
Poor Mary could not speak. She could only murmur lier broken confused
thauks, and after making arrangements to be at the Manor early the neit
morning, she took lier departure. Sho saw the lady last lying back exhausted
on lier pillow with an expression on lier gentie face whicb was almost too lioly
for earthi, while ber eyes were fixed upon the illuminated text whicb liung on
the opposite wall, "tAt evening time it shial be light."

In the morning Mary Hudson and her baby went up to the Manor. But
the gentie voice wvhich would have spoken its kindly words of welcome ivas
liushed for ever, and the wail of the 'motberless babe echoed dismally througli
the long passages of the -old mànsion.

Years passed away, and stili nurse Hudson lived on nt the Manor, a pale
quiet wvoman,. neyer coming out of herself.'or wvarmingy into cheerfulness except
wvhen slie wvas alone with lier two boys, the youngoheir, and lier own little
James. A briglit liçautiful boy was young Lionel Hayes, daring, impetuous,
and affectionate, bidding fair to lie spoilt by ahi with wliom lie came in contact.
H1e was bis father's4 idol; bluff liearty Sir Johin was tender a a woman with
lis motherless boy. Tliey said a tear would corne froin bis eye whenever the
distant prospect of Lionel's sehool days was alhuded to. IlPooli," lit said,
"the lad needn't gor' to school for nxany a long day. bou must teacli bim,

nurse, the things lis xnotlier wouhd have had him know."
A nd s0 poor Mary tried to, instruct Lionel in ail that bad made bis mother

so hiappy in ber deatli.
Sornetimes lie would listen ; but oftener lie was gazing longingly out of the

window as if lie wislied to be chasing the- butterfiies across the lawn, or swim-
ming bis boat in the pond, while James would'stand drinking in the words
which fell from bis mother's lips, and beggirtg for stories of the lioly men and
women of old. H1e was a pale, sickly-looking, most people said a plain, cbihd;
but tbere were deptlis of earnestness in the dark grey eyes, telling that the
mind was full of grave tlioughts wbicb every on'e could not fathom.

H1e was the best boy in the village sebool, the master said; the niost steady
and -truth-telling, the most attentive to thie vicar's leeons, and thie best beliaved
in church.

The good vicar often wished tliat bis pupil, the young squire, who went to
the vicarage every morning for two bhours' instruction in Latin and history,
wvas baîf as attentive as bis littie foster brother.

Perliaps the different cliaracters of the two boys may be best understood by
the folhowing incident of their early days.

One evening, as tbev were phaying togetlier, some cliildisli dispute arose.
Lionel, in bis hasty temper, struck bis companion a sliarp blow. Poor James's
eyes filled with tears ; the colour ruslied to bis paxle cheek, aud bis eye flaslied
fire. His rnother entering the roorn that instant perceived the state of affairs,
and asked the cause of the quarrel. Neitber answered; and Master Lionel
stalked ont, saying that lie would n'ot s'nbmit to lie bulied by a woman and a
beggar's, brat, and ie, would tell his father. James trembled. IlOh, mother,
wbat will Sir John say to me ?

" Dont be afraid of wvhat Sir John will say, my boy; ask God to forgive
chiîdren who grieve lis Holy Spirit by saying liard unkind words to each
other." The chuld did not answer, alhlougb truth to tell lie liad been, wbolly
in the riglit at the begnuning of'the quarrel. le too, went out QI the room,
and then kneehing by the 8ide of bis hittle béd, lie asked for behp te rule bis
emper tbat lie nxight not provoke bis dear Master Lionel.
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