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But ive know the end of tbat inatter.
Hope was left to takze care of lier father,
and the mother and Faith carried away
the cherishied baby, never again te be seon
within the sliadow of the eld City dwelliug.

Hope feit that saine passionate wave of
feeling surge up in hier hieart again iviien

shgaw lier father sliedding tears over the
letter wvhieh brouglit the neivs of little
Charity's deatb.

»It ivas bis first deep grief. His parents
lie had lest in infanoy.

O1h, bow Hope longed te comfort bim!
At the moment she did net feel like bis
daugliter, but more like a mother whe yearus
te keep trouble away from lier beloved. And
,lhe ivas powerless te de it.

' If 1 ouly wvas gooci, li ko F aiLlh, perhaps I
could,' sho said te hierseif.

And thon shle tried te think of some littie
comforting speech te make of Charit.y's
beiug hiappy in beaven, but it, fel flat.
She felt it was bollow as shie spoke.

1 Yes, my girl, but I miss my baby, I do,
and I've notbiug but a grave àistead of lier,'
the father auswered dejectedly.

Little Charity liad gene eut of the sur,
whore Jonas Halliwell loeod te be. Kind,
good fellow thiat hie was, lie had bardly
begua W lift bis eycs above this earth, whcere
lie bad found wvcrk and joy and love for ever
threescore years, seldom openly recognîsing
God as the Giver of ail goed thiugs.

And naturally eneugli Hope's ideas
moîînted ne higler either, theugh she
guossed that Faith and lier mother were
diffcrtnt, as shc expressed it.

Faith bad always been ' religieus.' She
didn't know liow or why ; it went with ber
-aine, Hope used te say te herseif ; Iland
mother-oli, mother was alwa.ys good.'

On Sunday she stood dloser te lier father in
the great Cathiedral, and hier lieart, tlirobbed
for him -when the service seemed te tound
on their loss. Hope had net noticed b.-fore
bow much death and heaven came into tho
prayers and bymus and preaehing. She was
bnif vexed at it, fur fear fathor sliould be
distressed.

lie sighed heavily when lie got home, but
he .said, '31y girl, we oiglitn't to fret over-

inucli for our littie one. She can't ever
gyrieve bier Fiather in Heaven by sinning
now, and I doulit none of us can say the
sanie. God grant-'

Tien bis lips movcd silontly.
Hope know lie was sendiug up a prayer.

She feit unhappy again ; s)' couldn't say
why. She was glad te cail ber father to
dinner; cold ineat and roast potatoes she
hiad takzen out of the oven, for the Halliwells
kept ne sliabby littie servant, but did evêry-
thing thcmselves.

Jouas andi Hope did net go to the funeral.
Abermawr ivas a long way off, and the
journey would have becn an inconvenience
as well, as an expense. Aunt Mi-Txam had
been very kind, Mrs. Halliwell wrote, and
the little one bad %vauted for nothing.

S,) by-and-by Faith aud her mother came
home, and things %vent on pretty much as
usual.

The fathor tramped the streets in the
day and patrolled the bouse by niglit, and
his cheery laugli came back, and Hope tried
to tbiuk ail was as it had been before.

But now tbe mother fla.god. She felt
hcr baby's loss deoply. The doctor feared
decline, and country air was again declared
to be neces-sary the noxt spring.

Nothiug wvould content Mrs. Halliwel
now but to return to Abermawr. Hope
opposed the plan; it would briug back old
griefs, but the mother Nvouid go nowhere
else, and Aunt Miriam, sent a general invi-
tation to the famlly-particularly she Nvanted
to sec Hope.

Se Hope went toe, this time, and a re-
spectable widow ivonian kept bouse for Jonas
the while. lie promisod tb fetch tbem al
back before Christmas. They were to stay
the whole summer by the sea. But lie
neyer brouglit bis 'wife home; she died,
as littie Charity had doue, just as the last
leaf wvas shed frem, the old tree in the
court.

Aunt Miriam's lodgers had ail gone by
that time, and Jouas, called bastily from bis
city life, lingered on in that quiet village,
daily climbing the mountain te visit the
grave, talking over his dear ones with the
sympatbisîng old auint, apparently unwilling
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