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ýirtging snatcbes of sca songs, whistling some
rrierry air, or spinning toughi yarnis wîth a sai-

lIsusual qkiil, seemned totally uninindful of
h18 rccent loss. Wben the stage stopped at
th4 hotel whcre we were to dine, I observed
that only George appeared at thc table, the fa-
ther baving contented himself withi sore crack-
ers and cheese. This piece of economy, so
'0troborative of the tale 1 hiad jùist heard, Led
"nie to watch their proceedings with some in-
terest; and wlien we arrived at our reting
eilaCe for the nigbit, 1 noticed that instead of re-
pairing to the tea-table, they were taking a glass
Of aie at the bar. What passed afterwards, 1
learned principally frorn the old mnan's own
'orifession.

cc'It appears that the father, havingy pcrsuad-
ed his son that he could flot defray the expense
hoth of tea and lodging, biad deciined the mecal,
b41 ordered a bcd to be prcpared. Whilc wait-
'rOg in the bar-room, a balf-witted negro, be-
lOning to the establishment, entered and plac-
ed on a table in a remote corner, a plate con-
'tiringo, several buttered muffins. Just as ho
tetiredl the bar-keeper was called away for a

fwminutes, and Gdles Grimstone, unable to
esiest thc temptation of satisfying his hiunger
8' ebeaply, crept stealthily to the table, and,
eafter greedily devouring one of the cakes, pres-
8ed hie son to follow bis example. Impelled
bY the cravings of appetite, George ate two of
thQ Intuffins, and thon both hurried Llp to their
aPartment. In lese than an hour afterwards
there was a terrible commotion throughout the
hlitse. Ervery one was on the alert to discover
"ch0 had taken the missing cakes, and in the
r1lidst of the busy inquiry, it wvas suddenly re-
tCOllected that the old man andl bis son had becut
'"ft alone in tlic bar-room after tlic cakes were
hrottght in. In a moment the truth secmel to
Rash upon the miuls of ail. la a state of
tlreadful agitation, the master of the house. burst
ilt their apartment, and at once accused tlieni
4f the tbeft, at the sanie time announcing finit
th" cakes were poisoned! Suchi wvs, indecd,
the fearful trutb. They had been prepared
ý1"ith arsenic for the destruction of the rats
'ehich infested the barn, and owing to the stu-
PiditY of the negro, bad been placed within reach
'of the penurious old man.

"Tu'ie scorne which cnsticd defies descripltioni.
M1edicai aid was immediateiy procured, but al
efforts to reiieve the agonies of the young sau-
lOr Proved fruitîce. Beforetlie miorninig dawni-
ed lie was a lifclcss corpsc, the victiiti of a
father's avarice! To iniercase the borror of

teWholc aflàair, the t man, iii a î'aroxysîli

of terror and remorse, confeseed that he had
been the robber of the prccedingc night, and
produced the notes wbich he had purloined
from the piilow of his sleeping son. In the
language of the first murderer, he might have
exclaimed, 'my punishment is greater than I
can bear!' Rescued from immediate death,
but crippled in ail his limbs from the effeet of
the poison, and stupified by the shock of his
son's dcatb, he dragged out a helpless and half-
unconscious existence for a few monthe, and
thon sunk unpitied mbt the grave.

"Hie wife and daughter returned and tookz
possession of the old mnansion, which bas been
to thenii a perfect gold mine, as they stili con-
tinue to find money in every possible hiding-
place. Thus the hoardi'ngs of yeare of penury
bave nt last fallen into the bande of those
wbom tbe wvretehed miser bated and persecuted.
Truly 'man walketh in a vain shadow, and dis-
quieteth bimeif in vain.' 'H1e beapetb up
ricbes, and knowvcth not who ebaîl gather
tbcrn. ',

NOTE-Lest thic catastrophe of tbe preced-
ing story should seein extravagant, 1 would
merely state tbat it is the otily part wbich is
strictiy truc. 'lho incidents of the tale are
pnreiy limaginar y, ih the exception of the fate
of titi son whcbas related 10 me soon aftcr
the circuinstance occurrefi.
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THE DAYS 0F YEARS LOING FLED.

FLFD are the clays of otiwr years,
And with îhemi ail tbeir itopes and fears;
Dried are the widow's-orplban's tears,

In the realins of the dcnd.
Flvd is the glory !-all is gone,
Except dini ininory's ray alone,

0f days and vcars loi-g tled.

llonours pigt),iry's dinily seon-
The liazincs-, of years between,
Throws only to the mmid a gieam,

Wberc darkness lies olcrspread,
Grindcurs ponip has eeascd to gild,
Or single ray of liglit 10 yield,

The days of yc'ars long fled.

Timre, the destroyer of our race,
Our nameis and talies ail efface-
Yca, covers bonour withi disgrac-,

Assurance wîtb a dread;l
Gives to oblivion ail flic great,
The ponip, the spicuidour, and the state,

0f days and years long fled.
WLHiELMINA.


