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tepl samco, lnd Ilold np your head \nth the but
of them. I would not stay to be kicked gnd
prdered about by this Mr. Godfrey. What is he?
Not a shijling has he to bless himself with—and 1 am
sure he does not care one farthing for you, nor the
cw'”

“Oh! heloves me indeed, indeed he loves me—
and the child. Ob, he will grieve for, the child !
Mrs. Strawberry, if ever you were a mothier your-
self, have pity upon me } and shew me the baby !
She caught the woman by the hand, and looked up in
her face with such an expression of longing, intense
qwre, that, harsh as she was, it melted her, stony
_beart,-and going to a closet, she returned with the
babe in her arms. It was dressed in its liitle cap
4nd. long white night dress—s cold image of purity
and perfect peace. )

. “,0h, ;mqe own—mine own ! wailed the young
mother, pressing the cold Tora eonvulsively against
her bosom, as she rocked to and fro upon the pil-
Tow'; ¢ my blessed, innoceht boy, you have left me
Mever, #nd ever, and ever. My ehild~my infant
love=1 have wept for you—prayed for you-—un-
Born, [ hiave bfessed'yon. * Your smiles would have
healed up the deep wounds of my broken heart.
moge:m,we would have wandered te a distant land,
whore reproacheés, and curses, and blows, would have
ever found us 3 and we would have been bappy: in
each otherslove. Oh ! my murdered ehild—1 call
upon you-—but you cannot hear me ! I weep for you
~-but you are deaf 10 my misery } Qh, woe is me—
what shalt ] do, a’ wanting thee, My heart is
empty—the world is sopty. Its promises  are false
_ «=its laye.is departed—my child is dead, and 1am
nhu-—alone—~nlone.” :

" %.Coms, give ms the habe, Mary s 1 hm your

btother’s siep upon the stair.”

“ You shall not have it I” cried ths girl, ltarhng' .

up in- the bed, her eyes Bashing fire. * ¥ our Joud
volee will waken bim. He_ is mine—God gawe him
tg-me; and you shall rot tear- him fom me. No
ottier hand shal feed him, and- rock him to llbq),
bl mine—-

¢ Lullaby baby—no danger shall come,
My breast is thy pillow—my beart Is thy home—
That poor heart may break, but it ever sball be,
True, true, to thy father, my baby, and thee !

¢ Woep, mother,weep !-thy poor infant is sleeping,
A sleep, which no storms of the world can.awaken,
Ah, what avails all thy passionate weeping,
'l‘ho depths of that love wh:eb 8O- 4050 bas
- whaken {

¢ All useless and lost, in my desolate ndhen,
No sunbem of hupe scatters h‘ght thro® the
gloom; - -
Instead of the voies ohéjalcmg and gladnass,
T hear the wind Wetd B¢ 'rank grass on the
tomb.’ »?

THE MISER AND HIS SON.

Plrtly _moaning, ‘and partly | smgmg, the poor
creaturg, exbausted by amght\of severe pain, and
still greater mental anxiety, fell into a broken sjum-
ber, with the dead infant closely pressed to her
bosom.

 Well, there they lie together—the dead and the
living,” said Mrs. Strawberry. ¢ °Tis a piteous
sight. I wish they were both bound to one place.
We'll have np- gopd of this love-sick girl; and I
have some fears myself of her brutal brother, and
the father of the brat. I hear his voice. He’s
home. Well, they may just step up, and Jook at theiy
wark., Ifthis is not murder, I wonder what is 9"

And with a feeling of more humanity than Mrs.
Strawberry was ever known to display, she arran-
ged the coarse pillow which supported Mary’s head,
and, softly closing the door, descended the step lad-
der inta the kitchea, - She found Godlrey apd Ma-
thews in close cenversation—the latler laugh-
ing immoderately.

* And he took the bait so easily, never suspected
you? Halhs! ha!-fet mé look at the money %
1 can scareely believe my own senses—ha ! hat ha!—
Why, man, you have found out a more expeditious
method of making gold than even your miserly usicle
knew.”

¢ Aye, but I have not his method of keeping it;”
said Godfrey. “But, Mathews, you may well rejoice.
This proud boy is in our toils now—1 have him es
sure as fate. Imust say, I felt a slight pang of re-
morse, when I saw him willing to dére so much for
me, and he looked so like iy father thatI could al-
most have fancied that the dead lobked through his
eyes into my soul. Well, well 5 I have gone too far
to recede ; what must be, must be. None of us shape:
gur own destinies, or some good angel would have
warned Anthony of his danger.”

‘¢ What the devil has become of Mary ?” said
Mathews, glancing around. “She and 1 had some
words Iast night ; it was a foolish piece of business,
‘biit she provoked me. Ifo d her dressed up very
smart, just at night-fall, and about o leave the
touse. Iasked her where she wis going so late in
the évening ; she answered, “to hear the ranters
preach down in the village. That she wanted
know what they had to say to her soal’ 8o I
damned her soul, and bade her go baek to her cham~
ber, and not expose her shame to the world—and
she grew fierce, and she asked me, tsuntingly, who
it was that had brought her to ehame; snd if |
were not the greatest sinner of tbe two 't So I
struck her, in my anger.”” .

# Jtruck her'!”’ said Gudn-‘y, ntamng baek 5
®gtrtick a woman !’ that woman your sister; and
il her helpless situation ; you dared not do such &
cowardly, unmanly act 7%

© I 'was drunk,” sxid Mathews, gloomily, * and
dhe was 5o aggravating that [ am not 30 sure that:
you would have kept your hands off her, yourself.”



