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for lier tender, sensitive spirit grieved that ber
Iviowed father should bie childiess througb ber
action. Her lîfe hecame one of lovely.Christian
t,.11eishness, and hier husband's love grew more
ilnvuise as the years passeci on. First, the littie
flortense gladdened their hearts, then, after two

ycaLrs, the aturdy Oliver (narned for lier only bro-
tllc.r, whose death broke ber motber's beart, and

8a(ldenied bier father's life) made hie determined
ouislaught upon their affections. Everytbing was
fav-orable te a life of perfect happincss, when, in
1844, Margaret was attackëd with the disease
whlch sapped bier motbor's lifo, and it became a
conîluon tbing for ber to spond days upon the sofa.
My graudmothor, Mrs. Dash, a littie, lively,
lIiiand-Scotch wornan, was a fast friend of Mr.
and Mrs. Boultan, esteeming ber as nothor daugh-
ter, and it bocamo one of the pleasuros of Mrs.
Boultan's lifo to bave lier corne in aui spend a day
or tîvo witb lier, cspecially as ber skill with the
ick was great. In the wintor Mrs. Boultan ro-
vived and appeared to loso ail signe of ber disease,
and ail clouds loft the sky of Mr.- Boultan's bnp-
pifless once more.

Té bc co'tcluded in our uexi.

Ovua FIRST PRIZE STOBY. --Uoiteludedl.

BT RÂYWRlTIF.

CBAPTER I.-A '.YINTER SUMSET.

URRAH, boys ! Hurrah ! Hore cornes old
Jerry, drunk as au owl. Corne on ! Now
for somo fun. Yee-ee-e ?" And tbe crowd

Sof boys with muflers and open overcoats fiy-
ing, swept down the street. The staggering, oid
nian commng towards thern did not at first notice the
boys. Then a volley of snow-bails struck bim.
One crushed down bis old cap, another iodgod in
the faded scrap of handkerchiof at bis neck. This
ronsed bim a littie, and hie raiscd bis poor, old
%withered fingers te ivard off tbe flying snow. The
boys ivith gibes and taunts gNtbered closely about
1dmn, pulling at bis *coat, until lie went down heavi-
ly onthle sidewalk. "Don't boys," hie said tbickly,
as lie tried to sit up, and one, more kind than the
others, cried: "Oh!1 lot him alono now, boys. Get
îîî', Jerry, getup,"-helping hîmtohisfeet. "Hcrc
cornes a sieigb. Lot's catch on and go down to the
iiii," and away tliey wentwithoutanothor thoughit
of Jerry. He stood iooking after them, and thon
turnod slowly Up the street.

There were no people living in tbe scatterod
houses on this side, and the houe at the end of tbe
row, once used as a shoomaker's sbop, had beon
ptrtly destroyed by fire.. On tise stop of thie one
lit sat down, weakly sighing. Old Jerry was nlot
as drunk as usual to-day. Lis pookete iere cmpty,
and tbe saloon keoper down street did not sel lits
grog for notbing; besides, Jarry -vas 51o ornament
te bis place, so bie turned the oid man out early.

JTerry leaned bis head on bis band nd tbought.
A few tears trickied alowly down bie wrinkled
face, but t.hose restioss, knotted fingers wiped tlsem

qîîickly away.
'lOnce iL wasn't this wny," lie murmurcd.

"Once 1 wasn't the sport of every on1e. But who'd
respect sncb a man as I ar no.

A sweet, child.voice at bis side, caused tise cd
mars to raise bis bead

From the gate across tIse way a pair of brown
rIres had been walohing tbe, old msan. To f
cagne a biue-striped mitten to let, a chubby bana

undo tbe catcb, and across tbe rond went tbo littie
feliow, bis sturdy liftie legs coming to a stand in
front of Jerry.

"IHello, Jerry! What you sittin' out hoe al'lone
for? Probty coid to-day," hoe prattled on, "but
mamma says I couid corne out 'cause l'tri dressod
warm you see, au' I've got on my new overcoat, an'
my nice mittens gran'mn give me iast Christmnas.
Say, bave you got a nice gran'n like mine! "

"lNo, Bobby, she's dead now," Jerry answored.
He ivas alwnys willing to answor Bobby Lesrter's
questions.

11Well, ain't you got nny littlc boy to biang up bis
stockin's tison," Bobby ivent on.

IIYes, yes, I had, flobby, " buret in a groan froin
tise oid mari IlBut tisere's your mna caiiing ; site
don't want you to talk to suc, cliid."

"Oh,aise don't mmd, shiesaidshedidn't. Good-
bye, Jcrry," Bobby sang out as hoe skipped away,
obedient to bis motber's cali.

Twiligbt fell sîviftly, and witb iL great white
feathery flakes of snow came fioating down, silent-
ly, softiy, covering the bouse-roofs, the fields out-
side Lihe town, the low mnoundes ini the bill cemetery,
and down on thie bent bonad of tbe old man, stili sit-
bing on bbe door stop. So softly Ll1ey fell loebeeded
themn not, but murmured te himself at intervals of
things of long ago, of memories and friends put be-
bind bim witls that past front which ho isnd falien.
Thon tise wind arose and biew icy-cutbing bînots
througis the street, finding its keen wny througb
old Jerry's thin coat.

Ho tottered again to bis feet, saying: "II cannt go
borne, no flre, notising to ont. I don't see wlsere
ail that last payment of Margaret's went ; but V'II
go back to Johssson's. Lt is warm tbere and maybe
tisey'Ii. let me stay awhile. "

Merry shoppore hurried te and fro, sieigis belle
rang musically up and down tise ivide white streets
of titis lîttie Carndian town. Ligists shono briglit-
iy froin rooms; whore happy cbldren were prattlinrg
over te avents of tIse day, so trillig, yot of sucb
importance to them, and lisping evening prayers.

At last tise streots clettred, the shops were nearly
ail closed. The choir of tise church, at the end of
this long winding street, came ont frorn tbeir Fr1-
day evening practice, and bîvo, leaving tho mcrry
group, walked down the snowy sidewaik cbatting
brigbtly.

Suddenly a door nbicad of them, Lise door of
Johnson's saloon, epened and something iteavy
roiied upon the sidewaik, foiioîved by oatbs and
coarse ngbis.

WVIsen tisey reaclied tbc now closed door, poor
old Jerry was sitting Lisere, tise tearsa-os! pitiful
sigbit-fiowing frooly over bis face. Tise fair girl
stooped and put bis ragged cap lipon lies straggling
wvhite bocks, unconsciously smoothing them as se
did so.

-Poor Jerry," she said, Ilthis is too sisameful.
I'd like to say sonsething to Johnuson about this,"
turning to lier tempanion...

"I didn't use te mind thern so mucs, " sobbe4
thse nid broken maxn at tiseir foot, "Ibut to-night it
seem-it hurts me se.">

"IIt's a shad$e blisit they shouid throw you out,
of course it would 'hurt yen," said the girl, inisun-
dorsbanding him.

The young mran, bier escort, seeing liser mistake,
said kindly. "Lot me lselp you up, Jerry, nnd sce
If you can walk horne,"

"IYes, tlinnk you, thank you," snid Jerry, I
ean got home ail right, Dr. Reynolds. Good niglit
te yen," and lie turned trexnbling away.

IlI muet s00 after oId Jerry, 1 think " snid. Dr

Reynolds, as ho crossed the street to beave Miss
Ailison at lier door. IlI someisow feol uneasy
about him, and you know I'vo nlways liad an in-
terest in tise poor oid fellow ever since ho came
Isere. IL is sucis a pity that drinsk lias so ruirîed
hisu. I feel sure ho bias been a fine man in bis
younger days. Gond night, Miss Aliison"

The Doctor raised hie bat and walkod nway in-
tcnding to foilow old Jerry's tardy footsbepe alter a
look in at tise office, but seme patients required
attermdance and .Jerry was forgobten for n Lime.

Meanwhibe thse old man- tottercd away up tise
street, past the dooîebep wbere lie sat ta te early
evening, past the vacant ml next, and se to lits own
door, the poor tintie weather beaten cottage wbere
hoe lived. Once inside and tihe door closed, ho feît,
nleug the watt to reach bis liard bod, where ho iay
down aIl wet withl snow, and siîivering as hoe was,
drnwing te dirty oid coverings over iseif. Ho
breathed lieaviby for a while, thon rested quietly.
The air grew colder nsd coldor; the old man awoke
shivering, and renching out those poor thin bande,
tried te wrap bimself more ciosely iii the covers.

An isour more passed and lie wvas in a bîxrnig
foyer, tessisg, wîts parched lips and aching bonad,
frosu aide to aide, ail Lte wbile înoaning and taiking.
Now iL was repeating te taunts of boys or tise
cruel jests of the foliows in Johnson's salocu, tihon
screamirtg IIAmy ! Amy ! save me, oh, save me.
Ali, no, site is so far away-so far away," thon
moaning low, rising iiko te shriek of bbc nortb
wind :"IFred, don't touch iL, don't toucis iL,
deatli-deats," sinking into tIse plaintive cry of
IlAmy, my Amy, lest, bast," and se te niglit wore

away.
Dr. Reynsolds, riding home in tise eariy morning

froin the bedside of a patient, suddenly remenbered
Jarry n, lio passed the cottage, so gettiug out of bis
aloigi nud tying bis hsorse to the fonce, ie ivent te
tihe door. No response came to hie knockiug, but
after listening intentiy, hoeiteard tise inutteriugs of
tlie sick msan wibisin. ffardly knowing, wlîat te
make of tiseus, lie opeucd thse iocklevs door anîd
Nwalked in. Hie professionai eyes took in tise
situation at once. Jerry vcry III, ne lire aîd tie
room misernbly dirty. Tue case called for decisive
action, se, throîving is warm fur coat ovet' the old
masi lie liastened nwny, and in haîf an hsour bail re-
Lurnod with medicine and food, and witis Jemmy,
Isis mani of ail work, witb preparations for a firo.

Tise warmtis eausod tise old mnan te fali asbeep and
about tise mniddle of tise afternoon lie awoke and
iooked aroand wonderingly. Jemmy, sitting in
tise now ordorly room patiently svaiting for Dr.
Reynolds' return, expiained it ai as beat hoe couid,
but the old mnan was ton weak te do m'iore than
sbigistly smile in token of bis gratitude.

Af ber tise doctor's roturn lic grow restlcss again,
and seemed vcry anxious te bave Jemmy go away,
and lie repeatedly said : "lDon't tell any ne tîsat I
arniii, willyem, doctor? Promise me not bo."

Tise doctor promised, and stnyed witis the nid
man as long as lie cnuid bo spared frotîs bis office.

Tisat nighît tise oid maxi seemod. stronger and very
mucli botter. Ho had lain for sorne turne svatthing
the doobor's face from- under bis haîf ciosed lids,
Limon reacbing out bis baud te gain attention, lise
said: "'Docter,I arngoing te , arnInot?"

"II boe not, Jerry," hoe answered.
"11 amn certain of it," replied Jerry, in a Lono

svhich caused the dootor te start is surprise.
ciYes," Jerry went on, answering bis look witis

a sligist emile, " nd Lisore is sometliing I muet say
to you 110w, wisile I amn able to spcak. "

Ho pnuised as if doubtful of his first ivords, and
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