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andat once erceivedýthe damage that had beeu done.
The blame appearéd to lie betiveen me and the boy 'next
the curtain on the other side; but my 'confusion sobn
Pointed me out as the cuilprit, and iny master angrily
ordered me to come and have a dozen blows of the cane.
Igotùp, staàgei-ing liko a drunken man ; I tried to spèl
to. ask pardon, but fear had glued my tongue to my
mouth; my knees trembled under 'me; a cold perspi'
ration broke out on my face. The instrument of punih-
ment was already raised over me, wheu I heard some
one say- .

SDo not punish hlm. It was my fault '
C(It was tiboy ou the other side of.thecurtain. E

was ât'once called forward and received the* dozen blows.
My fist imp'ulse .vas t prevent this unjust punishMent
b confessing the truth; but I 'could not "summon up;.
courage, and vhen the first blow had beengive I was
ashamedo Speak.

* Whn the fiogging was over the boy passednoar me
*it h 4léeding hands, and vhispered to me with a smile
thIst I hal never forget all my life-

ii«'Do nt meddie with the cuitain* again, youngster.
Th 'cane hiûts.'

I ink dowr' in a fit of sobbing, and'they hâd to' snd
me out of the room.

"since that day I have been disgu sted wi&u my
,.cwiaïdice,' and have done all I cantä ovecî-oe it I
lope I have not been altogother' unsuccessful.

Ad do you know this generous felow?" sked on
of guests. Have you ever e iin aginí?"

'<Never, unfortunately. He wäs not in nir orm, and
1èft'th soa soon afterwards. Ah 1 God 1<nois v1at I
have offen wished to meet witiih tÉe gallant feliv 'who
suffred'sö nuèhfor me, and thàt I woüd diVe years of
n lifto be able to shake hands vith hinfinhmay ble*"

th enenit a 'glas ws héld ut ùtowaids Si'


