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taken possession, and lookted out luridly frein door, and every grateful word thte lionest, unsuspecting lad
and window, and chimney-top, as if defying ail spoke was like a k-nife-tbrtust. 1 fèlt burnbled to the
intrusion. dust beforo liest Joe.

flow long 1 Iooked I do not k-now; go down and 'Tis bard to ]ose my place, sir," lie said; Ilmostly
tïy to help 1 dared not, lest 1 sliould bo questioned. for rnother's sake, she being se poor; but it's liarder
So thore I stood, mniserably watching. to be suspected of telling a lie. Tlioy say 1 took a

"1,The engine froin Worcester! 1 heard Joe cry ; loose candie into tlie liay-oft, sir, and no one will ho-
-and two m~inutes aftor some men trooped into the liovo me, however I deny it."
ya-rd, with lielmots on, and pointed leather liose. at IlI bclieve ywo, Joe," said 1, earnestly.
the hottest parts of the fire. The strearns of water "Tbank you, Master Rarry; and the poor boy
tbey throw made littie blaick spots in the red fire for turnod away, unable te speak-. I was détermined, as
a moment, that grewv instantiy red again wben tbe I spoke to hirn, that I would go at once to ny uncle,
hose were shifted. and tell tAie wliolo trutb, and clear Joe's good nanie.

"lLet tliose buildings alone," I beard my uncle I started witli tliis intention for the parieur, where my
shont, " and play at eacli end, to stop the flaines uncle and aunt were sitting. Tliey were alone, and
frori spreading." I openod the subjeet at once. Il Uncle Jamnes," I

And so tliey did. Haif an bour afterwards the roof said, with tbe colour rusliing hiotly to mv clieeks, I
fou in, and the red and bine flaines rushied up towards bave corne to sv)eak- to you about poor ýJoo.'
the sh-y witli an awful grandeur that lit up the wboie Il Not a word," said my uncle, Sterniy ; IlI will net
landscape as briglit as noonday, and sbowed tlie out- listen te a word in bis excuse. Joe is a bad boy. A
Une of the Malveru His against the sky. liar is as bad as a thief."

The rest of tlie square was saved, and the live My courage failod mne wlion rny uncie spoke, and
stock savod, and, bost of ail, the farrn-louse itself; rny task grew harder and harder ; but wben ho
but the granary, liay-loft, coach-bonse, and one uttored the last words, "lA liar is as bad as a tlhief,*"
stable, witli ail their contents, bad been utterly cde- I fêit it to ho impossible I sliould so accuse myseif ;
stroyed. This I k-new frorn the conversation outside. the evil spirit gained ftil i nastery of my lieart again,
And then I went to bed, and crept unider the clothes, and I left the roorn witliout Spoaking.
to bido frorn mnyseif, as it were; vain hiding! Wlio 'MY loiidays camne, six weeks-- long, fromn the first of
ever yet succeoded in hiding frorn a gyuilty conscience 2' September, and I hiad been looking forward to tliem
1 crept tO bcd, but not te sieep, and crept doivn stairs, for imontlis, as to dlays that were to be the happiest 1
weary and pale, in the xnorning, faucying that my bad ever spent. I wis to ride a new liorse of rny
guilt mnust be written in my face. funcl*s ; I was te go sliooting witi rny uncle ; what

No one -tispected me of knowing anytliing about was I not to (10 ? But wheii tlue days camne tbat.
tlie origin of the aire. were to have been so happy, tlhey wore sadl and weary

"Yes," my uncle was saying to my auint, as I! eues to mne, with the woight of my sadl secret lying
enteredl tlie dining-room for our early dinner, I like lead on mv beart.
bave questioned everybody, and there cani beno' IlWhat's corne over tbe boy ?- My uincle would Say
doubt but that Joe is tlie cause of ail this loss and torny auot, or sbe te liim, but none g-uessod.
trouble. Hie was secen at ive o*clock wvitb a candie- 1 was startied one day by bearing- that Joe's
and and sorno matches in his baud, going toward the mother wvas iM, and stili more on being told by iny
granary, across the yard. lie confesses buzuself that aunt to go and soc if the poor woman wanted bolp.
ho went up to the liay-loft, but lie declares lie put tlie "Its fretzing is the matter witb me, Master
candie into a lantern. Thiat I do not believe, bow- Harry," said the poor womau, as I stood by ber bed-
evor, for be is a careless lad, aud noue of tbe obier; side. "I've nover been myseif since Joo was turned
mon bave beezi near tbe loft." 1off the farrn. He bas nover had any rogular work

"Have you turned huzu off, uncie ?" I nsed -ii sinice, for the faimers; about caii't trust hirn, they say,
my heart beat se fast, se loud, as I thouglit, that it and ho's broak-ing blis lieart, poor lad."
soemed as if they must hear it. jTho woman's pale face toucbed niy beart, and the

"Certainlv." said rny unelo. "lAre you aware Of tboughlt of benest Joe distrusted and out of work,
ûnyv fact that wiil excuse hira 2" and "breaking bis heart," poor fellow, ail tbrougrh iay

Coxtbo in mucesfc aem mgn ewcedness, overcarne me. I darted frorn the rooni,
suspected me, and on thie spur of the mDment 1 and rau across the fields.
answered, "lNo; I arn not." "lUncle, rnay I corne in ?" I said, tapping at bis

Bitterly, bitterly I repentedl those woras. study door; and at thst moment 1 prayed more
Poor Joe carne thiat ovening to bid me good-by, oarnestly tban I hiad ever prayed before, bliat God

and thank me for ail tbc kindnEýss I bad sbown birn, 1would give me grace and strengtli to speak the truth


