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The Bottle.—~Chapter VIII,

Would that with the murder of one gnd the madness of
another, the evil \wwork of the hattle hnd ceared—that with
its destruction its dread influence had come to an end. But,
slas! it was notso. The grave and the madhousa received
two victims; but their childres yet lived, now homeless,
friendless, and depraved.

When the mnther’s body was {aken away in the cart, Ag-
nes and her little btother went forth into the city, whose
evil but strongly pulsating heart, pours its corfupling current
through a thousand veins that are hidden from the public
gaze, to sink deeper in vice and crime. There was no one
to speak to them a word of good advice ; no one to care whe-
ther they did wrong or right.  The means of subsistence
were in_their own hands, and they went on for a time in
their ol vocation. Their resting place nt night was upon a
bundie of rags, or upon the hard flgor, in some abode of vice,
whete their minds acquired a matarity in evil, that would
have shamed their elders by many years. For a long time,
growing worse and worse, sinking lower and lower, ihey

{ went on, until they attracted the eyes-of the Police, and
were taken up and sent td the House of Refuge, where they’
remained for many years.

At the age of fiftecn, Agnes was {aken from fhe institu-
tinn by a family some fifty miles from the city, who used
every means in their power, to make her usefu) and respeci.
able’; but the sceds of vice had been, alas! too thickly
sown, and had felt too intensely, the influx of infernal light
and heat. They had already begun to germinate, In less
than a year, she ran off and made her way back to the cily,
where, by a change of name, she succeeded in suecessfully
eluding the cfforts of the Police for her arrest as a fugitive
from the Refuge, and soon became more vile and wicked
than she had ever bren.

James, before he was ‘apprenticed, heard that Agnes had
left her place. Rightly conjecturing ikat she had gone back
to their old haunte, and eager fo join her, he waited only
untii his furn came to he. put ot, to do 2s she had done.

Seven years had passed sincg the lad walked the streets
of that great city. x"I‘hen he was but g child—now he was a

atout boy. Until he-Found himself alone, and without money
Q| in his pocket in the héayofa now sirange place, he had
A scarcely asked himself what he would do, or what his reel

parpose was in throwing himself upon its {roubled and dan-
gcrons walers,  As he passed along, old localities brought
back to hiz mind the thoughts of former times, and of some
incidents that he wonld rather have forgotten than remem-
bered ; and, hardened as he was, snd full of impulses to
wrong, he feit that there was misery in evil courses, and he
more than half repented the unwise step he had taken, in
sunning away from a comfortable and virtuous home.

While passing, thus, slowly and thoughtfully along, he

| forgotten night

met a gaily dressed young girly and before he recognized her
changed face and sppearance, was startied by her familiar
voice and the words—

¢« Why, Jimmy ! What ate you doing here 777

It wes Agnes.- But, in her gay attire, and more woman-
Iy appearance, the sister of the lad no longer appeared. It
hwas Agnea ; -and gz’et not to him the Agnes of old—the sister
he had Joved for her tenderness to him in the sad and evil
days of their unbappy childhood. He took her hand and
gmtsped it tightly—but it did pot feel like the hand of his
sister.

Agnes saw what he felt, and comprehended all that was
in his mind ; and the regrets of that moment were the most
painful sha had cver felt since her wide and almost hopeless
departuce from virlue.

Had it been otherwise with her than it was, she might
have again united her fortunes with those of ber brother, and
in the bond of fraternal affection helped each other to do
right end be happy. But this was hopeless now—and bit-
terly did she fz‘-el that it was so.

For hoars they walked the streets together, and talked of
tﬁe past, al‘ld, fymle sumie, but f@m‘_ﬁ\l{m‘uﬂs' 10 N [RiUIT.
When James asked his sister whet# she lived, she refused
to tell bim. oo

¢ It is belter that you should notinow,” she said, and her
voice was sad as she spoke. He undersicad her, and de-
praved as his own heart was, it feit cold and shuddered.

On making inquiry about their father, James learned that
he stifl lived, and was stilt an inmate of the mad house.—
He proposed that they should visit him.  Agnes at first de-
clined, but when she found that he meant to go,she changed
ber mind and accompanied him.

They found an old man, shivering by the fire, and shrink-
ing as from some object of horrar. “There was little about
him that reminded them of their father. They did not
linger long upon an ob{"ecl 30 painful to behold. When they
feft his gloomy cell, there were no motions of aflection in
their hearts; but ¢ bilter remembrance of that never-to-be

when his hand imbrued itself in thelr mother’s
blocd. H.

43 they turned from the cell, they saw crouching upon
the ground beneath a grated window, an old man, with fer-
ror-staring eyes. The lad paused & moment to look at him,
and then said to the keeper,—

<« ign’ that old Morrison who sold rum at the ¢ Man and
Monkey ?*

The keeper nodded assent, and they passed on. It was
nearly night when they parled. Agnes gave her brother
some money, and promised to see him af a certain place on
the next day ; but they never met again. A Korrible mur-

der was committed that night in u house of ill-repute, and
Agnes was the victim!

Verily, the bottie has done its work !
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