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soon as he is able to go to college, you will be at liberty to
send him: but it must be a Catholic college remember
that. The boy's parents were Catholics, and he is a bap-

tized member of the Catholic Church. His mother died in
my parish, and I am bound to see to this. Surely you
would never tamper with his religion, would you?"

"Never, Father," said the man; "I am square, if I am
anything. I think I will take your advice. You will give
me a letter to the Home, will you not?"

"Most certainly," said the priest.
And so it happened. When little Arthur's mother was

laid in her lonely grave, the little lad was taken to the
Orphans' Home by Mr. Brown. It cost poor Arthur, who
had got to love his benefactor, many bitter tears when he
heard he was to leave him, and almost stabbed the heart
of Mr. Brown.

But the good Sisters opened their arms and hearts to the
sobbing boy.

"Dontcry, Arthur," said Mr. Brown; "be a man! I'll
come to see you on Sunday, and bring you a train of cars
and a picture book."

Arthur brightened up. "Will you? A really train of cars,
with a choo-cho- o, and a cowcatcher, and a bell?

"Yes, all that, and a big book."
"Hooray!" said Arthur, all smiles. "Hurry up Sunday,

Uncle Ben; hurry up!" And leaving him smiling and wav-
ing his hand, Mr. Brown departed, relieved, yet wishing
he had some way of keeping this small bit of sunshine
nearer to himself.

He was as good as his word. On Sunday he arrived at
the "Home" with quite a large parcel, in which were the
picture book and the train of cars. Arthur was radiant.
He was neatly dressed, his curls brushed, and his eyes
were like stars.

He was happy and had a thousand things to tell his "Un-
cle Ben." The coveted parcel was examined, and it was
good to see the little fellow's delight.

"And so it went on, Sunday after Sunday, for six long
years. The boy grew and became a sturdy fellow, yet


