irg

-And-blooming.like hersel ;i -
it deli’d ‘me: aogaed weel wil her—
"' But-dule T now foretelli?? -

: c: \thn ,-'i't;v look\t up, 'dye‘ fresh :i‘ml fa’u'., B

. As thus she stood'.and ‘made her manes
‘By Hier lanely biggin-door; "
" The broken pot and Tosie=bush, '
_Shé turn’d "t'nerx? ocr-and o’er.

- And’ Davie, in his witlessness, =~
Bat leugh to sce her greets;
*. When by. their came-a traveller;
* \Vandering on ‘weary feet.

‘Tn widow ‘wéed 2’ garbed” was. she,
And"pale, pale’ was her face, . .

_Sheé Tooked at Mary wistfully, -
Then craved to rest:a space.

« 0 guidwife, ean you tell me
If, down' in yonder ha’,
" _There’s ony:that' remember. -~
The, dochter that’s;awa? - .

«If onie ‘now he living, there;
. Ancéheld that dochier dear,
Wha gaed- unto the: Indies, =
" And’s: heen sae lang (rae here?

< And, think ye theywad welcome her,

1f ‘back she came again, @ - 7.
Wi nacthing. but' a breaking hiart
.07 a’'was ance ber ain??, P

- ¢ 0, where cam'ye frac, woman,
That siccan speerings tell?

It gars me grue o look at ye;
But you canna be hersel!

¢ The -bairn I dawted on my knee—
The beauty in the ha’—— ‘

That aye was like a straik of light,
Shining ‘aboon them a’.

¢ But sce ye to that bonny stem,
A’ lying crushed and. broken :
O? her that gaed beyone - the seas
' It 'was a cherished token.

¢ As ilka leaf on’t had heen gowd,
Ap’ 2’ its dew the pearl, -

I lo’d it=—a? for her ain sake,
That bonny leddy girl.”

She Qlang her arms round MMary’s neck—
She.had nae word o speak. B
Alace, the dowie ’prophe'cy
‘Was reed upon her cheek !
On her return with. her husbard to Britain, Laora made an
early excursion to visit her native vale. . IHer parents were
dead ; Resehall was now in the occupation of slrange proprie-

tors : and,” leaving her carriage and attendants at the village '

inn, which was -within ashart distance of the cotlage in
which she last saw. Mary [iving, she walked thither alone ;

- trenibling, and inregogaising.

~ing, he knows itnot!
- pidity, he turns reund ‘and’ sees” the companjon of - his
pillow _asleep by lis side.  Poor, unfortunnte woman!l

Lauta had been;living i the habit'of viewing: most of
tinie’s ‘doings under: falsely embellished: aspects &
utterly unprepired for. the "sad “wreck She, behelds 1 "Wihen
Mary knew. her'mistress, who ‘shuddered, but:-weepingly re-

-turned, on her'withered chieek, the kisses she'was feebly: im-,
printing.on the one hand she_had.taken,” she pointcditober. ~
- other onc,:which hung lifeless by her “side,” and i then,ta- her
“moiith.” She’had been stricken” with, palsy; and :wgs;dumb.
“Daft Davie, who was the only other human “inhabitant of the

cottage, loaked at Loura with glaring eyes, asil séady 1o re-
sent fher intrusion ; and her".¢ommiseration was deepencd, to

_:see her.who had lavished upon: herself so many " tender cares,

now, in ler withered years and sad circumstances, nlotie with
suel an attendant. . Mary read: her thoughts, .and - first-mo~-

~tioning deprecatingly “to Davie, who appeared. to understand

her signal, and multered oul his customary response, ¢ Weel,

weel, guid lassie}”’ she. tottered, towards, the: little. table,
‘where [ny an open‘Bible,

] It was open at the 1038 -psalm.
Mty sank heavily ‘upon’ the " cushioned chair “wliich stodd.

- before it passed-her hand over the prge j then pressed iton’
~her heart, and-then on Litura’s ; whose tertor’ may: be ima-

gined when she saw ler seized with intense: trembling, sud-
den, violent, universal, The internal’agitation ol the meet-

ingy which could not find way in: wards, proved teo. much for .

nd’-was.

her feebie frame. - It was her last. ' Tho  struggle ‘subsided. -

"A calm’ came’ over her distorled fealurés, A bhight gleam

illuminated, for ‘a moment, her pallid “countenince-—almost
restoring it to former beauty; and with: her!disstressed “poor
brother murmuring ¢ guid Iassie®® in her ears,'shc fell asleep

angels! - 7. T T A PRI IROTE R

| THE DRUNKARD'S SUNDAY MORNING. -

Aftera fow hours, not of sleep, but of a cessation of
raving and ‘riot, the drankard wakens. The gross iiimo-
ralities, or, it may be, peceadilloes of last night’s debauch
ave dimly before'him, and he stares about wildly and rubs
his blood-shot eyes to aseertain where he is. The beast
has drowned his reason and recollection, nud although his

.—and, may-we not: venture 1o believe.awoke to the song:of.

bed-post and he are acquaintances of many years’ stand-

Puzzled in his grog-entailed stu-

Her place is a living atlas of . sadiicss, sorrow, and des-
pair.. Flow wan, and haggard, and sorrow-harrowed is
that countenance, where erewhile health and happiness
delighted to Tuxuriate!, - On‘the farther side, for ‘sup-
pose him a parent, hie sees bis own child—a child born
to sorrow, and a patrimony of indigence and bad fime.
The-ineessant outpouring of the mother’s tears is told on
the - face of infancy ;. its chubbiness is giving way, and
rising melancholy already knows the face it will invade
in after years.. “The drunkavd groans and sighs, but it
is not for the bitterness of maternal tears, neither is his
soul touched. for the helplessness of. his ¢hild, 'O, no !
his last groat is gone, and, to use the slang phrase, of the
fraternity, he: is' at a. loss how ¢ Lo raise the wind.”
And this, and this alone, is the s'oley,c:iusc, of his uncasi-

‘ness and -despondeney ; he is in what is “technicnlly

termed # the horrors;” and unless some searcely - more
provident brother chip comes'in the way to procure ““a
hair of the dog that bit him,” Tie puffs an’oath’ that the
rli.ss’olution'of his worthless body and unmanly soul is
)“g 1. : .



