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With'. iOleraiel rdii trrca' n'O - h r ined bt
dinnor ;' fer Miss Mùrdstono never could!endure te seY

mní ntal ed 0and if I'r si m ade iy sioi f fb.ing
unemployed, called her brotlier's'ttanti6ri tà me by
sying, Ciaa y d the isething like ork-.

g'vyour ofan exorcide g' lich causedi me te bt
pod:doretoa sme"newlaborthere and theri. As to y

recreation with other childern of my age, I had very
ittle of thot ; ofortie h'lobmy theology of the Murd-

stones made all choildren out te bca swrm iof littie vi-

per (though>thercoeirild once set il the mdst of
tho Disciples), "and ield that they contaminated one,
anthe;.

The natural resuilt of this treatment, cón inued, I
suppose, frsomb si rnnoLths, iras te mace nli sullen,
dli and dogg&l. I wasrnetinade the less se, by my

sense of being daily more- and more shùt out and
alnatadfronmrn matier. I helieve I should have

con almôst Stùpilled but'for arie circumstance.
It iwäs this. , y father ind left a smiall collection of

books, in A little room up stiirs, to:whricl T had necess

(for, it adjoinid >e myown) andlhan nobody else in
r housoeovor treubledi Fromi thrat bl1ossed'little rooam

Itodlorick -Iando6m, Per-egrino PiîII k -leHmph ley Clin-
or- Torn Joncs, TIre Vicar of Wakefielcl, Don
Quixto Cil Blas, and lobinsi Crusoc, carne out, a

loiious host, te keep mo compatry. ' Tbey kcept alive
yfancy and my hoposof sometinu yond that

placo and1 timo,-:they,nd th Arabian Nigits, and
the Tales of tho Geriii,-and did lîe no hari'm; for

wlrteveoitharni was in soma ofr thorna net tir obr
me -V 1yknew nlothing o it. L is stonisIing ta me

inowvhwoI fouid tinic, in the midst ofiny perns ahdc
bluddering over heovier trmes; te rend those bool ls
I did. , [t is curions to nia ioraI could ever have con-
sold mysolf under mîy small troubles (which were greot
troubles ta Re), by imþersörating my favourito clairac-
terrin tlem-as 1 did-ardby puitting M ar. ard Miss

Murdstorio int all the bad oncs-wihich Idid too. I
have beern Tom Joucs (ra child's Tom Jones, ia harit-
le.s creatura) for aL woek togetier. I have ststained
nîy oia ii adeaof Roderick Randem for a menthr at ol
stretche, I vorily believe. I id a greddy relish for a
fow volumes of Voyages and Travls-I forget' wrat,
now-tit vare or thoso shreives ; and for days rnd

dayti can remenlier, to have about mîy region of our
housoarmed with a contro-picce out of ait old set o
boot-trees--tie perfect relisartion of Captain Se.ie-

body, of the Royal British Nivy, if fonger of beingr
besotby aage, aIn resolved to sell his lirea atsacgrer,

fpric. Thor Captain nover- rest dignity, froim having
hicrdstod with ithe Lathi rmmar I' did ; but

thee Captain ans a Cptain and hbie in Iesitef all
tlio; raeanonars of all 'thre lanrguages in t lead
or ahtv'o.

This woasi my only and constant comfort. Wien I
think of: it, the pictureo lwrays rises in iny mind, cri
summer:evening, the boys at play in the churchyard,

ndIstigon my bed, readling als if for life. Every
baril-inothe negbùhoevery stone in the chulrchi,

and-ovey fooht-the cmrehya ddsomleasoadn
of ite owni, inl mly mid connlected wvithi these books,
andiistoodls for somti locali;ty made f añious8 hléthlen. I1
have sot>it.Totn ibe oeinbnsu h hu ce-

pl:; havoý watohod Stratd wvith' the nasc on his
bakstoppling, to rest himslupn thewcktae

anRd iloto, thatCmoé Trunnion'hen I that elh

ï#itMi< 'ickde, in the paier. of Our ittle výflage oic-
hause.

The rcadcr now. understandsr as ire1i as I dowhat I
was wrenea Iome te tiat point of thiat youtihfl history

to whieh 'am, now coming agai,.
On, meorning n-hen I went into ie parlor with my

books- I found my mother loOking anxious, Miss
Musdstone looking f-ri, and Mr. Muridstone binding
something round the bottom of o cane-a lithe and lim-
ber cane, whiich ho left oflbinding when I came in, and
poised and switceird in the air.

I tell you, Clara," said Mr. Murdstone, I have
beau often flogged mysolf."

To be sure ; of course," said Miss Muridstone.
"Certaiiy, my der Jate, fterec my mother,

mdekly. «« But-but do youl tbiti it di Edward
good ?"

Do you think it d id Edward harm, Clara 2"
asked Mr. Murdstone, gravely.

" That's tire point 1" said: is sister.
Te this my mother returned 'Certainly, nîy dear

Jane," and saidi no mor.
I fait apprliensive that I iras personally interested in

this dialogue, and sougir Mr. Murdstone's eye ns it
lighted on mine.

Nowv, David," ire said-.and I saw that cast again,
as he said it-" you must bc lai- more careful t-dlay
than usuaI." ILe gava the carie another poisa, and
anotier switch, and Iaving finisied iis preparation of
'it, laid it down beside him, with an expressive look,
and took up his brik.

This was a eiod fr-eshiner te my presence of mind, as
a lbaginning. I feIt the vords of.my lesson slippirng iof,
nòt ona by ona, or 4nc by line, but bythe ntire page.
I tried te lay hioldi of thri but they semed, if I may
se express it, ta have put skates an, and to skii avay
fron irre with a smoothneass ther was ni crecirg.

Wo beganr bally, and went on worse. I lad comre
in, wvith an idea o distingutslhirg myself rather, coi-
ceiving thitt I wvas v-ry ivell prepared ; but it turned
out te be quita a inistalke. Book after book was iadded
ta the lical of failuires, Miss Murdstone being fir-rly
wvatchful o is all the time. And whrn wecaieat last ta
tire five thouisand cieeses (caries he made it that day,
I remîember), my mother burst out crying.

" Clra 1!" said Miss Mur-ldstone, in lier wvarning
voice.

" I an not quita well, ny dear Jane, I tiink," sal
my nother.

I saN imiî wrink, solemnly, at his sister, as he rose
and said, taking up the cane,

" \lhy, Jane, w-e can hardly expect Clara ta bear,
with perfect flrrness, tie w-orry and torimnt that
David lhas occasioned ier- to-dry . That wo-uld be
stoical. Clara is grleatly straengtlhened and itmprovecl,
but ie can irdly expect sa much from lier. Davic,
yau and I willgo up stairs, boy?'

As ie took Ie out at th door, my mother ran ta-
iards us. Miss Murdstoùe said, " Clara ! are you a
perfect faol?" and interfered. I saw rny mother stop

ier cars tien, and I ienrd er crying.-
H île walked rire up te ini- roorm slowly and gravely-1
arn certain he hal I dlelight in tait formal parade of
exccuting justic-and wien r-e got therc, suddnily
twisted iny heod under his arm.

'rr. riurdstoie . Sir 1" I eried te imii. Donl t!
Fray doti't beat in ! I have tried to Icarur, sir, but I


