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Lord pr:iyed thrice for a comfort which yet
seemned to be dcnied ]Iim; so lie prayed on.

Mien lie retturncd te the tuble, bis face
cheerfuîl and untroubled.

The meal wvas over before the rain; it
stili feil heavily. Antonio was paying the bill

vhnthe door softly opened, and the sound
of a elear young voice was lieard-a smazll
Street sinlger.

'1Be off Nith you! no beggars bere!' It
-%vas the InndlordI's voice, rough and bars]).

Antonio loved mnusic; bi vas toucbed by
thie mclody of the chuldi2sh Voice, and ia
kindly heart, rebelled at the rougli toues
of the master.

IlThere, there,' lio said 'let the child ho;
1 like lier song-it pleases me.'

cCertainly, sir,' replied the host, ob-
sequiously ; ' but our rides do not admit of
beggars in the dining-1ooM. If you Choose
to have the girl sing in the smolzing-room,
there is no objection.'

'Ail ri,-lit,' said Antonio, careless'ty. 'Corne
in bore, littie one; at least you are Lest out
of the storm.'

And -%vith the ready -goodnature -%vlich
made hiai friends wherever lie went, lie drew
into the warrn room the ill-elad, pale-faced
singer. A pretty cbuld of tivelve or tbirtee-n,
but hardly looking nine-with lier tiiny piti-
fui face, and small limbs trembling with
cola.

4 No you ean sing for us undisturbed,
littie niaid,' lie said kindly, ' these gentlie-
mon permittingy.'

The other inmates of the room malzing no
objection, tI3e littie girl sang very sweetly
and sixnply, jet in so clear and firm a voice
as to indicate mudli talent, lier littie song-:-

The littie lamb %vould stray,
The Shepherd souglit it out,

Ana brouglit it ou its wvay.
That iwandering little kamb iwas I;
The Slieplierd nemar, no mnore I cry.

3During the singing thiere wvas a general
bush; the players ceased their games. At
the close there was a burst of appiause.

Bravo, littie one, bravo!1
E.ut Anitonio looked '.corroivful. ' Poor

cbuld,'ble said, ' she look-s starving, and those
ivrezched littie bare foot, I can't stand thiem.
NVait a minute, Francis.' And lie slipped
out of the restaurant, returning vcry shortly
ivith a pair of strong shoes.

' There, child, put theiù on; at any rate
they will keep you out of the mire. JJy the
ivay, ivliat do they call yo ? '

Carlotta, sir ' said the bevildered singer.
'Well, Lotta, and wlhere did you pick, up

your son-?
'In the sohool, sir.'
' Axd you fancy that yon are the little

lamb of which you sing. WVelI, if so, your
sheplierd treats yon badly ; you are cold, you
are liungry, you liad neither food nor shocs
tili I gave you them, It is not your
imaginary Shepherd who bas pitied you and
cared for you, but IV

The littie gir).'s pale cheeks fluslicd, tlie
bantering talk pu7zled and distressed lier.
Slie coula. not let the slight cast on the Good
Sheplierd, pass; and yet this gentleman had
been so kindi1

'lSir,' she bega u, ' thank you so muoli for
the shoos and the food.' Then shie paused,
and, blushing more deeply, said, ' But my
Sliephierd brouglit me te yeu. 1-fe gave me
my voice irhieli yon praise and iwhich plea-ces
yen. le put it into your hocart to be good
to me.'

~Wrho told yen these thiingsz, lti
preadlier?' asked. Antonio, blU amused.

' My mother, sir. She told me that God
does flot show }Iimself now to us, and thougah
Hie still gives-us good thinge, it is by the biands
of other peope-ricli people, Izirid people-
like you, sir.'

Little Carlotta meant ne flattery: it
was eut of a grateful beart she spoke.

' It suales two pecople glad,' so continued
Lotta, '-the one that gives and the onc.
that takes. MoLler told nie that toe.'
* IlYour mother is a ivise woman. I should

like te, see lier.'
'lYou can't see lier yet,' said the cbuld

gravely; ' she lias gone to the Slieplierd lier-
self.'

' Dead ?' questioned Antonio.
The littie oeenoddecl ber head.
"And your fathier?'


