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The day was gwoomy and chilly. At the
freshly opened geave stood a delieate linde gir) of
five yeatrs, only mourner for the silent heart be.
neath,  Fricndless, hopeless, homeless, she had
wept i1l she had no more tears w0 shed, and now
she stood with her scamy clothes flutteeing in the
wind, preseing her little hands tightly over her
heart as if to still fts beating.

“Jv's no usc fretting,” said the rough ian, as
he stamped the last shovel full ot earth over alj
the child had 10 Jove; “ frelting won't bring dead
fulks todife pity you hadn't gut ne ship's cousing
somewhcics to take you; fts a tough world, this
tere, 1 1)) ye; b don't sce how ye're going to
weather it 4, Guess I take ye tound to Mra,
Fetherbee's, she's gota power of children and
wants a hand to help her, so come along. 1€ you
cry enougli to float the ark ft won't do you no
rool.”  Allie obeyed hitn tnechanically. tuenin

et head every few minutes to take another, an
yet anuther look where her inother lay buried,

Tbe morning sun shone in upon an under-
gronnd kitchen in the crowded cll{. Mrs,
Fethertee, atiired in gay colored calico dress,
with any quantity of tinscl jewcllery, xat sewin
some showy cotton lace on a cheap pocket hand.
kerchiel. A boy of five ycars was dlsputing with
alutle gicl of three, about an applet from big
words they had come to hard blows; and peace
wae finally declaced at the price of an orange
apicce, and a_stick of eandy—cach combatant
*putting in” for the biggest,

Poor Allie, with pale check and swallen eye.
lids, was staggering up and down the floor under
the weight of 2 mammoth baby, who was amusin
himeell, pulling out at intervals Hile handfulls
of hair,

« Quiet that childl can’t yo!” said Mrs,
Fetherbee, in no very gentle tone.  * [ don’t won-
der the darling Is cross to see such a solemn face.
You must getalittle life into you some how, or you
won't carn the salt of your purridge bece.  There,
I declaze, you've hall put his cyes out with those
long curls dangling areund ; come here, and have
tem et off, they don‘t look proper for & charity
child 3* (and sbie glauced at the short, stubbly
cropson tlie heads of the little. Fetherbees.)

Allic's lip quivered, as she aaid, " Mother used
to luve to brush them smooth every morning ; she
mid they were lke little dead sisiers;
dont,” she said bescechingly.

" Rut I tcll yo I o please to cut ‘em, so there's
an end of tAal,” aaid she, as the scveral ringlets
fell in & shining heap on thekitchen flooc; “and
do for creation’s sake, stop 1alking about “ dead
fuika; and now eat your breakfast if you want It;
fsorgot you hadn't had any—there's some the
children's Jeft; if you're hunﬁr it will go down,
and il you aint you can go without.”

{ Pooc Allic] The dainties{marsel woulda't have
“gene dowen;" her c{‘u filled with tcars that
wouldn't be forced back, and she sobbed out,
"“"‘"X 1€ you deas mic for it—my Acarl pains me
s0 bad.

*Hoitoy=~T-I-t.y! what's all this1” gaid a
broad-faced, rosy milkman, as he set his shining
can dawn on the kitchen table; ** what's all this
Missis Pethetbee T 1'd as lief eat pins and neédies
as beara child cry. Who is she, polating to
Allie, and what's the matter of hee3

“Why, the long and short cf it Is, she's a poor
pauper that we've taken inowt of charily, and
she's crying at her good luck, that's all,” sald the
lady, with a vexed toss of her head, That's the
way benevolence is always rewarded ; nothing on
earth 16 do here,-but tend the baby, and amuse
the children, and run.to the.door, and wash ‘the
dickes,. and . dux the furniture, and tidy the
kitchen, and go of & tew errands, ungrateful little

taggage!”

Jeminy's heart was as big as his farm—auwd
that covered considerable ground.  Glancing
pityfully at the litlle weeper, he said skiltfully
*That child’s going 1o be sick, Mis Fethertee,
and then what arc yon going to do with hee?
Besides, she's 100 young to b of much usc to
you, Youwd bener Tet e take her,”

“Well, I should nt wonder of you was half
right,” said the Inghtencd woman,” * Slic's been
trouble cnough, altcady.  I'll give her a quit
claim.”

“IWill you go with e, little maid1* sald
Jemmy with a bright, geod natuied sindle,

“If you please,” xaid Ailic, laying her ltle
hand confidingly in his rough pahn.

" 8it upcloser,’, said Jemmy, as he put one arm
round her to steady her fragile figure, ax the
rattled over the slony pavements, * We shiall
200t be out of s smouky old cliy—=consarn il
[ always feel as iC1 was polsoncd, cvery thue |
coroe fnto town—and then we'll see what awecet
hay-fields, and new milk, aud clover blossoins,
and kind hearts will do for ‘{ou—you poor little
plucked chicken! Whete did you coine from,
when you came to live with that old Jezebel 1

“ I'ronn my mothee’s grave,” sald Allie,

“Pour thing! poor thing!" sald Jemmy,
wiv,ing away a tear whh his coAt aleeve
“ We'll, never mind.  { wish { hadn’t asked you,
I'm always tunniug my head agin a bean, * Do
you like to feed chickens, hey 1 Did you ever
milk acow 7 or rlifc un top & hay-cartt orgo a
bereyfog, Do you love bouncing ral apples, and
peachics as big as yon. fist7 1t shall go hard
with you If yon dont have 'ain all. What's
come of your hair, child? 1lave you had your
hicaill shaved!”

# Mrs Fotherbes cut it off, sald Alle,

“The old serpent! 1 wish 1'd como in a litile
quicker, Was it your curls them young 'uns
were glaylng with1 We'll, never mind,” aaid
he, looking at the sweet face before him, you don't
need ‘e g and they might get you 1o looking in
the glass oftcner than was good for you,”

YWe'll, hete we aic, I declare; and there
stands my old woman in the doorway, shaling
her cyes from the sun. I gucss she wondcrs
where 1 raised you1”

% Look here, Betsey i Do you eee this child1
The carth:is {resh on her mothee’s grave, She
has neither kith nor kin,  1've brought het from
that old akinflint of & Fetherbee, and here she §s.
{f you like her, it's well and good ; and if you
don’t, she'll stay here just the saine; but I know

ou will,” sald” he coaxingly, as he passed his
rawny arin around her capaclons waist. And
now get her something that will Uring the color
to her cheeks; fur mind you, I have no rchile
slaves on my fatm}”

How sweetly Allic's Jittle tired limbs rested in
the fragrant lavendercd sheets! A tear lingered
on her cheek, but its birth was not of surrow
Jemmy pointed it out to his wife, as they stood
looking at her before retiting to rest,

“ Never forget it, Betsey,” said he. # Harsh
words aint fur the molAcrless, May God jogiu
m{i.:dthe cver hears one fromn my lips."—¥ire
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Adverlisements.
¥xesh Axrivals of Grooexies.

Tlls Subseribers beg toeall the attention of purchasers
1o theic New lmpottations of

TEAS, TOBACCOS, WIKES,

and Genent Groceries, (arTiving dally,) all of which are
offerpd low for cash or short credit.
JOUN YOUNG, Juat,, & Co.
Hamilion, May 18,1562 B
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New Dry Joods Establishmant

AND
MILLINERY SHOW ROOM.

J. & W, McDONALD

‘Vm_'l.!) mod repecifally annmince to the faldicn o
ith 'l"nr;-nm, that the Mitlinery Khow Ream in connteton
wil eir

LRY G0ODS ESTABLISNMENT,

Ne. 1, Kigin Bulldings, carner of Yonge
and Adelaide Sireets,
waropennd on the 2th Ind., with a new and selret display

af the most Echionable Milinery, which will te USeresd
at prices unusnally low,

No. 1, Ein Buaildings,
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PENJY READING ROOM!!

31is andersignen has apened a News Room
A dnhe Ircmiws.bt Yonge Street, supplied
with the icading Papcrs aud inost valuable Maga.
zines, uth

BRITIAHK AND AMKRICAK,
As follows, viz, 1em

London Quarterly Review,

The Ediuburgh,” ©

Nonh British, "

Bibliotheea Sacra,

Tclectic Magazine,

Blackwool's, »

Intcenational,

Littel's Living Age,

Hatper's Magazine,

Sartains Union,

Constitution and Church Scntinel
Dublin Newspaper,

Globe, "

Coloniet,

Patriot, "

Examiner, “

North American,

Canadian Family tIcrald,

Literary Gem,

with a Jarge number of others, and as the charge
is only One Penny per visit, or Seven.pence half-
penny per month, he truats to be honoured by the
patronage of the reading public.

C. FLETCHER.
Toronto, January 8ih, 1852, c-58

NEW BOOK STORE!
No. 54, Yonge Street, Toronto
(T%o Doors Somtk of Spencer's Foundry.)

THE Subscriber respecifully informs  his
Fricnds and the Public that he has com-
menced busiocss as .

Beokseller nl‘sutlner‘ :

In the above premiscs, where lic inlends o keep
on hand a cholce and varied amsortment of: §

BOOKS & STATIONERY,

The Stock on hand comprises—~STANDARD
WORKS in every department of Literature, to-
gether ‘with Cheap  Publications, SCHOOL

BOOKS, &c., &«., &c.
L5 A Valuable Seccond-hand Library for Sale.
Trass—Casn.

CHARLES FLETCHER.
‘Taronto, January 8th, 1852, 6-58



