
"That is a good name, too. Isshe going on board,or does she
■tay ashore!"

4
"She stays ashore. Tes, sir," said Jose Benito,his voicebreak-

ing withsobs ashe lookeddown at the child, who waaatill clinging
tohis hand.

11 Whoare youlittle girl ?
"

asked the sailor,kindly."
IamMaria,"she said.

Under his rough exterior, Antoaio carried the tender heart of a
child. Although he swore valiantly at the crowd of weeping women,
he pitiedeverysingle one of them, and the passioaata<-ob% of this
little girl camenear making him cry as he had not cried Bince the
day, yearsbefore, when he left the paternalcottage to begin the life
of a sailor ol the seas.

Maria waß a lovelychild. Her largebrowneyes,glistening with
t»ars, looked up imploringly into the sailor's face. She clung with
all her strength to the boy's hand, and as Antonio tried gently to
draw her awayshe threw herself at his feet, and,clasping her littlehands,beggedhim not toseparate her from Jose.

Here was a nice situation. The passengers, with the exception
of theboy, were allonboard, an! the last boat was waiting for An-
tonio. He could hear the creaking of the chains as the sailors
weighedanchor. There was not a moment to lose, andstill Maria
clung tohim with all the frenzy of childish grief. Put her away
roughly he could not.

"Youmust kiss yourbrother good-bye and run home, little girl.
There is nohelp for it," he said.

"She is not my sister," said Jose Benito.
"You poor little thing, who are you, then?" a9ked the sailor.

"Andwhy do you caresomuch for this boy?
""Iam Maria," sobbed the child.

Poor Antonio was indespair."
The fact that you are Mariadoes nothelpmatters in the least,"

he said, desperately. Then, turning to the boy—"Here, you, Jose, or Benito, or whoever yon are,tellme whois
this little gin,and be quick abjut it. She is dressed better than you
are. Who isshe ?

"

"Sheis Maria;that is all Iknow, sir," said the boy, still sob-
bing.

"She lives ia the house where Ilived. They say she is the
nipceof the lady there;butnobody cares for her.""Poor little thing," said Aatouio, drawing his roagh handover
his eyes. "Youcan comi aboard, little one,"he added;" there are
women who will look after you,and whenyougou grow up,if you
still love your friend, you can marry him. But if we wait here any
longer the captain will scoldus. Will youcome, Maria V" Yes, yes," said the child, eagerly, smiling through her tears" Jose Benito is all Ilore inthe world, for he is the only one who
lovesme. The others hate the sight of me. Oh, Iknow itall the
time."

As Antonio seized the two children tjhurry them into theboat,
a woman camerunning down the pier."Maria 1 Maria 1' s^ecilled Her voice was loud and angry.

The little mrl trembled wita terror. If Antonio hadnot caujht
her in his arms she would have fallen tj the ground."'

la this child your^ ?" ho asked, scowling at the woman."
She belongs to niv mistreat-, an1 inaveorders to take her away

from this fool ot a boy, 'replud tne woman. She was dress»l like a
servant,and her face was as repelling as her harsh,ugly voice"Ihave no right to keep her," said the sailor fiercely, "but I
must say that leaving her with you is like throwing acmary ino the
jaws of ashark.""Wretch I" screamed the woman;

"
but then who could expect

anything decent andcivil from an ugly sailor like you ?
'"If 1am as ugly as you are may the L;rd have mercy on me I"

replied Autonio. He kissed the weepingchild and spraaginto the
boat.

"Good-bye, Maria. 1will come back some day," called Jose
Benito as theboat left."Good-bye, Maiia," celled Antonio. And as he saw the womin
with the ugly facedragging the child awayhe muttered amalediction
between bis teeth,and swore byall the saints in the calendar that if
there was any justice in Galicia that woman would endon the gal-
lows.

Yeais cameand went. The sunsof twelvesummers hadscorch d
the old pier at Corunna, «Ipii on-: morning a ship's boat, rowed by
twosailors, gratedits keel on the beach, and a young man, the only
passenger,sprang lightly ashore

He was a tall, gracelul young fellow with wavyauburn hair,
frank blue eyes, and a handsjme face,but hiß garments were old and
threadbare. His trousers were of coarse,gray,cloth, and tjo longfor
him ;his coit, ehiny with much usage, was buttonedup to his throat
as if to conceal the lack of starched linen;his straw ha', broad-
brimmed like those worn an ths South American plains, was frayed
at the c Iges,and his heavy shoes were covered withpatches,although
they had been polisheduntil they shone like a mirror. The utter
poverty of his appe trance combined with its cleanliness and neatness
wasextremely pathetic.

Ihe young man stood still for amoment running bis eyes over
the different streets which led from the water, as if striving to recall
old memories Then turning into one of them he bent his steps to-
ward the mainstreet of the town. The main6treet was whereall the
life of the small seaportcentred. Here were the handsomest houses,
and before one of the largest the stranger stopped and timidly rang
tha btll." D.ies the widow Sanchez live here?" he asked, as a servant
opened tLe door.

"Yes, she lives here," waa the curt reply.
"■ fell her that Joec Benito wishes to see her," said the young

man.
Without asking the stranger to enter, the servant turned away,

whenfrom the interior of thehouse came a gweet, eager voice:"
Jose Benito1 Can it be true ?""
S-> true, Senorita, that Iam here to prove it," said the youn?

man, lifting his ta'tered strawhat as a beautiful young girl appeared
in the doorway.

" Where is Jose Beaito ? Where is he I" she exclaimed."Here, Sanorita," b« replied,with a graceful bow."YouI Bat— but Jose Beaito was a boy when
— "

she hesi-
tited."Yes, SeDorita, he was aboy wheaMariabade himgood-bye,bat
that wastwelve yearsago.""WhenIbade him good-bye 1 True, it was yearsago," she said
witha weary sigh."You, Ssoorita

—
areyou Maria?""

Iam Maria
"

"Iam Maria!" Tno9« were the very words you said whenpoor
old Antonio asked your name."

"Yes, yes,Iremember. Are you, then, Jose Benito? lam
sare of it now,"cried the girl, her lovely face radiant withdelight.

She seized bis hand and drew him into a small receptionroom
near the door. "It is such a long time since we parted," sheMid,
catching her breath. As she looked at his handsome face ncr cheeks
werecovered with blushes.'" Yes, Senorita, twelve long weary years," he replied without
raising his eyes."Senorua ! Why do you address me a9Senorita? AmInot
always Maria to you/"

The young mancould not refrain from seizing andpressing the
little hand which abe extended to him. Then drawing away from
her,he said sadly :" Inthose days Ion? agoJose B:nitowas aboy andMaria a little
child. Now 'ose Benito is a man, but ai poor as when he weptat
parting with the child who is now a beautiful woman.""Supposing you are poor that isnothing," she said,blushing. "I
know by your dress that fortune has not beenkind to you before yon
told me ;but for all that, dear old friend, youhave improved. You
talk better andhave better manners than many a man who has gold
in bis purse."

Jose Ben'to's handsome face flushed crimson."Still, after so many yearsa mmought tobring money to show
for bis work," he said witha sigh."

Your bands are soft and white, still Iam sure you have beenindustrious," she said, smiling sweetly.
He made no reply ;he did not evenraise his eyes toher face." Tell me, where is thatsailor with theugly face, wqo wasgoing

tocarryme away with him?" she asked."
He hadanugly face,it is true,Senorita,buthe hadagoodheart,

Poor old Antonio was anoble man.""Oh, yes, Iremember how kindly he spoke tome. Where is
ha?"" Ah, Senorita, who can tell ? Inso many yearsthe wind blows
a sailor inall directions."

'■ Poor oldmanI 1shouUl like to 83e him again," she said.
There was a rustling v ihehallway, and a tall, elderly womaa ea-

tere1 the room, followed by twogirls, whoresembled her som ica that
it was evident that they were her daughters. All three were richly
dretiseJ in trailing silk attire ani covered with jewellery,in striking
contiaic to Maria, who wore a cnaap cotton gown with no orna-
m u.s.'' \Vh»t is this1 Who is th's man,Maria ?" exclaimed the woman
is a sb.irp, disdainful voice.

B foro Maria could rep'y, Jose Renito came forward.'
in this Senora b'anctiez ?" he asked politely." Toat is my name," rephei the woman, tossing her head

proudly."1am Jose Benito," he said," May the saints havemercy on us
' she exclaimed. Then turn-

ing to her daughters, she aided:" What do you think of this good-for-nothing1
'

" That he has come back as poor ani saiftlesa as he went away,"
said Petra."

And asbig a fool," added R imona, with a scornful laugh." Yes, more stupid than ever,"said tbeir mother, " look how he
stands there like a log. Ho scarcely hea rs what we say."

'■And you, what are you doing here alone with tois man," asked
Petra, turning toward Maria."Iwas only winninghim welcome," said the poor girl, blushing
violently."You cannot call this fellow aman," said Bamona, looking at
him witD a contemptuous toss of her head."Ishould think Maria would remember too well the trouble she
bad for saying good-bje to that b;y to ever wish to set eyes onhim
again," exclaimed Petra. " That cost her not only a good whipping,
but three days' solitary confinement on breadani water."

"What is ihe mater with you. Wny are you stiring at my
daughter in such an impudent fashion?" exclaimed Wiiow Sinchea,
addressing the young man,who stooi gaz'.ng atPetra, hiseyes blaring
with indignation. ♥'And let me tell you,

"
she added,"if this bold

girl Maria was punished for siying good-bye to ym, she will be
puuistiedstill morenow for talking tjyou herealone. She will notonly
receive a sound scolding, but whenever my daughters and myself go
to the promenadeshe will bo locked in her room that we may not
return to find her disgracing herself talking witha beggar.""Tha Senorita Maria is not to blame, Senora. It wasIwho,"
began the young mau.

She interrupted him.
"Thatmakes no difference. She badno right to listen to you

And as for you, the sooneryou take yourself away the better.""
Imust wait until you read this," said the young man,

handing her a letier. " Had 1 not been ordered to bring it to you,
Ishould not have entered your house without your permission."

"I am glad you have decency enough toapologise. Give the
letter to me. Who sent it ?""It is from my master."" Who is your master ?""

A generous, noble-hearted man, Senora; and a very rich man
too. He found me on boardshipand he pitiedme for my poverty
and misfortunes. He offered to take me as bis servant andIwas
only too glad to accept."
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