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the lire; yeu look periahing witli cold;
and suie drew a rudo chair up to, the war-'
mest corner; thon, suspiciously glancing
at thie child fromn the corners of lier eyes,
8he continued sotting the table for snipper.

Presontly came the tramnp of heavy
alice, the door was 8wüng open with îç
quick jerk, and,. the "Igoodman" presen.
ted himaolf, ivearied with labor. A look
of intelligence passed botwvetn 1,Lis wife
and himef; lie, too, scanned the boy'e
face with an expressiox, fot evincing sat.
isfaction, but nevertheless macla >imr comae
to the table, and thieu en oe the zest
with ivhich lie dlspjtched iii» supper.

Day aftor day passed, and yet the boy
begged to, b. kopt Ilonly till to-morrow;"
se0 that the good people, after due consiid.
eration, concludéd that as long as lie ws
se docile and iYorked se heaitily they
woulirtain him.

One day, in the middle of the wint,
&-peddler, longlacoustomied to tradeoat ti
cottage, Mnade hispearnc and aipôs:
cd of hie goode readilye auitlie had been
w~aîtèd fMr. .

OYou have a boy 'out tluer. splitting
wvood, I see," hoe said, eointlng te the
yard.

"Yes. Do you know hlinT
IIhtiiç him, " replied the reddler,

"«And wherc? Wlio iB hoe? What is hoe?"
S'A jail-biid," and the p.eddler swiin&

lie'plaok.ever'his shoulder.* "'That boyb
young as lie looks, 1 sawv in court mnyseif,-
and heaid hie sentence: 'Ten mentUe.'
He's- a hai7d one; you'd do well te, 1ool
carefully af'ter him."

O, there was something: se horrible in
the word "jaiu," the poor woxntin trein.
bled as elie laid awyay ilor pureliases; uer
couald shci he easy tili she called the bey
in 'and xissured lim that she knew that
dark part of hie history.

Ashaxned, distressed, the chuld hung
hie biead; his clîeeks seemed buratlng with
the bot blood; hie lips quivered, and an.
guieli was ýainted as vivldly iipoi hie
forebiead. as if the wordg were braîîded la-
tIie fleel.

"'Well," ho îuittered, hie whole fratue
relaxing ne if a burden of guilt or joy lied
sudden[y rolied off;-, I 1iay as well go
te ruin at once; tlie's no use in me try.
ini4 te do botter; everybody bates and de-
spises me; nobody care8 about me; I may
as -well go te iian &t'once."

" TeR mae, #Ya&%d the wonian, who steod
o! fanut, uh for flight if tlîat slieuld be
neceseary;. "liow came you te go se, young
té th#drenfuipace? Wliere was yeur
snother-wliere'

"Q«0I" exclaimcd tihe boy witli a burst of
grief that ¶vas terrible te, behold-"'O, 1
[iaiii't got noe motliert O, 1 liain't bad ne
inother ever since I wa8 a baby? If I'd
only liad a inother," lie continued, hie an-
guie i grewiiîg m'ore veliemesît and the
tears gusling out from hie strange.look-
ing gray eyes;I wouldu'thla' been bound
eut aiîd kicked and cuffed and laid on te
wvith whips; I wouldut hia' been saucy and
got knockced clown anid mun away, and
thoen stole becausa I was hun&ry. O, I
liain't got ne mothert I liain't got ne
motiier! I haven't 1usd ne mnothes since
i was a baby"

The str»ngýh. was ail geue frein the
poor boy, and lie sank on bis knees, sob-
big great chekine. sobe and rubbing the
hot tears away wîYth hie Poor knèeý
And d[d that ;wýman stand there unmov-
ed? Did shie coldly bld him pack up and
bo off-the jail-bird? No, ne; she bu.d
Uëèn a yheiher, ànd though aillber' child-
re àletunderthe cold ed inthoehurch-
yarûlse'~ mother atilI.

'Shè wenhup, to, thdt-pôUr boys -not o
hàitk' hlmi awày but lay hèi" Éngers
ki1idly, sottly on lýis head--ýto tell bie t
lobdk'uý and frôm hçncerorth fiad in 1er-
a nother. ' Ves: slie even fu bier, zrne'

ab11'ut the iïeck o! thatlomtiVn, desdited
chi'ld; sb« ýoVùed from lier înothex-heart
sweet, woniýn1y 'words-werds of cônueèl
ansd teaderness. ..

O, ho*#stweet was hier sleep ithat niiht!"
holwnftrg 'llhwt Suie bad liniceda

er hors l'y thex et-
silen *the, stdg bonds. Of lové; hel
ha:rl pluclçed sema thiorns front th~e path
of a litesitg u iin irâ. .

Did'the boSr bave hert &e'vé'mle l
with bier stll, a vigorous, manly, promis-
ingz youth. The utilfavomable cast qf bhs
counitewîarce has. given place te, an open,.
plealiug exre'e, wlth deptb eziougb
te' maloe W 'an interesting atudy. Hfie
fostor-fatiier ia. dead; his good foster-
mether aged and sickly, but she knows
ne wantr The once poor . utcw't;i lier
onily dependecean nobly de 'he re-
pay the trust.
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it ie nob the w%&Us of 'the building iii
whicb you live that mrakes your eathly
bomne, butthe company of these yonuieve.'

A.little boy about four years aid, was
returning frein school eue day. Hao und-
ed intQ the houe% oxclainiing as ho bung
bisbat inthe-entry: <'Thie lexy home!
this le my home! "
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