














4 FRIEND IN NEED.

Campdny Home. 259

assed by, and passed on, but stopped and looked round ather. It
of 4n old man with a bowed head, wearing a large-brimmed low-
and a long-skirted coat. After hesitating a little, the figure turned
cing with an air of gentleness and compassion, said :
Iyﬁ'u.ng woman, for speaking to you, but you are under some dis-
cannot pass upon my way and leave you we u:tgh aloue,
_:_;’c,lthing in the place. Can I'help you? Can 1 ?

d her head at the sound of these kind words, and answered glnclly',
Riah, is it you 7

&mghter," said the old man, « Istand amazed! I spoke as to a stranger.
v arm, take my arm,  ‘What grieves you? Who has done this? Poor

|n

ﬁq‘fm{her has quarrelled with me,”” sobbed Lizzie, ‘“and rendineed

P%‘ﬁ's 45 a thankless dog,” said the Jew, angrily. “Let him go. Shake the
‘dust from thy feet and let him go. Come, daughter! Come home with me—it
s but across the road—and take a little time to recover your peace and to make
yor 'juym seemly, and then T will bear {uu companﬂy through the streets. For it
your usual time, and will soon be late,

campany out of doors to-night.”

the way is long, and there is

} “S& ‘accepted the support he offered her, and they slowly ﬂ:ll:asseﬂ ot of the

! wyard. They were in the act of emer; into the main thoréughfite, when
another figure loitering discontentedly by, and looking up the street and down
it, and all about, started and exclaimed, “Lizzie! why, where have you been ?
Why, what's the matter ?"
- As Wiaybumn thus addressed her, she drew closer fo the Tew, and
nt her head. The Jew having taken in the whole of Eugenc at éne sharp
, cast his eyes npon the d and stood mute.
rie, what is the matter ;
Wi , I cannot ten you now. I cannot tell you to-night, if T ever
you. Pmy leave me.”
 Lizzie, 1 came exptessly to join you. I came fo walk home with you,
g dined at a coffee-house in tins nm%baarhooﬂ and knowing your hour.
[ have been lin abou " add : a bailiff; or,” with a
Ll w
lifted his eyes, a:nd toak in Eugene once more, at another glance.
m}m‘g pray, leave me with this protector. And one t]:ing
be of yourself.”
¢ Mysteries of Udc 17 said Eugene. with a look of wonder, * May I
be excused for ﬁs‘lhg' in this elderl:y gentleman's presenice, who is this kind

5 returnied Eugene. * But you must tell me,

it Her_brotheris the " said the old man. lifting up his eyes again.
“ Qur brother ﬂiﬂ m retumned Eugene, with airy contempt, Our
& t, far less a tear. Wi:a has our brother done ?*
The old man lifted ﬂ'l; eyes again, with one grave look at Wrayburn, and
one grave glance at as she stood looking down. Both weré so full of
m , that even Eugene was checked in his light carcer, and subsided into 2

%%Emluﬂmpm"
an air of perfect patience the old man, remaining mute and keeping his
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