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verandah, rather dejectedly looking after the retreating carri-
age, when a hand was laid on her shoulder. She turned, and®
a bright smile lighted up her fine eyes.

“ George, is it you? How you frightcnedme! Well; Tam
so glad you’s come !  Missis is gone to spend the afternoon ;
so come into my little room, and we’ll have the time all to our-
selves.”

Saying this, she drew him into a neat little apartment open-
ing on the verandah, where she generally sat at her sewirg,
within call of her mistress.

« How glad I am !—why dor’t you smile ?—and look at Har-
ry—how he grows.” 'The boy stood shyly regarding his father
through his curls, holding close to the skirts of his mother’s
dress. “Isn’t he beautx[’ul 7 said Eliza, lifting his long curls
and kissing bim. )

«T wish he’d never been born !’ said George bitterly. “1
wish I’d never been born myself!” . . .

« 0, now, dear George, that is really wicked! I know
how you feel about losing your place in the factory, and you
have a hard master ; but pray be patient, and perhaps some-
thing—"

“Patxem. 1’ said he interrupting her; * have n’t I been pati.
ent? Did I say 2 word when he came and took me away, for
no earthly reason, from the place where everybody was kind to
me ? I’d paid him truly every cent of my earnings,—and they
all say I worked well.”

« Well, it 7s dreadful,” said Eliza ; “but, after all, he isyour
master, you know.”

¢ My master! and who made him my master? That’s what
1 think of—what right has he tome? I’m a man as much as
he is. I'm a better man than he is. I know more about busi-
ness than he does; I am a better manager than he is; I can
read better than he can; I can write a better hand,—and P’ve
learned it all myself, and no thanks to him,—I’ve learned it
in spite of him; and now what right has he to make a dray-
horse of me ?—to take me from things I can do, and do better
than he can, and put me to work that any horse cando? He
tries to do it; he says he’ll bring me down and humble me,



