® is dead, then! Horatio is no more, and
. Wretched Margaret, guilty, depraved, aban-
fater » 88 )’?u were, I cannot but lament your

Tate! ) \ . -
indeog tr::?”nlas. can these horrible tidings be
d ip wild, uncontrollable emotion, she arose,
Paced the room with hurried and uneqaal
Kﬁef: v;; leanor waited until the ﬁrsf burst of lfer
Roigel, 38 past, and then approaching her with
wpy S footsteps, she laid her hand on her arm:
U g, memb?r, dear sister! that affliction is sent
chasﬁ;n on high; doth not ocur heavenly Father
e oue those whom he loves? let us, -then, su‘b-
slon to"};}“bbom nature, and, bowing in submis-
1s divine will, affectionately kiss the rod

Whig| .
;! Chastises us, Remember that you are a
nstxan!»

Poor

&
a 8You areright, dear Eleanor,” returned Mary,
You fe tendfsr]y embraced her. “And I thank
fopey, - Teminding me of my duty. I will hence-
tiag wendeavour to bear my sorrows as a Chris-
N °Man should.”
¢ this moment a servant entered with a mes-
" fom Mrs, Kenrick, requesting to know
leaye ®F she might be permitted to take her
fan; * 8 she was anxious to return home to her
sio, y 83 300n as possible. The desired permis-
Ber 5 ng given, Mrs. Kenrick once more made
w PPearance, .
"Iw'e °re you go, Mrs. Kenrick,” said Mary,
Sh to ask how you became acquainted with
« unhaPIly writer of this letter.”
0 me eI” Wa'am, since you do put the question
bek“; I”Jlst tell you, though I had as lief not,
Pein, ¢ hope the poox creature is now out of
°"gl;(; ‘t’l' all that she was unfortunate, an’ we
M t; try an’.cover the faults of the dead,
now ‘im Test in pace; butsince you want to
"a; Tua afn: how it was, why I'll tell you, As
,inin,c"mm home from market one Saturday
> about three months ago, what should
© ste Ut & poor shiverin’ creature sittin’ on
kng ‘51 of a door in Dawson street, (if you
i ®re that js, ma'am); well, she was
Pale o ’ag.ﬂlnsl, the iron railin’ an’ looked very
to Sickly, myself was grieved to the heart
°F there, for she looked like one that had

leen

ax'q p, tt::r days, and so 1 went up to her an’
T had g}, .

8t mq Withoy e no place to go to. She looked

t sayin’ a word, an’ I began to think
Tayy ;woma’l was out of her mind, but when
e — the same question over again, she
t oug eryin'»

Notaspot in the wide world have I whereon
my head |’

o

with you, why, come with me in God’s name,
whatever you are; my place is but poor, but
sure it's better than the street, so come.’ The
poor creature tried to get up, but she was so
wake, that she was near fallin’ again, only I
catch’d her. Well then I made her lean on my
arm, an’ we walk'd very slowly to my poor
house. God help me! it is a very poor house;
an’ dear me! I'm sure the lady thought it mighty
strange to be in such a little, weeny bit of a
house; but I made her as comfortable as I could,
an’ the childhre did everything they could for her.
(I have three small childhre, you see, ma’m, an’
P'm a poor widow woman into the bargain.) The
poor soul tried to take everything in good part,
for she was mighty quiet and humble Iike.
You'd never think, to look at her then, that she
was one so unfortunate, but she was, for all that.
Well, ma’am, myself used to wonder, and wonder,
at what could have brought her to sich a con-
dition, but as she never spoke about it herself,
why, I could'nt bring myself toask her. At last,
about five weeks after she came. to my little
place, she took mighty bad entirely, an’ from the
first, she gave herself up. It wasa great trouble
to me that I wasn’t able to pay a docther to
come to her, but when I said that to her, she got
quite angry like, an’ called out in her fine Eng-
lish—for she could spake jist as well as any
counsellor, ma’am. [Here Mary, malgré her sor-
row, could not refrain from smiling, which,
however, Mrs. Kenrick was far too much
engrossed by her narrative tonotice.] I couldn’s
say it as she said it, ma’am, but she ax’d me
what would I senyl for a docther for? or what
value was her life to any one? She said she
was only a burthen to society, (ay! them’s the
words she used,) and that if I knew what she
was, I'd be glad to get shot of her. Well,
myself was frightened at the way she got on, an’
when she seen that, she grew quiet again, an’
she tould me to sit down beside her; so I did,
an’ she says: *Mrs. Kenrick, you're the only
friend I have, and now, as I am near dyin’, I'll
not deceive you any longer,” and then she ups
and tells me that she had once been a great lady,
an’ had plenty of friends and plenty of money,
but that the evil spirit got into her, and she
deceived her friends, and blackened them to each
other, tili she set them all & quarrellin’, apn’ then,
when they began to find out what she was, she
went off to London; but, ma’am, I'd only
make you ashamed if I tould you the kind
of a life she led there for as good as six or eight
years; an’ at last, the poor unfortunate crea-
ture was turned out upon the world, without
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pull?d o mute supplication, while her face was | ¢ Well," says I to her, *if that's the way
38 death, 4y length she spoke: ;
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