“say anything. - I did nobknow sho,dvas crying

3 bed th‘Lt

coal from the box.”

“hc‘xlth and stren «rth —he was 50 stl-uck
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was gono, mother cried over her’ 'work, but she dld not
] 111 I,

saw tho tears dropping on hcr‘h‘uifls 'md t

lns fathor; ¢ not swc‘lrmg, I hope P g \
“No,” said .Tolm, coloring ; «I s'ud you Wore a b'ld_~'

mant T said; bad father!” l .
«And they were bad wo1ds, Tam: suro,” 's'ud “hig-

mother: “but you are forgi wen- 80 NOW brmg‘me some

Georgo looked at- the face of ]ns wlfe, and as he mbet -
the téndér gaze of her mild-gyes now ‘turned to hiin, he
felt the tears rise in“his own. e rose up; and putting
money into hoev hands, ho'said, “There are my weel’s.
wages. ' Come,  conie, hold out both  hands; for you
have not ‘got all yet.~ Ly it out for the bost, as you .
always do. I'hope this will be a beg ginning’ of bctter
doings on my part, and happier ‘days on yours.

George told his wxfe, after ‘thie childven ' had g gone ‘to.
_ when ho a‘mv wh‘xh the’ penee Df tho poor ;

ith” sorrow and
shame, that he seemed to come ‘to Jumself at'last.’ He
determined from that Nowr never 'm‘m\ to pu(. t,hc in-
toxicating gl%s ‘o his lips.. »
Moré than‘a yeat 'tftel'\vu'(ls, ono Sund'xy 'Lftornoon,
as Mrs. Crowder, 6f the “ Punch:bowl,” .was walking with
her daughters to the toa-gardens, tLey were overtalken
by a violent shower of rain; and’had ‘become 'at ‘last
half ‘drenched, when they entered a- comfortable liouse,
distinguished by its comforts and txdmess from other




