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'lieis iii, F-irst le was abrickilayeri, hd'
fell off a bouse and brokce bis log. Then he
got an organ and played in the streets tili
he was too weak to stir frorn the bouse.'

'And this is the fate of the religieus,' said
Antonio, turning to bis friend. 'iMother dead,
father lame and sick, cbild wasting Nvitli cold .
and hunger. 1 amn an unbeliever and ricli.
WVill you mot rather change with me, littie
Lotta?

The child looked up as if uncertain
wvhether the question wvas put earnestly or in
jest.

Antonio repeated. ' Choose honestly, littie
girl,--my lot or yours.'

cl shall be rich sorne cday,' she said, 'and
live with a King and wear tL crown ; but your
riches will lie of no use to you when you die.
Father says we needn't envy rich people.
And mother is quite glad and bappy now,
tbough she was poor.'

Caiotta had evidently counted the cost.
Antonio had not expected te find so steady a
mind in the littie pale-faced girl.

Hie laugrhed. ' This is a meal littie Chiris-
tian,' be said. Then addrcssing the room-
Ilririends, we cannot buy lier ùver to th ink
with us; and perhaps it is ivell so; but we
can give ber of our superfluuity. Shall we
make a collection for our little singer?'

The Italians love music and are tender-
bearted to ebidren, se very soon the cbild's
plate was full of silver and copper coins.

Tears of jq~ filled Carlotta's dark eycs.
She turned to Antonio, bicr first fricnd.
Thank you, tliank yen, sir,' she cried grate-
fully. c'I amn <?ad n'y Shepherd brought me
boere to-day.'

Anid then slie hurried out into the wet,
auxious te talke the good meuvs to ber father.

' A happy little fanatie truly,' commentcd
Antonio.

A weekz or two luter, as Antonio and ran-
cis were again strolling out together, the for-
mier said abxuptly 'Here ia the street
ivhere Carlotta said she lived; sball ive see
how it, fares ivith her and ber sick father?'

He baà said littie to anyone concerning
bis thonghts of late, but they had run very
xnuch on tic strange content of the little
beggar niaid.

Poor, starved, despised, she ivas yet happy.
.And why ? 'flecause she has religion,'
Antonio could not help answering to himselt'.
'She bas that strange, wonderfül, thing
called faitb. It must bie a good thing te
bave, for rirancis is glad to own it, and 1,
-well, I amn restlcss, to say the least.'

liere a broken staircase jutted ont on
to the street. It was the wvay-niark by
wvbich Cailotta said ber dîvelling iniglt Lic
found.

The friends carefully niounted the rougli
steps, finding at the very top of the house a
glarret-reoon open to the rafters. The small
barrel-organ at the ontrance assured them
that they haci corne to the righit spot, even
if they had not scen the sic], man lying on
a saek of straî in the corner, ivith Lotta
by bis Bide.

Shie sprang up with a cry of joy at sight
of the visitors. 'Fiather, bore they arc!
Youw~anted te see the gen)tlemenvwho were
so good to me.'

Sucli a gaunt forta raised itself fiorn the
wretched couch, sucob hollow eyes were
turued towards the well-dressed, %vel1-fedl
m'en!1

Poor, sick, starvcd brother! Antonio*s
pitiful heart went out toivards hi'.

IlGod bless you, sir!' cried the poor inan.
God -ive you Miy peice and rest, Nvlien yen

corne to die, for your goodness te n'y littie
daugchter.'

Peace and rest on that iniserable wind-
blown bed of straw!

'You are wonderfully contentcd axnidstyour
pain and poverty, n'y friend,' declared Anto-
nio. cl fear I should not have your cheerful
spirit in alike case. But, at least, as a return
for any pleasure 1 inay have afforded to our
littie friend here, give me your recipe for
patience ini sufferiug.'

' Sir,' said the sick man gravely, I 1have
no recipe. I believe in God, in RFis pro-
maises.. Re cares for ine; w~hy should I bc
uneasy, whatever bappens ?'

'W'Mbo taught you this?' asked Antonio,
xnuch interested. ' It is a wonderful creed.'

' It is the creed 1 learned as a child,--the
creed of our holy faith.'

' Have yen ever proved it--ý-,proved it truc,
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