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'lle father takes up the late journal once more.
Buit, Ah ! hie's unhappy, anci cannot find rest,
1-bis niinid is distracted, and troubled his breast.
For once more lie hiears tliat miost -'kiftil cry

6A penny, dear Sir, or miv mnother w~il1 die
The two pleading eyes of tlie poor begggar-boy
Look up at himi sadly and mar ail his joy.

1 wishi," lie now murmi-urs, 'I 1hlelped the poor child,
I-lis eves were like Willie's, so brighlt, yet so mild.
But, Ohi ! 'tis a bother to stop in the stre2t
TIo pick out a coin for eachi beggar we meet.
And then, thiere are hiundreds of children as poor
W«ho must get accustomed stern want to endure.
Besicles, on each chiarity fund that I know
Each year, many litindrels in almns I bestow."

.So,thirowinig himself on a soft easy-chair,
1le tried to, assume an indifférent air

Whlen 1 do mi, sliare-, «%hlat is it to me
If ail are tiot rich as I'd like themn to bel"

Next morning bis countenance turncd dreadly pale
XVhile,casting lus usuial glance .-t the Il mail ",

A paragraph struck him with horror, and dread:
" &A bov, fou nd Iast iiiglht, crushied and mangled-is dead."
1le w'ent on to read--"' \illie Hart w~as bis name,
1le beggced upon Sixthi Street. "-

" Mlv God 1 't is the sanie."
Broughit home to his mother, w'ho died with the frighit,
Alone,cold and hiungrry, on Clhristmas-eve nighit."

'1'lus briefly do papers sucli accidents state:
Four lunes are sufficient to tell a sad fate.

1li burning hot temples die millionnaire pressed;
And groans then escaped from bis strong, nianly breast.

My God ! Ohi, forgive me. I know 'tis the child
WVho asked for a penny, in accents so mnild.
1'o 1e certain, lFil go there." And thenl lie withidrew,

Buit on reachingr the garret, lie found ail too true
'l'lie pale, bleeding formi stili lay on the bed
13eside bis poor miother, w~lio also 'vas dead.
Sionie people relaied,who wvitniessed the sceîue,
Thiat '«illie ivas killed bx' a runawav teami.
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