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When they arrived -home Mr. Charlsto-a 1 and
the, others of his family were at tea, Mrs. C. en-
tered carrying Richard in her arms, followed by
the others.

Look here, old lad, and guess wha-f I have
got, as a ' present for my good behavior tlu*s,àfter-
noon, 1$ exclaimed Mrs. Charlston.

Only a baby," said Mr.. C. You seem as
much excited as if you -had found a purse of golcl."

Il Just'look at thésweet, littie, silvery-mouthed
hazle-eyed, rosy-èheeked cherub," said Mrs. C

'I'Tis hâle Richard, I declare,"-shouted Char-
lotte, springing forth to seé him. What a sweet
little fellow he is. Just come, pa, and see the
little darling." 0, Fred come and -see hîm,
he is your very picture, what a dear lov-ely
angel he is," &c.

After the excitement liad abated, tb-ey all re-
moved to, the sitting-room. Every oïie had to,

kiss and fondle little Richard; and even Frede-,
r-ick,-.wlios' 1-eart had become softened by the

té ueh of tender humanity, took -the child into
his arms, and with a parent's affection bestowed
a dozen of fond kisses upon its ruby lips, feeling
at the sam e* time as if he could have similarly

complimented 'Clara, as an ex pression 'of his af»
fection, and a recompensé for the abrupt'manner
in which he had treated her at their previous
interview. Mrs. Charlston flien told tliem . that
Richard had come to- stay with thèm until he


