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THE LITTLE OUTCAST.

"May'nt I stay, ma'am?I'1l do anything
yo-u give me--cut wood, go al ter water, and
do ail your erre nds."

The troubled eye8 of the speaker filled
wlth tears. It was a lad stood at ilie out-
er door, pieading with a kindly-looklng we-
man ivho still Peemed te doubt his geed in-
tentions.

The cottage st by itef on a bleak moor,or what in Scot!and would have been cail-
ed such. 'ihe time was near the end of Nov-
ember; a foerce wind rattled the boughs of
the only naked treo near the lieuse, and
fled with a shivering sound inte the donr-
way, as if seeklng for warmth at the blaz-
ing lire within.

New and thon a snowfiake touched with
its se! t chili the cheek of tho listener, or
whltened the angry redness o! the peor
bev's benumbed lands.

The woman vas evidontly loth te grant
the bey's request, and the peculiar look
stamped upon hie features would have sug-
gested te a.ny mind an Idea of depravity far
beyond hie years.

But lier motlier's leart could net resiet
the sorrow in those large, but net band-
nomie, gray eyos.

"Ceme in, at any rate, till my husband
cornes home; there, sit dewn by the flire;-
you look perishing with cold." And she
drew a rude chair up te the warmest cer-
ner; thon, suspiciously glancing at the child
frein the corner of lier eyes, she continued
setting the table for supper.

Presently came the tramp o! heavy shoes,
the deor swung open with a quick: jerk, and
the liusband presenteci himself, weary with
labor.

A look of Intelligence passed between hie
wife and hisiseif; lie tee scanned the boy's
lace wlth an expression net evfncing satis-
faction, but nevertlieless made hlm corne te,
the table, and thon enjoyed the zest with
which lie despatclied hie supper.

Day af ter day passed, and yet the bey
beggecl te ho kept "only tlIll to-morrow,"
se, the goed couple, a! ter due censideratien,
concluded that se long as hoe was docile
and worked se heartily, they would retain
hM.

One day, In the middle o! wlnter, a ped-
dler, long accustomed te trade at the cot-
tage, made hie appearance, and disposed of
his goods readily, as lin had been waited
f or.

*'You have a boy out thore splltting wood,
I see," hoe said, pointingi to the yard.

"Yes; do you know him?"
'Il have seen him," repiied the peddler,

evasively...
"And where? who is ho? what is lie?"
"A jail,bird!1" and the peddier swung bis

pack over his shoulder: "that boy young as
lio looks, I saw in court myself, anad heard
his sentence-ton months; hu's a liard one--
"you'd do well to look careful alter him."

Oh! there was something se horrible in
the word "jail," the poor woman tremblnd
as she laid away hier purchases, nor could
she be easy until she had called the boy In
and assured him that she knew the dark
part of his history.

Ashamed and distressed, the child hung
down his head; his cheeks seemed burstlng
with his hot blood; bis lip quivered, and
anguish was painted vividly upon F~is forem-
head, as if tiie words were branded in
his f leeli.

"Well," ho muttered, bis whole frame
relaxi-ng as if a burden of guilt or Joy had
suddenly rolled off, "Il may as well go to
ruiri at once-thore's ne use In trying te be
better-everybody hat,-s and despises me -
nobody cares about me. 1 may as well go
te ruin at once!1"

"Tell me," sald the weman, who stood
off fuir onough for fliglit if that should lie
necessary, "how came you te go se young
te that dreadful place? Where was your
mother?"'

"Oh!"# exclalmed the bey, with a buret
of grief that was terrible te behelr', "Oh!
I liain't got ne mother, ohl 1 hain't lad
ne mother ever since I was a baby. If I'd
enly had a iother," lie continued, his an-
gulsl grewing vehement, and the tears
gushlng eut of lis strange-loeking gray
eyes, Il wouldn't, 'a been bound out, and
klcked, and cuffed, and laid onte with
whips; I wouldn't'cb been saucy, and get
knocked down, and thon run away. and
stole because I was hungry. Oh! I hain't
got ne mother-I haven't had ne mother
since 1 was a baby."

The streugth was ail gene from the poor
boy, and lie sank on his knees sobblng
great choking sobs, and rubbing the hot
tears away with his knuckles. And did that
woman stand there unmoved? D3d she coàd-
ly tell hlm te pack up and heoeff-tlie jail-
bird?

No, ne; she had been a mother; and
thougli ail hier children slept under the cold
sod In the choirchyard, was a mother stili.
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