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“0u Gregory!
\n Murdered 7
,eplie:l)“"’inot heard of it, then!” old Anthony
* “Ie was butchered in his own bed
Would;gm before last. Ilere’s the murderer!
have served me the same, if it had not

”

»

cried the youth, “1las he

Wy the

n

oo your mother ——.
Y mother ! what of her ?” cried the young

» Cugerly,

our mother—master Richard! is an angel,”

u old Anthony. *To her I owe my life,
wait¥ God forget nte, when I forget it !”

ex(:laiy Mother—your life—what do you mean?”

. Med Richard ; “how could—how did she
«Jour life p»

n,
“

wgi tt‘flfl‘ing me of this villain’s plans. I never
¢, 39"1!1: &?kmg how she kuneiw Fhem. The
m““‘lerernce- i3 that you see me alive, and the
of poor old Gregory a prisoner.”
e tua::d bent his face to his horse’s mane, and
« Tolled down his cheek.
l{htno%her! my poor mother!” he said,
gl‘oug did not §peuk so a5 to be heard by
1 Wit[l) al‘Om}d him. ¢ The villain must have
‘hem . ‘ my father, and she must have heard
}ladmg. Can it be possible that he could
2 hand in this! No—no—I will not

(s .
it’,f'“lt 1s a shame to me that I could

thoy,
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Yoly, Crowd began to move on, having fiest
e . .
ted o cheer for Mrs. Craignton, a cheer

Ri‘lhf Tuted Larshly upon the heart and ear of

P -

» 33 he thought how she must have be-
f‘iuamtcd with the design of the wretched
ore him,

gy, N “th(')ny remained behind until the last
b R;
1

“ (‘ha.l'

d iaSSeJ. He then spoke in a low voice

Co,
€ 9

w3 U father

R is very ill.”
e

. cried Richard, *Is he—has he—been
« o1 10 bed ?—how long has he been ill 2”
Seyg, "W a week, He has not left his room for

M dgys »
x%eing a:;lk God for that!” cried Richard, when
hilh, e ¢ look that old Anthony cast upon
Al\tl,()n Saw the indiscretion of his remark. Old
“1 ¥ smiled sadly.

Neveru:s % strange thing to be thankful for.
W thy, tless, my dear boy, you may have cause
Way God even for a father's sickness. I
Youp fa Say one word to you. I am afraid
of ity . T 18in trouble. If I can help bim out
f“ee]y “ve some dollars—and will spend thew
¥Peg) . 2S8st him, I am a blunt man, and

o] , .
Yoy Peuly, so don't feel hurt or angry. 1f
Such aid come to me. In the mean-
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time tuke an old man’s thanks to your -angel
mother—for if one ever lived on earth, its her.”

And bidding the young man good bye, old
Anthony proceeded after the prisoner, whom he
had determined to see safely lodged in the county
jail.

Richard immediately bent his steps to his
father’s house, at which he soon after arrived.
Early as it was, he saw, as he approached, his
young sister out in the neglected garden, wan-
dering listlessly among the fading flowers. The
girl saw him coming, and rushed to meet him as
he dismounted from his horse.

¢ Ah! Richard! you are come back,” she cried.
“ Mother said you would never come again, and
she cried, oh! so much. Father is very, very
sick !—But we’ll be all well again, now you are
back. Come, quick! my mother will be so glad
to see you.”

Richard stooped to kiss her, as he had done of
yore, but a tear fell from his cheek on hers.
She started.

“ What! are you crying, too ?” she exclaimed,
and her childish instinct, catching from his glance
the knowledge of some calamity which she could
not comprehend, she too burst into tears.

Richard did not attempt to soothe her. He
felt that the effort would still more unman him.
He therefore led his horse to the stable, and
taking off the bridle, touk his sister’s hand, and
led her to the house.

is mother met him at the door. She wy
worn and haggard, and her face bore man
furrows caused by recent and heart-wept tears. -
The same mild and gentle light still dwelt in her
clear blue eye; the same smile, but saddened with
bitter grief, greeted him as he approached, and
the embrace she gave him was almost convulsive,
She was the wreck of what had been a noble and
high-souled woman—no, not the wreck, but the
shadow rather, of what she hud been. The heart
of Richard was full to bursting, and his lips refused

to speak the commonest words of greeting. At -

length he said, in a whisper rendered hoarse by
his intense emotion,

* My father ! where is my father 2”

“Your father,” she answered, *is himself
again. ‘He has awakened from his dream—and,
oh! the comfort it has given me! But, alas! he
is dreadfully ill in body, and will not suffer me

to seek for medical assistance, and, without it, I -

fear he will never rise again.”

She wept bitterly for a few moments, while
Richard regarded her with feelings of intense
love and pity. Ilis own sorrows were forgotten,
and all his affection for his father was revived.
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