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Mrs. Tom, very much excited; **and the way of it waa
tliis : One morning, airly, jest as I riz, Mari< Campijell
came into my cottage with sometliing I took to be a Ijundle,

under his elojik. lie opened it, and you may guess the
astonishment I was in when, instead o' a biindh', he hiid

tlie sweetest, dearest, puttiest little baby on tlie table ever

1 seed. Lor' sakes I I was so completely consleriiilied I

hadn't a word to say, but jest stood starin' with my mouth
wide open, fust at him and then at th(» baby that was
sleepin' like a sweet little angel. lUsfore I could ax him a
single blessed question 'bout it, he sez to me :

' Mrs. 'I'om.

there's a child I want tooken care of. Kf you'll do it, I'll

pay you ; if you won't— ' I don't know what he was going
to say, for I lu'oke out with the greatest string o' questions

just then that ever was, asking him all about the baby ;

but he only looked fierce, ami wouldn't tell me a word.
* If you will take it, Mrs. Tom,' s(^z he, ' you shall bo well

rewarded for taking care of it ; but you must never, whih^

I live, breathe to a living soul that I left it with you. If

you do,' sez he, ' it will l)e all the w;n'se for you.' ' And
its nu)ther,' sez I ;

' where is she ? ' >[y conscience I if

you had seen him then ! llis face got like a thunder-
cloud, and he said, in a voice that nuide me tremble—yes,

even me (and there ain't many I'd tremble before, thank
the Lord I) ;

' Never mention that word Mgnin, or \ swear
ril blow vour brains out as I would a rabbit's!' And
then he rnslied from the house, leaving me more aston-

ished aiul frightened than ever I hail been before in all my
born days. JJut I kept the baby, and called it * Chris-

tiana,' after a sister I had once (Carl lEenley's mother,
poor thing, that went and heaved herself away on a vaga-

boncs of a Dutchnian), jnid kept it till it grew up. Mark
Cauip])ell died a little while after, but we never s})oke an-

other word about the clilKl ; but now I know, after hear-

ing about the crazy woman, she was its mother."
Aunt Tom paused for breath, ;ind Sybil, with a

great cry, s^jrang forward and clasped Christie in her
arms.

'* My sister I my sister I my dear little sister !
" she ex-

claimed, through her fast falling tears. " Oh, Cliristie :

oh ! Christie I to discover you are mv sister when it is too

late !

"

With her arms round Sybil's neck, her golden head


