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on ?,ichael. Aim at the suin, my
child; perbaps you may bit a star."

Julia went to bed. Early the next
llcilng she put on ber red shawl
and ber earriflgs and went out to
show herself to Antonio. This young
mafi bad a hundrcd irons in the fire,
and amng other tbîngs he was a
fortune teller. He bad five little par-
rots, and a box of red and green
slips of paper with fortunes printed
on them. The red papers told the
fortunes of yoiwlg men; the green
papers to!d the fortunes of young wo-
men. Two of the parrots were trained
to pick ùp the red papers in their buis,
the others to pick up tbe green
papers; 50 that wben a young man
paid five cents for bis fortune, An-
tonio had but to caîl upon one of
tbose who dealt in futures for young
men to do bis duty; wben be bad a
yonng woman.for a customer. he bad
but to call upon one of the others.

.Julia found him at the corner of
the street.

-Good uîoruing, Antonio," she
cried. "Will vou not let one of your
littie birds telI my fortune for me?"

"ýCertainly."
He picked ,p onue of the little par-

rots, and put its bill down arnong the
greenr papers. The Parrot selected
one and Antonio handed it to tbe
girl. She read it, and burst out langh-
ing.

-Xot-r parrot is a fraud," slie cried.
"Whiat is the matter?" he asked.
"Wh'Iy, ast Week you tohd nme my

fortune. aud tà-day you give nie the
saine .oîtuiic.-

"What wonild you have?" cried be.
"My birds are honest! If they bad
given yon different fortunes, wby then
you might have complained. As it
is-

"Hey, bey!" cried an ohd woman at
this moment.

She dashed np bebind Julia and
seized ber by the shoulders. She
shook ber roughly.

"Ah. von thief." cried tbe old wo-

man, "wbere did you steal my shawvl?
Take it off, you thief! Police, po-
lice!"

Julia was terribly frightened. She
did flot know what to say or what
to do; so she burst into tears. An-
tonio cast his eyes around. The oid
woman continued to cry for the police,
îand a crowd was gathering. In a
moment he bad made Up bis mind.

"Here," be suddenly cried, *"you
stop tbatl"

"Wbat have you to do with it?"
exclaimed the old wornan. Antonio
looked at her so fiercely, though, that
she stopped shaking the girl.

"Run," whispered Antonio.
Julia took to ber heels. The old

woman and a great crowd iollowed
her. Antonio turned his parrots over
to a friend, and joined the procession.

Juia reacheil ber'home and dashed
upstairs to ber room. and locked lier-
self in. A few' momients later the
crowd knocked loudlv at the door.
J ulia's mother carne out oi the kit-
chen.

"Whaýt's the matr"She askedl
"I do flot knowv, ouli- do îlot opei

the door until Antonio cornes," re-
plie<l the girl.

"'Oh. its Antonio, eh"?'' aid the
shrewd old niother.

"Open," cried a voice iroin w~ith-
ont. "It is Antonio!"

The mother opened the door, and
the 30v -ng mian sprang iu.

*Now swiii vou tell!nme \ý bat this
means?" askeà the miother.

"Later on," replied Antonio. "I
have no time now. Gîve me the
shawl," he said, turning to the girl.
She gave it to himi. 'Now throw
o pen your door," he cried, and a
moment later the old womian wvho had
been robbed, andl the crowvd, headed

Ib y a policeman, came in.
"Here," cried the policeman, "give

"No speak Euiglish." said Antonio,

wagging his head foolishly.soei

irom ber. Give it up or l'Il arrest
you."1

-No speak English," repeated An-
tonio, bolding orito the sbawh, bhow-
ever.

Julia was in tears. She hooked
around at the crowd, and saw Michael
skulking near the door.

"Ab, you-" she cried, but An-
toni i0stopped ber. 1

"Be quiet," lie said; "leave tbis to
nie."

"Are you going to give it up?"
cried the policemnan, becoming im-
patient.

"No speak English," said the young
w.an again, and tbe policeman caugbt
him by tbe arm and led bim off to
the station bouse, the crowd and Julia
and ber mother following. From the
station bouse tbey took bim to the
police court. Wben they got there
miany other prisoners were abead of
them, waiting to bave tbeir cases dis-
posed of, so Antonio bad time to say
to Julia, who sat near wbere lie
stcoot:

"Youl send for nmy boss, Mr. Rob-
son. l'Il prove an alibi."

"An alibi!" cried the girl. "*Oh.
don't, doti't!''

"And why not?"
"Oh, sucb a terrible thing! Tbey

îuight bang you for it!"
Antonio laughed.
"You don't know wbat an alibi is.

It's Amierican. You send for my
boss."1

J ulia sent a fricnd for Mr. Robson,
and in a little w bile he reacbed the
court room. He was an infinential
man, and the magistrate knew biin.
At bis reqnest the case was called
at once.

The old wornan said tbat ber sbawl
bad been stolen from ber. Antonio
bad tbe shawl, tberefore lie must be
the thief. sbe declared. The magis-
trate nodded bis head. He asked lier
wben it svas stolen.

-Yesterday mnorning, wben I was
away from borne," she said.

"Wbat time?"
"Nine o'clock."
"F'il prove an alibi," said Antonio.
Julia sbuddered.
"What bave you to say?" asked

the magistrate.
"Alibi," replied Antonio.
"Alibi?" trepeated tbe magistrate.

"How?" "My boss," said Antonio.
"Indeed!" replied tbe magiStrate.

"Wbat do you know about this, Mr.
Robson ?"

"Tbe lad is riglit," replied Robson.
'He was with me ail the morning.
I did not lose sight of bim aIl day
long, in fact, for be was doing a lot
of work for me."

The magistrate looked at the old
womnan wbo bad accused Antonio. He
looked at ber for sucb a long timne
that she felt sure be couki sec through
ber, and knew everything that sbe bad
donc. The longer lie looked, the
greater becamne ber discomfort. Her
only tbought was to get away from
the court room and those awful spec-
tacles.

"Weil,' thundered tbe mag;strate,
"wbat do you mean by-"P

But sbe waited for no more. With
a loud cry she gathered up ber skirts
an'd ran from the court room as if
ber liec dependcd on it.

"Discbarged," said the magistrate,
and Robson sbook hands witb himn
and then witb Antonio. Antonio took
Julia and tbe red sbawl back to Mul..
berry Street.

That nigbt Michael came over for
biq answer.

"'You stole that sbawl," exclaimed
Julia angrily. wbcn she saw bim.

-I did it for you," he cried. "
would die for you!"

"«Then, do so," exclairried the girl.
"Here, get out!" tbundered a voice

bebind Michael, and Antonio entered
the roomn.

The next day Antonio took Julia
and the red shawh down to the City'
Hall, and the alderman kisscd the
bride.
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