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House my charity was solicited by the dirty, rag,,çred swýëeper
of the street.

thoufrh loncr unbeard was only ýoo familiar to
The voice, y

;ear and lookina- earnestly at thé supplianf, with mincried -seàsa- j>1
tions of. pity and horror, I recocrnized 'My loDçr-lost cousin,
Theophilus Moncton.

He, too, recognized me, and droppinfr the tattered -remam*-s of
his bat ât my feet, muttered half aloud

Do not betray me, Geôffrev I am a lost and misérable
man. My punishment is alreaày greater than flesh and blood
can well bear.11

What assistance can I render you I asked, in a faltering
voice as I dropped my purse into his bat, for the sicrht of him,
recalled inany painfulrecollections.

have rendered -me the best in your power -.11 and fliner-
ing away his broom, he disappeared down a dirty, narrow alley,
Jeavincr me in a state of doubt and anxiety conceraing
him.

Wishincr to convert this sinner from. the error of his ways,
and to elucidate, if possible, the mystery whieh involved his
fatherls death, I repaired to thé same place for several days lu
the hope of meeting with him aggain, but without success.

A week eilapsed, and I found another tattered son of want
supplyinçr his place at the crossing of the street. Droppin& a

shilliiacr into his extended band 1 asked what had become of thé

p oor fellow that used to sweep there.
Saving your honorls presence," returned the mendicant, in

a broad Irish accent he was a big blackguard, and so he was
not over-honest neither, and always drunk Tlother day, some

foolish body who had moré mèney nor wit, took a fancy to his
pSly, unwholesome phiz., and gave him. a pursefal of gould-or

mayh ap he stole it-anl he never quits the grip of the brandy
bottle till he dies. They carried the body to the poor-house,


