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him on business. As they parted, “vou had
best turn back, Stanley, with Mr. Miller,” said
his father—“it’s getting late, and cvery minute
wil! seer an hour to your mother, while we
are both gone. I shell be back in time for her
tea—if I um not, ‘ell her not to wait for me.”

Thus they parted, the father walking rapidly
off in one direction, the son running in the
other with thelight heart and feet of childhood,
neither father nor son feeling the slightest pre-
monition of what awaited thern—not one of
those obscure anxicties that, arising spoata-
neounsly from the sadness of human experience,
are afterwards interpreted into the shadows of
coming events.

“Is my sister as.eep 7’ asked Stanley, burst-
ing into his mother’s room.

“No,” replied his mother, smilinerat the dig-
nified designation of the little morsel of huma-
nity in her arms, “but where is vour father 27

“In Cherry-sireet, I suppose. It was Cher-
Ty-strect, was it not, he said he was going to?
1t was so late he sent me back, and I was so
afraid of finding the baby asleep that I have
run all the way, so he'll not be here this long
while—my father said you must not wait tea
for him. 3other, how long will it be before
my sister will sit up at the tabie withus? then
we shail have one for cach side of the table.
and I can sit opposite to her where I can 2al-
wuys look at her—oh, mother! mother!
can’t tell you how happy Iam! Ihave gota
sister, is the first thought when I wake in the
morning, and the last at night; to tell you the
truth, mother, if it were not for you and father.
1 would rather we were poor than rich, for if
we were poor I could work for her cayv and
night, and teach her and serve her, but now if
father gets his great fortusc, I can do nothing
for her.?

“ Never fear, my dear boy, love isthe sprit’s
food, and, rich or poor, vour love will be vour
sister’s best treasure.”  Stanley continiicd to
pour out his full heart, and for a while the nro-
ther was absorbed in her children, but after a
lintle tine she began 1o wondsr her husband
did not return.  The scrvant came twice un-
bidden 10 ask if he should bring the tea thungs,
and Mrs. Gretton, rememberning it was hus ho-
Jiday cvening, told him to arrange the tea-ser-
vice, and go; and there it remained untouched.
The fond brother sat down by the nurse, and
unsuspicrous of any possible danger to his fa-
ther, helad his head on her kace nnd fell asleep
with his cheek touchmg the baby’s : theneche
was removed, in most happy unconsciousness
of impending evil, 1o bed.  The tea-keitle con-

tinned its wearisome song 1l the last coal »
the chafing-dish died away. The nurse has
ing secured her own tea, remonstrated aguins
Mrs. Gretton deferring ier’s, repeaxmg they
aphorism so satisfactory to the unanxious, s
vexing to the fearful, “ there’s no use in worry
ing, ma’am, nothing can have happened; )‘
wish ma'am knew some folks' husbands)|
there’s one of :my ladies—I don’t mention he}
name, for {make it a principle never to 1]
secrets of families where I nurse—but ma'an}
can mwss ;itan't far off'; ho s nucr home 1} ﬁ
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that's a slip, 1 did not mean to mention e
name—she never thinks of asking if her heet
band is at home or not; to be sure, it's a col
fort to have a regular husband like 3Mr. Greds
ton, but then it makes one dreadful anxious, s
ithas s disadvantages.” Nurse's buzzing, & 21
may be snpposed, had rather a tendency to
crease Mrs. Gretton's resilessness, but nevet
dreaming that possible,she continued : * Ma'a
don’t consider its New-Year's night, and
city i1s full of parties; Mr. Gretion has run o
to some friend's house, and tme. us it wn
runs away much faster with a hushand abroz!
than with a wife sick at home.” :
Even this equivocal comfort Mrs. GrettoF
would giadly Liave received, if she could, asii
evening wore on, and hour after hour struck
Ten, cleven, twelve came, end the nurscins:s
cd with professional authority on the peor lady
composing herself.  The candles were extia
guished, the mght-lamplighted, and the atiea
dant laid herself down and realized Sanchos:
deseription of slcep; for sleep and the blank
covered her at the same moment.  But ther
was no sweet gpproach of sleep to the alarm
wife as she lay listening to the signal sound
of the wasting night ; the quick tread of pro!
hastening 1o their homes; the roll of carriag
returning from parties; the loud voices of fes
tive rioters dying away in the distance. T
these sueceeded the awful cloquent ~1lcn<'v
wraps the thronged cily at the dead of iy
interrupted only by the watctiman'srt e
gesting the evil things thatare prowling abor{8
the unconscions and defenceless. =B
Poor Mary Gretton! Al the nerves in b

body seemed resolved into the sense of hex

the beating of its hitt'e hear. scemed rather 3
exaite her nerves, and agan she lad it ool
her; and thougk she had not put her foot ¥



