
THE DOCTOR AND ms MgMICI!I. 7

Just at twilight, going to mother's room, iother for her sefie . And dont core
I found ber tying ber bonnet. tome for heip. I have done with you. Go

"Where are you going, mother? back, and ?I" starstogether.'
"I am going for my baby," she said, almost "We &hal not starve,» sicimy mother,

fiercel.with great spirit.ihaveÀwiling heart
"Why, mother1I" I spoke with astonish- and a atrong right arm,-I t wark for my

ment, for it was very unlike her to change her children; I can dis fot-tbem if need b.; but
mind so suddenly. I viii not part witWthem ZlIiGod bide me

"O Lizzie, I can't help it. Perhaps it la Ands , ple God, I shah liv. toise ibis baby
selfish and wicked ; but I muet have my baby. hand my ataf and my atay. <ome, Lizale."
If God had taken him from me, I would try to She wrapped her shawi about us aieeping
subnit. I know I should not mourn for him boy, and w. left the.boue.
sotmuchoifehefwdead.ohehnaewemedidead,
andi worae tbau dead, to me ail day. H. is
mine, anca I will have him back»

eknewserhtooaoelato utter ahtordaof ra-
mowtranceh She vas like g sra bear rorbedeofcsiA . I.
ber wbelps.11

Iw noipaigotwhtheyoutlIGoaidbdmd in a fewe.
minutes Aen aere on ourdway., Te s God, I sh all i e i

Si.vaîkesso faut, that I founiA impoosa- "A man l ai ther ord'a no faahon pianted
bie, young and atrong as I waa, to keep puce That bath a mint of ptraathe lahous brain;
with ber; but befored e reachsd thedoue ase Uevbofthe muaic of bis ovu longue

Doh avs lkaechtigharmony."P
waited for me to come up. all day.bHetis

There ; liten, ae saii. Don t you
bear him crying? That sounsi bai been in my 'MY mothm'a detrminssPirit vai roused.
ear kail day. Poor baby! tt a#wo emsaSherdpoke ofly rheneah.-tolslrClairrtdotfe
muchasiwantc hm.She Wi i i1lie "aha.beaarrobwilbiog beHAt Id a .trongrightarm.

Wit the utmowt attention I uld not, at fndeah noered them hoh. Tere wore yeara
tbat ditance, ditinguih a sounurway.e of toil and privaton hefore her; for, witb tbree
came nearer I heard a child screaming, and ittengr nmouthaofd ah. hvas leftTery
very soon knew it to bk Williea voice. We poor. But ah.looked at everything from a
followed the direction of the hsounse, going hopeful point of ve .
round to the aide door. Mother knocked once, DW. asha lave no rn to pay, Lizzie
an, without aiting an "atant, openedtheah.said-F"The.bouF, POorMaIt in, ia my ovu;

door and entered. The e a s hdemi father looked ont for that. Then veau
ith playthings. Agirlt in a lo t rockng- liv ey sn. And you know bow quck I

chair, vitm Wielie kicking and sctruggingin am ith my needtee; and I can get plenty of
ber arms anew ra. Clair, on ber knseabefore pork, anu sith hatyou carpare from your
rim, vainly endeavotng to pacify the crea- Waes,vs shaall do nicely. It i a great
ing child. comfort to me to think that yon viii have a

Withouta word, mother fook hm from the plesait, couforteble home.»
arm -nd enratonishes nurse. wastopped e Mother," I aaid, "tdo you kno wmc
riing, lookedat ber, bis bIne eyes swimming about te nug.? Frank says they are v.ry

chaiars then one arm crept round ber neck proud pople.»
rand tbe little eary heai sank on ber shouder "Quit. likely, my dear. Ma. Bar beloo

in perfect content. She deavior m close to ber to a w ealthy, aristocratie famly. I know t
heart, lavisiug upon hm evcry tender epithet.vas thougbt ah.marrie i tbaeat ber, becaue
in a mother language. kr. Barry s father va hamecanic. But i

What does tismenrs id Ms. Clair w a love match. H wa a fine-looking
riing quickey to her ft.I l You bave given young man, and as vas calyd the belle of
ite child tome. HartoordnCountyor eh.ohaicvkrybeautfu

"O lira. Clair, I vaut my baby," id my r en he l ya a girl.»

mother. Indeed I cannot give him up. Goi "rMother, arh.is a beautiful lomay nov.
Would have given hum to you, if He hai meant I dont believe ah. Hcoul ever have been more

you shoul thave him. H. gave you your sou. She ha athe loveieast face I ever ll o
splendid houe, and your carriage, and your I spoke with girlish enthusiasm; but, look-
fine clothes; but He gave me my children, ing back through many years, I see no reaion
and I cannot part with them till He takes to change my opinion, or to doubt the justie
them from me." of the meed of praise I so freely bestowed np-

"Are you crazy ?" said )Ers. Clair. on ber. I can se ber now as she looked that
"I was cray when I parted with my child, bright Monday morning when I commenced

eaid my mother.1 my plîsant duties under ber husband's roof.
"O, very well,» said the lady, bitterly She was full forty years old, but ber complex.

"take the boy back to your miserable home; Ion was ai delicate and tranaparent asa child'a;
and, if he livesato bea man, he will curse his above the medium height, but à perfectly


