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sisted, upon having bis bondi. As ho grow fooblor the
stitcbOB hocme more unovon, and wo wcre often alarrned
about the awl, which miglit have pricked him. Ho lived,
thotigi, happily with us for sorne yers. Ho grew more
unstecady day by day and wauded a littie, but stili hoe would
spend an hour or two overy day nt bis bench. He made a
gont harnessa for the littie boy, and quito a number of pretty
tigs in loather.

Ono day I hcard hlm ini bis room, tappiug, tapping away
on bis lap.stono with more thani ordinery vigor. Thon I
listened 10, him. Ho said: <'cA gcod job; c vory good job.
Capital, though 1 ouglit not to praise inyseif. There nover
was but ono man who could equal me, and tint is my dear,
dear son; and his son, my grandson, shil also be a first-class
shoomakor, il tho good God, whose name bo blessed, only lots
me live a littie, a very littie longer," and then I had heard
the rattie of a bammer as if it bad dropped on the floor, and
1 went into bis room, and the dear old man passcd quietly
away, with a st prayer on bis lips. Thero are no sboe-
makers now-iý.days likoe in tho old time.

%j T vas only a few days aftor my mother died that old
JjKate, the blind wornan wbo lived in tho room next te
''ours, lost bier littie dog, and oflered to share with me bier

small meai.3 of living, if 1 would fill bis place for ber. 1
was glad enough to accept lier offer, and so, day after day 1
led ber tirough tie streets, and at night shared bier humble
cot. It was in that way, througi pcssing so often the samne
houses, that 1 noticed and was attrected towards the inmates
0f one. It vas au elegant brick dwolling, with a bow vin-
dow, and in tbat window often sat a lady, with. tbe most
gentie, beautiful face I bad ever acon, white leaning et ber
knee would bo a boy of about twelvo years, with eyes and
brow like ber own, but features in general more liko the dark
liandsome faice of one wbo would sometirnes corne and talk
witb them for a wbite.

It was ai l the same to old Rate wbere 1 led bier, so, long as
,lbe kne-%v by the sounds about ber tbat she wes in a populous
noighborhood, and 1 ofteu would pasa and re-pass that bouse
with tie bows window and its becutiful occupants as many as
a dozen times a day; and so, thougi tbey knew me not, 1
came to know them well.

The months ivent on, and sumrn6: camne Witb its pleasant
ovenings. Thon wben old Rate, worn ont, would faîl fast
asleep, I would wratch my opportunity and slip out unheerd.
Perbaps it was wrong for me to do so; but surely, I thougbt,
no one svould barni n little girl.

One evening, drawn by the eplendor ot an open door, 1
stood looking in, when a lady wbo was passing left the arm
of the elderly gentleman wbotn aie vas witi, and came to
niy side.

<' Corne away, my ciild,"1 she said, earaestly. <' Do vou
not know that is one of tbe devil's moat deedly traps? Corne
away, lot me entrent you ! I

1 vs not afrid-she spokhe so0 kindly; but it did not
seern t me that wbat she said could ho truc.

tgOh, it is too beautiful to ho that," 1 answored, ciit is like
a fairy land.

Her voice wus evea more earnest as sho spoko again, and
thore was a bitterness ln il as if sornohow sho bad suffored
tbrougb just sucb a place.

ci'But it is so, my child. Lt is the stralght rond t0 destruc-
tion. True, il la beautiful, but it la onlv 10 ontico and tula.

I walked on by bier aide for sorno distance-tie gentleman
cll thet time. not aaying a word, but looking, 1 thougbt, a
little amu6ed-and thon sho loosed rny banda and I sped
borne.

Anotier brigit, moonlit ovoning came. 1 could nlot rosis t

the tomptation te oncemore atray out. This time my stops
turned towards lie bouse in wbicb I wcs s0 muci intorestod.

The lights wero lit, but the curtains were ail drawa; and
tbough I crouciod lowv by3 the iron railings, 1 could see noth-
ing, and was turning away, whoa a liglit carniage suddonly
drovo up and stopped, and a gentleman alighted and ran up
the stops. At tho sine moment tbe door oponed, and tho
lady witi the beauliful face came with ontstretched banda te
meet hlm. But bier face was as 1 ad. nover aeen it before-
ail stained by teara that yet foll, thougli with bier white banda
aie lried 10 brusi thorn awcy.

"iOh George!1 where is Gaston? Herbert la ill-perhaps
te deathi I b ave longed so for you te como, for only you
could I cak bsearcb for hlm. My poor boy bas done nothing but
moca anc; cali for bis fatier tbo. lest breoc bourg, and the
doctor says if is wish la not s'atisfled and.his mmnd sot at rest,
ho fears the worst. Oh, George, 1 pray you leave no atone
unturned tilt you find my busbendi I cannot tell you wbere
to, look, for I bave notL seen hlm since oarly Ibis morning.
Ho did not know that Herbert was la any danger, for I did
niot. Tie foyer becamo violent for the first time et noon.".

Tic gentleman stooped and kissed ber forebend.
tMy poor sister, I only wish for your sake I bcd any dlue

as to wvbe Gaston la; but 1 will do rny besl."1
But oreolho bcd left ]:er I bcd gone, on tie wings 'of the

wincl, for I know wbero 10 look for hlma. Onlyan bourbefore,
1 bcd aeon hlm enter tie door that I bcd beard called tgt<e
devil's moat deadiy trap."1

I knockod, and no one answering, tbougb la my beart i
Iwas frigbtened, 1 pusbod open the door and cnlered. 1 sew
not this lime tho great crystel liglits or the bright pictures
liat lined tie wall, for my eyes wero fatened upon two
forma wbo, iu bbc contre of the room, wero confronting oaci
other.

ccYou shall pcy for your words-and now 1Il one vas
sayini, and as hoe spokie, hoe drew somotbing gliltering frorn
bis pockob.

The man boféo him wbo was tis tbreatened wilb tbo
weapon, was lie one 1 sougit. I sprang forward. <' Stop!" I
I cried, isiti fîrantic enorgy. <' Do not kilt hlma. Herbent,
bis boy, la dying and calls for hlm!" I

Ail eyes turned wilh curioaity and surprise upon me, but
1 carod not. The mnan's band with the kaife fell to bis aide.

ccHis boy, Herbert, i la 1 and dying," I ropealed, t"and ho
calsa for bis fatior; and the doctor says if ho doos not se
bhlieh cannot posaibly live."I

1 shahl nover fonget the look of agony tint came la the
place of tic enger to lie dank face of Henbert's father.

"iMy boy dying, and 1 hene."1
Ho bad beca beside biself with angen, but tbe shbock of

my words bad sobered hlm, sud taking my baud, ho led me
fnom the place. Once ont ln the streot, I tried to, lave hlm,
but ha heid me tigitly.

"c:If my boy lives, it wlll bo you wbo have savedbhim.
Yeu shall come rith me," ho said.

Suci a palhetic scorie it was when the mothen, boearing
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