
162.3Wiat he Heard.

Did ynsec Mr. Miner, Henry?
It was a faint, inournful voice which
asked this question, and the speaker
was a pale, sad-faced woman, whose
sunken eyes and hollow cheeks ut
once told yeu she was an iuvalid.-
The chamber whcrc she sut was very
poorly furnished, but everything was
neat. A small fire wus burning in
the grute, and a solitury caudie on the
stand.

' No, mother, Mr. Minor wou't be
at home for a wcek,' answered the boy
slowly, as though he disliked to cern-
municate the news. fIe was a sien-
der, deicate-looking, boy, appurently
in his twelftb year.

IlIt is my last hope,' suid the me-
ther, looking'des2aringly un the thin
bauds which lay in ber lap. 'lThere
is ne 'way te pay the vent, and the
agent said. if 1 svasn't, ready when lie
called to-moxrow, 'we uBt go into the
street. Wbat will becorne of us, Mny
puer chidren ? I hud trusted Mr.
Minor's getting back, lbe was so kind
te, your father before be died; but
rny last hope is gone now. I could
bave earned the money if it, badu't
been for this sickness ; but to-morrow
we must go into the street.' She said
the words with great tears slowly
cbasing thernselves down her pale
cheeks.

9 Don't cry, mother, 1 earned a
shilling this afternoon, sellingpapers,
and beuglit you and Mary each a
nice orange,' interposed the boy, try-
ing te, speak. in a bright, bopeful
voice.

And new a small baud lias thrust
eut fer the fruit, and a srnsll, littie
voice said, eaxnestly, "Oh!1 mother,
den't let us feel Mi now that ire have
got the oranges.'

At that moment there was a loud
rap at the chamber door, wbich star-
tled the little fiirily, but Harry was
net long in ushering intô the room an
old gentleman, who inquired if Mre.
Oapenter reslded there.

His glance took in the roem, and
its three occupants, and after taklng
the seat which Harvy Carpen.ter
brought hirn, he said-

'I1 amn Squire Danbarn, und I cail-
ed here to say, Mrs. Curpenter, that I
would net press the matter about the
vent; that if yeu could net meet it
you rnight stay bere, und I would not
trouble you.'

A flash of joy irent over the tbree
faces, but the mother broke demn
into a sob. ' Oh! sir, God ini bea-
yen 'will bless yen for this!' and they
were the sweetest words irhicli Ste-
phen Duiuham hud heard for many a
day.

But before he could answer, bis
gaze was attracted te a arnal, wistful,
upturned face iu the corner, and iLs
swceet bine eyes, and tbe golden glearn
in its broivu lair, were like that face
which shone away off lu the momuing
ef bis boybood, the face of bis sister
Retty!

As bis gaze met the littie girl's, she
rose np and carne toward hlm. ' Yen
won't send mammu, and Harry, and
me jute the street, wiii you ?' she said,
in ber sweet, pleasing may; &'cause
WC cun't live there irben the ivind
blows, and thc vain cornes, and the
great carrnages miii go over us; aud
mumma's sick, and I arn a littie girl
you kueir, and Harry isn't big enough
te de anything but sell papers.'

' My cbuld, said Squire Dunbam,
yen shail neyer go inte tbe street!l'

and bis veice mas net quite steaay,
ana there mas a strange moiuture
about bis eyes. le took the littie
girl on bis kces, and abe nestled ber
briglit young head on bis shoulder,
éhattering away te hlm, and thinking
irbat a geed, kind man, Sqnire Dan-
ham, was!

The landiord remained some Lime
mitli bis tenants. Many kiud words
and promise cheeved them, for that
littie head nestled softly against bis
heamt, and warmed and gladdeped iL;
and before hie left Squire D uhau.,
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