he accepted gratefully any evideoee of kindly feeling. He
went joyfully forward. He bad no time to brood over past
slights or disappointments.

WVinn went gomc in high spirits. He had earned seventy
cents that Saturday. This hie put into Mrs, Luscomb's
hznds

** Here's sometbicg for our teapot,” he said, referring to
2 certain ancient dish on the top shell, where she deponited
his carnings.

*We'll put it into the bank,” shesaid. * If 1 can possibly
wmanzage I will oot use the mozey for your clothes.”

That day she did not receive hises aiogs with the usual
cocouraging word ; sileotly she lifted down the texpot and
pat the moncy in. 'When she turned, Winn saw by the old,
wretched look upon her face that something had happened.

He was aboat to question her, but she wamed him with
uplifted fioges. There was 2 heavy foolstep, and Aaron
opened the doci. He wore the white, quarrelsome look
that ac bad whea be had been drinking.  He pausad there,
with an ogly cfc co the lady and bog; an cye that said
that he would iike to guarrel with both. There was an in.
stant of quiveriog silcace. Thea somethisy wnseen averted
the storm of bis pastion.  He turned and went slowly ap-
stairs.

Mrs. Luscomb had striven for the composure that often
disarmed him  Now that he was gone, she sank trembling
into 2 chair.

who

¢ Don't he afraid,” said Winfred ; **1 wouldn't let him
hurt you.”

' Hush. hush. Aaron may hear and retum,” she whis-
pered.  ** You would be no match for him, my brave boy.
Il he alcsp:. we are safe to-night. If not, it will go hard

with us,

XXI,~—ROW CALVIN RSCAPED A \WHIPPING.

‘“If U were you, I should jast hate Calvin Watkins!"
said Jack Willoughby, one day. ** Don't you,—in the bot.
tom of your heart?’

After o moment’s thought, Winfred sald, *You ma
think it ltmnge. but I don’t. I can’t understand myself,
but somehow I like Calvin, If he would let me, 1thiok we
should be {riends. He's real smact.”

* You're right, there,” replied Jack, ** It’s awful good in
you to say so, too, after the way he's treated you.”

Wibnfred flushed with pleasure. The preise that he re-
ceived of late was very sweet to him, partly because it had
been 3o tardy in coming,

Life at school had grown very pleasant to him, since he
became one of the rest. But somethiog within told him
that it was not all goodness that made him take Calvin's
hostility so coolly.

b *“I'm not good, Jack,” he said, **but—but, I'd like to
e. ”

Winn spoke gravely. Jack saw thzt he was deeply maoved.
The minister’s son who had always lived in his happy home,
little dreamed what Winn had experienced, and was even
now seciog in Mrs. Luscomb’s trials! It made him old and
thoughtful beyond his years, Often the young heart yearned
after a peace that would lift him above the annoyaoces of
every day life.

Wiann knew not that he was being gradually prepared to
listen to th ¢ still, small, voice,” that speaks to every per-
son. When Mrs. Luscomb tumed to him for comlort, it
sometimes seemed as if his words were idle phrases that
meant nothing. IHe trusted and believed io his mother’s
God, because she bad ; but now, as he matured, be had an
ucdefined longing after 2 faith sed hope of his own. It
often cawe upon bim when praised for his %ood qualities,
—doubtless it saved Winnfmf from being spoilt by his grow-
ing influence.

While the boys talked, Elsie Moor and Kitty Grabam
passed them, atm in arm, and very confidential, Apparently,
Kitty was urgiog some invitation upon her new friend.

“ I should admire to,"” szid Elsie, *‘ but I czn't.”

** Oh, row, of course you can,” pleaded Kutty. *“Ishall
be perfectly miserable if you don't come. How could I
be gap y a whole evening without you ?

* They are already inseparabie,” said Winfred ina low
tone.

*“ You cannot imagine how I loog to coms,” said Elsie,
‘' [f father was willing, I would,—but he cannot spare me."”

“ Its a2 wonder he let her come to our school,” szid Jack,
as they passed on, then suddenly changed the subject, as his
eye caught several figures on the bali-ground. ** The fel-
lows are goicg to stay for a game. Let’s join them.”

Thsre being nothiog pressing in the shape of work, Win-
fred bastened after Jack. Several boys were there, 1ncluding
Calvin Watkins.

¢ Any {ellow as wants to play, come on now, an’ be spry,
t0o,” sxid the latter, * there's more here than's needed.”

Jeck gave Winfred a audge as Calvin's glance rested for-
biddingly on the latter.

** Them as bas got any outside chores, or gov'ment lamps
or sich to tend, better not stop,” pursaed Calvin, * for this
‘ete game is going to be close contested, and we don't
want no backin’ out afore it's over.

“ Why can't we begin then?” queried Jack, sturdily,
** we're only wastiog ticie now."”

‘“We want to start right, fellows,"” said Calvin; * these
aiot no uwsz in bepinning uvnless we know every player'll
stick, Now, whea I begin, I like to end a thing.” .

No doabt Calvin did like to end stch beginnings as theze,
and {ully inteaded to do 2o, but unfortunately an obstacle
was rapidly approaching in Calvin’s rear, one that wonld
cffectuslly interrupt the pame,—Calvin's father,

Jack Willooghby saw him, as he appeared in the tumn
the road, under the old elm. He was almost runping, an
carried a whip.

*¢Isn't that your father, Calvin ?" asked Jack.

Cslvin gave one glance, and then an anmistakable look of
terror came over his face.

*“He's down on me cause I 2int finished the wood,—1 for-
got it,—what shall I do, boys?”

His comrades looked their sympathy, but were silent.
What could they say? Mr. Watkin's hasty temper was pro-
verbial in town, when under 1ts spell he was merciless.
Helplessly they looked from Calvin to his parent,—the lat-
16T Was DOW Very DEar.

*1 sha'n't wait roun’ for no lickin's,” said Calvin, and
took to his heels.

There was a general fecliog of relief, for Calvin was a
swift runnez ; bot the eselessness of light was expressed by
Wicfred, who said,—~

“ He may get away now, bat they’ll have to meet some
time 1™

The result of that meeting could be casily imagined, as
Mr. Watkins came up brandishing the whip. His face was
actnally swollen withaoger.

“ Where's Cal2”

Nobody replicd. Indeed, most of the boys shrank back,
as though they meditated flight.

“ Tl teach him to qx:it play, when there's work to dol™
He now saw his son's retreating figure, and gave chase.
The old charch door stood open. vin darted in, and op
the stairs, Mr. Wstkins hotly punuing, and scolding at
every breath.

Thc boys cn the ball-ground were silent, until the two
Watkins's had passed oat of sight.  Then Winn drew along
breath, and xsked,—

' Will he really use that ship?”

“Useit?” ecchoed Jack Willoaghliy.
Cal! I rather gucss A thinkssol ™

‘* You belter ask




