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tude for all the blessings with “whiich she'i§ surrounded;
and not alone either, for Lucy- ‘ind hét hushand—the
village schoolmaster—live in the same cottage. The

establishment of Manvers is ail‘soi foo .bp_seen in the chief
street, more prosperous.than ever. DBut the old man and

‘his son have long since bien laid in the quiet:churchyard '
: side by side; and Robert, with Florence for his wifo, is
-now, by his uncle’s desne, the proprietor of the long-

established concern.

THE DYING BOY TO HIS MOTHER.

" Mother, mothery let. me kiss thee

Once again before I die; |

Let me clasp my arms‘around thee,

. On thy-bosom let me'lie: -

Earth is fleeting, fast decaying -
From my weary, weary mght—-

Denrest mothet; let me kigs thee
Dre I'bid a loug good mghb "

ARl how sorely-it doth grlcve‘ e,
Gentle mother, thus to know
That I may-not hve to_ see thee
. When thou art opplessed with woe.’
-Thus to.leave, thee, and. for.ever -
) I‘rom my hoine ‘and frlends to p’u‘t .
th.ry tie of love to. sevcr,
That lmth bouud my hopeful healt

ORI s pmnful very pmnfnl :

. Dhus to meet the silent tomb;. : SRR RER IS

.- Torn from.all that's bright and lovely,' Sl

To endure a fearful gloom LETEO

, ,:Forced from-ull the little pleasures o

That have Joy’d my youthful mmd—- / '

Innocen“e, and Iove, and’ fnendblup, ‘
i Every cherishid thihg re»sxg;n’d~

.




