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'.EBINOIPLE BEFORE G-OOD-NA.TURE
: I’ART I. ’

'“WuAT is the nmttcr Robelt?” askod Henry Manve1s, R

as he mot his cousin walkmg slowly and thoughtfully
along a shady lane léading: towards the village,

... “Tve had bad hews from homs, Harry. Lucy wutos( =
that my mother is, d*m«exously ill, and I wish to send .. -

them a httlo money,: as‘ the. doctor has ordered, many -’ .
expensive things..- Do you. think’ you could let me have
the fivo. pounds Ilentyou last quarter ? I've been txymg i
to sce you alone-all day to ask,”"

“I'm sorry, Robelt T w1shI ‘had it to’ gwe you but ‘

_the truth is, I'm vory: hmd up just now, and I dldn't -

thinkyou'd have wanted. it s0.soon.” :
¥ Neither I would, but for mothel s illnoss. Well I
was: thmkmg if you couldn’t pay, of asking an. advanue

from your father; you know my qu'u'tel W111 be up in
aweek or so.”

“ advise-you to do no. such . thmg It's :wzunsf; tho.
rules, and my father would never havo a good opinion of

you again for outrunning your pay: besides, you'd have
to tell him that I had borrowed from you, which would '
getme into a fine serapoe, for, now th'mt he s 111 lns tem-
per is none of the best. ” :

“That’s all very true, but, thhout tmubhnrr ‘him, Mr =

Bunker mlght let me have'a fow pounds till ne\t woelk ;-
ke has ‘the m'mafrement of ever, ythmg whlle, yom f‘\ther

'1s laid up.” "




