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ness.  lle soon revived, and slow- ' Her heart was too full, and the
ly twining his arms around his tears which she shed so freely
mother’s neck, he kissed her and ‘seemed to flow from an inexhaust-
murmured a child’s blessing on her, 'ible source. She held her poor
his last and only earthly friend. kchild closely in her arms, and scb-
‘“ Charley, dear, what makes you  bed as if her heart would break.
talk so about dying ; what shall I l “ Charles, my son,” said she, be- -
do when you are laid in the grave,: coming at length somewhat calmer,
away from your mamma, your own |« 1 cannot wonder that you long to
dear mamma! Tather js gonejdie, and that death has no terrors
most of the time, and how lone-ito you, and were it not for you, and
some shall I be if my darling leaves! your misguided father, who, though
me,” said the poor mothey, in sad;he deserved not the name, yet is
and soothing accents, as he roused ' still your father, and once an affec-
himself a little from the lethargy ! tionate one, and very kind to both
that was creeping over him, the of us—were it not for you and him,
effect of long fasting, and the cold, I could most gladly quit this world
auntumn air, for winter was noar,! of sorrow and trouble, and through
and the sunny days of sammer had  the mercies of our Heavenly Fath-
long since fled. er, find rest in a bright and glori-
“ Why, mother,” he replied, gaz-| ous world above ! Truly there is
ing at her with a look that seemed ! no sicki:ess or grief in that home
as if 1t were to be Inis last, « T don’t' of the ¢ blest niade perfect,” there
wish to live any lunger, and be al-:all is peace and love, and joy and
ways cold and hungry, and bave harmony forever and ever ! Over-
you so too, and have father away!come by her feclings, she gave
at the tavern all the time, drinking; vent to them in a broken but sin-
rum and whisky, and I can’t help;cere prayer to the Creator for those
feeling so, dear mother. Don’t, whom she loved on earth.
cry, for it does not do any good. 1; 'When shehad finished her pious
asked father the o.ter day, whenexercise, she sat for some time gaz-

he hadn’t been drinking, what
made him drink so much rum,and
leave you and me at home without
any fire or clothes to keep us warm,
or any thing to eat, and at first he
was very angry, and talked so that
I cried. When he noticed that,
he said he was sorry, but couldn’t
help drinking; that he wished
there was not another drop in the
world, but that ke Ioved it and
must have it, and said he wished
he was dead ; then pretty soon he
went off to the tavern, and when
he came back he was drunk, and|
struck you with a chair, and drove
us both out of docys. Oh, mother,
I don’t wish to live; I’d much
rather die, hadn’t you ?”

The poor woman could not re-

ply to this heart-rending appeal.

ing intently on the sleeping form
of her child, who lay in her arms
languidly, in a troubled, dreamy
sleep, until the gathering shades
of night warned her to make pro-
vision for the night! What a
mockery of words! Yet, such was
done, albeit it was very simple.
She did all that was possible for
her to do. There was notaning in
the dwelling that could be convert-
ed into sustenance, the last crumb
had been eaten the day before—
there was no fuel to kindle a bright
and cheerful fire on the hearth, by
which they might warm their be-
numbed and stiffened forms.
There was in one corner of the
mistrable building a recess, in
which lay a damp straw bed, and
a few ragged bed clothes, and there .



