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him. He putitaside gravely,saying,* No luxuries
Mysio; no, child, they always disagreo with me.
Brown bresd, little ono ; that's my fare, and the
best—fan the best for mo,” NI

Tears came into Mysits oyes as sho said,
#'Tisp't such a luxury, father ; and I toasted it
myself-—just as T used to toast it for—mme”

Alook and gesture from Marian kept the speaker

from finishing the sentence. She stopped rather | h

awkwardly, and made co further attempt to press
her handiwork ; a very welcomo iaterrup*ion to
the rather marked pause being made by the open-
ing of the door, and the entranco of a youth with
o portfolio in his hand. .
_“What! home 8o soon, Norry ?" said Marian,
¢ There's no classthis afternoon, and I thought
I might do something for the master.” Ho bent

' his head as he spoke to Mr, Hope,

" The sctting sun, whoss slanting beams feil
athwart the little room, kindled up tho face
of the young speaker, and made it look its best,
This Norry was a tall, rather loose-limbed boy,
witha dark, strongly marked. and sallow complex-
jon. Plain, mostpeople would have called him-—
that is, if they had not chanced tolook into bis¢yes
and see him smile. It was very certain the dark
well-defined brows could frown, and even in re-
po3o looked heavy. His hair clustered over and
balf concealed the beight of his forchead, and as
yet the carelessness of boybood bad not been
superseded by the coxcombry of youth. Hodid
not care to smooth off his hair from bis brow, or to
1ct his dark face often break into a smile, whether
people called bim vgly for his carelessness or ns.

Ho was certainly & contrast to Mysie, who,
tall like hLimsclf, was a brunette, with the hazel
eyes, white tceth, red lips, and the damask blush
on the clicek that is so sparkling and attractive
in a dark beauty.

Marian, whose age might be twenty-one or two,
without anything that could be called beauty,
had a facoe that won upon you by its look of
goodness. No one noticed whether the features
wero regular, or complained that the complexion
was nearly colourless, when they saw the mild
jutelligence of the clear grey eyes, or the tranquil
sweetness of the mouth. Are there notsome
faces 8o full of spiritual grace that every one fecls
tho presence of a lovely sou), and in meeting

themisreminded of a betterworld ? And yet these.

are rarcly called beauties.

“How aro you getting on, Norry, my boy?”
sald Mr. Hope, adding, “Mysie will not be satis-
fird unless her brother bes the makings of a
clever man in him—will she 7

There was evidently an cffort on the part of
the house to enlighten the glocm that geemed
to bo gathering over the little party, and so he
spoke cheerily.

¢ have regretted as a great misfortune your
looking somu.h older than you are. Let'ssee, was
iteighteen that neighbour Godfreytook you furlast
week? Why, that must be more than three
years older than you are.”

«1 wish I knew my birthday like other people;
then I should bo more willing to believe that I
am not fifteen yet,” said the youth,

# We do have a birthday, Norry, and a very
happy birthday, I'm sure, cvery year. The day
wo came to our dear mamma and paps Hope is
surely the best birthday we could have,” said
Mysio..

’;‘&Ah, that's becaunse you're a girl, that you
say 80; and girls never think—not they—about
the rights of a thing—whether it's true like g
lino, of ke & sam. Itll do for them if it just hits
their fancy. X should like to know the true

day.”
% Now, orry—for shame!”
¢ Hush, dear,” interposed Marian., “ I'm sure
Narry does not undervalue the birthday we hare
always kept?
¢ Norry,* sald M>. Hope, “ever bo. rigid for
tha right—true and exact a3 a sum in all things,
But you will Jearn—ay, both of you will learn,
as yon advance in life—that it is mot in mero
humsan strength either to attain or keep that
mroval exactitode without higher aid and a loftier
motive than human reason will supply. Be con-
tent, my boy. There are doubtiess many orpbans
who do not know or_have forgotien, their exact
_birthdsy; and I think thereare fewor nono.that

havo been moro tenderly cared for than you both
lbave been by mo and mine.”

A flush mounted to tho brow of the boy, turn-
ing his sallow faco to a dark crimson, as ho
said—

“ Mr. Hope—-father—1T know it. Forgive mol”

And Mysie, running towards the old man's
chair, threw ber arms round his neck, and kissed

im.

Poor children! theirs lLad been a chequered
history, more so than they knew ; and yot Mr.
Hope had not, as he thought, kept anything
from them. For bo was a Clristian in word and
deed, and strove to keep a conscienco void of
offenco towards God and towards man. But the
mystery was not the less.

COAPTER I1X,~~TUR ORPHANS.

« Daily stroggling, though unloved and lonely,
Lyery day a rioh reward will glvo;
Thoy wilt find, by hearty striving only,
And truly loving, thou caust truly live **
Mns, WINGLOW.

When Mysie and Norry retired at their usual
early hour, and left Mr. Hopo and bis daughter
alonc, the conversation, as they sat together for
an hour or 8o beforo bed-time, turned very ua-
turally on their circumstances, and led upinten-
tionally to the mention of tho brother and sister.
The tcaching that Mr. Hope had now left Lim
would certainly not suffico to maintain tlo
homble home in which he dwelt. His daughter
was the most careful and industrious of house-
hold managers, but there must obviously bo an
income to manage, and if that fails, the talent of
thrift, however great it may Le, must fail also.

Poor Marian Hope had, for a long time past,
lived in some dread of what secued nuw ace
tually to bave occurred. She had nursed ber
mother through an illness of two years; and,
when death ended the long agony, there was
Ieft as a bitter addition to the sorrow a heavy
debt necessarily incwred, which tho honest pride
of both father and daughter could pot endure
should remain., So Mr. Hope bad walked, dus-
pito his lameness, many miles to his round of
daily teaching, and bad in the evenings done
law copying when be could obtain it from the
law stationers; and his daoghter, besides dis-
missing their only servant and undertaking the
work of the house, with occasional assistance
from o charwoman, had toiled early on summer
mornings, and late on winter nights, befure or
after the rest of the family were in bed, at em-
broidery; by which all that she had gained had
been the means to keep her slender wardrobe in
such & condition that it should neither shame
her sense of propriety nor make demands on her
father’s failing income. And fail, indeced, it did
most rapidly, particularly in this last year. Just
ag the payment of the doctor's bill for Mrs, Hope
bad given somo re3pite to the cares of the survi-
vors, the gsources on which they depended seemed
to bo shut up against them; Marian belicving,
though she did not uttes the painful thought,
that ber father’s wan looks, infirmities, and
threadbare dress over-weighed, in the conside-
ration of those who cmployed him, their know-
ledgo of his talents and respect for his character.

It was a hard lesson for her to have to Ie m
in her early womanhood, that a jaunty air «nd
good broadcloth wero by some—~nay, by most—
more valued than worth or talent. It brought
with it & bitter sense of wrong and ipjustico that
she had never before expericaced.

As for Mr. Hope, despite his cheerful namc, ho
was one of those who seemed born both to bear
and to dignify adversity. Ho had been in his
youth in a Government office, that by some
changes was reduced, he being one of tLe clerks
thrown out. He bad saved from the grave
which had taken many of his childzen ong child,
this daughter Masian, when the alteration in his
position and prospects occurred. By tho advice
of a few fricnds, ho employed tho small sum of
money that ho possessed in emigrating to, and
buying somo land in, Cavada. If diligence
would bave dong, in their new life, in the place
of bono and muscle, Mr. and Mrs. Hope might
havo succeeded; as it was, he met with tho in-
Jury that ended in permanent lameness, and his

pulmonary complaint that mado her life one long
diseaso; and it was in tho hopo of benefiting her
health, or rather resculng ner from impending
death, that, cight years previously, thoy had re-
turned to England poorer than they left it, bring-
ing with them tho two children, Norry and
Mysie. Then Mr. Hope, by the recommeandation
of a friend who had hnuwn him in bis eatlier
days, obtained employment as a teacher, for
which bis fine penwuuship and mathematical
skill fitted Lire. “The cducation of the two chil-
dren had been can od on by himself and his
daughter. Therefore, when, after & X2g pause,
as they sat alono in their parlour that night, bis
daughter said to him, * Was over anything
settled, father, about Norry and Mysic—as to any
purauit in life, I mean?” ofr. Hope sighed hea-
vily, and replicd—

“1If 1 had known, my dear, all the anxiety
that tho cba:{;e would involve, I think I should
have opposed your dear mother. But she was
bent on it, and the poor things were certainly
wrotchedly neglected when they came to us.”

¢ Indeed they were!l Young as I then was—
not eleven, I think, father—I well recollect tho
little rough, unkempt things. Thoso mast bave
been bard people—those Jubastung, father,”

“ They wero rough people, child. 1 do not
know that they were harder to the orphans than
they would bave been to children of their own.
Juhnston had been a scheolmaster in Scotland
befure o emigrated, and used to rdle by forco
of hand more than brain ; and his wife was just
a maudlia slattern.”

“ Ho ill-used Ler as well as the children, I've
heard mamme say.”

“ There were faults on both sides, dovbtless ;
but tho woman suffers most in such cases; I'm
certain Juhnston's wifo did. What with hard-
ships, aud quarrels, and—"

« And whisky, father,”

“ Yes, and whisky, doubtless, she, liko many
more, did not Live out hLalf her days. 1 shall
acver furget goiug into their log hut and finding
puor little Mysie lying fast asleep acruss the feet
of the poor dead woman,” ‘

¢ Ab, yes, how that impressed poor deat mam-
ma! She used ofen to say,  Wo liberally took
her frum deatb—thoogh Nomry was in a worse
condition.”” !

# Norry had been taken on tramp by Johnston, .
and a tavern-keeper bad 8o pitied the little foot- |
sure wean of four yeais old, that he set tho police |
on Johuston's track, justas the neighbours came |,
to me to writo to him that his wife was dead.”

“ Did the neighbours think that the children
were their own?”

¢ Yes, if they troubled themselves to think at
all about thera, Johnston wag disliked as a,
quarrddsume fellow, and Lis wifo as a drankard. ,
Peuplo avuided them, but your mother, Mariaa, .
was always drawn towards children,” .

¢ It was sho that fuund out the children were '
not the Johnstona.” H

“Yes, shoe discovered it ono day when she was
giving Mrs. Johnston some little wraps she had ,
made fur the bairns. To her surprise the woman
said, in & maundering way, “Ah, we would get
proper things fur them if we wero paid §ropcrly.
But the money comes so irregularly,” And then,
having said so much, she told the truth—not
that, as far as I know, they had previously
wanted to conceal it; but they had nover coa-
tradicted peoplo who took it for granted thoy
were their own childeen. Acquicscing in &
falschbood is much tho same as telling one, to my
mind. Howerver, we bad tho truth at lust. The
children’s namo was Grant, the parents wero
dead, but some kinsman—uncle, I think-~paid
for them, when the Johnstons offered to take
them; a trifle, certainly, bat cnough to secure
the Johnstons from any lass. Tudeed, the money,
well employed, might bave been & help to Jobn-
ston; and it rouiedgour indignation to think that
tho little ones wero not better cared for than if
they had been beggars. I was resolved to appeal
to tho magistrate of tuo district, and went to
tho cottage to seo tho state of the children for
mysclf, when I found the end had come, as fur a8
tho miserablo woman was concernéd, :

« Johnston was, I think, sincerely horrified

wife contracted in, that. rigorous climate the

_when he was rccalled to the scene bis coftage



