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to me the day she clied. ,'He 'viii if you ask Him. Iiead your
Bible, and try to be of some good, thoughi it's pleased I-imi is
krnows best to niake you as you are.' And then she clutched iiiN
face up to bers in hor two hands, and burst out cryin'; aiid
those are the last words I ever heard imy poor dear mother Say.

Well, sir, I tried to be a good boy for poor dear mother's sake.
But father treate(l me worse and worse. He pitched mother's Bible
into the fire whien he caughit nie reading of it, .and pushed it down
with the poker tilt the leaves were 'most like tinder; but I got soine
of the middle ones ont whien lie ivas gone, and I've got 'cm now.
They are like Sbadrach, Mcshaeh, and Abednego, thoughi the sneil
of fire liad passed upon 'em. Well, sir, father drubbed me, and
neyer give me hiaîf enoughi to eat-somietirnes lie wouldn't give nie
anything. The neighibours gave me a bit of bread now and then,
but, of course, thev couldn't be expectcd to keep nie, wben iny
father wvas a hearty mai carnin' good wages; and, besides, 1
hadn't pretty looks and ways to take the women's hearts. I was
worse off than if I'd no father, for then the parish must have took
me. 1 thouglit it wasn't game to cry, but I coulCir.'t help* it w~hen
I've goie to poor mother's grave, and wisbied myseif snug inside
along with ber.

" Some of the lads on the quay were sad prigs, and they've put
me up to steal rope, and copper nails, and things. and slip down
into the cabins to prig prog; but if miy earthly father didn't look
after mie, mv- heavenly Father did, and, im thankful to say, 1
neyer wvas a thief-tbough a boy's hungry belly is a sore tennpter,
sir. Perhiaps, if I'd hiave Lad the use of my pins as thuey had, I
miglit hia' done it-if so, I thank God for making me a cripple-
but I hiope not. I used to fancy that my niother ivas a-watelini'
of mie. ' Try to be of sonie good, Bob,' I used to heatr lier say, and
as well as such a poor littie crittur could, I made up mv muuiid
that I would try. Anyhow, however, I couldn't stand homie any
longer. I must be off somewhiere to fend the best I could for i' mî
self. I'd sense enough to gucss that father 'uid bring me back if
I hung anywvbere about Colchester. I ivanted to be off to London.
I'd heerd that ahl sorts o' folks could get work there. Not as 1
thouglit that it wvas paved withi gold--cbildren-poor folks' kid,
anyhow--ain't green enoughi for that. I hiad talked about Lon-
don sometimes to a mani who dr-ove a fislh .,iachiine. £ WeII, Bol),'
says lie, one day, ,'you couldn't be wvorse off there than von are
here, and if you can manage to hobble out, quite unknown to
youm' father, inid-for, I shouldn't like him to fancy that I'd any
band in it-to the third milestone on the London road, M'I take
you 11p to-morrow evenling.'

"ýI w'ent to bid poor mother good-bye that night-hier grave
somehow makes me think that Colchester's my homne down to t1is.
very day, though I've neyer set my foot in it sinve--and next
miornin', as soon as I'd seen father off in his lighter polin' down
the river to Wivenhoe, 1 slipped back and piieked up a few of iny
clothes that lie hadn't pawned, and my Bible-leaves, and a Mavor's
spelling-bookir my mnother used to learn une out of, in a brown 11o1-
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